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This story starts out normal enough, but having family problems, and working a job I just didn’t like, and not getting anywhere at the time, cause some real problems and a very interesting summer. Hence, the title of this story, “My Summer in New York.”

At the time, my brother and I worked at the same place. It was a small foundry in town and we would ride to work together. We worked hard, and we would play hard, meaning drink hard, I should say, well on this day, it was really hot, probably 102 degrees in the foundry. We both entered the factory and we both punched in and walked to our machines. I worked on the CB18 and my brother work on another machine on the same line. It was Thursday, and that meant payday, which would mean we would run to the woods and get drunk, or go to a local bar, but I was feeling stressed and tired, so I went home and went to sleep. The next day, however, I woke up ready for a change.

I had my morning coffee and a little bit later, I asked my father if he would take me to town, and we sat for a while and had coffee and cigarettes. Soon after, I asked if he would take me to the bus station. He agreed.

We arrived at the bus station about 2:30 pm and he asked me, “Why do you want to come here?” I said, “I want to go to New York City for the afternoon or overnight and I’ll buy a return ticket back, so I will have my ride back.”, although, I knew I was only buying a one-way ticket. So we sat for a while and talked and my father said, “Make sure you get your ride back or you will be stranded down there.” and I said, “OK, dad. I’ll see you later, ok?” So I got out of the car and my father said, “See ya later.” I told him I would call as soon as I got to New York.

Finally, the bus arrived and I was going to the Big Apple. I hopped on the bus and found myself a seat, by this time it was about 3:30 pm. The bus pulled away and I was watching my hometown get smaller and smaller. Something inside me said “stop the bus and get out!”, but something inside me said “keep on going,” so I sat back in my seat and got ready for the long ride.

There were a couple of stops along the way. The first stop was Owego, NY, where we stopped and I got out to have a cigarette. Got back on the bus and continued on my way. Such a strange feeling, I’ve only been 100 miles from home, and as I was watching the small towns and villages go buy my window, I was thinking about what I was going to do once I got to the city. I’ve always seen pictures and movies of New York, but never had been there.

We approached another stop before going on into New York City. I was time for one more cigarette before I would be heading on into the city. The people on the bus were starting to talk and say things like, “Ya know, we’re only 75 miles from New York, “, “50 miles from New York,”, “45 miles from New York.” I was starting to get a little scared. I only had about $8.00 on me and 1 blank check. When we were about 15 miles from New York, I started to feel like I wanted to turn back, but it was too late for that.

I was starting to see the New York City sky line, all the building and smoke and smog. I would be getting off at the Port Authority in New York, one of the biggest cities in the United States. When we pulled up, I couldn’t believe my eyes. I saw so many different types of people, from all walks of life, black, white, red, yellow, I just couldn’t believe it. I felt like I was on an episode of Star Trek or something. I was here, I was finally here, in New York City.

I got off the bus with nothing but what I had in my pocket and a book that I had read along the way. I felt like everybody was watching me and the buildings were like prehistoric monsters. I remember what people back home use to say, “if you ever go there, don’t look up, don’t act like you’re from somewhere else,” so I went to the restroom to try to compose myself and rinse my face with cold water.

[image: See the source image]

I felt like I was being followed, so I left the building and stood outside on the steps and tried to keep from panicking. As soon as I walked outside, a fight broke out and then I heard a gunshot on one of the other streets. Soon there was the sound of sirens and some people had said that someone had been shot.

I went back inside to check the time and try to call home. I got change and called home, I got a hold of my father and talked for a while and spent about $6.00 on the call, which only left me about $2.00 in my pocket and everybody back home still thought I had a ticket home. I went back outside and it was very crowded. It was getting late, about 7:15 pm and I knew darkness was about to fall on the city.

The air was filled with the smells of smoke and food and a thousand other different smells. Drag queens were starting to hand around, and strange people with makeup, I mean a lot of them, some of these people stood at least 6’4” or 6’5”. People with suits and ties, what looked like to me, was modern day gangsters, arrived in limousines. I said to myself that it was time to go, I didn’t know where, just go.

I decided to start walking up the street, asking for directions. One person would say one thing and one would say another, go to this street, go to that street, and it will take you where you have to go. If there’s one thing I’ve learned in NYC, never ask for directions.

Finally, I came up on this little park, up from the Port Authority, and I sat there for, what seemed like, forever. It must’ve been around 8:00 pm or 8:30 pm by this time. A man and a woman approached me and asked for a cigarette. I gave them one and they asked me who I was and where I was from. I told them I was from Waverly, NY and that’s how I got my nickname, Waverly, in the city. At this point, I still knew where I was, just a short walk, and I would be back at the Port Authority.

So here I was, talking to these people I didn’t know, at all. They asked me if I wanted to drink some beer with them. At first, I told them no. After a while, they asked me again and I told them I would have one. One led to two, then three, then four. Then they asked me if I wanted to go to Manhattan, NY. They knew a park where we could finish drinking. I agreed and we started walking and walking. Finally, we arrived in Manhattan, where I had been in touch with the Screen Actors Guild. I had sent my portfolio months before. We continued drinking into the night and early morning. The next morning, the people were gone, and I was on my own. I remembered sleeping on a grate that night, next to homeless people. I walked around Manhattan and asked for directions to Central Park, where John Lennon and Yoko Ono used to walk.

Finally, I found the park. It was huge, I walked and walked, asking for directions to Strawberry Fields. Finally, I found it. There was a stone that said “Imagine” on it, with flowers. I sat down and had a cigarette. Fresh flowers had been set there.

It was time to go, so I left a cigarette and began thinking about calling home. It was late afternoon and I was wondering where I was going to spend the night. I was like in this kind of haze, like I had short term memory loss. I tried to all home, but couldn’t get a hold of anybody.

By this time, it was early evening, I had one blank check in my pocket and I was looking for a place I could write a check for food. I came across this restaurant called, Mantle’s. It was owned by the baseball player, Mickey Mantle. Outside, standing there
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