Back East: New York, New Jersey &
Pennsylvania – 2007
[UPDATE: March, 2013—As I
gradually go back over my old
travelogues, I‘ll be leaving the original
text intact but adding additional
comments in boldfaced enclosed in
brackets to expand on what was
originally said.
I‘ll also add some
additional scanned photos to enhance
the original travelogues.]

ABOVE: Baseball Hall of Fame – Cooperstown, New York
BELOW: Riverside Church – New York City

I‘ve wanted to do this trip literally
for years. In fact ever since it‘s been
possible to check air fares online (about ten
years now), I‘ve periodically checked what it
would cost to fly out east and spend a
relaxed week or so driving around upstate
New York and the surrounding area.
[Periodically I‘ll continue to price
different vacations. The places I check
out today are most often Australia and
Argentina.] While it hadn‘t gotten a whole
lot cheaper in 2007, with prices for
everything skyrocketing (even though the
government says we have no inflation
[That comment was intended as a slam
to the Bush administration, though in
fairness I should point out that the
Democrats have been just as likely as
the Republicans to say inflation is stable
when in fact prices on things people
actually buy are soaring.]), this seemed
as if it might be the last chance I might have
to do this kind of vacation. Shortly after
Christmas I found an affordable airfare
together with a reasonably priced car rental,
and I booked it almost on the spot.
Since then the trip evolved quite a
bit. I changed the itinerary somewhat,
including or omitting a variety of different
places and changing around the order in
which I‘d see things. I booked and rebooked various hotels, eventually changing
every single lodging reservation I‘d
originally made. In fact I made one last

hotel change the night before I left. The end result was a fascinating and most enjoyable week-long getaway.

Friday, August 3: Algona, Iowa to Easton, Pennsylvania, via Mason City,
Minneapolis, Detroit, and Allentown
This summer it has sometimes seemed as if I‘ve spent as much time out at school as I do during the school year. Our
technology coordinator resigned her position last spring, and among other changes that has made me the sole person responsible for
the school website. While it is theoretically possible to do all the maintenance and updating from home, the dial-up internet service I
have makes it very slow and tedious. So when things need to be updated, I‘m much more likely to go out to school and use the
dedicated internet connection they have there. [I now have a high speed cable modem connection at home, but it‘s often still
easier to work on the website at school.] I was out at school this morning working on the website, so that‘s essentially where this trip
started out. Around 9am I picked up some scrip gift cards I‘d ordered to use while I was traveling and then set out for real.
I had an uneventful drive east on highway 18. While a bit of construction would be a sign of things to come [at the time they
were doing re-surfacing near the town of Wesley], it really wasn‘t all that bad.
I stopped for breakfast at the Country Kitchen in Mason City [which has since closed—the building now houses a
Whiskey Creek steakhouse], where I had the ―skillet scramble‖ (scrambled eggs, ham, and cheddar cheese sauce served over a bed
of hash browns—definitely not health food, but tasty). The place was not terribly busy, and it was interesting to overhear conversations
from some of the other diners. Most interesting was a pair of truck drivers seated in a booth by the parking lot. They were essentially
sharing war stories, commiserating with each other about the trials and tribulations of the job. One had nearly gotten pinned under
heavy objects he was trying to unload at a factory in Chicago, and the other was currently being sued for allegedly hitting a car in a
McDonalds parking lot. He said the parking lot had completely separate truck parking, so he couldn‘t possibly have been anywhere
near the car in question.
As I left the restaurant I bought the
Des Moines Register and the Mason City
Globe-Gazette. By far the most important
news today was the aftermath of Wednesday‘s
bridge collapse in Minneapolis.
While of
course I sympathize with those affected by all
disasters, I must say this one quite literally hit
home. I‘ve driven on I-35W many times. It‘s a
horrible, obsolete interstate, but I never really
thought of it as structurally unsafe. From
today‘s papers, though, it was becoming clear
that the bridge was known to be unsafe for
years before it collapsed, but the Minnesota
Department of Transportation didn‘t bother
doing anything about it.
[Apparently an
automatic de-icing feature of the bridge
which continually sprayed chemicals
through the winter was a major culprit in
weakening the structure. Many Minnesota
bridges have automatic de-icing, and it
does make me wonder just how safe the
others are. It took about a year for MN-DOT
to build a replacement bridge, and for most
Collapsed I-25W bridge – Minneapolis, Minnesota
Traffic throughout the Twin Cities was frequently snarled throughout that time. Today, though, you‘d barely know the
collapse had even happened.]
I stopped at the Mason City ShopKo store, where I picked up a fan I‘ll use at school this fall (an absolutely essential item that
the school itself has never provided). They had close-outs on their summer clothing, with everything 50% off the lowest clearance
price. I ended up buying a pair of lightweight slacks for $3.75. Even if they fall apart after one wash, I can hardly complain.
As I drove westward toward the Mason City airport, I had an eerie—though pleasant—experience. Every single one of the
traffic lights I encountered in Mason City was green. That‘s something that NEVER happens in Mason City, where traffic is busy and
the lights are in no way synchronized. I hoped it might be a good omen for the trip—and after the fact I can say it certainly wasn‘t a bad
one. [That really was kind of cool, and it‘s an experience I haven‘t had since—in Mason City or any similar place.]

I got to MCW airport at
10:50am, exactly an hour before my
flight time. Since I had checked in
online yesterday and was not checking
luggage, there really wasn‘t anything
to do but wait for an hour. The airport
also serves as the bus station for
Mason City/Clear Lake, and one of the
Jefferson Stages passengers provided
a bit of entertainment. He was an
unkempt twenty-something man who
appeared to be either mentally
disabled or under the influence of
something—perhaps both. He had a
CD/.mp3
player
with
cheap
headphones, the sort of thing you
might get for $10 at Dollar General
The one-gate terminal at MCW, Mason City Regional Airport
Store. This imitation ―walkman‖ was still in its plastic packaging, which seemed more than a bit odd. One by one the guy went up to
everyone who was waiting and asked how much they would give him for it, suggesting $25 or $30 was a good price for the worthless bit
of electronics. I‘ve seen people do that sort of thing in the downtown area of major cities, but at a small-town airport it was certainly
unexpected.
There are only three flights a day out of Mason City. (Technically there are six, since the flights from Minneapolis continue on
to Fort Dodge—but no one in his right mind would fly from Mason City to Fort Dodge. [I actually always thought it would be fun—if
incredibly expensive—to do that. Sadly, it‘s no longer possible, since these days neither airport is served by a major air
carrier.]) Because of this the main waiting area is before the security checkpoint. They open security only for a few minutes before
each flight, and after going through you wait for final boarding in a tiny area right by the gate. At about 11:30 the woman in charge of
security went through the ―sterile‖ waiting area with a complicated mirror device, the sort of thing you see on America’s Most Wanted
when the border patrol is searching for drugs hidden underneath cars. I have no idea what she expected she might find in an area that
had been locked to the public ever since the 5am flight had taken off, but she spent a good five minutes doing her search. Convinced
that there was nothing unsavory there, she opened up the checkpoint.
MCW is obviously used to having a lot of people who don‘t fly often. While they enforce all the security rules strictly, they are
very accommodating and forgiving about those who might not be familiar with the latest changes.
The big change in 2007 is that
liquids are severely limited in carry-on luggage. You‘re only allowed liquids that come in three ounce or smaller containers (even some
travel-sized toiletries are larger than that), and you have to put them in a clear zipper bag and send them through the X-ray separately
from your other luggage. While I personally think it‘s a stupid rule, anyone who has flown since last Christmas (or who has checked
either the Transportation Security Administration‘s website or any airline‘s website) should know about it. A lot of the passengers in
Mason City didn‘t, though. Many had full-sized bottles of shampoo or mouthwash, or perhaps bottles of water or pop. What‘s more,
only a couple of people besides me had plastic bags to accommodate their liquids. One of the TSA employees was prepared and went
around handing out plastic bags and explaining the rule to everyone. They let those with containers that were too large go up to the
ticket counter and place the ―contraband‖ in their checked bags. That is an advantage to a small airport. At a major airport it would be
impossible to re-locate the checked bags, and all those oversized toiletries would likely just have to be dumped.
I was the first person through security, and I made it through without incident. Several people, however, set off the metal
detector. It seems as if elderly people set things off especially frequently. I‘d expect people with artificial joints or that sort of thing to
have a problem, but it‘s almost always something stupid like not removing coins from their pocket. The liquid rule is new, but metal
detectors have been in airports pretty much my whole lifetime. You‘d think people would know how to deal with them.
Everyone did eventually get past the detectors, and we soon boarded. I sat across the aisle from a pleasant couple who were
visiting their grandchildren (who I think would be adults themselves) in Bismarck. We chatted a bit, though not nearly so much as most
of the other people on board. Indeed, this was one of the most talkative flights I‘ve ever been on. It‘s only about half an hour from
MCW to MSP, but I think I heard two dozen people‘s life stories in that time.
The strangest thing about this flight was that we flew at an unusually low altitude. While you never get extremely high on the
Mason City—Twin Cities flight, this time I felt like I was in a crop duster. We never did get past the barrier (10,000 feet I think) where
electronic devices can be used. It was actually kind of fun to see the landscape so close, but I kept wondering why we didn‘t get any
higher. [I assume there must have been relatively low clouds that we were avoiding. It really did feel like we were in a crop
duster, though.]
I had a LONG layover (about five hours) in Minneapolis, which is the trade-off for flying out of a minor airport. [I actually
rather like long layovers, and I definitely prefer them to scheduling the overly tight connections that the airline booking
computers seem to favor.] I filled much of the time walking the concourses, going past every single gate in the enormous airport. I
passed many twice, first walking the whole way under my own power and then going back via the moving walkways. I‘ve been to MSP
several times before (you pretty much have to go through there if you live in the upper Midwest and fly, since Northwest is the only

airline that serves most of the region), and it was interesting to see that they‘ve shuffled around the locations of many of the businesses
in the airport. They seem to have pretty much the exact same stuff they‘ve always had, but where things are at has changed.
The first business I patronized had nothing to do directly with this trip. Instead it was in preparation for a trip I‘ll be taking right
after Christmas. Between Christmas and New Year‘s I‘ll be taking Amtrak out to Vancouver, British Columbia. I‘m likely to be getting
into Vancouver after business hours, and I figured it would be wise to have a bit of Canadian money on hand to start things out when
I‘m there. So I made my way to TravelEx, a money exchange service, where I bought $50 in Canadian money. It‘s been years since
I‘ve been to Canada, and the exchange rate has certainly changed in that time. I remember heading up to Thunder Bay a while back
and getting about $1.50 Canadian for each U.S. dollar. Today the two currencies are almost dead even (technically about $1.02
Canadian per U.S. dollar, but with service charges I actually paid more than $50 in U.S. money to get back fifty ―loonies‖), and it
wouldn‘t surprise me if by Christmas the Canadian dollar is worth significantly more than our own currency. That will make the holiday
trip more than a bit expensive, but that‘s something I‘ll worry about later.
I had lunch at a place called North Woods Fusion, which was basically a bar that also served eclectic food with a Minnesota
theme. I ordered chicken and wild rice soup (overpriced, but excellent) and also what they called a ―lefsadilla‖. This was a variation on
the classic Tex-Mex quesadilla made with the Scandinavian staple lefse (basically potato crepes) rather than a tortilla. It was unique,
but really quite good.
®

I went to the airport Dairy Queen for dessert, where I exchanged a scrip gift certificate for a peanut buster parfait . I‘m pretty
sure the last time I had one of those was when I was a kid back in Mt. Pleasant (when it probably cost a fourth the current price). The
mixture of soft-serve ice cream, peanuts, and tons of hot fudge sounded good, though—and it was.
While I was having lunch I‘d noticed a sign near North Woods Fusion that said ―Observation Deck‖ and had an arrow. Since I
had tons of time, I figured I‘d check out what it was. I‘m not sure if the place was officially open or not, because they had a bank of
temporary phones (the things they get out so people can re-book when a flight is cancelled) partially, but not completely, blocking the
entrance. I snuck behind the phones and made my way up a tight little stairway to what is probably the most remote part of a very busy
airport. Absolutely no one else was up there, and except for loud background music and announcements, it was very quiet. There‘s
also a pleasant view, and it was nice to be out of the hubbub for a while. I took advantage of the opportunity to give Margaret a quick
call and let her know I‘d made it safely thus far.
After a while I made my way back to the main part of the airport. I paused for a while to listen to a concert a man was giving
on a grand piano set up right in the middle of one of the concourses. He was an excellent pianist, but at times it was hard to hear
because of the continuous announcements in the background. While most are routine (making a gate change or giving last call for
boarding), some are really quite silly. Frequently, for instance, a male voice reminded us that ―due to heightened security the
Transportation Safety Administration has limited what items may be taken beyond the security checkpoints‖. Given that almost
everyone hearing that announcement had long since passed through security, I had to wonder what the point of it was. Meanwhile a
female voice kept alerting us the fact that ―Minnesota is in the Central Time Zone‖—something that could be determined from clocks
that are absolutely everywhere in the airport. These and other pointless announcements reminded me of the comedy film Airplane [a
comedy classic that remains one of my favorite movies of all time], where detailed and pointless announcements are replayed
endlessly.
I made my way to the departure gate (F-6) and then spent quite a while reading through the Star-Tribune and Pioneer Press,
which were of course filled cover to cover with news about the bridge collapse. It fascinated me that the local press seemed more
concerned about how the tragedy would impact area traffic than they were about the fact that dozens of people had been injured and
many had lost their lives.
After reading all the engineering problems on the bridge, I couldn‘t help but notice that the gate I was at, which was suspended
over the tarmac, tended to vibrate almost constantly. Both the constant movement of people on the concourse and the noise of the
aircraft outside made the structure move. I certainly hope it was designed to do that (though it‘s hard to believe it was), and I must say
the fact that this was one of the oldest parts of an airport run (like I-35W) by the Minnesota Department of Transportation made me
even more concerned.
The fact that I‘m writing this should be your clue that I didn‘t perish in some freak collapse of the airport structure. I did endure
even more shaking, though, from a couple of bratty kids who kept running around the gate area. While their mother seemed to find
their antics cute, I just glared at them.
I still had over an hour to kill at the gate. I spent most of the time reading a book called 2 Do Before I Die (it surprised me the
middle of the title wasn‘t ―B-4‖ with the misuse of ―2‖ at the beginning). I‘d picked this book up for a dollar on a clearance table at
Barnes and Noble years ago and never really looked at it. I gather the author of the book was spooked by his grandfather‘s p assing.
He decided at the funeral to make a list of 100 things he wanted to do before his own death, and his book combines that list with a plea
for others to make similar lists and complete them before it‘s too late. While it was somewhat amusing to see the things the author
found important, I‘m glad the book only cost a buck. I probably won‘t be going back to it again [indeed, I‘m pretty sure I‘ve since
discarded it]—though it did fill the time adequately at the airport. [It‘s interesting that this book that I got as a close-out at Barnes
and Noble is still available on Amazon.com at a price of $12.83 (which they claim is a savings of $3.12). I wouldn‘t even think
of paying $13 for the book, even though the two people who bothered to review it on Amazon apparently did like it.]

They started boarding a little bit early, and the flight departed right on time. I sat next to a woman who said no more than three
words throughout the entire flight. Her boarding passes indicated that she was headed for France, and I do hope she had a nice trip.
The flight from Minneapolis to Detroit takes an hour and fourteen minutes of flying time. They have almost two full hours allotted in the
schedule, though, and there‘s a reason. We spent nearly forty minutes taxiing on the ground in Detroit before we pulled up to a gate.
When we finally were in the gate area, we had to wait another five minutes for another plane to push back at the gate we were
scheduled to arrive at. Never mind that there were dozens of empty gates, all of them available to Northwest. Only this one was
allowed for us, and we couldn‘t use it until the other plane left. [I really don‘t understand how they allocate gates, particularly at
hubs like Minneapolis or Detroit where pretty much all the gates are available to a single airline. If they don‘t use all the gates,
then why are they there?]
I had another layover in Detroit—not quite so lengthy as the one in Minneapolis, but more than long enough. DTW is a very
dull airport. It consists of two enormous concourses (the ―A‖ concourse is literally a mile long), each lined with absolutely identical
gates. They have some business, but none of it is very interesting (generic newsstands and gift shops), and the exact same
businesses keep repeating every few gates. Again I walked past every single gate in the airport, but I must say it was much more
boring to do that here than in Minneapolis.
I got to my assigned gate around 8:30pm, about an hour before our departure time. The same gate was actually handling two
flights—one to Allentown, Pennsylvania and the other to Birmingham, Alabama—and it was interesting to look over the people there
and try to figure out which place was each person‘s destination. I think my guesses were 100% correct. I also read through the Detroit
newspapers (which were mostly full of Minneapolis news), and eventually it was time to board.
The most noteworthy thing on a rather dull flight was that the stewardess (a young blonde ditz who was part of ―your
Minneapolis-based crew‖) had rather obviously never flown this route before. The first indication of that was that she didn‘t know how
to pronounce the name of our destination. Repeatedly she said we were flying to ―Allen-ton‖, with the ending said similarly to Appleton,
Wisconsin or Littleton, Colorado. You may recall from the old Bruce Springsteen song, though, that ―we‘re living here in Allentown‖
rhymes with ―they‘re closing all the factories down‖. [I actually made that same error in an earlier travelogue—it was Billy Joel,
not the Boss, who sang ―Allentown‖. It‘s an easy mistake to make, though. Springsteen grew up just half an hour or so east
of the song‘s namesake, and the rather dark theme of ―Allentown‖ is much closer to his usual repertoire than to the upbeat
pop Billy Joel typically sings. It‘s amusing that a quick Google search shows that numerous music fans have made the very
same mistake. It makes me wonder what other songs get credited to the wrong artists.] Most of the passengers were from
Allentown, and they just sort of looked at each other and rolled their eyes each time she‘d say the name wrong.
Also noteworthy on this short (about an hour) late night flight was that numerous people had brought along computers on
which they watched movies they‘d downloaded to their hard drives. If downloading music is illegal, I can‘t imagine it‘s correct to
download a full-length feature film—I didn‘t even know it was possible. Lots of people obviously do it, though. What seemed really odd
to me was that none of them actually watched a movie through in its entirety. They‘d watch a couple of minutes and then switch to a
different film.
There was a couple across the aisle from me who were among the movie watchers. They also stood out, though, because
they were just about the only people besides me who were not from eastern Pennsylvania. The man had taken his wife with him on a
business trip, and it was clear neither of them was looking forward to this particular destination. The wife commented that they‘d gotten
a very good price on their rental car, and then added ―well I suppose we should when we‘re way out in the sticks like this‖.
If these people think Allentown is way out in the sticks, I‘d love to send them on a trip to North Dakota. When I originally
booked this trip, I‘d looked at the airfares for just about every combination of airports in the Midwest and East. The combination of
Mason City—Allentown was one of two (the other being Des Moines—Cleveland) that came up dramatically cheaper than all the others.
Allentown won out over Cleveland precisely because it did have cheaper car rental. Believe me, though, it‘s definitely not out in the
sticks. Lehigh Valley International Airport (―international‖ because they have three flights a day to Toronto) is in the jargon of the
airlines called a ―reliever airport‖, that is one that takes pressure off overcrowded hub airports in the major cities. ABE (the initials stand
for Allentown-Bethlehem-Easton) is about 40 miles from the Philadelphia airport and 50 from Newark. In addition to ―relieving‖ those
airports, it serves the third largest metro area in Pennsylvania (after Philly and Pittsburgh), and it borders two of the largest metro areas
in the country. In good traffic it‘s not much over an hour to New York City, and Baltimore, Annapolis, Washington, Wilmington, Hartford,
New Haven, Scranton, Wilkes-Barre, Reading, Harrisburg, Lancaster, and Atlantic City are all just a couple hours away. Rather than
the sticks, I‘d describe the place as right in the heart of the East Coast megalopolis.
When we got to Allentown the stewardess again betrayed her rookie status. We were flying on a Canadair regional jet, a 50seat vehicle manufactured by the Bombardier company in Quebec precisely for the purpose of serving smaller airports like this.
Canadair jets have minimal overhead storage (and saying ―minimal‖ is being generous—the prop plane that serves Mason City has
more overhead space). Because of this you have to ―courtesy check‖ most carry-on items. They put a tag on it when you board the
plane, place it in a section of the cargo hold separate from the main baggage, and then you re-claim it before you enter the terminal at
your destination. When we landed, the stewardess said we could claim our bags ―on the left side of the jetway‖. It turns out that while
ABE does have some jetways (those bridges that connect planes directly to the terminal), the gate Northwest uses there doesn‘t have
one. Instead we went down steps to the tarmac, and courtesy checked bags could be claimed on a little trailer beside the steps.
We arrived at ABE about fifteen minutes early, around 10:50pm. It took just a couple minutes to do the paperwork to get my
rental car, and the clerk directed me right out the door to the rental lot. My car for the next week was silver Pontiac G-5. (I had a G-6

when I was in Alaska a year ago, and this seemed almost identical to that; I have no idea what the difference is. [Supposedly the G-5
was considered a compact car and was replaced by the Chevy Cruze, while the G-6 was a midsize car and was replaced by
the Buick Regal. They really did seem almost identical in size to me, though—quite a bit larger than what I normally drive.])
For the most part I liked the car. Its major problem was that a spoiler above the trunk blocked the view in the rear view mirror. It got
around 32 mpg, though, which is about the best you can do with a rental car. It also had good acceleration, and its air conditioning
worked well.
A problem the rental car shared with far too many modern cars was that virtually everything was electronic. In addition to
having to press a button just to unlock the door (what carmakers have against keys I‘ll never know), there was a very complicated
digital dashboard display, and all the windows and the trunk lock operated electronically. I never did figure out how turn on the radio—
and I‘d have liked to have because there were several places where I could have gotten information on traffic or construction via DOT
broadcasts. I will say, though, that at least the ignition on this car operated with a traditional key. The person ahead of me in line had
gotten a luxury model, and apparently it had no key whatsoever. The rental clerk had to go through a complicated set of instructions on
just what he should do with the push button thing on the keychain to start the car. He obviously did something wrong. As I was pulling
out of the parking lot, I noticed that instead of starting the car he had set off its alarm. [I really loathe all these electronic features. In
fact, that‘s part of what‘s made me keep my base model Metro for fifteen years and 200,000 miles. All the electronics are
confusing, they provide more opportunity for things to break down, and they also add unnecessary expense to almost every
new car.]
I mentioned before that the Lehigh Valley is the third largest metro area in one of the largest states in America. That should
have been my clue to be prepared for traffic. I wasn‘t prepared, though, for the four-lane expressway by the airport (US 22, which is
also signed ―formerly I-78‖) to be absolutely packed at 11:00 at night. The night before I left I had changed from hotel that was about
thirty miles from the airport to one that was only ten miles away. As I fought my way through the sea of traffic, I was very glad I‘d made
that switch.
ABE is right on the border between Allentown and Bethlehem. I drove past the four Bethlehem exits and made my way on to
Easton, which lies right on the Delaware River on the border between Pennsylvania and New Jersey. Easton is best known as the
th
home of Crayola, the company that made its fortune on colored wax. The second exit in Easton was for 25 Street and Nazareth Road
(amusing to have Nazareth so close to Bethlehem). I followed a bizarre ramp (all exits in the East are bizarre) and eventually came out
at a dumpy little shopping center at the intersection of those streets. My hotel was nowhere in sight, but somehow I managed to spot a
―Comfort Inn‖ sign with an arrow. I drove all the way through the shopping center‘s parking lot and then on a strange back alley before
eventually coming out at the hotel. I‘m still not really sure what I did, but at least I got there.
This hotel was a compromise between cost and location. I had priced hotels in Allentown and Bethlehem, and they were
universally unaffordable. When all those factories Bruce Springsteen sang of closed down, the Lehigh Valley reinvented itself as a
resort area. There are lots of hotels there, but on summer weekends they all fill up with people from the Philly and New York suburbs
who want to get away to the mountains. There was a Microtel (normally a cheap chain) less than a mile from the airport, but on Friday
night they wanted $189 for a single room. Not wanting to pay that much, I had originally opted for an office park in New Jersey. The
pricing there was the exact opposite of how it worked in Allentown. On business days the rates were astronomical, but on the weekend
things were cheap. At the last minute I‘d decided I didn‘t really want to drive a long distance and arrive at the hotel at (or after)
midnight, so I instead opted for Easton. At $98 (including tax), this was easily the most expensive place I stayed on this trip—and it
most decidedly wasn‘t worth it. There wasn‘t anything wrong with the place (besides a broken elevator, requiring me to use the stairs to
reach my sixth floor room), but it was basically just a standard chain hotel that had seen its better days.
[Strangely, this hotel doesn‘t seem to exist today. I think it may have been torn down and replaced. There is a
Comfort Inn near the Easton Place Shopping Center, but it‘s a lower property (four stories) that looks much newer than the
place where I stayed.
It‘s interesting that even this newer incarnation of the Comfort Inn—Easton has gotten mostly bad
reviews and is rated #6 out of seven Easton hotels on Tripadvisor.]
I checked in quickly and made my way up the stairs to a room that reeked of smoke. I didn‘t even turn on the TV, but quickly
collapsed in bed.
I‘d purchased a pedometer not long before this trip and had calibrated it so that it was accurate when I walked around Algona.
When I saw the amount today (and even more what I‘d walk the next couple days) I wondered if it was counting the steps accurately on
this trip. Today it showed 12.4 miles. Given all the walking I‘d done killing time at the airports, that figure may actually have been
correct. No wonder my legs were tired and it didn‘t take long to get to sleep.

Saturday, August 4: Easton, Pennsylvania to Denville, New Jersey, via
Morristown, New York City, and Hoboken

While the Comfort Inn wasn‘t an ―hourly rate‖ establishment, I figured in my head that I ended up paying about $15 an hour for
the time I used their facilities. I barely turned over in the sheets and was up again at 5:30am. That was actually intentional, as I wanted
to get an early start on a busy day. I‘m not sure I‘d have slept much longer anyway, though, as the bed really wasn‘t very comfortable.
[Like far too many hotel beds, it was overly soft.]
I had a leisurely shower and then made my way downstairs for the continental breakfast that started at 6am. The spread
wasn‘t anything special, but I found frozen French toast that was intended to be warmed up in a toaster. I‘d never seen such a thing
before, and it was surprisingly good. They even had packages of syrup that boasted ―CONTAINS 10% REAL MAPLE SYRUP‖ that
made it tastier. [French toast really does make a nice addition to hotel breakfasts. I like it far better than the ubiquitous doit=yourself waffles.]
Getting to the motel had been weird, but leaving it was even stranger. I re-traced my steps back through the shopping center,
but somehow the exit led a different direction than the entrance. I did manage to get back on US 22, though, and before long I was on
a rickety old bridge across the Delaware River. The bridge was toll, but strangely they only collect toll westbound. Since I was headed
east, I entered New Jersey for free.
In Pennsylvania U.S. 22 is a very bad old expressway. It has four lanes with a cement wall for the median and essentially no
shoulder. The ―formerly I-78‖ signs indicate that it was probably considered adequate for interstate standards back in the ‗50s [and it‘s
very similar to the Pennsylvania Turnpike, which is also considered interstate], but it would be woefully deficient today. I-78 has
been relocated as a bypass south of Allentown and Bethlehem, and hopefully the new version is better than the old.
I mention that because at the New Jersey border the road changes a lot. US 22 is no longer limited access, but in many ways
it‘s more of an expressway. Phillipsburg, New Jersey is essentially a ―twin city‖ of Easton. Phillipsburg, though, comes across as
suburban while Easton is very urban. The highway through Phillipsburg is Called Memorial Avenue, and it‘s a very strange six-lane
business strip. While it‘s lined with businesses the whole way], there are remarkably few traffic lights. Instead some of the
businesses have exits exclusively serving them. (I remember seeing the same set-up on I-80 when I was in New Jersey with my father
decades ago.) It appears to be illegal to turn left anywhere along Memorial Drive. [Indeed in most of New Jersey left turns off
major roads are prohibited.] Instead they have a variety of U-turn set-ups, so if you want to go to a business on the opposite side you
go past it, make a U-turn, and then approach it from the other way.
I made it through Phillipsburg quickly and then joined the real I-78. While this area is quite heavily settled (it‘s considered part
of metro New York), except for the fact that the interstate is six lanes instead of four you really wouldn‘t notice that from the highway.
All I saw as I drove along was mountains and forest. It was very pretty and with light traffic the drive was most pleasant.
I noticed something interesting while driving in New Jersey. Along the state‘s interstates, almost every overpass (whether a
crossroad, a railroad, or a pedestrian overpass) has an enormous American flag draped on the bridge. That really stood out, because
New Jersey is a place I think of as among the most liberal states, and public displays of patriotism are not normally regarded as a ―blue
state‖ trait. However, New Jersey is also where about half the people who died in the World Trade Center attack actually lived. Driving
past overpass after overpass bedecked in the stars and stripes, I came to rather like the symbolism of conspicuous patriotism in a
heavily Democratic state. I couldn‘t help but think of Barack Obama‘s speech to the Democratic convention in 2004, where he said:
… The pundits like to slice-and-dice our country into Red States and Blue States; Red States for
Republicans, Blue States for Democrats. But I've got news for them, too. We worship an awesome God in the Blue
States, and we don't like federal agents poking around our libraries in the Red States. We coach Little League in the
Blue States and have gay friends in the Red States. There are patriots who opposed the war in Iraq and patriots who
supported it. We are one people, all of us pledging allegiance to the stars and stripes, all of us defending the United
States of America.
There are things I like and dislike about Senator Obama, but I definitely agree with that paragraph. The red/blue distinction is far too
simplistic and divisive, and it‘s time for the media to realize that every state is really mostly purple.
[It‘s a real tragedy that Obama‘s election as President seems to have created even more political division in our
country—though pretty much none of it was really his fault. Just as he did in 2004, Obama as President has been all about
inclusiveness. Indeed many liberals feel he‘s gone too far in reaching out to Republicans. Arch-conservatives, on the other
hand, seemed to be so spooked by having a young, intelligent black man in the White House that they will do anything to
distance themselves from him and discredit him. I thought this might end when Obama was re-elected, but if anything the
Republicans in Congress seem to be doubling down on their strident rhetoric. Americans as a whole seem to get along all
right, and it‘s time our politicians did as well. The Democrats have clearly shown they‘re willing to find a middle ground, but
for some reason the Republicans just don‘t seem to want to follow suit. It‘s high time all our politicians behaved like
statesmen instead of whining toddlers.]

ABOVE: View out the window of the rented Pontiac G-5 on I-78 in the
mountains near Lebanon, New Jersey
RIGHT: Website view of flag on a New Jersey overpass
Before long I made it to I-287, the New York City beltway. At this point
the beltway is mostly eight lanes wide, and while the immediate surrounding area
is still forest it‘s not hard to tell that the whole area is suburban. I exited at the
suburb of Basking Ridge, which is home to numerous chemical companies and
the place formerly known as Bell Labs. That the street I was on was called
―Verizon Drive‖ tells which of the companies that used to be AT&T this one
became. Like much of New Jersey, Basking Ridge is full of true industrial parks.
The factories are architecturally interesting buildings on nicely landscaped lots
surrounded by forest.
Mixed in with the industrial parks are old farmhouses that today are
essentially suburban mansions. Homes that would cost next to nothing in rural
Iowa sell for close to a million dollars in Basking Ridge. Most come with an acre
or two of property, but they‘re close enough together that the feeling is definitely
suburban rather than rural.
There‘s a fairly large area near here that really is rural, though. In fact,
it would probably best be described as wilderness. Just east of Basking Ridge is
the Great Swamp National Wildlife Refuge, which just happened to be my first
destination of the day. Much of New Jersey is native swamp (the ―meadowlands‖
to which local place names refer). The vast majority, though, has been drained
as the most densely populated state in America has become home to everincreasing millions of people. The land that is now preserved as the wildlife
refuge was in the 1950s slated to become New Jersey‘s principal airport. A
combination of airport opponents and environmentalists were able to purchase
the land, which they donated to the federal government for use as a wildlife
refuge.

While the Great
Swamp touts itself as a
prime bird watching area,
I was here mostly to hike.
There is a lovely network
of
boardwalk
trails
leading throughout the
swampland, and the cool
of the early morning
made
for
wonderful
hiking.
I spent about
forty-five minutes walking
along the trails, and I
while I didn‘t see much of
any
wildlife
I
still
thoroughly
enjoyed
myself. [I‘ve honestly
never been much of a
wildlife person. I love
plants, though, and a
hike in the woods is
wonderful
relaxation
for me.]
Just north of
Basking Ridge I-287
passes by Jockey Hollow
Encampment, part of the
Great Swamp National Wildlife Refuge
Morristown
National
Historic Site. General Washington spent a far more severe winter at Morristown than the more famous one he spent at Valley Forge
(which, by the way, is only about fifty miles away). However there were better housing and provisions at Jockey Hollow, so almost
none of the troops here died. I‘d been to Morristown twenty-four years ago. My brother Paul attended a national convention of the
National Education Association that summer, and my father and I accompanied him out to Philadelphia. While Paul went to meetings,
Daddy and I made day trips all over the area, one of which took us up to Morristown and on to Thomas Edison‘s workshop in West
Orange. That was the last time I spent any significant amount of time with my father before he died, and I couldn‘t help but think of him
as I drove through the area this morning.
My destination this morning was Morristown, but I really had little interest in the historic significance of this colonial town that
long ago morphed into a suburb. Less than half a mile from I-287 and within easy walking distance of Washington‘s headquarters is the
old depot that serves as the Morristown NJ Transit station, which was the reason I was coming here this morning. On a weekday this
station would probably not be a good choice for a tourist. Most of the parking near the station is leased on a monthly or annual basis,
and those spots that aren‘t almost certainly fill with commuters by 7am. On a weekend, though, Morristown was an ideal station to use
for a day trip into the city.
As I pulled into the NJ Transit parking lot, I had to skirt my way around an oversized white van that said ―State of New Jersey
Prisoner Transport‖ that was surrounded by numerous young men in brightly colored jumpsuits being supervised by a couple of harriedlooking guards. This was basically the modern equivalent of an old chain gang. The prisoners had apparently been contracted to do
construction and maintenance work for NJ Transit. Today they‘d be shoveling gravel along the rail bed near Morristown. I‘d be back
tomorrow and see the same crew painting stripes in the station parking lot. I used the term ―chain gang‖, but they weren‘t actually in
chains and were almost certainly from a minimum security facility. While I‘m sure the construction union is probably screaming bloody
murder, this project struck me as a good use of both the inmates‘ time and the state‘s money.
You get an idea of both how geographically small and how heavily populated New Jersey is from the fact that public
transportation here is primarily operated at the state level. NJ Transit runs trains and buses all over New Jersey, as well as in nearby
parts of New York and Pennsylvania. While they operate all types of transit, the core of their system is a variety of commuter rail lines
that fan out from New York City to the most distant suburbs. [One additional train line runs from Philadelphia to Atlantic City.] If it
were a weekday, I could have boarded a NJ Transit train at White House, New Jersey—less than ten miles from the hotel I stayed at in
Pennsylvania last night. That particular line doesn‘t operate on weekends, and the combination of that and wanting to go hiking at the
Great Swamp made Morristown an ideal choice.
[NJ Transit was badly affected when Hurricane Sandy hit in late 2012. Their main rail yard is located in the
Meadowlands near Newark, and most of the trains were parked there when the storm hit. The area was severely flooded, and
much of the equipment was damaged. Nearly six months later NJ Transit is still operating on a ―revised‖ schedule as they
attempt to recover from the hurricane.]
The commuter trains I‘ve taken more often than any others are the Metra trains in Chicagoland. Metra has a special weekend

ticket where for $5 you can get unlimited rides anywhere in the system—a great value for tourists who don‘t want to drive into the city.
[The price is now $7, but it‘s still an incredible deal.] Unfortunately there‘s no such deal on NJ Transit (and judging by the heavy
ridership, they don‘t need any discounts to promote business). The best deal I could get was an ―ORT‖ (off-peak round trip ticket),
which cost $17.25 to go to New York and back. (If I were really stingy, I could have saved a couple more bucks by buying a ticket to
Hoboken and then taking the PATH subway on into New York. That service is much less frequent, though, and it also involves an
awkward transfer.
I was expecting to buy my ticket from a machine, so it took me by surprise to see a long line of people queued at a ticket
window. There are no machines at Morristown, so I had to join the line. It moved fairly quickly, but its length meant that it was almost
exactly departure time when I finally got to the front. Fortunately that track construction the prisoners were doing had made the train
late, so I didn‘t miss it.
In fact my train was the second one to show up at the station. With the construction trains in both directions were running on
the same track, and it confused almost everyone on the platform when the first train that arrived was actually headed for Dover, a
suburb just off I-80 west of Morristown.
I‘d ridden NJ Transit once before, when I took students out east for quiz bowl back in the ‗90s. On that trip we stayed in New
Brunswick, New Jersey and took the Northeast Corridor line of NJ Transit into the city. That route was frankly ugly, running mostly
along the back side of old factories and ending up in bad inner city neighborhoods in Elizabeth and Newark. The Morris & Essex line
(named for the counties it serves) made for a much more pleasant ride. For the first half of the route the immediate right-of-way was
forested, with office parks and pleasant residential neighborhood farther back. Almost every station in this area has a big park-and-ride
facility. These were fairly empty on the weekend, but I‘d imagine they are overflowing on business days. Things start looking more
th
urban at ―the Oranges‖, a series of stations that serves an area that was suburban in Victorian days, became very seedy in the late 20
Century, and is now being rapidly gentrified. Through the Oranges the route parallels I-280, the route I drove along when my father and
I visited Edison‘s lab all those years ago. When we reached Newark I expected the same bleak urban landscape we‘d seen on the
Northeast Corridor train. The route we followed today was much nicer. It wasn‘t exactly beautiful (I think you‘d be hard-pressed to say
anything in Newark was ―beautiful‖), but it wasn‘t the sort of thing that made me ill either.
The train was about half full when we left Morristown. People got on and off all along the route, but a lot more boarded than
departed. It was standing room only by the time we reached Secaucus, the last station before we tunneled under the Hudson to New
York. They run trains hourly on weekends (and every 15 to 30 minutes weekdays), and I gather from comments people made that with
gas prices what they are these days all the trains are now running full.
The construction had made us ten minutes late departing Morristown, and we also arrived at Penn Station precisely ten
minutes late. The trip takes just over an hour by train. In weekend traffic you could probably drive it in half an hour, but it would likely
take you another half hour just to find a place to park (and at least the cost of the round-trip train ticket to pay for that parking). I gather
at rush hour the same trip would take over two hours by car.
I followed signs through the underground maze that is Penn Station
th
and eventually made my way to the subway concourse beneath 7 Avenue
th
and 34 Street. To continue I needed to buy an MTA metrocard, the flimsy
plastic card with a magnetic strip that replaced tokens for admission to the
subway. There are two kinds of metrocards. You can either buy one worth a
specific amount of money and have $2 deducted each time you take a ride or
you can pay a flat fee and have unlimited rides for a set period of time. In
most cases the unlimited ride card would be a better deal for a tourist, but
today I knew I wouldn‘t be taking a lot of subway rides and I would be riding
PATH (a different subway not run by MTA, which accepts pay-per-ride but not
unlimited ride metrocards as payment). That meant that today buying the payper-ride card was better value. I put $10 in the machine and got a card with
Metrocard
$12 in value. I later added 50¢ more, which covered all my rides for the day.
Tomorrow I‘d buy an unlimited one-day pass for $7—which when all the rides were on MTA subways was a better deal. [Strangely
New York hasn‘t gone for ―contactless‖ smart card fare payment, which is rapidly becoming the standard in other cities.
Chicago has used smart cards as a secondary fare payment method for years, and starting this summer new ―Ventra‖ cards
will be the main way of paying fares on the ‗L‘. That‘s also the main way people pay fares in Minneapolis, Los Angeles, and
several other cities. In New York the MTA has been debating updating their technology, but any actual update still seems far
in the future.]
Before making this trip I checked the MTA website several times. The site has numerous features, including ―podcasts‖
(downloadable audio programs) that describe the many deviations from standard patterns that the different subway lines have. Most of
those begin with the following statement:
Because of ongoing construction and renovation work, navigating the subway on the weekend can be tricky.
Sometimes you may have to go backwards to go forwards or change your traveling pattern all together.

Those lines went through my mind as I entered the subway this morning , where I immediately encountered a change of traveling
patterns. Most of the subways in New York operate on a twin system, with different lines providing local and express service on the
th
same route. On 7 Avenue (what any other city would call the ―red line‖), the 1-train normally runs local, while the 2 and 3 are express
trains. Local trains run on the outside tracks in New York, while express trains run on the inside. Pretty much everybody in the station
was confused to see 1-trains running on the inside tracks and 2‘s and 3‘s on the outside, exactly the reverse of what they should be
doing. It turns out they‘re doing major construction at the south end of Manhattan, forcing the 1-train to end before its normal terminal.
There‘s no place to turn around on the local tracks, though, so it had to be diverted to the express tracks to stop short of the end of the
line. The 2 and 3 are able to run on the local tracks and then turn off toward Brooklyn, which is where it would run to normally. When
th
you hear the explanation, it makes sense, but it was goofed up almost everyone on the busy platforms at 34 Street. [Each time I‘ve
been to New York, I‘ve carefully checked the transit status ahead of time. It seems the local people are oblivious to any
changes, though, even though they always have signs and leaflets in the stations as well as the web updates. ]
Fortunately this particular diversion didn‘t really affect me at all. I was taking this line exactly one stop northward, and any train
nd
on either platform would do just fine for that purpose—no matter which tracks it ran on. I was expecting a 1, but the 3 got me to 42
nd
Street without a hitch. I then transferred to the S-train, a shuttle that does nothing but run back and forth under 42 Street between
Times Square (where I got on) and Grand Central (where I got off). It takes exactly one minute to make the trip on the S, while it would
be at least ten minutes walking.
Since I was there, I decided to go upstairs and actually see Grand Central Station, which I‘d heard was a glorious relic from
the era when trains were trains. While its basement is one of the ugliest parts of the New York subway system, upstairs Grand Central
is spectacular. The grand hall is all marble with gilded highlights, and with people scurrying all over the place it really does look like
those Norman Rockwell paintings from World War II—at least until you realize most of the people in the station are Asian or Hispanic
rather than lily white.
One place I‘d hoped to catch a bite to eat in New York was a chain called Beard Papa, a Japanese-owned company that
st
specializes in cream puffs. One of their locations is supposed to be on 41 Street quite near Grand Central, and since the French toast
st
had been quite a while ago, I thought I‘d pop in there. Unfortunately there was major construction all along 41 Street, which closed the
sidewalk in many places and made it hard to identify what businesses there were. I may well have gone right past Beard Papa without
even knowing it—oh well.
st

I walked east to 1 Avenue and
th
the northward to about 45 Street. The
area along the East River where the
streets are in the mid 40s is called United
Nations Plaza and is officially considered
international territory rather than land that
is in the United States. In my apartment I
have an art print of the United Nations that
my mother used to display in our home
when I was growing up. I must say the
artwork looks much better than the real
thing. Up close the U.N. complex is
frankly rather ugly.
The Secretariat
building is a big slab of black glass. It was
one of the earliest examples of minimalist
modern skyscrapers, and its successors
definitely have more character.
That
building, though, is definitely nicer than
the actual U.N. headquarters, which is a
low round concrete building that has aged
about as well as a public housing
complex. The plaza is also not much to
look at, mostly bare cement with a few
sculptures and decorative trees here and
there. There are flag poles outlining the
plaza where they fly the flags of all the
United Nations Plaza – New York
nations of the world on days when the U.N. is in session. On a weekend, though, the empty poles just made the plaza look more
barren.
I‘d visited the U.N. on that same trip I made with my father in ‘83. While I had vague positive memories of the tour, the main
th
thing I remember was actually driving in Manhattan. That was surprisingly easy to do since it was the 4 of July when we came. We
nd
parked on a side street just off of 42 Street right in the heart of midtown (something that‘s supposed to be impossible to do), wandered
around on foot for about five hours and returned to find we‘d left the headlights on in the car. (We‘d turned them on because we came
through the Brooklyn—Battery Tunnel to get into Manhattan.) Fortunately the battery was good and the car started up without a
problem. I don‘t know what we‘d have done if it hadn‘t. [Partly because of that, I make a point of always checking that my lights
are off, even when I‘m stopped for the briefest of times.]

Since I really didn‘t remember any specifics of my trip to the United Nations, I figured it would be good to see the place as a
real adult. I made my way to the north end of the plaza and prepared to go inside.
As you might expect, security is tight at the United Nations these days. I recall when I came here with Daddy that we just went
inside the building, bought a ticket (or perhaps it may have been free), and joined a tour. They may have had a metal detector, but it
certainly didn‘t stand out. Today they have an enormous tent set up at the north end of the plaza, with a huge tape maze lea ding up to
security. The uniformed officers have all the charm of a Soviet customs inspectors (or American ones, for that matter), and they
certainly don‘t make this seem like a place that would be a center of world peace. They seem extremely preoccupied with petty rules in
the security area, much more so than at airports. There are signs everywhere advising that photography is strictly forbidden, as are
food, drink, audio recording, and having cell phones turned on. I was scolded for not placing my items in the X-ray tub in the preferred
manner and scolded again for taking too long in re-claiming my stuff. I expected there would be serious security in what amounts to a
government building, but I hadn‘t expected such rudeness.
Once through security, I exited the tent, made my way across the plaza, and then entered the ugly concrete building. They
charge $13 for tours—definitely on the pricey side, but I was willing to do it. English tours leave about every 10 minutes, and that was
about how long I waited for mine. They also give scheduled tours in French, Spanish, Arabic, Chinese, and Russian, and there are
occasional tours for people who don‘t speak any of the official U.N. languages. Today, for instance, a Swedish tour would be starting at
11:30, and there was a Korean tour in the afternoon.
They recruit college kids from all over the world to be U.N. tour guides. It‘s apparently a major competition, with language
ability being the primary skill that determines who is selected. The guides are required to be fluent in at least two of the official U.N.
languages, and it is preferred that they speak another language as well. Our guide was a young man from Israel who spoke Eng lish,
French, Russian, Arabic, and Hebrew. The Spanish-language tour just before ours was being led by an American woman who also
spoke English, French, and German. The tours are intended to be given in the indicated language, but the guides will occasionally
answer a brief question posed to them in another language. Ours, for instance, answered one quick question in Arabic from a Middle
Easterner on the tour and another in French that was posed by a Canadian. I actually understood the French question and answer
(clarifying what he had said about some artwork), but I have no idea what the Arabic might have been.
The tour basically takes you to the main meeting rooms inside the U.N. building. In each the guide briefly described the nature
of the body that met there and its duties and then went on at length about the design and decoration of the room. I personally would
have preferred to hear more about the United Nations and less about the art, but it wasn‘t a bad tour. Since they did focus on the
décor, it intrigued me just how dated the meeting rooms looked. The place was built in the ‗50s, and both the architectural details and
the furnishings (light wood with curved corners and blue-painted metal) make it look rather like a high school from that era. Unlike the
outside, the interior has been meticulously kept up. What was ultra-modern after World War II looks strangely old fashioned today,
though.
Between one meeting room and the next, we saw a variety of exhibits in the various lobbies. One was about the U.N.
peacekeeping forces. The local National Guard from Algona is now part of the U.N. forces in Kosovo, so I paid particular attention to
that exhibit. It intrigued me that U.N. troops always wear blue hats or helmets regardless of the nations they come from. Canada and
France have supplied more U.N. forces than any other countries on earth, but every member country has supplied some troops. Most
U.N. troops are unarmed, and those that do carry weapons are only authorized to use them for self-defense.
One person on the tour looked at a map showing all the places where U.N. troops have been in the past sixty years and asked
why Iraq wasn‘t included. The guide explained to her that there is no U.N. peacekeeping force in Iraq. American forces may be part of
a ―coalition‖ that includes a minimal European presence. Calling the war ―peacekeeping‖ would be a stretch, though, and the United
Nations has nothing to do with the conflict.
Another exhibit told about the U.N. budget, which is largely allocated to member countries on an ability to pay basis. The U.S.
has frequently complained that our assessment is by far the largest of any country‘s (something it might be reasonable to re-assess as
places like China and India see their economies explode). There have been many occasions when the U.S. has been late on its
payments as a sign of protest, but we are currently paid in full.
In addition to where it comes from, they explained where the U.N. budget goes. The guide used this as an opportunity to
explain all the little things in everyday life we take for granted that have come about because of the United Nations—things like making
it an international standard that traffic lights use the colors red, yellow, and green; requiring that all air traffic communications be done in
English, regardless of the native language of the pilot or controller; or establishing global standards for drugs and medical devices.
Press coverage tends to focus on the actions of the Security Council, but an awful lot of the body‘s business has been simplifying
international trade and commerce. [It‘s fashionable for people to oppose the U.N., but regardless of one‘s politics, it must be
acknowledged that a lot of good has come out of that organization.]
As with virtually all tours, this one ended in a gift shop. They have an eclectic combination of junk, scholarly books, and
―objects d‘art‖ filling the cavernous store. They really push philately. Since it‘s technically not part of the United States, the United
Nations issues its own stamps—worth 41¢ but for sale and usable only at the U.N. There was a long line at the postal counter, so I
didn‘t get any of those. I did, however, pick up a few souvenirs. My favorite is probably a United Nations computer mouse pad. The
pad is completely round, which actually is a better design than most mouse pads (where the corners are almost never used), and it

features the design of the U.N. flag—a polar projection of the world map with olive branches at the bottom. [This is still the primary
mouse pad I use at school.]
I walked from the United Nations through the posh East Side district. My main knowledge of this area was that it was where
―Auntie Mame‖ lived in the play and movie of that name and where George and Weezy Jefferson went ―movin‘ on up‖ to on TV. It
combines high rise condos, rowhouses (―brownstones‖ in local parlance), and small apartment buildings with businesses on their lower
floors. This part of New York feels a lot like a European city. It‘s not a beautiful neighborhood, but it pleasant and lively and made for a
fun place to have a walk.
st

I made my way north and west to the corner of 51 Street and Lexington Avenue [a street that is invariably shortened to
just ―Lex‖ by locals], where I went back down to the subway. My next priority was to get a new camera. The camera I had was one
my brother Steve gave me years ago. I‘ve always liked it because it‘s a cheap, simple camera. It‘s not something I ever worried about
losing or having stolen, and it turned out some pretty good pictures. Unfortunately it was on its last legs. The rewind mechanism had
been slowly dying, and when I finished up a roll of film at the U.N. I found out it wouldn‘t work at all. It‘s hard to buy cheap cameras
these days; everybody‘s pushing digital instead of film, and most of the cameras have lots of fancy features I really don‘t want. So I
took the train to the one place I knew of in New York where I was reasonably certain I could find what I wanted. That place was the KMart at Astor Place. This was the third time I‘d been to the former Wannemaker‘s Department Store in as many trips to the city. The
multi-story discount emporium has a direct entrance to the 6-line subway station at Astor Place. Inside it‘s vertical rather than
horizontal, but otherwise it‘s like any other K-Mart in the country. I quickly found exactly what I was looking for, basically a newer but
more poorly made version of the camera I was replacing. I got out a scrip card I‘d intended to use at the Algona K-Mart. It worked fine
in Manhattan, though, and in just a few minutes I walked out of the store with my new camera.
[That camera died almost immediately; it lasted well less than a year. Today I do have a digital camera, and I also use
several digital cameras while working with the school website. Cheap digitals are available, and while they cost more than
the old film cameras, the fact that you don‘t need to pay for film or developing fees makes them a much better deal in the end.
In doing these travelogue revisions, I‘ve wished my old photos were digital; it‘s a chore to scan and convert all the old
pictures I want to include when I update things.]
Astor Place is in the area known as the East Village. You might guess its location (just east of Greenwich Village) from the
name. Most of this area is rather dumpy looking mid-rise (6 – 8 floor) apartment buildings with businesses at street level, and
apparently it has some of the lowest rents in Manhattan (which can still be at or above $1000 a month). Because it‘s comparatively
cheap, it‘s had a decades old reputation for attracting young people on the cutting edge of society. While the people were decidedly
younger than those I saw elsewhere in the city, on a hot summer day I can‘t really say there was anything that stood out about their
dress or demeanor. These days it wasn‘t even particularly noteworthy that most of them had numerous tattoos and piercings. I‘d
expect the same thing in any college town, and if anything the people in the East Village looked a bit on the tame side.
th

I walked down St. Mark‘s Place (a.k.a. 8
Street) to my next destination, which was a place I‘d
heard about on TV and read about in magazines.
Called BAMN! (with the exclamation point part of
the name), it‘s a modern attempt to resurrect the old
automat restaurants. The last of the old Horn and
Hardart automats closed shortly before that trip my
father and I made to New York, and the concept is
pretty much obsolete in the fast food age. When I
heard about BAMN!, I thought it might be fun to go
there. It was easy enough to find (particularly since
the entire place is painted bright pink), so I grabbed
a quick bite.

If you‘ve seen a sandwich vending
machine, that‘s like a miniature version of the
automat concept. Basically an automat is an
enormous vending machine the size of a store. The
whole place is filled with little glass windows behind
which various foods are kept either hot or cold. You
insert coins (things cost a nickel when the original
automats were founded; today pretty much
everything at BAMN! is $2) in a slot beside the
BAMN! – the modern automat
window where the food you want is housed, lift a latch, and take out your food. In the old days things were served on china, and
you sat down at tables in the automat to enjoy what you‘d bought. Today BAMN!‘s selections come on cardboard trays, and you can
either stand at a bar-style tables or carry your purchase with you.
BAMN! features an eclectic combination of dishes. Several of them (like Spam sushi—seriously) reflect the Hawaiian roots of
the place‘s owner. I bought two items. The first was a deep-fried macaroni and cheese croquette, an item that is supposedly a delicacy

in the Netherlands. The other was a grilled cheese sandwich. I‘d recommend neither of those, nor much of anything else at BAMN!.
While the concept was interesting, the food just wasn‘t very good. The croquette tasted like burnt grease and otherwise was a petrified
lump of the same stovetop macaroni and cheese you could get out of any box. Grilled cheese is a hard item to screw up. At BAMN!,
though, they placed a steamed tomato slice inside it that gave an off taste and made the bread soggy. It was kind of fun to put quarters
in a machine for my lunch, but I can‘t say I‘ll be rushing back or hoping BAMN! spreads around the country.
Actually, looking around the neighborhood it surprised me a bit that BAMN! has managed to stay in business at all. The East
Village is full of interesting ethnic restaurants, offering food from around the world at dirt cheap prices. For not much more than the $4 I
spent for my greasy snack I could have gotten a good sit-down lunch at any number of more pleasant places. I gather that BAMN!
does a lot of their business in the wee hours, after the bars close down. In that context their offerings might be a bit more palatable.
[I did a web search for BAMN! in writing this revision, which gave confusing results. Several sources say the place
has been closed for four years, but their website is still up and running. The prices given on the website appear to be the
same as they were in 2007, though, so perhaps the site is just floundering in cyberspace. I‘d think that if the place is closed,
they‘d stop paying the bill and have the site removed, though.]
I‘d read that Beard Papa, that cream puff chain, also had a location in the East Village on Broadway just west of Astor Place.
Since I‘d failed to find Beard Papa this morning, I figured they might make a nice dessert after my rather disgusting lunch.
Unfortunately I couldn‘t find them here either. I did, however, have a very pleasant walk down Broadway through the collegetown area
next to New York University. I can‘t say there was anything here I couldn‘t see in Iowa City, but it made for a nice stroll.
It was extremely hot this afternoon, so I went down to the subway to get a bit of relief. I took an air-conditioned train south to
Whitehall Street—South Ferry, which was just a couple blocks from my next destination, the NYPD Museum. A clerk who was
stationed vaguely near the entrance said I was free to put whatever I wanted into the donation box by the turnstile. They suggested $5,
but I didn‘t have a $5 bill on me. I was cheap and paid exactly $1, and frankly I‘m glad I did. The police museum was certainly among
my least favorite of the places I visited on this trip. In the past I visited a very nice police museum in Toronto and a decent one in
Chicago. [I‘d later see another nice one in Vancouver.] New York‘s, though, was a minimal collection and not very well organized. I
could easily have gone through the place in fifteen minutes; the only reason I stayed half an hour was that it was air conditioned.
I made my way back to the subway, where again I was faced with construction. This time the podcasts‘ remarks that
―sometimes you have to go backwards to go forwards‖ came into play. They had no uptown trains from this station, so I had to detour
into Brooklyn and then catch another train back to Manhattan. I ended up at Park Place station in Manhattan‘s financial district. I didn‘t
even know there was a Park Place in New York (it‘s a Monopoly property, so it must be in Atlantic City—right?) I wanted to get to the
PATH station at the former World Trade Center site, but I couldn‘t see it anywhere nearby. I eventually asked a passing lett er carrier
where it was, and she gestured straight ahead. Had I thought about it, it made perfect sense that the construction project about two
blocks ahead was the World Trade Center. What surprised me was that it was no longer just an empty hole in the ground; they‘ve done
a lot of construction on the building that will replace the former WTC. That construction means that while the PATH station that used to
be several floors underground is still technically open air, it‘s no longer by itself in the middle of a big hole. By the en d of the year it will
almost certainly be an enclosed sub-basement.
PATH, the Port Authority Trans-Hudson tunnels, is a subway system owned and operated by the Port Authority of New York
and New Jersey. It provides comprehensive service in Jersey City and also connects Hoboken and Newark with New York City. While
MTA subway rides cost $2, PATH only costs $1.50. [The MTA subway has gone up to $2.50 a ride, and PATH now costs $2.25.]
However PATH trains are older and dirtier, and they run much less frequently than the MTA subway. I waited almost fifteen minutes on
the steamy WTC platform before a train finally showed up.
I rode west to Exchange Place, just across the Hudson River on the gentrified riverfront in Jersey City. The station was
crawling with security people, which seemed more than a bit excessive on a weekend in this wealthy neighborhood. I went up to the
riverfront boardwalk and had a quick gander at the New York skyline (definitely not my favorite urban view—Chicago is a much prettier
city). Then I set off west along Columbus Street. Since I hadn‘t really had much of a lunch at BAMN!, I made my way to the eastern
outpost of a California institution I love—Fatburger. I‘ve been to the Hollywood Fatburger twice, and I thoroughly enjoyed eating there.
The Jersey City location was far cleaner and provided a much less colorful atmosphere than its West Coast ancestor, but the food was
equally good. I had the ―Baby Fat‖ (a smaller version of their signature burger), a chocolate malt, and homemade lemonade. As in
California, it was overpriced but excellent, much better than the macaroni croquette and grilled cheese.
After this late lunch I made my way back to Exchange Place. I caught a train to Grove Street and then transferred to another
PATH train, which I rode to Hoboken. Hoboken is a small city (almost exactly one square mile) located directly across the river from
th
midtown Manhattan. Founded in the late 1800s, it became seedy when its industry declined in the late 20 Century, but today is
enjoying a renaissance as it gentrifies into one into what it bills as ―New York‘s sixth borough‖. [It‘s actually far too small to call itself
a ―borough‖. It is a conveniently located transit-oriented suburb, though.]
Hoboken‘s favorite son is Frank Sinatra, and its riverfront drive is named Frank Sinatra Place. I walked up that street past a
gorgeous park tree-filled park along the Hudson. At the north end of the park Sinatra Place turns away from the river. Just north of
there the street was blocked off. I kept on walking and encountered the Fiesta Borrinqueña de Hoboken (the Hoboken Puerto Rican
Festival) . I didn‘t really stop at all, but I had a wonderful time just walking all over the fair. They had all kinds of strange-smelling food
for sale, as well as games of chance, carnival rides, and a flea market. Puerto Ricans can be of any race, and the people here

appeared to be a mix of black and traditional Hispanic in appearance. While the title of the event was in Spanish, the people mostly
hawked their wares in English.
North of the fiesta I came across the remnants of Hoboken‘s industrial past. The Lofts at Maxwell Place is a condo
development being built in the former headquarters of Maxwell House coffee. There was apparently a big controversy when the condo
developer removed an old neon sign with the old ―good to the last drop‖ logo that had been a local landmark for generations. The lofts
look pretentious rather than industrial, and I‘m sure I couldn‘t afford to live there.
The real reason I‘d come to Hoboken was just down the
street from Maxwell Place. Elysian Park was a bit of a pilgrimage
site for the baseball lover in me. While Cooperstown mistakenly
gets the credit (more on that later), in fact the first recorded
baseball game in history was played at Elysian Park in Hoboken.
Back in the 1800s this was a rather grungy riverfront park next to
a factory. Today it‘s a rather pleasant urban green space where
wealthy locals go jogging or bring their spoiled children for play
dates.
I walked down a variety of side streets as I made my
way back south in Hoboken. As I walked around the city I
couldn‘t help but be struck by the strange politics of the place.
Hoboken is certainly liberal, but it‘s very much a liberality based
on money. I was handed a flyer urging me to support impeaching
Bush and Cheney, but one of the main reasons they gave for
impeaching our current executive team was that the stock market
is poised to go down on their watch. Similarly signs urged
support for gay civil unions (such unions are already legal in New
Jersey, but apparently the matter is coming up for review),
stressing that gay couples were among Hoboken‘s wealthiest and
most upstanding citizens.

Birthplace of baseball mural created for
the sesquicentennial of Hoboken‘s incorporation
I needed to use the restroom, so I stopped in at a Panera restaurant in downtown Hoboken and ordered some coffee and a
scone for the privilege of using their facilities. It‘s kind of strange to see Panera in this setting. Every other Panera I‘ve been to has
been a suburban coffee house attempting to look like it was in an urban setting. [Actually that‘s false. I‘d been to the Nicollet Mall
location in downtown Minneapolis on several occasions prior to this trip. That location is also truly urban.] Hoboken really is
urban, and the faux urban décor was a bit out of place next to the real thing. [Since my trip to Hoboken I‘ve been to other
downtown Paneras in Des Moines, Chicago, and Washington, D.C.]
I could tell from the restroom this was ―real‖ urban, though. You don‘t normally see gang graffiti at Panera, but they had that in
the men‘s room in Hoboken. The restroom was also filthy, which is typical of public toilets in cities. It served my purposes, though, and
I did my business and was on my way.
I made my way back to the Hoboken Terminal PATH station and fairly quickly caught a train headed for New York. The train
rd
th
was very crowded, and I stood for the entire ride. Around 5pm I arrived at 33 Street and Avenue of the Americas (a.k.a. 6 Avenue),
two blocks from Penn Station.
NJ Transit trains leave for Morristown hourly at 11 minutes past the hour. That meant I either had to rush to catch a train that
rd
was almost ready to leave or I had to wait around for another hour for the next one. 33 Street separates Macy‘s flagship store from
the Manhattan Mall, and its sidewalks are overflowing with people. I literally walked in the street to make my way past them and get to
Penn Station in time to catch my train. I made it and found a seat about one minute before departure time.
There was a bit of a delay before we left. We heard the announcement, ―Attention, trainman. We can‘t see the rear door lights
from the engine.‖ While I don‘t know exactly what that meant, I could make a pretty good guess. Like most commuter trains, NJ Transit
operates in push/pull mode. Trains headed into New York have the engine at the front of the train pulling the passenger cars behind
them—pretty much like you‘d expect a train to run. Trains headed back to New Jersey, though, have the engine at the back of the train.
A driver in a small compartment in the front passenger car operates the train, much like the driver on a subway. The power still comes
from the engine, though, which pushes the rest of the cars. Chances are the lights in question provide a signal from the driver to the
engine, and I‘d certainly hope they‘d be working. We were delayed about five minutes while they got things going but then made our
way back to New Jersey.
Across the aisle from me on this trip were two fascinating young couples. There were four people there, but only two of them
ever talked. One couple completely dominated the conversation, and the man from that couple far overpowered the woman. The
woman in the other couple would occasionally grunt appropriate responses, but the man may have as well been a mute. The topics
they went through were also interesting. They spent about half the trip discussing a trip the loud couple had made to some Caribbean
island. It appeared to be one of those trips from hell that only gets worse in re-telling. After that they discussed various amusement
park rides. These were people in their 20s or 30s, yet amusement park rides were something they found important to talk about..

The foursome planned to have a friend pick them all up at their destination, something I gather is very common for people who
take these trains. The loud man predicted that the friend would not want to pick them up at the station they had bought a ticket to, but
instead would want them to go to a more distant station that was easier for him to get to. When the quiet man called the friend on his
cell phone, that was exactly the case. Fortunately, it really doesn‘t matter where you get off on a westbound NJ Transit train.
Eastbound they use seat tags like Amtrak uses to keep track of passengers‘ destinations. Westbound, though, they just take your ticket
and assume you‘ll get off at the right stop. If you wanted to save money, you could probably buy a ticket to Newark and then actually
ride all the way to the end of the line.
I got back to Morristown around 6:15 and found the car precisely where I‘d left it. The prisoners were gone now, which made
leaving the parking lot a bit easier. I went back to I-287, drove north a couple miles to I-80, and then headed west for a few miles from
there. My ultimate destination was Denville, a rather generic suburb overshadowed by its much better known neighbor Parsippany. I
was headed to an office park just off I-80 for one of those hotels that on weekends was cheap but that would have been ridiculously
expensive on business days, the Hampton Inn—Parsippany (which is actually in Denville).
I‘ve only stayed at Hampton Inns a few times, but when I have they‘ve always been extremely nice hotels. The chain is owned
by Hilton. The one time I stayed at an actual Hilton, though, it was a very generic hotel (much like a Holiday Inn). [That location in
Sioux City has lost its Hilton franchise and is now a Clarion. I‘ve since stayed twice at the Palmer House Hilton in downtown
Chicago, which can only be described as an elegant old hotel.] Hampton really strikes me as a notch above that. This Hampton
Inn was no exception; it was probably the nicest hotel I stayed at on the trip. Check-in took virtually no time, and I soon made my way
up to an enormous room that featured a king bed, a full-sized couch, and a huge desk. The room also had a refrigerator and a
microwave, though I had no need for either of them. The only real problem was that they had the air conditioning off when I arrived,
and given the extreme heat of the day it took forever for the room to cool down. [Hampton Inns are invariably quite nice, and these
days they often charge as much or more than ―real‖ Hilton properties.]
I called Paul and Margaret on my cell phone to let them know how things had gone so far and set out to explore the
neighborhood. Honestly there wasn‘t much to explore, though. I‘d hoped to find some sort of fast food, but there were exactly two
businesses within walking distance: Exxon and Shell. I ended up buying some juice and a bag of chips at the Shell station, which was
my dinner for the night.
One of the main reasons it was hard to find a real place to eat was that it was difficult to get outside the immediate
neighborhood. My least favorite thing about Denville was that the place had no sidewalks at all. Sometimes there would be a path
worn into the grass, but most often I‘d have to walk in the busy streets themselves to get anywhere. That surprised me, because in
most cases the East is fairly friendly to pedestrians. For some reason, though, suburbs everywhere seem to have an aversion to
sidewalks. I don‘t know what their problem is, but it makes it difficult to walk.
When I got back to the hotel the lobby was filled with people who were there for a family reunion. The concept of having a
reunion at a hotel seemed a bit odd to me, though it would probably work pretty well. Apparently no one in this family actually lived in
Denville, but they were all from places not all that far away. The Hampton Inn was a convenient compromise for everyone in
attendance.
Back in the hotel room I ironed a few of my clothes that had gotten badly wrinkled in transit. I read the papers I‘d accumulated
during the day, and then re-packed all my things. Then I watched ―America‘s Most Wanted‖ on TV and was pleased that I didn‘t
recognize the New Jersey suspect they were after. When that show ended, the local news came on. The big story was that most of
northern New Jersey (but not Denville) had a boil water order in effect, because a recent storm had knocked out the water treatment
th
plant that supplies the area. The other big story was that the Yankees‘ Alex ―A-Rod‖ Rodriguez had hit his 500 home run this
afternoon. At one point I had thought about going to the Yankees game today, and it was a bit disappointing to think that I‘d missed
what turned out to be a somewhat historic game. On the other hand I probably saw things better on TV than I would have at Yankee
Stadium, and by not going there I was able to see a lot of fascinating stuff I wouldn‘t have been able to get to otherwise.
I checked my pedometer at the end of the day today, and I was shocked with what I saw. The read-out said I‘d walked 20.4
miles today. I recall reading about the Kennedys going on twenty-mile hikes, but I never really imagined myself doing such a thing. I‘m
not entirely sure I did, but even if the thing wasn‘t working right (though I checked, and it was still on the same settings I‘d calibrated it
for back home), I obviously walked a lot. The news featured a half marathon that had been run around New York today. While I
certainly wouldn‘t have had a competitive time, it was fun to think that I probably had covered at least that much distance.
I took a leisurely bath and then went to sleep fairly quickly.

Sunday, August 5: Denville, New Jersey to Port Jervis, New York, via New
York City and High Point

I slept comparatively late this morning, not getting up until after 7am. I took a quick shower, packed up the car, and then made
my way down to the breakfast area in the Hampton Inn‘s enormous lobby. Hampton Inns always serve a hot breakfast, and when I‘ve
stayed there before it‘s been pretty good. Today‘s was only adequate, though. They had a container filled with rubbery fried eggs and
another filled with fried sausage. I think the idea was that we were supposed to make breakfast sandwiches using those items. I‘ve
never been a big sausage fan, though, so I passed on that and had a bit of yogurt and fruit.
The crowd at breakfast was certainly diverse. In addition to some of the family reunion crowd, there were tourists here from all
over the world. At the next table was a Hindu family whose women were decked out in elegant silk and metallic dresses. Another
family spoke to each other in French. (They didn‘t like the eggs either, by the way.) Denville itself came across as a lily white suburb,
and it was intriguing to see such a variety of people staying at the hotel.
After breakfast I drove back down to Morristown. The prisoners were back again, and I made my way past them and up to the
station. The platform this morning was full of weird and often less than desirable people. Yesterday there had been a large number of
Hispanics boarding at Morristown, most of whom were headed to jobs in other suburbs. They were not there on Sunday. Instead there
were young black men attempting to sell things and elderly white men who appeared to have some mental problems. While they were
annoying, none of these people was dangerous, and I just made my way past them to an empty part of the platform.
Someone had littered the entire Sunday Star—Ledger (the Newark paper, whose masthead says ―NJ.com‖ in big type and
―Star—Ledger‖ in the same size type as the date. I spent most of the trip into New York reading through it. This trip was nicer than
yesterday‘s because I has no seat companion. Though the train was mostly full after the Oranges, the seat beside me remained empty
all the way to New York. Most of the old men who had been waiting on the platform were apparently going to the horse races. There
are apparently several ways to get to the track, none of which are all that direct. Different little old men got off at different places,
though they all had the same ultimate destination.
th

After arriving at Penn Station I again made my way to the 7 Avenue subway. This time I bought a day pass [which MTA
th
officially calls a ―24-hour unlimited ride Metrocard‖], and I caught a 1-train (again on the ―wrong‖ track) uptown to 110 Street. As
we made our way north, I became aware that in New York the streets are almost never referred to by ordinal numbers. My stop was
actually announced as ―a hundred ten‖,. Earlier stops had been announced as ―fifty-one‖ and ―ninety-six‖, and the next stop north
rd
th
nd
would be ―one sixteen‖. Only the major midtown streets (23 , 34 and 42 ) ever seem to have the ordinal suffixes attached to them in
colloquial usage.
th

110 Street is officially called Cathedral Parkway,
though no one actually seems to use that name. [LOTS of
NYC streets have alternate names that no one ever
uses.] Cathedral Parkway gets its name from the Cathedral
of St. John the Divine, an enormous Episcopal church that
has been under construction for a century. Much of the
edifice is still covered with scaffolding, and I can‘t say it was
a terribly beautiful place to walk past. Cathedral Parkway
itself is very nice, though. While its location at the south end
of Harlem might lead people to think it might be seedy, in
fact the area is filled with quite handsome looking apartment
buildings. There‘s a good chance one of them is Bill
Clinton‘s current home.
The area north of St. John‘s is also very nice. This
is the home of Columbia University, New York‘s Ivy League
school. Before I got my master‘s degree, there was a time
when I‘d seriously thought about taking summer classes at
the Columbia Teachers College. I still think that might be a
fun thing to do—though there‘s no way I could begin to
afford it these days. Columbia has a handsome looking
(though very crowded) campus, and its collegetown area
was surprisingly lively even on Sunday morning.
nd

My destination was just west of Columbia, at 122
nd
Street and Riverside Drive. If 122 Street sounds like it‘s a
th
long way from 110 , it isn‘t. In New York the street blocks
are very short. There are twenty streets to a mile, compared
with eight in Chicago or twelve in most small Midwestern
towns. The avenues are much further apart, but even so my
walk from the subway station was less than a mile.

Drawing from the Riverside Church
Sunday bulletin
nd
At 122 and Riverside is Riverside Church, one of the most famous Protestant churches in the world. Riverside is unique in
that it has affiliation with two very different denominations, the American Baptist Church (the most progressive of the Baptists, but still

Baptist) and the United Church of Christ (my own denomination, which morphed from burning witches in colonial days to one of the
th
most liberal churches there is in modern times). The church was founded by one of the great preachers of the 20 Century, the Rev.
Dr. Harry Emerson Fosdick, and its stated mission has always been to provide a sound Christian alternative to fundamentalism.
[There are an amazing number of people today who think that ―Christian‖ (and especially ―Protestant‖) is necessarily
fundamentalist. I personally am a very religious person, but I am in no way fundamentalist. These people come from all
political persuasions. Even many liberal Democrats seem to think you can‘t be Christian and liberal. I find that sad, since
Christ himself was radical by the standards of his day and the bulk of his message is progressive even today.]
I‘ve always had a bit of fondness for Riverside Church, though I can‘t say I really knew much about the place until this year.
The things I did know, though, I liked. My parents went to Riverside on their honeymoon, and they remembered it very fondly. On that
trip in ‘83 Daddy wanted to go back there, so we drove much farther north than most tourists ever go in Manhattan We made a quick
look around the sanctuary then and also got to tour their bell tower, where a musician showed us how the carillon worked.
The other thing I knew about Riverside was that one of my favorite hymns was written by Dr. Fosdick for the church‘s
th
dedication. You may know the rousing hymn, which appears in virtually every hymnal published in the 20 Century:
God of grace and God of glory,
On Thy people pour Thy power.
Crown Thine ancient church‘s story,
Bring her bud to glorious flower.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
For the facing of this hour,
For the facing of this hour.

Cure Thy children‘s warring madness,
Bend our pride to Thy control.
Shame our wanton selfish gladness,
Rich in things and poor in soul.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
Lest we miss Thy kingdom‘s goal,
Lest we miss Thy kingdom‘s goal.

Lo! the hosts of evil ‘round us,
Scorn Thy Christ, assail His ways.
Fears and doubts too long have bound us,
Free our hearts to work and praise.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
For the living of these days,
For the living of these days.

Set our feet on lofty places,
Gird our lives that they may be,
Armored with all Christ-like graces,
In the fight to set men free.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
That we fail not man nor Thee,
That we fail not man nor Thee.

Save us from weak resignation,
To the evils we deplore.
Let the search for Thy salvation,
Be our glory evermore.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
Serving Thee Whom we adore,
Serving Thee Whom we adore.
I like the theology of that hymn, which is essentially my theology. I also love the phrase ―grant us wisdom, grant us courag e‖—things
fundamentalist Christians (indeed fundamentalists of all religions) never seem to pray for.
The Riverside Church building is quite
impressive.
It‘s apparently modeled after
Chartres Cathedral in France, and it fits in well
with its faux Gothic neighbors at Columbia.
Riverside also had scaffolding, apparently there
as part of a roof repair. The morning service
begins at 10:45, and it was not much after 10:15
when I arrived. It was hot out, though, and I
made my way inside hoping the place would be
air conditioned.

Interior of Riverside Church

It was, and I was not the first to arrive
for services. A black woman at a guard‘s desk
by the door directed me upstairs to the
sanctuary entrance. The sanctuary itself was
enormous. I could easily believe the place was
modeled on Chartres; it looks like a big Catholic
church.
The pews are arranged in three
sections with two aisles, and the main floor
could comfortably accommodate 1500 or so.
There are also two balconies, and I have no
idea how many those would seat. Apparently

for special services (Easter and Christmas Eve) they also seat people in the church hall in the basement. The windows are lovely, but
the stone work of the walls struck me as surprisingly dumpy.
The altar area at Riverside is lit with two banks of theatrical lighting, which reminded me of a comment my brother John once
made that church should be good theatre. In a rather dim Gothic church, the bright fresnels actually made it possible to see what was
going on up front. More churches should consider using that type of lighting.
I took a bulletin from a rack near the entrance, not realizing it was actually last week‘s bulletin instead of today‘s. Since I had a
bulletin in hand, the usher just ignored me and let me seat myself. I sat about halfway forward on the aisle of the middle section.
Eventually I was able to stop another usher and grab the correct bulletin from her.
When I arrived choir practice was going on, which made a pleasant diversion while I waited. I also thumbed through their
hymnal, a Presbyterian publication (interesting in a Baptist/UCC congregation) that had altered traditional hymns in even more
obnoxious ways than the UCC‘s New Century Hymnal.
Following choir practice, they had a concert on the carillon, which we could clearly hear in the sanctuary. They also tested
microphones during this time, and apparently they were having some problems getting the settings right.
I thought for a long time the crowd would be very thin, but just before 10:45 the place started to fill up. There were probably
around a thousand people there in the end. I remember the old minister at my church joking when only a handful were there te n
minutes before worship that ―the bus hasn‘t shown up yet‖. Five minutes later fifty people would arrive, and he‘d joke ―well, the bus just
came in‖. In New York it‘s probably a subway train rather than a bus, but it seemed as if that‘s what happened at Riverside.
This was a formal, but not really a stuffy church. Before the trip I had debated quite a bit about what would be appropriate to
wear to a service here. I ended up with a sport shirt and tie, which was exactly right. The tie was not essential (though it wasn‘t out of
place either), but a nice shirt was. Men here also wear pants, rather than the jeans or shorts that are becoming more common in many
churches around the country. [Last week at my own church there was a middle aged businessman wearing a T-shirt and
sweatpants. Unless it‘s necessary for medical reasons, such dress just strikes me as inappropriate in church.] The women
were similarly dressed, nice but not really formal. Before the service people were friendly with those they knew and pleasant with those
they didn‘t know. There was no ―happy minute‖ nor a place visitors were made to put themselves on display. Instead at an appropriate
point they ―passed the peace‖ exactly as the Catholics do.
The church staff also helps create an air of formality. The interim senior pastor is called ―Dr. Steier‖, and his associates (there
are at least six ordained clergy on the staff) all go by either ―Rev.‖ or ―Dr.‖ and their last name. Frankly I far prefer that to the interim
minister at my own church who insists that people he‘s just met call him ―Pastor Gil‖. I wonder about clergy who don‘t want people to
use a title of respect when referring to them. [Even worse, there are many teachers these days who tell students to address them
by their first names. Is it any wonder that ―Dan‖ or ―Erin‖ have discipline problems. I think it‘s only natural that kids will
behave better for ―Mr. Smith‖ or ―Mrs. Jones‖.]
Both the congregation and the staff were very diverse. I‘d estimate a little less than half the congregation was black, which
makes sense given the neighborhood where the church is located. This is definitely not a ―black church‖, though. You won‘t find
anyone of any race shouting ―amen‖ or ―hallelujah‖ here. The remainder of the congregation was about evenly split among Anglos,
Hispanics, and east Asians—with the Asians probably being the second largest group. Something that definitely stood out was that this
was very much a church of young adults. There were very few senior citizens, and if they had attempted to do a children‘s se rmon
they‘d have gotten no more kids than my tiny church has.
The most noteworthy thing about the actual service was its length. This was by far the longest worship service I‘ve ever been
to. Including music, prayers, the sermon (by a guest speaker, the former president of the United Church of Christ), and communion,
worship lasted an hour and forty-five minutes. I wondered if they weren‘t trying to go back to pilgrim days with so long a service.
[Lengthy services are also standard in black churches, and they may well have borrowed from that tradition.]
Both the music and prayers were outstanding. The choir was small, but without question one of the best I‘ve heard anywhere.
Of course, it almost certainly includes members who sing professionally. They had a mix of all races in the choir, but were definitely
whiter than the general congregation. The organ was also wonderful, and they had a white male soloist (who I‘d guess to be a
Columbia student, likely a music major) who I‘d love to hear singing in concert. The prayers were eloquently written and presented
well. This is most decidedly not the type of church where the prayers begin with ―Lord, we just wanna …‖. They did not ask the
congregation to share joys and concerns, but obviously someone makes it their job to find out what concerns members have, as many
intentions were very specific to the needs of particular people.
Communion was also memorable. They distributed communion much the same as in my home church, passing first bread
and then wine (actually juice, I think) through the pews. The liturgy was straight from the UCC Book of Worship, so it was also familiar.
What stood out was that instead of little glass or plastic communion cups, ―the blood of Christ‖ was distributed in individual silver
chalices. They had hundreds of those little silver chalices, enough so that everyone who wanted communion could take his own.
When I say silver, I mean exactly that. These weren‘t steel or ―base metal‖, but real polished silver that had probably been used since
the church was built 76 years ago. The devil in me toyed with the idea of taking home a souvenir. I can‘t imagine stealing from a
church, though, and I‘m sure the chalice cost more than what I put in the offering plate. It certainly was something to see, though.

Much less memorable was the sermon. The guest preacher went away from the lectionary (something not at all uncommon in
the UCC) and used as his text John 1, a chapter I rarely think of other than at Christmas. You surely know ―In the beginning was the
Word …‖ Well after the Word becomes flesh there‘s the phrase ―we have seen his glory‖. The preacher expanded that and reminded
us that we were all headed toward gloryland. He could have easily made his point in about a five-minute homily, but he just kept
repeating ―gloryland‖ over and over again for nearly half an hour. Had the preacher been African American and had this been a black
gospel church, that might have worked. For an old white man preaching to a diverse (and very stiff) congregation, though, it was
nothing but repetitive.
The church bulletin had a line at the end that stated the congregation should remain seated until the conclusion of the
postlude. Given that the service had already taken an hour and forty-five minutes (and I myself had been there over two hours), I was
more than a bit antsy at the benediction. When I saw a couple in front of me get up and leave, I snuck behind them. That opened the
floodgates, and by the time I was at the back of the sanctuary pretty much everyone was headed out—while the organ still played in the
background.
After church I walked through Riverside Park, a lovely park along the banks of the Hudson across the street (and down a very
steep hill) from Riverside Church. I remember years ago seeing one of the TV crime shows portray a series of brutal rapes that
happened in this park. From the sidewalk along Riverside Drive I had a birdseye view of the entire park, and today at least there
seemed to be nothing remotely resembling violent crime happening here. That‘s pretty typical for New York these days. While it still
has a bad reputation, New York City is actually one of the safest places in America—and it has been since shortly after that trip Daddy
and I made back in the early ‗80s. There are fewer murders in New York than there are in Chicago (a city less than half its size), and
the overall crime rate it is lower than in Des Moines. Statistically, I was quite a bit safer walking around America‘s largest city today
than I would be a couple days later when I was in Binghamton (a college town much like Iowa City where drug-related violence has
skyrocketed the crime rate in recent years).
I made my way back to Cathedral Parkway and walked east along there through increasingly seedy (but still not really
dangerous) neighborhoods to Central Park West (which, as the name implies, is the avenue that runs along the west side of Central
Park). There‘s a traffic circle at the northwest corner of Central Park where these two streets intersect. This evening Riverside Church
would be holding a ―procession of peace‖ beginning here and ending at the church commemorating the anniversary of the bombing of
Hiroshima.
There‘s a subway station under the traffic circle that serves the A and C trains. Unfortunately there was major construction in
the traffic circle, and it was next to impossible to find an entrance to the station. Eventually I did, but that solved only one problem. The
th
next problem was another of those ―navigating the subway on the weekends‖ headaches. I wanted to go north to 207 Street, but there
th
was no uptown service from this or any nearby station. To get north I had to first go south (―go backwards to go forwards‖) to 59
th
Street, which is a long way south of 110 . Then I caught an uptown train which ran express past eight different stations (including
th
th
110 ) all the way up to 125 (said ―one-two-five‖ in announcements). [In retrospect, it might have been quicker to just walk 15
th
th
blocks north to 125 . That didn‘t occur to me at the time, though.] Beyond 125 it ran local, stopping every few blocks on up to
th
the end of the line at 207 (―two-oh-seven‖). It seemed to take forever, but I did eventually make it.
th

th

I actually exited the 207 Street station at 211 street and then walked back south. The neighborhood around here, Inwood, is
at the extreme north end of Manhattan. Almost no tourists ever come here, and it was interesting to see. I‘d read a book th at said
―People often say don‘t journey north of Central Park, because the rest of Manhattan is a wild zone. This is nothing but a fallacy.
Inwood is a prime example of a quaint, loiterable northern Manhattan community about as threatening as Big Bird.‖ There‘s a lot of
truth in that statement. While Inwood is certainly not Algona (it‘s very diverse, with the single largest ethnic group being Caribbean
blacks) and like all of New York it‘s grimy, it‘s a fun and fascinating place to walk around. Compared to most of New York, Inwood
seems like a small town. Much of it is very low rise, with one- or two-story businesses, there‘s lots of parkland (including the site where
Manhattan was first purchased from the Indians), and you can even spot a few single family homes with yards here and there. Most of
th
the community actually lives a few blocks away from 207 and Broadway, primarily in high rises that loom over the area. While it is
public housing, the high rises come across as much better maintained than what I normally think of as ―projects‖., and the neighborhood
is definitely not a slum.
While it was interesting to see the area, the main reason I‘d come here
was to see the oldest building in Manhattan, which happens to be located in
Inwood. The Dyckman (DIKE-min) Farmhouse is exactly what its name implies, a
small farmhouse (living and dining room downstairs and bedrooms upstairs) that
dates to colonial day. The house is located on a hill overlooking Broadway about
two blocks south of the subway station. Visiting here reminded me a lot of my visit
to Edgar Allen Poe‘s home in the Bronx a few years back. Neither place expects
to get visitors, and my showing up definitely took people by surprise. The
Dyckman house was presided over by a college girl from California who was doing
an internship with the NYC Parks and Recreation Department. Being from out
west, she wasn‘t exactly the best person to have as the interpreter for a historic
site specific to New York. She said a couple of things that were just plain wrong.
For instance, she said the Dyckman‘s farm extended all the way to Columbia
University. They had a map in their museum area that showed that the Dyckman
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th

estate covered most of Inwood, but the area above 200 Street (which would be a large farm, especially by colonial standards) is a
far cry from going a hundred blocks further south (which would be larger than even most of Iowa‘s farms today). [What she
probably meant, but didn‘t say, was that the farm extended north to the Columbia athletic complex (as opposed to the main
college campus), which are at the far northern tip of Manhattan.] It bothered me that the girl didn‘t really seem to care at all about
the place she was interpreting. To me it would seem that the point of that job is to communicate excitement about the place. For her,
though, it was just an assigned internship. I had a brief conversation in Spanish with a Guatemalan woman who was gardening out
back, and she seemed to be more informed about the place than the interpreter.
th

I‘d been sweating buckets all day, so I wanted to replenish a bit of those fluids. I stopped at a McDonalds on 207 Street. The
employees were high school aged Dominican girls. They were bilingual, but English was clearly not their first language. They were
definitely surprised to see a white man in the place, too. Except for a couple of Latin Americans, all the other customers were black.
Most spoke Spanish, though a few were communicating in black English.
It hadn‘t occurred to me when I ordered the iced tea I always order at McDonalds that it would be served by default
sweetened. I‘m used to two possibilities—the Midwest practice of serving everything plain and letting you sweeten to taste yourself and
the Southern practice of having separate ―sweet‖ and ―uinsweet‖ pitchers. New York, though, is a place where you have to specify you
want coffee black; ―normal‖ coffee comes with cream and sugar. Apparently the practice for tea is similar. Since I hadn‘t specified
otherwise, I was served a cardboard cup of brown syrup. I managed to gag a few sips down, but I dumped most of it. I really hate
sweetened iced tea.
They had a single unisex restroom at this McDonalds, and theoretically an employee had to come and open it when someone
wanted to use it. The employee did open it once while I sat at my nursing my tea, and that started a chain of six different people
(including me) who let each other in one after the other. I snuck in after a Hispanic grandmother, and I let an elderly Dominican man in
after me.
th

I walked eastward down 207 Street. Manhattan at this point is only about half a mile wide, far narrower than it is down in
Midtown. Just beyond McDonalds countless Dominican vendors had set up a flea market along the sidewalk and spilling out into the
street (which was only barely passable and fortunately had virtually no traffic). I felt like I was in the Rastro in Madrid, where virtually
everything imaginable is for sale in little stalls. While it was heaviest on food items, they sold a bit of everything here, too. Probably
most interesting were T-shirts that mimicked the famous ―I
NY‖ shirts. These instead said ―I
RD‖, with the ―RD‖ referring to
―República Dominicana‖ or the Dominican Republic. It amused me that while ―RD‖ was in the order of the Spanish name, the beginning
said ―I‖ rather than ―Yo‖.
th

The flea market extended down 207 Street for about two and a half long avenue blocks, from just past Broadway down past
the 1-train elevated station at the opposite end of the island. It ended at the parking lot for PathMark. PathMark is the supermarket in
New York City, which is honestly kind of unfortunate. That would be like saying a dumpy old Fareway or IGA store was the best place
to buy groceries in Iowa—as if there Hy-Vee or Cub Foods or Super Target didn‘t exist. I‘d been past PathMark stores in Queens, but
I‘d never been inside one. Since this one was here (and since I was still dying of thirst), I decided to check it out. It was on the inside
exactly what it looked like on the outside—an old, run-down supermarket. It was fairly large, but any county seat town in the Midwest
would have better places to shop. On the other hand, PathMark looked much more inviting than Inwood‘s other grocery choice,
C-Town—a place with all the charm of a ratty dollar store.
Many of you know that I‘ve collected Pepsi memorabilia for years. PathMark had Pepsi in unusual tiny bottles that were much
smaller than what is normally sold in America (though likely similar to what New York‘s many immigrants would find at home). I bought
an horribly over-priced six pack (more than $4.50 with tax and deposit—New York, like Iowa, is a deposit state). I gulped two of them
down quickly and lugged the rest around with me the rest of the day.
After all the press coverage of the bridge collapse in Minnesota, I can‘t say I exactly looked forward to what lay ahead of me,
th
the rickety University Heights Bridge that connects 207 Street in Inwood to Fordham Road in the Bronx. It rattled and groaned as
each car came along, but both I and the cars made it across without incident. There was a traffic light just across the East River in the
Bronx, and traffic backed up all the way across the bridge most of the time. College-aged black men were going from car to car trying
to sell bottled water to everyone who was stuck in traffic. Surprisingly they didn‘t offer any to me, and I actually might have accepted if
they had.
My next destination was quite a ways further that I thought it was. On the map it looked as if I‘d go to the first cross street in
the Bronx and walk about two blocks south from there. I actually walked about half a mile into the Bronx, up a steep hill, until I reached
the first major cross street (actually the third traffic light). I turned off Fordham onto Sedgwick and then walked up an even steeper hill
for about the same distance to another cross street. Then I walked uphill again for about a block to my destination.
I‘ve walked just about everywhere I‘ve gone back home this summer, and I‘ve gotten in pretty decent shape logging more than
500 miles over the course of the summer. Even so I was huffing and puffing and sweating profusely after going that far straight uphill
with the hot sun beating down on me. It didn‘t help that I was carrying a fairly large bag that had only gotten heavier after adding bottles
of Pepsi to it. I made it all right, though, and the work of getting there made the destination a bit of a holy grail for me.
That destination was Bronx Community College, a small tree-filled campus on a bluff overlooking the East River. Why would a
white guy from Iowa be headed to a community college in the Bronx on a Sunday afternoon in August? That question was apparently

also on the mind of the young black guard who looked at me very suspiciously and asked what I was doing at the place. When I gave
my response, though, he was pleasant and pointed where I should go.
My ultimate destination was one of the least visited attractions in New York, a place that would make even the Dyckman
Farmhouse or Poe‘s Cottage seem as if they were heavily touristed. That destination was the Hall of Fame for Great Americans. The
Hall of Fame was started in 1901 when this campus was home to New York University, an institution a bit better known than Bronx
Community College. NYU constructed a terrace behind their library and decided to line it with bronze busts of the men (and later a
handful of women) who had made great contributions to our nation and world. To give you an idea of what this place is like, I‘m going
to reproduce part of a description I read before I went (from the ―Roadside America‖ website):
We have halls of fame for every activity and occupation nowadays—from RVing to strippers to freshwater
fishing. It‘s hard to imagine a time when the concept was daring and new. But there had to be a first, and in America
the first was the Hall of Fame for Great Americans. It was conceived in an era when fame had not yet morphed into
celebrity, when its gates had not yet been thrown open to the masses, to glorify willy-nilly whomever and whatever
they wanted.
… When it opened in 1901 it was considered to be an important tourist attraction. Visitors would take day
trips to its panoramic spot atop the highest point in New York City … the same heights from which the British drove
the Americans out of New York during the Revolutionary War. NYU Chancellor Henry MacCracken thought it was
delicious irony to use this spot as a pantheon to honor great Americans.
… The Hall is a breezy neo-classical colonnade with a vaulted ceiling, wrapping around the back of two
college halls and a library. Bronze busts of the honorees line the low walls on either side. Beneath them are large
bronze tablets, designed by Tiffany Studios, providing the person‘s name, years of birth and death, and some noble
quote associated with him or her—but no information about who they were, or why they were so great. The wellth
heeled visitors of the early 20 Century didn‘t need to be told that, for example, Elias Howe patented the sewing
machine, or that Lewis Agassiz came up with the idea for the Ice Age. But today‘s visitors are at a loss, something
that the founders of this Hall never foresaw.
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… The Hall would induct new worthies every five years. Some of them are people that you‘d expect to see:
George Washington, Thomas Jefferson, Abraham Lincoln. But undeserving clunkers are here as well—people such
as James Eads, who designed armored steamboats; William Morton, who fraudulently claimed to have discovered
anesthesia; and Phillips Brooks, who wrote the words to ―Oh Little Town of Bethlehem‖. Stonewall Jackson got in
thanks to a letter-writing campaign by the United Daughters of the Confederacy (they nearly secured a pedestal for
Jefferson Davis, too). Silvanus Thayer, ―the Father of West Point‖, got in thanks to similar pressure from army
societies and veterans groups. Even given the self-limited pool of candidates under consideration, Americans such
as Johnny Appleseed and Noah Webster are not here, while people such as Rufus Choate and John Lothrop Motley
are.
The Hall of Fame for Great Americans outlived its glory years ago. Its last class of inductees was in 1976,
but they never got bronze busts or plaques because by then the campus had gone bankrupt and had been sold to
Bronx Community College, which still maintains the site. One wonders what the contemporary students of this
school, who are mostly black and Latino, think of their hall of fame. Of the 98 members enshrined in it, only two are
black, and there are no Latinos, no Native Americans, Jews, or Catholics. …
I had a wonderful time checking out the Hall of Fame. I think I did better on recognizing people than the write-up implied most
th
people do. (I am familiar with Phillips Brooks, for example, who was a well-known 19 Century clergyman and orator as well as a hymn
writer.) On some I didn‘t [recognize] the quotes would give a bit of a clue as to who the people were. Even if I didn‘t know all of them,
the busts were impressive and interesting to see.
The whole time I was there I was the only person at the Hall of Fame for Great Americans. Indeed I think the guard may have
been the only other person on the campus. While it‘s open every day of the year, there are apparently days when there are no visitors
at all. I‘d imagine it‘s a place students might go for a quiet study area between classes, but given its remote location (it would be a
chore to drive here, as well as being hard to get to on foot), it‘s not really a surprise that it was empty on Sunday.
I made my way to the far end of the BCC campus, which is at a street signed both as University Avenue and Martin Luther
King Parkway. There is a fenced-in middle school across the street from the college, and on the corner at University was the sort of
black church I alluded to while describing Riverside. At mid-afternoon gospel music was pouring out its windows and throughout the
neighborhood, and it was fun to listen to as I passed by.
I walked down University to Fordham and then had a much quicker walk (since it was downhill this time) along Fordham back
to the University Heights bridge. One of the guys selling water saw the Yankees cap I was wearing and yelled out some trash about the
Yankees. I smiled and just kept walking. The Yankees were playing this afternoon, and from the gridlocked traffic on I-87 under the
bridge, I‘d bet the game was starting within an hour.
th

I made my way back past PathMark to the elevated station on 207 Street. (Actually, this overhead structure is technically
called a ―subway‖ station, just like the underground stations in Chicago are called ―L‖ stations.) There are two entrances to this station,
th
on opposite sides of a street that further south is called 10 Avenue. The entrance on the east side is for northbound (―uptown‖) trains,
while the west side leads to the southbound (―downtown‖) tracks. The west entrance is much more important, because there are only a
th
handful of stations north of 207 Street. In fact, the uptown entrance is not staffed. If you want to catch a northbound train, you‘re
supposed to scan your card in a full-length (floor to ceiling) turnstile, which will unlock and let you enter the platform. I scanned my
card, but the read-out said ―SCAN AGAIN‖. That happens a lot in New York, where the card technology doesn‘t seem to be exactly
state-of-the-art. I scanned again and again, trying to go at different speeds each time. Each time I just got the ―SCAN AGAIN‖
message. Eventually I crossed the street and spoke with the clerk in a cage by the downtown entrance. She took my card and was
able to verify that it was valid and working correctly and told me ―it must be the turnstile that‘s got the problem‖. Well, duh! When I
asked her what I should do, she suggested that I just go through the emergency gate ―like everyone else‖. When I went back to the
uptown entrance, a train had just arrived, and indeed pretty much everyone exited by way of an emergency gate that sounded an alarm
when opened. The exit was much larger than the official one, and both the passengers and the MTA clerk just ignored the alarm. [I
sometimes wonder why they even bother having alarms in big cities; pretty much all of them seem to be ignored.] I held the
gate when the last person left and just went straight to the platform without scanning my card again. When the gate slammed shut
behind me, the alarm stopped. Having been given permission to enter this way, I didn‘t even feel particularly guilty about jumping the
turnstile.
th

Elevated trains make for much more interesting riding than subways, and the 1-line is elevated from around 190 Street all the
th
way to the end of the line. Just north of 207 Street we went through the MTA storage yards, where hundreds of subway cars were laid
up for the weekend. We then crossed a bridge onto the mainland. Technically we were still in Manhattan, though. The first stop on the
mainland is called Marble Hill, and until about a hundred years ago this area was part of Manhattan Island. To help with navigation they
dredged a canal south of Marble Hill and filled in the narrow strait north of it. That‘s why today Marble hill is physically part of the Bronx
but politically part of Manhattan. The most noteworthy thing in Marble Hill was a multi-level Target store that was right outside the
elevated station. Otherwise it looked like a dumpy residential neighborhood.
nd

nd

I continued into the ―real‖ Bronx and went all the way to 242 Street (―two-four-two‖) at the end of the line. 242 Street is at
the south end of Van Cortlandt Park, one of the largest urban parks in America. The park extends about three miles north from here, all
the way to City Line Road, where the Bronx ends and suburban Yonkers begins. The north end of the park is mostly forest land, and is
apparently where the New York State high school cross-country championship is held each year. The south end, though, is a

recreational park, and it is very heavily used. As I left the subway, I saw people getting off the train carrying bags of golf clubs,
skateboards, baseball bats, soccer balls, and those inflatable donuts you sit in at swimming pools. The park was entirely packed with
people of all ages and races playing games, walking around, or just sitting on the ground sunning themselves.
I paused by the entrance where a south Asian man had parked his ice cream truck. A line of mostly Hispanic people had
congregated out front. While they didn‘t speak each other‘s languages, the vendor and his customers managed to communicate by
pointing. I was still overheated and parched, and I chose to buy a pre-packaged snow cone from the vendor. I didn‘t even know such a
thing existed, but it was right there with all the ice cream novelties. It only cost a dollar, and it did a good job of cooling me down.
There‘s another historic home at Van Cortlandt Park. Right in the middle is the Van Cortlandt Mansion, the home of the Dutch
family who in colonial days controlled most of what is now New York City. While this is a much more visited tourist attraction, their
hours are quite limited. I ended up arriving just as they were closing up for the afternoon. Something that was interesting to see,
though, was the costumed ―Van Cortlandt family‖ in their powdered wigs and colonial garb getting into an SUV and driving away from
the historic home.
th

I walked around the park a bit and then made my way back to the subway. I took the train south to 125 Street. This station is
th
th
interesting. South of 190 Street, the red line is entirely underground, with one exception. The area around 125 and Broadway is
extremely hilly, and Broadway takes a severe dip in that area. To keep the line relatively level, it emerges from the subway briefly, and
th
the station is actually elevated over 125 Street.
th

I got off at 125 Street and walked over to a fairly well-known attraction that is just up the street from Riverside Church,
Grant‘s Tomb. Technically called General Grant National Memorial, the admission-free National Park Service property is mostly just an
extension of Riverside Park. Kids were skateboarding at the entrance, treating the place just like any park. Inside the domed memorial
they have a few displays on why President Grant was important (and, by the way, I don‘t believe he made it into the Hall of Fame) and
an overlook where you can see the caskets of him and his wife. (By the way, the answer to the classic riddle ―Who‘s buried in Grant‘s
Tomb?‖ is ―Nobody.‖ General and Mrs. Grant are essentially lying in state above ground for eternity.
.
th
I walked southward and then made my way east past some classroom buildings to the Columbia subway station at 116 and
Broadway. I boarded a very crowded train and rode it south to Penn Station. I paused briefly to buy some juice and ginger ale from a
convenience store in the station and soon boarded an NJ Transit train. I was one of the first to board this train, and I was glad of that.
There was a big crowd. In fact, many people were not able to sit down until past South Orange. It emptied rapidly after that, though,
and I had an uneventful ride back to Morristown.
I got in my rented G-5 and headed back up I-287. North of I-80, the beltway is a fairly unimportant route. In fact it has just six
lanes, which by New Jersey standards is almost nothing. Traffic zipped along easily, and before long I exited onto state highway 23.
NJ 23 was a really bizarre highway. It began as a weird six-lane freeway through a business strip, with exits to the different
businesses on the strip. (It‘s really weird to think of an exit serving nothing but an Applebee‘s, but there is one.) Soon the access
became less limited, and it was a four-lane strip similar to what you might find in any suburb anywhere (except that, as in all of New
Jersey, left turns are either prohibited or strictly limited). As the terrain became more mountainous (though no less suburban), the road
morphed into what amounted to two one-way streets. They‘d rather obviously taken the original highway and made it one-way in one
direction and then built a new road and made it one-way the other way. There were businesses lining both routes, and they frequently
had U-turn opportunities allowing people to go from one side to the other.
After twenty miles or so I saw a sign that said ―WELCOME TO SUSSEX COUNTY – WHERE PEOPLE AND NATURE MEET‖.
Thinking back on Sussex County I can tell you that when people and nature meet, bad things happen. Sussex County is a place that
doesn‘t want to admit it is suburban, but is. At the county line the road degraded into a bad two-lane, likely the same mountain road
that‘s always served the area. That road would have been fine back when Sussex County was rural, but when the whole thing is lined
with homes and tacky businesses, it was annoying to say the least. This was probably the worst place to drive I hit on the whole trip;
only the urban expressways in Buffalo and Allentown would give it a challenge.
The very last part of Sussex County actually is rural, mostly because it‘s protected as a state park. In the extreme northwest
corner of New Jersey is High Point, which as the name implies is the highest point in the state. It‘s hard to believe that in only about
fifty miles New Jersey‘s land rises from sea level to almost 2,000 feet. The eastern mountains may not be towering, but they definitely
are mountains. Just a couple hours ago I was tunneling under the Hudson, but now my ears were popping.
High Point is topped by an enormous obelisk that looks a lot like the Washington Monument. It‘s apparently a memorial to the
dead of various wars. I considered hiking up to it. It would have been easy enough to do so, but they charge $10 just to park your car
in the lot there, which seemed a bit excessive to me. So I just kept driving.
At the west edge of the state park a sign says ―WELCOME TO MONTAGUE – THE TOP OF NEW JERSEY‖. Montague
supposedly has about 2,000 people, though I saw no indication that much of anybody actually lived in the place. It was mostly a tacky
strip not unlike what I‘d driven through south of the park. I drove through it and was surprised to see a ―JCT I-84‖ sign. I-84 is in New
York state. There had been no indication that I‘d crossed the state line at all, but I‘d left New Jersey behind.

I turned onto Greeneville Turnpike, which is the access road for I-84 and made my way up a steep hill to the one and only
business on that road, the Comfort Inn—Port Jervis [the place has since downgraded and is now a Days Inn]. An old man was
staffing the desk. He was overly friendly, but not terribly competent. I wanted to use scrip cards to pay my bill, and he obviously had no
clue how to process them. He ended up just letting me into a room without taking any form of payment at all.
I hadn‘t eaten much of anything all day, so I decided to have a big meal for dinner. I followed I-84 east over a pass to
Middletown. I have no idea what places Middletown thinks it‘s in the middle of (on the map it appears to be Port Jervis and Newburgh),
but it‘s an enormous suburb with all the chain business you‘d expect in such a place. I had a scrip card that was good at Po nderosa (it
was actually a Bennigan‘s gift card, but apparently the same company owns several restaurant chains), so I pulled into the Middletown
location of that steakhouse. The cashier was obviously in training and was exceedingly slow, so there was a long wait in line.
Eventually I managed to place my order, though. I had a sirloin dinner with baked potato and their buffet, which mostly included
assorted pasta and potato salads. I also downed five full glasses of iced tea. This definitely wasn‘t a diet dinner, and I thoroughly
stuffed myself. It was very good, though.
9

After supper I stopped at a Citgo station in Middletown, where I paid $3.11 for the cheapest grade of gas. I could have saved
money by buying in New Jersey. I really didn‘t need gas there, though. Also, New Jersey doesn‘t allow self-serve gas, and I really
don‘t care for dealing with gas station attendants. This ended up being the highest price I‘d pay for gas (probably because it was in the
New York metro area), but things averaged right around $3. I was a bit annoyed when I started off again to find that after I filled the
tank, the gauge read quite a bit fuller than it did with the ―full‖ tank I‘d gotten when I rented the car.
When I left Middletown I was definitely thankful I was headed westbound on the interstate. It was well after dark now, and
there was a sea of headlights going the other way. Port Jervis is the end of metro New York and the gateway to the Pocono and
Catskill resort areas. Thousands of people had obviously gone to the mountains for the weekend, and they were all headed back on
Sunday night. It reminded me of the lines of cars that head along I-90 between Chicago and the Wisconsin Dells—bumper-to-bumper
outbound on Friday and inbound on Sunday.
Back at the hotel the pedometer showed I‘d walked 13.4 miles today, which is a number that actually seemed reasonable
given the places I‘d gone. I watched the news on TV (and believe me, the largest TV market in America definitely doesn‘t have the best
local news) and then just relaxed a bit. I was very tired tonight and got to bed comparatively early.

Monday, August 6: Port Jervis, New York to Binghamton, New York, via
Bethel, Oneonta, and Cooperstown
I didn‘t sleep at all well last night, and when I woke up and went to the bathroom I discovered I had a huge bruise on my chest.
I have no idea at all what I might have done, but it really was a nasty bruise. While it‘s gotten better, it‘s still definitely there a week
later.
This Comfort Inn also had frozen French toast, though I can‘t say I cared for it as much as what I had in Pennsylvania. They
had only fake butter and diet syrup, neither of which did anything to help the flavor.
The woman who was working at the desk this morning was both friendly and helpful. She managed to process the gift cards
with no problem and gave me a receipt quite quickly. I made my way to the car, but when I took a second look at the receipt, I saw that
it was not my name that was on it. She‘d in fact checked out some other room, and I‘d been given a receipt for someone from New
Jersey. I went back to the desk, and while it took her a bit of time to undo the mistake and then check me out for real, she was about
as efficient about things as could be expected.
Port Jervis, New York, is a place I recall finding in an atlas when I was a little kid. It‘s located at the confluence of the
Delaware and Neversink Rivers, where New York, Pennsylvania, and New Jersey all meet. That made it stand out on the map. Ever
since then Port Jervis has been a place I‘ve wanted to go. The only thing I really knew about the place before coming here was that it
was the hometown of Lou and Ed Banach, who wrestled for Iowa when I was in high school and went on to win Olympic gold. I recently
read a biography of the Banachs that said they grew up along the railroad tracks in Port Jervis. The family was poor and couldn‘t afford
to buy a weight set, so the Banach brothers lifted abandoned wheels from the rail cars (which apparently weigh over 100 pounds each)
to get in shape. Old U.S. 6 follows the rail line all through Port Jervis, so there‘s a good chance that one of the dumpy wood houses I
passed this morning was where the Banachs grew up.
While some of the houses had seen their better days, others have been lovingly restored. On the whole Port Jervis was really
a very pleasant town. It reminded me a lot of my brother‘s hometown of Oskaloosa, which is about the same size and has similar
business. While it‘s at the end of another NJ Transit line (with an enormous park-and-ride in what used to be the parking lot for a KMart), Port Jervis is very much its own town. There probably are people who make the 2½-hour commute into New York, but the place
really comes across more as a small town (or perhaps small city) than a suburb. Most striking in Port Jervis were the town‘s many

churches. They have some of the loveliest brick and stone churches I‘ve seen anywhere. There‘s also a handsome synagogue,
something that tells you this is New York rather than Iowa. They also have an enormous depression-era high school that appeared to
be holding classes in early August.
I stopped for coffee at a Dunkin‘ Donuts in Port
Jervis. For a ―small town‖ the people here were surprisingly
diverse. I‘d read recently that nearly a fourth of the
population of New York state was first generation
immigrants. I‘d assumed that was because New York City
was so extremely diverse and expected things to be different
upstate. Port Jervis, though, was not much different from
the city. There were certainly fewer immigrants than in
Queens, but probably about the same as in Manhattan or
Staten Island. People at Dunkin Donuts were speaking
Spanish, Hindi, Chinese, and Russian.
The crowded
doughnut shop also had both black and white customers
whose native language was English.

Typical homes along the tracks in Port Jervis

I drove all the way through Port Jervis and then set
off on one of the most gorgeous scenic drives I‘ve ever
taken. The Delaware at this point is a very shallow river, but
it lies in what out west would be called a canyon—though
one whose walls are almost completely covered with trees.
New York state highway 97 is literally carved out of the
canyon wall, following every curve of the river on a route
they call ―The Hawk‘s Next‖. The driving is not all that hard,
and the view is absolutely spectacular. Apparently they
frequently use the area to shoot car commercials, and I
could definitely see why. The beauty is simply indescribable.
It was every bit as beautiful as the Seward Highway in
Alaska, which I was also beyond words in attempting to
describe .

The
Hawks
Nest is lined with all
kinds
of
deciduous
trees.
Given how
gorgeous it looks in
summer, I kept trying to
imagine what it must be
like in fall. You hear
about people making
trips to Vermont to
admire
the
autumn
leaves.
I think they
might do well instead to
head to Port Jervis.
[This really is one of
the most beautiful
places I‘ve ever been.]
I followed the
Hawk‘s Next for fifteen
or twenty miles and
then cut inland, driving
past the site where the
Woodstock
Music
Festival
was
held
almost forty years ago.
Though it was called
―Woodstock‖,
the
―The Hawks Nest‖ – NY Highway 97
famous (or infamous,
depending on your point of view) rock festival was actually held on a well-wooded farm near Bethel, New York. I was a first grader
when Woodstock took place, so it was hardly a defining point of my life. It was interesting to drive by the place, but I didn‘t join the
handful of silver-haired hippies who stopped at the gift shop in Bethel.

I wove my way through the Catskills to the town of Monticello where I joined a highway that would stay with me through this
trip. Locals call the road ―Route 17‖, though most of its signs also say ―Future 86‖ and ―Southern Tier Expressway‖ (actually it‘s
technically just ―Expy‖, not ―Expressway‖). Whether you call it 17, 86, or STE, it‘s the road in what upstate New Yorkers call ―southern
New York‖. From Monticello the road runs almost due south to Middletown and on to New York City. Just beyond Monticello it turns
west and runs along the Pennsylvania border (even dipping into Pennsylvania for a couple of miles) all the way west to Lake Erie. At
the point I joined the road a sign told me I was 89 miles from New York City and also 89 miles from the next major city west,
Binghamton.
The ―Future 86‖ signs are there because the
highway is almost, but not quite up to interstate standards.
There‘s a nasty curve around a mountain in Binghamton
(locally called ―Kamikaze Curve‖) that they‘re attempting to
remove, and there are about three short stretches where
they have at-grade intersections instead of exits. Even with
those shortcomings, though, it‘s an excellent highway. It‘s
always at least four lanes, and they have creeper lanes at
the serious passes. Traffic is surprisingly light (something I
found true almost everywhere in New York state), and while
there was far too frequent construction, that work helped
keep the road surface good. I tried to imagine what crossing
the mountains was like before this road was here, and I‘m
very glad I didn‘t have to do that.
[The I-86 project was supposed to have been
completed by 2009. However the photo at left came
from a 2012 article in the Corning Leader that lamented
that work was far behind schedule and much of
highway 17 was still a ―future‖ interstate.]
Something that made driving almost everywhere in
Website photo of ―Future 86‖ sign
New York easy is that people drive the speed limit there. On interstates (and also ―future interstates‖) the standard limit is 65mph, a
speed I like better than the 70 and 75 that are common near where I live. Pretty much everyone drives precisely 65, too—not any less,
and never even a mile above the limit. That‘s because New York has more speed traps than I‘ve seen anywhere else in the world.
Actually I don‘t know that they‘re exactly speed traps; rather they just have lots and lots of state troopers who are very visibly parked
either in the median or on the shoulder every ten miles or so along every expressway in the state. I was amazed that there were so
many state troopers. When you think that New York is geographically about the same size as Iowa but that it has almost six times as
many people, it makes sense that they should have more people in uniform on the highways.
While the standard interstate speed is 65, it invariably slows to 55 in the construction zones (and most often there will be a cop
at the beginning of the work area to make sure you obey the reduced speed). In places where people are actually working right on the
highway, they further reduce things to 40. On two-lane highways there are basically two speeds in the entire state. The maximum
anywhere on two-lanes is 55, and given that most secondary roads are curvy paths through the mountains there really isn‘t much
opportunity to drive more than that. If there‘s either a town or construction, the speed reduces to 40. What struck me as weird was that
40mph is as slow as it gets. Even in dense residential areas or school zones or right downtown, you go 40mph. I had assumed that
because towns are very close together in upstate New York, driving on two-lane highways would be slow-going. Since I never slowed
way down, though, things really didn‘t take that much longer than they would back in Iowa.
New York has lots of rest areas on its highways. Actually it has both ―rest areas‖ and ―parking areas‖, with the distinction
being whether modern toilets are provided. I stopped at a rest area this morning that may have had a bit too modern of toilets. It had
one of those electric eyes that‘s supposed to sense when you get up and then flush the toilet automatically. This one, however, was
just a bit too sensitive. It flushed three times while I was sitting on the stool but before I had finished my business. It flushed a fourth
time when I got up and then a fifth time when I opened the stall door. I hate to think how much water the thing wasted.
I went west on Route 17 for about an hour and then turned off at the town of Deposit (a name I find amusing, particularly since
one of my credit card bills is sent to a bank there). From there I followed NY highway 8 north to Interstate 88. I-88 also surprised me in
being relatively empty. It connects Albany and Binghamton, together with dozens of ―small towns‖ that have a combined population
equal to a large city. Because it doesn‘t go anywhere near New York or Philadelphia, it would also be the quickest possible route for
people trying to get from the South or Midwest to New England. There‘s another I-88 out in Illinois, which connects Chicago with
Moline. That one carries a whole lot more traffic than the I-88 in New York. There were a lot of trucks taking advantage of avoiding the
big cities, but it seemed like I was just about the only car. [I‘m not really sure why, but upstate New York overall has remarkably
little traffic.]
I went northeast on I-88 to the city of Oneonta, one of any number of fairly large places in New York state you‘ve almost
certainly never heard of. Oneonta stretches on for about ten miles along the interstate, and I must say they were ten of the least
pleasant miles—mostly due to construction in the area.

I had planned to have lunch in Oneonta. The place is home to a barbecue place that Rachel Ray recommended on her $40 a
Day show, and it seemed like a good place to stop. I found Brooks‘ House of Bar-B-Q easily enough, but unfortunately their sign said
they were closed on Mondays. That‘s fairly common in the restaurant business (Monday is by far the slowest day in food-service), but it
was a bit annoying to encounter at somewhere I wanted to eat.
Failing at lunch, I proceeded to sort of drown my sorrows. I spent much of the afternoon driving around, following a route
called the Official Cooperstown Beverage Trail. Cooperstown is 15 or 20 miles north of Oneonta, but anything remotely near the place
assumes its name. One such place was my next stop, the Bear Pond Winery. The winery is just a couple miles north of Oneonta, but
its ―official‖ address is a post office box in Cooperstown. Like most wineries, Bear Pond offered complimentary tastings, and I sipped
several of their products. My favorite by far was their ―Baseball Merlot‖. While the name is obviously chosen to milk the same tourists
they attempt to draw with a Cooperstown address, the wine was really very good—a full bodied, but very smooth dark red. I cared less
for their ―Grand Slam Champagne‖ or their ―Diamond Chardonnay‖. I did buy a couple bottles of the merlot, which I worried a bit about
transporting, since all liquids now have to go in checked luggage when you fly. I hoped they‘d make it, though.
My next stop probably legitimately used a Cooperstown address, though it was actually in what amounts to a suburb about
four miles west of Cooperstown proper. This was the Fly Creek Cider Mill. I didn‘t actually see the creek, but they were repairing flood
damage. What‘s more, there were definitely flies around the place. This is an old fashioned cider mill that uses water power to turn mill
stones that press the juice out of apples. They make both sweet and hard cider (each in several varieties), as well as various spreads,
dips, and marinades made of apples. In addition they sell a variety of other local food products, as well as scads of gift shop junk.
They have complimentary samples of all the different food. I had little shot glasses of about eight kinds of cider, dipped pretzels in all
kinds of apple products, and had curds of several varieties of cheese. It was all very good. I ended up buying a bottle of raspberry
flavored hard cider, a small block of ―ultra sharp‖ cave-aged New York cheddar cheese, some cracked pepper crackers, and some
maple sugar. I‘d have the cheese and crackers as my dinner tonight, and I‘ve been sampling one small piece of the maple sugar each
day since I‘ve been back—sort of stretching out the trip a bit.
From Fly Creek I headed east into Cooperstown itself. While traffic there was a nightmare, Cooperstown is a really charming
little town. I‘d read a description before this trip that called the place ―America‘s most perfect village‖. I‘m definitely not one for such
hyperbole, but there is a grain of truth in the description. Cooperstown is basically known for one thing, the National Baseball Hall of
Fame. You could go there and thoroughly enjoy the place without even knowing the hall of fame was there, though. It‘s a beautiful little
Victorian town, like a full-size version of those things people have under their Christmas trees. What‘s more, while there‘s no question it
caters to the tourists, it doesn‘t really come across as a tourist trap.
While traffic was at a crawl in Cooperstown today, I was certainly thankful I wasn‘t here a week ago. The last weekend of July
is Induction Weekend, when each year new members have their brass plaques revealed in the hall of fame. The 2007 induction drew
the largest crowd ever to Cooperstown. More than 80,000 people were here last weekend to see Cal Ripken and Tony Gwynn join the
hall of fame. Tony Gwynn is probably the most famous person I‘ve actually met (though the only reason I have is that his son plays for
the Milwaukee Brewers organization, as does my former student Brad Nelson), and Cal Ripken is probably my favorite baseball player
ever. It would have been really cool to have been in Cooperstown for the induction. Still, I‘m definitely not a crowd person. When I
read in the local newspaper (the Otsego Freeman Journal) that for two days this perfect little village had become the fifth largest city in
New York state, I was just as glad I wasn‘t there to experience that.
I made my way through Cooperstown and then headed northeast out of town on state highway 33. Not too far away on this
road is Cherry Valley, a place where some of may ancestors once lived. I‘ve been near, but not actually in Cherry Valley a couple of
times in the past, and I‘d end up near, but not actually in it again this time. I‘d imagine it looks a lot like most of the area around
Cooperstown, undulating land (some would say rugged hills, others gentle mountains) with some farmland and lots of woods.
I followed highway 33 along the east edge of Otsego Lake. On a map Otsego looks like it should be the easternmost of the
―Finger Lakes‖ of central New York. It actually isn‘t considered a finger lake, though it is long and skinny like the bodies of water that do
carry that name. The main difference is that water from the Finger Lakes drains northward into Lake Ontario, while Lake Otsego is the
source of the Susquehanna River. Water heads southward from Cooperstown
and eventually drains into Chesapeake Bay.
The drive along the lake was lovely, mostly due to the lush
wildflowers that lined the highway and the canopy of trees that covered it. The
lake itself was really nothing special, though. James Fenimore Cooper, whose
father founded Cooperstown, referred to Otsego Lake as ―Glimmerglass‖.
Perhaps that name refers to an icy cover in winter, since there was certainly
nothing about the grey water‘s summer appearance that appeared to glimmer
or look like glass. I mention the name, though, because at the north end of the
lake I entered Glimmerglass State Park.
While there seem to be a lot of recreational opportunities in the park,
I was here for only one thing. My next destination was Hyde Hall. This unique
historic site is essentially an English country mansion that just happens to be
in the middle of New York state. It was built around 1800 by the son of the
Lieutenant Governor (that‘s LEFT-en-ent in British speech) of the colonial

Wikipedia‘s view of Otsego Lake

Province of New York, a Mr. George Clarke. He married a woman named Hyde (for whom the place is named) and after the Revolution
moved from Manchester to claim the family estate in America. He hired the top architect of the time (a man from Cooperstown who
also designed just about every government building in Albany) to design a country home suitable for a gentleman of his stature. The
result was a mansion larger than the White House that overlooks the top of Otsego Lake. The house was passed through several
generations of the family, most of whom did not take good care of it. It was last lived in back in the 1950s, and the state of New York
came to own it (while it wasn‘t clearly said, probably through a tax default) around 1970.

Hyde Hall
They have been restoring the place ever since. One of the most fascinating things about touring Hyde Hall was seeing all the
different states of restoration in the different parts of the mansion. In some places nothing has been but structural work, shoring up the
foundation and making sure the roof is tight. Other parts have been completely restored as they were when this was a grand home in
th
the early 19 Century. In many cases they even have the original furnishings used in the rooms, which were in storage for nearly a
century.
Rather than restoring the whole mansion to the way it was when it was built, they‘ve decided to take some rooms and restore
them to different eras. Since the place was used for about 150 years, a couple of rooms are shown as they were after the mansion was
electrified (which didn‘t happen until after World War II), and others are being restored to all the different eras throughout its history.
Seeing the differences from one era to another was also fascinating. [This is a method I wish more places would use. A lot of
historic places were in use over a long period of time, yet we restore them to a single era. One of the most interesting things
about Hyde Hall was seeing how the place changed over time.]
You can only see inside Hyde Hall by guided tour, which is probably as it should be. My tour consisted of me and a European
family—mother, father, and college-aged daughter. The guide was a fifty-something man with scraggly grey hair who knew absolutely
everything there was to know about the place. In addition to describing unique features of the construction and explaining how the
restoration work is being done, he gave a variety of fascinating stories about the various generations of the Clarke family. He gave the
sort of information I had hoped the girl at the Dyckman Farmhouse might supply, and to this guy that information was second nature.
The tour lasted more than an hour and a half, but it really seemed to move very quickly.

After seeing Hyde Hall I made my way back to Cooperstown. I avoided the downtown traffic this time and headed out of town
toward the southeast, through a pleasant residential neighborhood and past the local hospital. I kept driving for about ten miles before
coming to the final destination on the Cooperstown Beverage Trail, Brewery Ommegang. Ommegang is another place that really isn‘t
in Cooperstown (it‘s actually in the town of Milford), but uses the more famous place for its address. This was another place Rachel
Ray visited when she spent a $40 day in the Cooperstown area. To save money after an overpriced breakfast, Ms. Ray had a pic nic
lunch consisting of beer, bread, and cheese. She also toured the brewery and did a tasting, and so did I.
Ommegang is supposedly uses traditional Belgianstyle brewing methods, though I must confess I really can‘t say
what makes those methods different from any others. This
was obviously a much smaller brewery than the AnheuserBusch factory I toured in St. Louis, but the basic process
appeared to be roughly the same. What‘s more the end result
tasted like—well—beer. It was a lot stronger and mostly
darker than typical American beers, but it basically tasted like
beer. Most of the people visiting the place were college
students, and they were seemed extremely happy with the
products they tasted. They were even happier that the
portions were quite generous and they were allowed to have
seconds if they wanted. I had one of each of six types of
beers, and the amount they offered probably ended up being
equivalent to three of four regular beers. While I wasn‘t unfit to
drive, I did have a mild buzz after the tasting. Some of the
college kids who had seconds of everything probably shouldn‘t
have been driving, particularly given the winding roads and
frequent hazards that characterize this area.
I made my way back to I-88 and then drove west for
about an hour to Binghamton, my ultimate destination for the
day. Until quite recently I assumed there was a ―P‖ in
Binghamton, like all the other ―Hamptons‖ there are in New
York. The town‘s founder was a man named Bingham, and it
is pronounced BING-um-ton with a strong first syllable and a
couple of swallows. Binghamton is cut up by rivers and
surrounded by some serious mountains. It‘s the largest of the
Southern Tier‘s ―Triple Cities‖ (similar to the Quad Cities of the
Midwest), the others of which are Endicott and Johnson City—
places I‘ll be amazed if anyone reading this has heard of. The
Triple Cities are probably best known as the home of IBM
[which dumped solvents there for decades and left the
area‘s aquifer badly polluted], and their favorite son would
be Johnny Hart, the cartoonist who created ―BC‖ and ―The
Wizard of Id‖.
[Amusingly the local bus service in
Binghamton uses for its logo an image from Hart‘s other
comic, B.C., which shares its initials with ―Broome
Clarion Collection Grand Royale - Binghamton
County‖ Transit.] The area is also known for having more
old- fashioned carousels than anywhere else on earth. In spite of that, all three Triple Cities are just dumpy little cities, and combined
with their dumpy little suburbs they make
a dumpy little metropolitan area of about
half a million people.
Binghamton is primarily a college
town. Like Iowa City, it is thoroughly
dominated by a major university. You
probably haven‘t heard of Binghamton
University
(also
called
SUNY—
Binghamton), which is not a school known
for its athletic teams. It is, however, the
single largest campus of New York‘s state
university system with about 30,000
students.
They give Binghamton the
vitality you‘d expect in a college town, and
they‘ve helped to keep its downtown area
much more active than what most cities
have these days.

Broome County Transit bus with BC cartoon
of a caveman on a stone wheel

I was headed to that downtown area. I drove down Court Street (U.S. highway 11), and turned south on Main. Just south of
that junction was my home for the next two days, the Hotel Grand Royale. While that old-fashioned name makes it seem like this hotel
th
has been here forever, that‘s not exactly the case. While it is housed in an ornate 19 Century building, the Grand Royale is in fact a
very new hotel. The building was originally Binghamton‘s city hall. Around 1970 the city moved from its old digs into an absolutely
hideous urban renewal project one block south. It‘s both funny and sad that the old city hall looks better as it nears 150 years of age
than the new concrete monstrosity does at 35. About a decade after the city had abandoned it, some entrepreneurs bought the old
building (which is on the National Register of Historic Places), restored it, and converted it into an absolutely lovely boutique hotel.
The Grand Royale is now operated as a Clarion by Choice Hotels, the same chain that franchised the mediocre Comfort Inn
where I stayed at last night. I had looked at hotels in Binghamton mostly because they were much cheaper than anything closer to
Cooperstown. In Cooperstown itself I looked at (and that‘s it) a Holiday Inn Express that was charging $289 a night. In Oneonta pretty
much everything was over $150. Binghamton, though, had prices I could relate to. I had first booked a Motel 6 that was around $55.
Then when I found out that for just a little more I could stay at the Grand Royale (and, as a bonus, earn points on my Choice Privileges
account), I figured why not? While I‘d find the place had some unusual quirks, it was definitely the right decision.
[As of 2013 the Grand Royale is no longer part of the Choice Hotels system. Instead of morphing from a Clarion to an
―Ascend‖ hotel like most of the chain‘s boutique properties, the Grand Royale now operated independently. Prices appear to
be about double what they were in 2007. Rooms now start at $99 a night, which would still make the Grand Royale one of the
more affordable places in the area.]
The lobby was gorgeous. You enter and look at a grand marble staircase, the sort of thing all public buildings had a century
ago. They‘ve added an elevator to make the hotel ADA compliant. To the left of the stairs is the check-in area, which features the
original bench used by city justice of the peace. To the right is a formal sitting area, which includes bookcases full of old books (gilded
volumes mostly on law and economics) that were left by the city when they moved out. The lower floors also feature the chambers
where the city council and various committees once met. These now serve as banquet rooms for the hotel.

Lobby of the Grand Royale – Binghamton, New York

The actual guest rooms were mostly former offices. Because of that they are a wide variety of sizes, but tend mostly to be
small. They are lavishly decorated, though, and most include at least some original furnishings such as old desks, chairs, or
bookcases.
I mentioned before that
downtown Binghamton was quite
a bit more active than say
downtown
Waterloo
or
downtown Sioux City (places of
roughly comparable size). While
the college crowd keeps lots and
lots of bars in business, there‘s
quite a bit more than that. You
can actually do some serious
shopping in Binghamton.
I‘d
read before the trip that ―B-town‖
(as some locals call it) was one
of the last small cities that still
had a downtown department
store, something you won‘t find
in those places I mentioned
earlier nor in Des Moines or
Cedar Rapids for that matter.
Boscov‘s is a chain of stores
headquartered
in
Reading,
Pennsylvania that has most of
their locations in big regional
malls. In Binghamton, though,
they have a five-floor emporium
that covers an entire block right
on Court Street. I bought a scrip
card for Boscov‘s, and I had a
Boscov‘s in downtown Binghamton
wonderful time going shopping in
what turned out to be one of the best department stores I‘ve ever been to. The place is absolutely immense. Seriously, they‘d give
Marshall Field‘s (or Macy‘s, or whatever you want to call it) a run for their money—and this in a place that‘s definitely not a ―destination
city‖. It‘s not a beautiful store, and the merchandise is not artistically displayed, but the selection is incredible. It also helped that they
were clearancing all their summer apparel, and they had bonus discounts so that the clearance merchandise was half the lowest price.
My $25 gift card bought a lot of stuff—six different shirts, one of which (a white polo with black and gold stripes) I‘d have easily paid full
price for, plus a package with five pairs of socks. The total was actually just over $25, but I didn‘t mind spending a couple extra bucks.
[While I‘ve not been back to Binghamton and I‘ve never been to Reading, I‘ve actually patronized Boscov‘s since this trip.
Their entire inventory is available on their website, and with the same clearance deals they have in-store. I recently bought
some very nice Izod dress pants for just $25 a pair, marked down from over a hundred.]
Back at the hotel I relaxed, ate my cheese and crackers, and watched a bit of TV. I saw one of the strangest ads during the
local news, that asked ―Why not give a car for Yom Kippur?‖ Yom Kippur just isn‘t a holiday anyone around my hometown thinks about,
and there‘s not many people who give cars for any holiday in Iowa. [It‘s interesting that the new pastor at my church, who grew up
in a strangely mixed Jewish—Catholic household, is from Schenectady, which is just a short jaunt up I-88 from Binghamton.]
My walking miles were way down today, since I spent most of the day in my car. The pedometer logged 2.3 miles on the day.

Tuesday, August 7: Binghamton New York, with side trip to Norwich and
Cooperstown
I was up around 6:30 this morning and watched a bit of the morning news while still reclining in my bed. Suddenly I had a bit
of a shock when I saw a bat flying all around the room. It makes sense that a building this old would have bats; we had them in the
dorm I lived in at UNI, which was about fifty years newer than the Grand Royale. Still, I wasn‘t exactly prepared to be welcomed to my
day by the screeching of flying mammals.

I hoped to be able to shoo the bat out into the
hallway so I could get on with my day. Unfortunately,
while it would go into and out of the bathroom and into
and out of the alcove by the door, it never did actually
leave the room. There was a hard binder on the desk
filled with information about the hotel and community,
and I kept swatting the thing with that. Eventually I
knocked it down and appeared to have either killed or
severely injured it. My brother Paul told me later that
bats are apparently protected species, and that killing
them is against the law. [I researched this while
writing this revision. Apparently some species of
bats are protected, but others aren‘t. ] I can‘t say
that I‘m terribly sorry about swatting it, though. While I
don‘t want to be cruel to animals, I really don‘t want
them interfering with my life, either.

Bat in the bathroom of Room 409 of the Grand Royale

Once the bat had been taken care of, I made
my way downstairs and informed the man at the desk
about it. I figured at the very least the maid would
probably want to be aware of what she was getting
into when she came in to clean the room. I gathered
from the clerk‘s reaction that I was far from the first to
have had this experience at the Grand Royale, and
that bats are rather common throughout Binghamton in
general. I didn‘t ask for anything, but they ended up
giving the first night at less than half the regular price
as compensation for my trouble.

Like most hotels these days, the Grand Royale had a continental breakfast. The emphasis was definitely on continental—a
few types of rolls, bottled juice, and weak coffee. They also had nowhere other than the formal sitting room in which to eat. Having
been shaken up a bit by the bat, I just grabbed a packaged muffin and a bottle of juice and headed out for the day.
I crossed the Susquehanna and headed north on US 11, which is called Front Street on the west side of Binghamton. I
stopped near the I-88 interchange at an Exxon station where I filled up for $2.91 a gallon. Since I hadn‘t really had breakfast, I stopped
at a Friendly‘s restaurant in north Binghamton. Friendly‘s was originally a chain of ice cream parlors. Over the years their menu has
expanded and many times, and today it‘s more of a family restaurant like Perkins or Country Kitchen. I had some very good ham and
eggs, together with home fries and flavorful rye toast.
I headed north from Binghamton to the town and city of Norwich. ―Town‖ in the East is what we would call a township, a
mostly rural subdivision of a county. A town may have several unincorporated settlements within its boundaries. Larger places are
usually incorporated either as a village or a city. I really don‘t know what if any distinction there may be between those two terms
except for the size of the community. Cities and villages will border towns (often with the same name), but they aren‘t considered part
of them.
Norwich (NARR-witch) is a place I‘d read about years ago in—of all placers—Sports Illustrated magazine. The article was
basically a feature piece on the decline of ―Rust Belt‖ America. For more than a century Norwich was the company town for Norwich
Pharmaceuticals, the company best known for making Pepto-Bismol. Back when the first President Bush was in office Norwich closed
down their New York plant and moved their operations to low-wage Spanish-speaking regions. (The Pepto-Bismol you buy today that
is ―made in USA‖ is in fact produced in Puerto Rico.) Several thousand people who thought they had good jobs for life suddenly found
themselves unemployed and lacking skills for the modern workplace. The reason Sports Illustrated featured the town was that the local
football team was in contention for the state championship. The article implied that football was the only thing this god-forsaken
community had to cheer about. At the time there were hundreds of towns across America that were coping with similar crises, but this
one made a particularly touching story for a sports magazine.
[The article referenced here was ―My Kind of Town‖, which appeared in Sports Illustrated‘s December 27, 1993 issue.
It was written by Steve Wolf, who had returned to the town where he had his first adult job as a reporter for the Norwich
Evening Sun. Wolf has since gone on to become the senior editor of ESPN—The Magazine. I recently came across ―My Kind
of Town‖ on the ―SI Vault‖ website, and re-reading it literally brought tears to my eyes. It wasn‘t just Norwich Pharmaceutical
that had left central New York. The Norwich area had also been the headquarters of Champion sporting goods, Borden foods,
and several manufacturers whose products were not as well known nationally. ―Leveraged buy-outs‖ were darling of the
financial world in the ‗90s, and almost every major employer in Norwich had been swallowed up by larger companies. These
buy-outs invariably put profits ahead of people, and, downsized by the new owners, company after company shuttered their
plants. What‘s sad is that Norwich was just one of thousands of towns across America where similar stories were told.
Indeed the same downsizing is still going on today, as private equity companies like those championed by Mitt Romney buy

up American companies and outsource their jobs overseas. It‘s appalling that many politicians of both parties still seem to
think this is a good thing.]
When I reached the town of Norwich, I wondered if the place wasn‘t still in the midst of that economic slump that started
twenty-five years ago. The town is really quite a run-down area. It features trailer parks, mobile homes on individual lots, and
―permanent‖ houses that look as if they‘ve been abandoned. The city of Norwich, though, was quite the opposite. It was a handsome
community of well-maintained century old homes that had both an active downtown and a pleasant suburban shopping strip. There‘s
an enormous Super Wal-Mart in Norwich, but it doesn‘t appear to have wiped out the area‘s older businesses. [In the SI article Steve
Wolf likened Norwich to the Bedford Falls in It’s a Wonderful Life, and the place really does have that feel to it.]
Like all the Rust Belt, Norwich has had to re-invent itself. They‘ve attracted a lot of small industries. Chances are the jobs
aren‘t quite as good as pharmaceutical manufacture, but at least there are jobs. They‘ve also opened a new campus of the state
university system in Norwich, and it appears to be rapidly expanding. Since I wasn‘t there in the 80s I can‘t verify this, but my bet is the
population has shifted fairly dramatically around here. Norwich today came across as quite a diverse place, with lots of Hispanics and
south Asians. I‘d bet the population is about the same as it was twenty-five years ago, but the relative mix is quite different.
[Apparently the place isn‘t quite as diverse as it seemed to me; it was 96% white on the 2010 census, and it‘s been losing
people for decades.]
I followed New York highway 80 east from Norwich, past countless farms and small villages. All the way the road was lined
with a carpet of gorgeous wildflowers. The back roads in New York are beautiful, and they give a sense of being truly remote—much
remote than rural Iowa. That‘s odd, since the area is actually quite close to many major cities. The feeling I got as I drove, though, was
like I was in a time warp far removed from urban America.
Before long I
got to Cooperstown. I
mentioned the horrible
traffic
here
in
yesterday‘s
write-up.
To cope with the
swarms
of
tourists,
Cooperstown strongly
encourages visitors to
park in remote lots on
the edge of town and
take a ―trolley‖ (actually
a bus decorated to look
like an old-fashioned
streetcar)
into
the
center of the village. I
made my way to the red
lot, which is located on
a steep hill beside a
savings and loan at the
west
edge
of
Cooperstown.
I parked and
went to a glorified bus
stop at the north end of
the lot, where I waited
Welcome to Cooperstown!
for quite a while for the
trolley to arrive. A hotel shuttle came first, with a handwritten sign on its side that said ―THIS ISN‘T THE TROLLEY‖. No one got on or
off, and the shuttle continued on its way. After almost fifteen
minutes, the community trolley finally arrived.
Before leaving, I had gone online and bought a
―Cooperstown getaway pass‖, which included admission to all
the main attractions in the village as well as two days worth of
unlimited rides on the trolley, all for about the same price as a
walk-in admission at the Baseball Hall of Fame. Without those
passes, the trolley would have cost $3 to ride. If I‘d had to pay
that much, I‘d have likely taken my chances looking for a
parking space in town (and early in the morning, I‘d have
probably found one). For free, though, the fake trolley was an
interesting diversion.
Cooperstown getaway pass

It took about ten minutes to get the short distance from the parking lot to the hall of fame. As we crawled along, I made a
mental note that it would likely be nearly as fast to walk. The trolley made several stops by the various gift shops and cafes on Main
Street (where no one got on or off) and then stopped right outside the door of Cooperstown‘s main attraction.
Since I had my Cooperstown pass, I could avoid the main line for tickets. An elderly woman at the museum entrance initialed
by the Hall of Fame line on the pass and recorded the date the date I was there. Then I made my way past the guards and into the
museum itself.
Even if you‘re not a sports fan, the Baseball Hall of Fame is an outstanding museum. It‘s really a museum of history that just
happens to use baseball as a theme to tie various historical events together. The place is absolutely immense, with three floors
covering the equivalent of two of the local city blocks. I never dawdle in museums, but it took about an hour and a half just to walk
through everything here.
One interesting display they
have is on why the Baseball Hall of
Fame is located here to begin with, and
they freely admit there‘s no good reason
except that it‘s always been here. The
sporting goods manufacturer A.G.
Spalding completely fabricated the old
story you may have heard about Abner
Doubleday
inventing
baseball
in
Cooperstown. Baseball never really was
―invented‖, but rather it evolved from
other games. It really can‘t be said
where the first-ever baseball game was
played, but it almost certainly wasn‘t
Cooperstown. Even if it was, Abner
Doubleday wasn‘t anywhere near
Cooperstown at the time the game was
said to have been invented. He was
stationed in West Point that summer.
The first game of which there is a
documented record was played on the
Elysian Fields in Hoboken, which is why
the New Jersey city has a better claim to
being the ―birthplace of baseball‖ than
does Cooperstown. Cooperstown knew
a good thing when they saw it, though.
The town latched onto the story and ran
with it, and the rest—as they say—is
history.
Another fascinating display
talked about what it‘s like to grow up in
Cooperstown.
The display was
accompanied by a picture of the local
high school baseball and softball teams,
whose fortunes have apparently been
less than outstanding over the years.
The members of those teams participate
in each year‘s induction ceremonies, and
kids said meeting the famous players
was definitely the coolest thing about
growing up in what is otherwise (from a
kid‘s point of view) a very dull little town
out in the middle of nowhere. Apparently
a lot of tourists find it hard to believe how
small Cooperstown actually is—about
2,500 year-round residents. The high
school is a little larger than Garrigan, but
it plays in the smallest class in most
sports.

Jackie Robinson‘s plaque in the Baseball Hall of Fame

Tourist season in Cooperstown runs from Memorial Day through Labor Day. Almost all the local kids work in summer, many of
them holding down several jobs. They also recruit teenagers from throughout central New York to help out with the rush of tourists in

the summer. Everyone agrees that spring and fall are the best seasons in Cooperstown. The tourists are gone, the weather is cool,
and the countryside is beautiful. Winter, however, is extremely severe. The temperatures approach Midwestern cold, and they can get
several feet of snow in a single storm. Those tales of winter make you realize that New York‘s longest border is with Canada.
I‘ll spare you the details on most of the exhibits, but suffice to say the place was fascinating. [As I said earlier, it‘s really a
history museum that uses baseball as the background to portray a changing America.] After seeing the museum, I made my
way into the actual hall of fame. Not nearly so attractive as the Hall of Fame for Great Americans, the baseball hall is a room about the
size of a big gymnasium lined with bronze plaques honoring the game‘s greatest players. Some of the names (Babe Ruth, Mickey
Mantle, Hank Aaron, Nolan Ryan) almost everyone will recognize, while others have mostly been forgotten over time. There are
detailed explanations of the players‘ accomplishments on the plaques, and those who have served in the military are honored with
special crests. I snapped a picture of Jackie Robinson‘s plaque, which is sandwiched between those honoring two players I‘d never
heard of. While Robinson will be forever known as the first black Major Leaguer (and the first minority in any professional major league
in any sport, for that matter), the plaque quite correctly says nothing about that. It focuses on what made him an outstanding baseball
player. Tony Gwynn is black, and Cal Ripken is white. Their plaques, too, make no mention of race but just focus on what earned each
of this year‘s inductees a place in the hall of fame. I was reminded of a line from Ken Burns‘ miniseries Baseball: ―Everybody‘s the
same color in the hall of fame—bronze.‖
Since there was no trolley outside the hall of fame when I left, I decided I might as well walk to my next destination, even
though it was almost two miles away. Besides arriving at almost the same time as the next trolley, I got to enjoy this charming little
town up close. Cooperstown really is a beautiful community. While a lot of the ―charm‖ probably is for the benefit of the tourists, it‘s still
nice.
After walking clear across town I came to the second largest attraction in Cooperstown, the Farmers‘ Museum. When I read
about this before the trip, it sounded a lot like Living History Farms in Des Moines, where costumed people play the roles of farmers
and villagers of the past. That‘s not really what the place was, but it did turn out to be interesting. Most of the place reminded me of the
village at Old Threshers, the annual festival in my hometown of Mt. Pleasant. The heart of the Farmers‘ Museum is a large village
created by moving old buildings (houses, stores, craftsmen‘s shops, a school, a church, a hotel, and a pub) from sites all over New
York state. They mostly date from slightly earlier than Old Threshers (around the start of the 1800s), and the construction uses as
much stone and brick as wood. Inside are costumed guides, but they don‘t try for a ―living history‖ setting. The guides interpret what
life would have been like here, rather than attempting to live that life themselves. I honestly prefer that approach, because it makes it a
lot easier to ask questions.
I found the schoolhouse particularly fascinating. It had been moved intact from a rural area near Norwich. The school
operated for nearly 150 years, finally closing just after World War II. It was fascinating to see a one-room school built of stone, which
was apparently quite common in the East. The furnishings were original, in some cases dating back to when the building first opened.
It was fascinating to see desks carved with generations of graffiti being displayed as museum pieces.
The ―teacher‖ at the schoolhouse pointed out the ―riddle of the day‖ that was written in perfect penmanship on the chalkboard
in front and asked if I could solve it. The riddle asked ―What is found on a table and is often cut, but never eaten?‖ The guide seemed
almost disappointed when I immediately guessed the correct answer—a deck of cards. I‘m not usually all that good with riddles, but
that one just seemed to make sense.
While the town is definitely the core of the Farmers‘
Museum, they have several other things to see, too. Near the
entrance is a museum with an eclectic combination of stuff on
display. Their ―treasure‖ is the original Cardiff giant, a cement
―skeleton‖ that Barnum and Bailey tried to pass off as one of the great
wonders of the world. Even after it was revealed to be a hoax, the
circus hucksters continued to display the curiosity. Looking at the
thing, it was hard to imagine who couldn‘t immediately tell it was fake.
Nothing about the Cardiff giant looks in any way real. Perhaps we
have a better sense of anatomy than our ancestors, though.
The exhibit has a large area that is used for traveling
exhibits. The current one was about the history and production of ice
cream. Here I was amused to see Blue Bunny portrayed as a
gourmet brand. For those of us who live in western Iowa, the LeMars
company is just the local dairy. In a display on types of ice cream,
they put Blue Bunny in the same category as Haagen-Dazs and Ben
and Jerry‘s. Apparently the ice cream that sells in Algona for about
Cardiff Giant
the same price as the Hy-Vee brand commands premium prices out East, too. [Blue Bunny is frequently featured on Food Network
programs. Apparently they really are considered a ―premium‖ brand outside of Iowa.]
The farm part of the museum is basically a big petting zoo, which I avoided entirely. I‘ve seen plenty of farm animals, and like
most Midwesterners I tend to think of them as future meat rather than cute little pets. They have a large area devoted to th e lifestyle of

the local Indians (some branch of the Iroquois whose name ends in ―-go‖, like almost all the tribes around here), and there‘s a
permanently erected ―county fair‖ with assorted games of chance and an opportunity to ride the Empire State Carousel, a magnificently
restored old merry-go-round that had apparently been moved here from Binghamton. It featured not just horses, but every type of
animal imaginable. I particularly liked the beaver that swam up and down as the carousel made its rounds. What didn‘t fit on the
carousel was its music. For no reason I could figure out, their calliope was playing Christmas carols in August.
Across the highway from the Farmers‘ Museum is the Fenimore Museum, a place whose website is heavily peppered with
references to Cooperstown‘s favorite son, James Fenimore Cooper. While they didn‘t outright say it, I was led to believe that the
museum was housed in what was once his family home. Cooper did, in fact, once own the land where the Fenimore Museum now
stands, but the museum itself is a Victorian-style mansion built during the Depression. It has no connection whatsoever with the
famous author.
Somewhat out of place in a small town known for sports, the Fenimore is an art museum. It‘s probably the nicest art museum
you‘ll ever find in a town of 2,500 people—which is purposely damning with faint praise. They have room after room of unimportant
American paintings. Some of them are nice, but there‘s nothing I‘d go out of my way to see. If it the place wasn‘t included in the
―getaway pass‖, I‘d never have bothered coming here, and if I were to return to Cooperstown, I don‘t know that I‘d bother coming back
to the Fenimore.
Amusingly, I found out while I was there that the Fenimore has a problem with bats. One had apparently been spotted this
morning in one of the upstairs galleries, and two maintenance workers were discussing how to deal with it. Hopefully they have more
success than the Grand Royale does with its bats.
I spent about half an hour at the Fenimore, and that was plenty. I crossed the street to the Farmers‘ Museum, and almost
immediately a trolley arrived. I boarded and was pleased to find that the next stop on their loop was the red parking lot. It was a bit
awkward to leave the parking area, but eventually I just made an illegal turn [strangely right turns were outlawed] and was on my
way.
I got a hint as I was on my way out of town that while Cooperstown may be a small town, this is New York, not Kansas. I
passed a quaint Victorian bed and breakfast that was decked out in red, white, and blue bunting near the south end of Cooperstown.
Out front was a large sign counting down the days until the current administration was out of office. Down in Milford another sign
outside a café proclaimed, ―HONK TO IMPEACH BUSH‖ and was getting quite a noisy response from the horns of passing cars.
[While there are people of all political persuasions in New York, it‘s telling that in 2012 all but two of the 62 counties in the
state voted for Obama.]
I drove down to Oneonta (which, by the
way, is home to the National Soccer Hall of
Fame—not a place I have any desire to ever visit),
where I decided for a second try at Brooks‘ House
of Bar-B-Q. They were open and doing a land
office business on Tuesday afternoon. I had a seat
and enjoyed an enormous late lunch. When
Rachel Ray reviewed the place, she said Brooks‘
prices were ―trapped in a time warp‖. There is
definitely some truth to that. Nothing on their menu
is over $10, and you can get a chicken dinner for
as little as $6—about the same as we charged at
the Iris thirty years ago. I ordered their ―sampler
dinner‖, and for about $9 I got a plate overflowing
with four different kinds of meat, plus a full loaf of
bread and a full-size ear of sweet corn dripping
with butter.
The dinner also came with
complimentary cup of soup and a trip to the salad
bar (which also seemed remarkably similar to the
one we had at the Iris back in the ‗70s), meaning
Dated picture of Brooks‘ House of Bar-B-Q
there‘s absolutely no way anyone could possibly
(The image appears on their menu and website, as well as on
leave this restaurant hungry. [I looked up Brooks‘
souvenir postcards.)
online while doing this revision, and I found out
their prices have changed only slightly in the last six years. The sampler dinner is now $9.89, which makes it an even better
bargain than it was when I visited the place.]
The soup, salads, and bread were all outstanding, and the barbecued chicken (the house specialty) was out of this world. The
chicken is seasoned with a tasty rub and then slow grilled. I liked it as is, but they also have a tangy vinegar-based sauce you can dip
the meat into. The sampler dinner also included a very good slice of pork loin, some tasty but rather fatty ribs, and a piece of beef
brisket that I honestly didn‘t care for at all. (I dipped it in the sauce to disguise a strong taste I found disgusting.) W hile I ate everything,
I really should have just ordered the chicken dinner. It would have been both cheaper and better than the combo platter.

While the waiter all but insisted I have dessert, I passed on even further stuffing myself. Mostly to get some exercise and help
the food digest, I spent quite a bit of time walking the aisles of the Price Chopper supermarket next door to Brooks‘. Price Chopper is
the supermarket of central New York. They‘re based in the Albany area, but they have stores in every place of any size all over the
region. Price Chopper was much nicer than PathMark, and while their name is certainly false, they‘re much more what I think a
supermarket should be. The store was a lot like my local Hy-Vee, offering a wide range of just a bout any food you could possibly want
to buy. Everything was tidy, the staff was friendly and efficient.
I mostly bought pop at Price Chopper (or rather ―soda‖—this is the East, after all) made by a company called Polar that is
based in Massachusetts. They sell a wide variety of strange flavors of carbonated beverages, in both ―low sugar‖ and ―sugar free‖
varieties. I bought liter bottles of five of their flavors. The stuff tasted more like juice with a bit of carbonation in it than like pop, and I
personally liked it a lot. [I‘ve never seen the stuff anywhere else, and it really is very good pop.]
Since I‘d taken I-88 yesterday, today I followed the old road (NY highway 7) back to Binghamton. It took about twice as long,
and while it wasn‘t an unpleasant trip, the interstate is really more scenic. [It amazes me how often that‘s true. Old highways, even
those designated on the map as ―scenic routes‖ suffer from strip development all along them. The interstates, on the other
hand, almost always cut through the countryside and give commanding views of the surrounding area.]
Back in Binghamton I realized that I‘d miscounted the underwear I packed at the beginning of the trip and that I‘d come up
short before the trip ended. So I headed back over to Boscov‘s and bought some brand new boxers. Unlike the stuff I bought
yesterday, these weren‘t discounted down to nothing. They weren‘t all that expensive, though, and the tax was also surprisingly
reasonable.
I went back to the hotel and relaxed for a while in my room. While I was watching Jeopardy! on TV I vaguely heard what
sounded like an ambulance in the background. That wasn‘t really unexpected in this downtown location, but it was both surprising and
a bit annoying that the up and down wailing continued. I tried to ignore it, but it kept on for a good ten minutes—not loud, but just an
annoying siren in the background. Eventually I got up and looked out the window. I was surprised to see a fire truck parked right
outside the entrance to the hotel. The siren I‘d heard was apparently the hotel‘s fire alarm. I‘ve certainly never heard a fire alarm like
that before, though, and it was definitely not loud enough to indicate to me that anything was a problem. [It‘s kind of odd that they
haven‘t standardized what emergency alarms should sound like. Having an evacuation alarm that sounded like an ambulance
really was confusing.]

Fire truck in front of the Grand Royale – Binghamton

The primary method of getting from floor to floor in this hotel is an elevator. That grand staircase doesn‘t reach the fourth floor,
and I think the stairs that did go to my floor were alarmed. Since I didn‘t smell any smoke, it seemed wisest to just stay in my room for
the time being. I‘m pretty sure the whole thing was a false alarm. Either someone pulled the fire alarm or it somehow went off by
accident. Perhaps a bat ate through their wiring—I don‘t know. At any rate, the fire truck was parked out front for about twenty minutes
(possibly more—that‘s twenty minutes after I bothered looking outside and noticing it was there). They never did get out a hose,
though. Eventually the alarm was silenced, and the truck went on its way. It certainly made for an interesting afternoon.
Before the trip I had checked on what there was to do at night in the places I would be visiting. The main attraction in
Binghamton is the nightclubs. In fact, the Grand Royale provided coupons for free drinks at one that was directly across the street. I
honestly felt a bit old to be mingling with the college date set, so I passed on that. My main nighttime activities when I travel are plays
and ballgames. Binghamton apparently has a lively drama scene during the school year, but in summer the cultural calendar is empty.
When I checked things, the only event that appeared to be happening was a AA baseball match-up pitting the Trenton Thunder against
the Binghamton Mets.

Binghamton Mets logo
a full parking lot indicated the game was almost certainly on.

I‘d bought a ticket for that game before I left, but I
wasn‘t really sure if I wanted to go or not. Since I‘d spent
exactly $8 for just about the best seat in the park, it wasn‘t
like I‘d be losing a fortune if I didn‘t bother showing up. It
had been sunny out this morning, but by afternoon the
weather alternated between drizzle and steady rain. By
5:00 I wasn‘t even sure if they‘d be playing the game. My
original plan had been to walk from the hotel to the
ballpark, a distance of about half a mile. In drizzly weather
I really didn‘t want to do that, though. It wasn‘t long before
I got bored just sitting around the hotel room, though, so I
figured I‘d set off in my car and at least find something to
do. I drove around Binghamton for quite a while and
eventually made my way back to the ballpark. Lights and

I still wasn‘t certain whether I really wanted to go, and what made my decision was food. As I drove past the park I saw a
stand that sold a specific type of sandwich I‘d read about before making this trip. The spiedie (pronounced ―speedy‖) is a delicacy
unique to Broome County, New York. It‘s essentially shish kabob served on a hoagie roll. The sandwich had sounded interesting when
I‘d read about it, and I decided that even if I didn‘t care to watch the game, I could at least have dinner.
I paid $3 to park the car and made my way through increasing showers into the park. They had the tarp on the field when I
entered, and they announced that the start of the game would be delayed. I bought a chicken spiedie (which was excellent, by the
way), and made my way to my designated seat—an aisle seat in Row A, right behind home plate. I‘d been given several napkins with
the spiedie, and I used them to mop up water from the seat. Even so, my rear end got thoroughly soaked when I sat down. I b ought a
program (something I do at every baseball game I attend) and thumbed through that as I waited for things to begin. While the rain
showed no sign of letting up, eventually they did remove the tarp. At about 7:45 they played the national anthem for a game that was
supposed to start at 7:00.
I ended up staying for exactly one inning of this game, which they billed as ―Subway Series North‖ because it featured the
Yankees‘ AA team against the AA Mets. In that time I saw the home club get four hits, including one monster home run. It started
raining harder, though, and since I really didn‘t care about either team, I felt no compelling need to stay. I drove back to the hotel and
parked in their ramp. When I went around to the entrance, there were two police cars parked out front. This obviously wasn‘t this
hotel‘s day! I made my way past them and went on up to my room.
[I mentioned elsewhere that Binghamton had a higher crime rate than New York City. In fact the area has one of the
highest crime rates in the Northeast, and a rate far higher than most small cities. While Binghamton is similar in size and
make-up to Iowa City, its violent crime rate is more than a dozen times higher, more on par with places like Flint. Binghamton
would make national news a year and a half after this trip when there was a mass shooting at a community center there. A
Vietnamese-American who was taking English classes at the community center killed twelve other recent immigrants plus the
English teacher and injured three other new American citizens and the center‘s receptionist.]
I turned on the clock radio in the room and found the local station that was broadcasting the game I‘d left. I‘ve listened to a lot
of minor league games in the past seven years, and I must say that Binghamton doesn‘t have one of the better broadcasters. It was
interesting to hear, though, and I watched the Major League Mets lose overwhelmingly on TV while I listened to their AA cousins win on
the radio. The Binghamton game ended up being called early because of rain, but it went long enough to become official.
I went to bed fairly early tonight. My pedometer got lost today, probably somewhere in that soggy ballpark. When I‘d last
checked it, the reading was 3.6 miles. I‘d estimate the total for the day was right at four miles of walking.

Wednesday, August 8: Binghamton, New York to Tonawanda, New York,
via Corning, Jamestown, and Buffalo
I was up around 6:30 and was pleased that a thorough check of the room revealed no bats this morning. I got a quick bite of
the chintzy hotel breakfast and then made my way to the desk to check out. Unfortunately I‘d encounter yet another little issue in what
was mostly a very nice hotel. For no reason anyone could figure out, their computer was down. The clerks couldn‘t even log in, and
when they attempted to contact the service center for assistance, all they got was voice mail. The people at the desk weren‘t
particularly helpful in the matter. I think they just expected that I‘d wait around all morning until things got fixed. After a few minutes I
asked if it wouldn‘t be possible to just leave things on the credit card they had on file and have them send me a final copy of the
statement at my home address. That was no problem, and the folio was waiting for me when I got home (and, as I mentioned earlier,
they even gave me a discount for the bat). There was one catch I‘m still working out, though. For some reason they didn‘t c redit the
stay on my Choice Privileges points. Hopefully that will get taken care of soon.
[I‘ve had issues with hotel computers being down on several occasions, most recently last weekend when I was
visiting my Aunt Alaire down in Coralville. These days the standard procedure for dealing with that is for the hotel to e-mail a
copy of the folio once the computer is back up. The charges are invariably as they should be, but I always worry that if I don‘t
have something in writing, there will be a problem.]
It rained quite heavily last night. In fact, there was flash flooding all over southern New York state. In the city they shut down
the subway because of severe flooding in the tunnels, and some of the side roads in the mountains around Binghamton were also
th
closed by the weather. Since my car was in a parking ramp and I was I was sheltered by thick 19 Century walls, I was oblivious to all
that. The storm had passed by morning, and it was just spitting a bit when I left.
I drove west on ―future 86‖ through the Triple Cities and on past Owego and Elmira, the next things of significance to the west.
It would have been a pleasant, pretty drive, but it seemed as if I came across another construction zone every ten miles or so. I
seriously think the entire state of New York is under construction all at once.
My first destination of the day was Corning, a small industrial city the size of Ottumwa or Mason City about 90 miles west of
Binghamton. While it does have other employers, the only reason anyone outside of central New York has ever heard of the place is
the Corning Glass Works, a company that moved here from Brooklyn over a century ago. While most of the glass they produce has
industrial uses (they‘re the world‘s largest maker of fiber optics, for instance), most everyday people know Corning for its kitchen
brands: Corelle, Pyrex, and Corningware.
I was surprised to find while preparing for this trip that traditional
Corningware isn‘t actually manufactured these days. While they‘ve licensed
the name to another company, the product sold as Corningware in stores now
is actually an earthenware pottery product, not the glass ceramic I think of as
Corningware. You can‘t place the earthenware product on the stove, and it‘s
much more fragile than the glass version.
Apparently old-fashioned
Corningware required a highly polluting manufacturing process. While it still
could be made under current environmental standards, the cost would be
much higher. Demand for the product has also gone down, since fewer
people use their stoves and ovens in the microwave age. So about ten years
ago they decided to discontinue it. I still have (and frequently use) old blue
and white Corningware that belonged to my mother; the stuff lasts forever.
Corningware,
Given that it‘s literally irreplaceable, I may try to take a bit better care of it now.
in the classic blue cornflower pattern
[They have since re-introduced ―pyroceramic‖ Corningware in the international market, and it is apparently quite popular in Asia and Eastern Europe. It remains unavailable in North America,
though, and WorldKitchens (the licensee of the Corning name) has no plans to distribute it here.]
The primary tourist attraction in Corning is the Corning Museum of Glass, which seems to primarily refer to itself as CMOG. I‘d
bought a ticket for the museum in advance, and I arrived just as they opened for the day. While it was not a bad museum, this was
definitely not my favorite of the places I visited on this trip. The real problem was that it‘s primarily an art museum, while I was
expecting (and would have preferred) a science museum. They have thousands and thousands of lovely pieces of artistic glass, most
of it quite old and extremely valuable. It‘s all beautiful, but having so much art glass together in one place really gets rather repetitive.
While there is a section that tells how glass is made and used, it‘s far overshadowed by the art. I really found out more about glass in
the small display I saw at the Heinz History Center in Pittsburgh a couple years ago.

The most interesting thing I saw at CMOG was a demonstration showing how glass flowers are made. (I‘d have actually been
more interested in seeing them make fiber optics, but they really seem to have an obsession with art glass.) I‘ve seen pretty much the
exact same thing in craft displays at Old Threshers, but it still was fascinating.
The CMOG brochure advises that visitors budget a minimum of three hours for the museum, and they point out that some
visitors prefer to budget their time over two days. I saw all I cared to in an hour. I made a quick trip through the gift s hop, where my
main purchase was four Corelle cereal bowls in a design that has apparently been discontinued. I got the bowls for 49¢ each, marked
down from $3.99. [I actually did buy some art glass as well. I picked up a miniature glass Christmas tree that I haul out each
year with my decorations.]
Early in this trip I had the sensation of how close everything was in the East. I was amazed to find in Allentown that most of
o
America‘s major cities were just a short drive away. Starting today, though, my sense of distance would turn 180 . I‘d spend the next
two days crossing New York and Pennsylvania, states that extend from the Atlantic to the Great Lakes and from Canada to the MasonDixon Line. While they‘d be dwarfed by anything in the Mountain Time Zone, by Eastern standards New York and Pennsylvania are
enormous. I got to realize just how large today as I drove … and drove … and drove.
While there are a lot of places with 5 – 10,000 people, the next true city beyond Corning is Jamestown, a little over 150 miles
to the west. The distance signs give their destination as ―Erie‖, which is about 40 miles further, in the little finger of Pennsylvania that
separates New York and Ohio. While the Southern Tier Expressway (which is already called I-86—the future is now—in western New
York) is a very scenic highway, it‘s honestly rather dull. The 2½ hours it took to drive to Jamestown seemed to go in slow motion.
For the most part the land west of Corning gradually levels out. It‘s much more rolling hills than mountains, and there‘s some
farm land mixed in with the forest. The exception is right before Jamestown, near the town of Salamanca. The Allegany River runs
through this area, and the surrounding land is very rugged. Most of it is either parkland or part of the Seneca Reservation. All through
the Indian reservation they had signs in both English and the Seneca language. Seneca is a strange language written with curves and
lots of diacritical marks. It looked somewhat like the Inuit languages of the Arctic and also a bit like Korean. I‘d be really surprised if
much of anyone actually speaks Seneca these days (and even more surprised if anyone reads it); I‘m sure the signs are mostly there to
make a point. [My description of written Seneca isn‘t really accurate. They do in fact use Roman letters to write the language.
However, the letters like o, h, n, j, d, and t are by far the most common, and that does make it look like a bunch of curves.
What‘s more, a plethora of diacritical marks can accompany both consonants and vowels, so how things are pronounced is
anybody‘s guess.]
The principal feature of Salamanca is the Seneca casino. New York doesn‘t have state-run casinos, but the Indians more than
make up for that. The Seneca casino is an enormous purple and turquoise skyscraper that dwarfs the surrounding mountains. It also
dwarfs the ten-level parking ramp beside it, though the sea of lots extending out from there give it a challenge. While I could see going
to a casino as part of a larger trip, I‘ve just never understood the concept of making a casino a destination in itself. I can‘t imagine
there‘s much else to do in Salamanca, New York, but that obviously doesn‘t matter to the thousands of people who come here. [I‘ve
wondered many times why anyone would patronize the casinos in Emmetsburg and Northwood, near my hometown. Just like
the Seneca casino, though, both of them seem to do a booming business.]
I mentioned earlier the complicated dashboard readout in my rented Pontiac G-5. Part of that read-out was an estimate of the
distance that could be traveled with the remaining gas in the tank. With a 13-gallon tank and efficiency of around 32 mpg, the cruising
range was about 400 miles. I‘d last bought gas yesterday morning, and since then I‘d gone to Cooperstown and back and then headed
west from Binghamton. By the time I reached western New York the car was beeping to let me know I was on the last gallon and the
estimated remaining driving range was less than 30 miles. According to the car, had I kept driving the gas should have run out almost
exactly on the New York/Pennsylvania border. While I was having fun watching the estimated miles change, I didn‘t chance things that
much. I stopped at a Sunoco station right by the interstate in Jamestown and filled up. Since I normally buy gas at about the halfway
mark, buying over 12 gallons at $2.90 a gallon came up to quite a bit more than I‘m normally used to paying. I got it taken care of,
though, and I was pleased to see the estimated driving range jump up to 420 miles.
Another feature on that same digital read-out was the average speed the car had been traveling. This can be reset fairly
easily, but it obviously hadn‘t been for quite some time before I rented the car. I have no idea why anyone would want to know
―average‖ speed (as opposed to how fast you‘re driving now), but it seemed a bit odd to me that even after my driving hundreds of miles
on interstates, that average was just 34mph. Obviously previous renters had just driven on city streets in Allentown.
Jamestown is the general area where my Burrow ancestors lived before they came to Iowa. It was interesting to see the
landscape around here. It‘s hillier and more heavily forested, but otherwise looks quite a bit like eastern Iowa. (It looks a lot like
Wisconsin.) West of here the land rapidly levels off toward the shoreline at Lake Erie, and it soon becomes primarily agricultural.
While the Burrows may have come from there, Jamestown has one former resident who is much better known than my family.
That person is comedienne Lucille Ball. Lucy was born in Jamestown (and, interestingly, her birth name actually was ―Lucille Ball‖) and
grew up here. While she left the place quickly and didn‘t look back, she did maintain ties to her hometown throughout her life. All of the
fictional characters she played on TV were from Jamestown, and over the years she was a major benefactor to several organizations in
the community.

Jamestown celebrates Lucy in a big way. The local community theatre is called the Lucille Ball Playhouse, and its shows are
staged in a ―little theatre‖ that was apparently renovated with celebrity money. Downtown there are at least three separate gift shops
that sell Lucy memorabilia, and Jamestown is also the home of the one and only Lucy/Desi Museum. While I knew going into it that this
would not be an important attraction, I figured it might be fun to take a gander around the museum. It was overpriced ($6), but fun in an
offbeat sort of way.
Basically the Lucy/Desi Museum is a badly organized collection of junk. There are some interesting and relatively important
artifacts, like the purse Lucy had with her when she died (shaped like a miniature steamer trunk) and its contents. The majority, though,
are things that have been donated by various people in Jamestown who had tenuous connections with Lucy. There‘s lots and lots of
correspondence, some presumably in Miss Ball‘s own hand, but the vast majority typed (by a secretary, I‘d bet) with ―Lucy‖ scrawled at
the bottom of the page. The most interesting thing I saw was a letter expressing Lucy‘s regret that she would not be donating money to
the Jamestown Girl Scouts. My bet is celebrities must get hundreds of requests for money from ―old friends‖ who are sure will help their
favorite causes. This type of letter has to be something they write quite often. Lucy (or more likely her secretary) was polite but firm.
She said she wanted to limit the number of places she gave money, so that the places she did give to could receive enough to be
meaningful. According to the letter the primary organization she supported ―back home‖ was the Jamestown Business School. She
said, ―I know you‘ll understand that this is where my money will continue to go.‖
I checked later and found out that Lucy was in fact one of the primary benefactors of what is now Chautauqua Community
College. She gave money for buildings and endowed numerous scholarships, many of which are still helping students almost twenty
years after her death. I have no idea what the Girl Scouts wanted money for, but just because they didn‘t get it doesn‘t mean Miss Ball
was stingy toward her hometown.

Blue signs honoring Lucille Ball and
―The Lost Neighborhood‖
Jamestown, New York
I bought a really stupid souvenir at the
Lucy/Desi Museum. At the counter they had plastic
bottles labeled ―Vitameatavegamin‖, after a
medication Lucy Ricardo touted in a famous
episode of I Love Lucy. While on the show the
product was a liquid with a high alcohol content, the
bottle I bought was actually filled with heart-shaped
―red hot‖ cinnamon candies. While it was nothing
but an impulse buy, it was fun.
It‘s not really a surprise that Jamestown
has erected a historical marker honoring Lucille
Ball. In New York state historical markers are
always hard metal with the lettering in yellow on a
blue background. Lucy‘s was far from the only blue
sign in Jamestown, though. Walking just a few
blocks around downtown Jamestown, I must have
encountered a dozen historical markers honoring
the strangest variety of things. One of the most
memorable celebrated ―the lost neighborhood‖ a
residential area that was cleared to make room for

an urban renewal project. I have no idea what the area might have looked like before urban renewal, but today it‘s a pleasant suburban
style shopping center quite near downtown..
[There is a surprising amount of information about the lost neighborhood online—partly from former residents who
still resent being made to relocate and partly from a project done by students at a local school. It appears that the area I saw
th
was in fact a tertiary version of the area. The original area was filled with 19 Century brick homes and retail buildings that
are typical in Eastern cities. While they are lovingly remembered by those who called the neighborhood home, they probably
were decaying by the 1970s. By all accounts it was a low-income area, and the city probably justified the project as slum
clearance. The original plan was to clear the area to make room for industries that had promised to locate in Jamestown.
Little of that materialized, though. Many of the expected occupants pulled out of their agreements and instead located their
factories and warehouses in low-wage areas of the South. The lost neighborhood apparently was mostly empty for about
twenty years, leaving its former residents all the more bitter. The area was re-developed with a focus on retail in the mid ‗90s.
While it may be too soon to tell how the businesses will fare in the long term, the current plan seems fairly successful—and
it‘s also helping keep Jamestown‘s retail activity fairly close to downtown.]
I had my lunch in that shopping center. I chose to eat at Tim Horton‘s, the place that mostly serves as Canada‘s doughnut
shop. There‘s a lot of Canadian influence in western New York, so it wasn‘t really surprising to see Tim Horton‘s outlets all over the
place. While they specialize in doughnuts, after breakfast they serve a menu similar to Panera or Corner Bakery. I had a soup and
sandwich combo that was wonderful. I had a ham and cheese sandwich strongly-flavored rye bread. (No one sells good rye bread in
the Midwest, but out east it‘s excellent.) That was accompanied by a thick, rich tomato and celery soup. I chose iced tea for my drink,
and the counter girl apologized that they only had unsweetened iced tea. That was fine, since as I‘ve mentioned before I hate sugar in
tea.
Near Tim Horton‘s was the local office of the agricultural extension service, which here is operated by Cornell University. It‘s
kind of strange to think of an Ivy League school helping farmers and sponsoring the local 4-H clubs. Cornell is the youngest of the Ivy
League‘s members, though, and like Iowa State it was founded as a land-grant school.
After lunch I returned to I-86 and headed west to NY highway 394, the last major interchange before Pennsylvania. I headed
northward along the west edge of Lake Chautauqua. This area looks a lot like the area around Okoboji, occasional lovely water views,
but mostly lots of traffic and tacky roadside businesses. About halfway up the lake I reached the most famous site in southwest New
th
York, the Chautauqua Institution. The institution has its roots in the 19 Century traveling lectures called chautauqua. Today they
claim to be a resort where people can ―do all they can do, be all they can be, and know all they can know‖. I‘m not entirely sure what
that‘s supposed to mean, but apparently hundreds of guests like it. The place was crawling with the same aging hippies I‘d seen at
Woodstock.
[I spent some time browsing through the Chautauqua Institution‘s website. They offer a wide range of classes, some
of which sounded interesting. They cover every field of knowledge, though they‘re light in science and heavy in fine arts and
philosophy. Almost all the classes are scheduled as one-week workshops. Strangely, while they are an accredited
institution, they don‘t offer specific numbers of credits or even continuing education units for their classes. The pricing
structure is weird. The classes themselves are priced quite reasonably ($75 - $125 each), but on top of that you have to buy a
―gate pass‖ to even set foot on the grounds, and that costs a minimum of $400 a week. Parking costs $9.50 a day. Many
classes have additional fees for materials. Accommodation is essentially done in a style similar to bed and breakfast (though
run by the institution), at a cost of about $900 a week, and further meals are available at restaurant prices. Adding all that up,
it‘s definitely not a cheap place to take a class.]
I made my way past Chautauqua and on to Westfield, which is right on the shore of Lake Erie. There I turned onto the
southernmost entrance to I-90. For most of its trip through New York, I-90 is the New York Thruway, a toll road that makes an upsidedown U across the state, connecting Erie, Pennsylvania, with Buffalo, Rochester, Syracuse, Utica, Schenectady, Albany, Newburgh,
Poughkeepsie, Yonkers, and New York City. Signs when I entered let me know I was now about 470 miles from ―New York‖ (the ―City‖
part is assumed). From this part of the state, though, this would be an absurd route to follow there. It would be quite a bit shorter to
take I-86, a route that has the added benefit of being free.
I took my ticket and headed for a much closer destination. My goal today was to shuffle off to Buffalo. While it‘s an archaic
four-lane expressway, the stretch of the thruway between Buffalo and Erie doesn‘t really move that much traffic. It‘s a boring drive, but
not difficult at all. In about an hour I paid $2.20 at the Lackawanna toll barrier and proceeded into metropolitan Buffalo.
Just last year they took away the tolls on I-90 in Buffalo itself. Traffic is very heavy in the Buffalo area, and I‘m sure the
tollbooths created horrible back-ups. I can‘t say I enjoyed the drive as it was, but traffic did at least move along.
I headed north to I-290 and then west to Exit 1, almost at the Niagara River. I turned north on Delaware Avenue and then
immediately headed east on Crestmount Road. I drove east almost a mile, nearly back to the previous exit. Finally Crestmount deadended at Hospitality Centre Drive, my ultimate destination. While the street sounds like it should be a major complex, in fact Hospitality
Centre Drive is home to exactly one motel, the Microtel Tonawanda. Microtels are named after their tiny rooms, but most are in fact
very small properties—usually about fifty rooms in three or four floors. This motel only had two floors, but it rambled on through wing
after wing after wing. After checking in, I was directed to entrance #6, and I had to walk quite a ways from there to get to my room.

I dumped my things and then set off again. I drove on a series of mostly two-lane commercial strips, down Delaware to
Kenmore Street and then east to Main. At Main and Kenmore is the auxiliary campus of SUNY—Buffalo (a.k.a. the University of
Buffalo). This was originally the only campus of that college, but in the late ‗70s they relocated most of their facilities about five miles
farther out in suburban Amherst. I drove to a park-and-ride here and made my way through the confusing and unsigned lot to the most
northerly station on the Buffalo subway.
Technically called the NFTA (Niagara Frontier Transit Authority) Metro, Buffalo‘s subway has to be just about the smallest rail
transit system on earth. It‘s unfortunate that it was built at the wrong time and in the wrong place to effectively serve the region‘s transit
needs. The system was built in the 1978, when funding for such projects had hit bottom. That was also when the city of Buffalo, which
once had more than half a million people, started shrinking rapidly. While there are still more than a million people on the New York
side of the so-called ―Greater Niagara Region‖, the actual city of Buffalo has less than half the population it did when the subway was
built. So today the NFTA Metro is a six-mile subway that connects an empty downtown with a largely abandoned college campus via
neighborhoods that are shells of their former selves. [If ever there were a subway to nowhere, it is the NFTA Metro.]
Most of the NFTA Metro is a true subway, with the tracks in tunnels and the stations underground. That‘s probably the main
reason they only had enough money to build six miles of track, when a truly useful system would likely have five times that. From a
tourist‘s perspective, that also means you can‘t really see anything while you‘re traveling. That was especially true in Buffalo, where the
windows of the train steamed over quickly and remained fogged up even after the train surfaced on a downtown street.
I bought a $3.50 all-day ticket and made my way down the escalator to the platforms of the University station. I boarded a
train and rode southward for about ten minutes to Allen station, which is just north of downtown. I went upstairs and walked a few
blocks west through the neighborhood called Allentown, a rapidly gentrifying area of wealthy young adults.
One thing that stood out as I rode the train and walked around Buffalo was the place‘s comparative lack of diversity. Almost
everywhere else I went in New York, whether big cities or small towns, there was a wide range of people from around the world.. Even
Cooperstown, while it was mostly white, had a substantial immigrant population. Buffalo, on the other hand, is very much a black and
white city. The city itself is probably about half black and half white, while the Niagara metro area is probably about three-fourth white
and one-fourth black. Both blacks and whites are long-time Americans who come across as people whose families have lived in
Buffalo for generations.
Another thing I couldn‘t help but notice in Buffalo was how fat everybody was. I‘m well aware that I‘d hardly qualify as anorexic
myself, but compared to the residents of Buffalo, I could be a model. Of all the places I‘ve been, only Wisconsin might give western
New York a challenge for the title of fattest overall. Everybody in Buffalo seemed at least a bit on the heavy side, and many were
morbidly obese—and not just by those new government standards; these people would be fat by anyone‘s calculation. I was
essentially alone on the sidewalk, since pretty much no one in Buffalo walked anywhere.
About half a mile northwest of Allen station is the Wilcox Mansion, the site where Teddy Roosevelt was sworn into office
following the assassination of William McKinley. The house is a national historic site, but I arrived just as they were closing. I really
don‘t know that I missed much, though. The place looks like a cross between a big old house and a government building.

Wilcox Mansion and Anchor Bar – Buffalo
Just down the street from the Wilcox Mansion is the Anchor Bar. This old, blue-collar watering hole is famous as the place
where they invented Buffalo wings, chicken wings marinated in Tabasco sauce and dipped in bleu cheese dressing. I‘ve never cared
for Buffalo wings myself. In reading up on the area, Rochester wings (which have a mustard-based sauce, instead of the Tabasco)
sounded better to me, though I don‘t know that I‘d order them either. Seeing the place they were invented was interesting, though, and
I snapped a picture. [I‘ve yet to eat a single Buffalo wing, and I don‘t plan on changing that any time soon.]

I‘d heard that the area around the Anchor Bar was unsafe. Supposedly the bar has closed circuit TV cameras in their parking
lot, and patrons can monitor their cars while they suck down their wings and beer. I can‘t say much about the area struck me as
dangerous, though. It is a mostly black neighborhood (and the patrons at the bar are no doubt mostly white), but it was lively and clean,
and definitely not a place I felt uncomfortable walking. I‘d read before making this trip that Buffalo had the lowest crime rate of any
major city in America. Nothing I‘d see today contradicted that fact.
A couple blocks north of the Anchor Bar was a beautiful abandoned church. (Abandoned buildings might also lead people to
think a neighborhood was unsafe, but you can find them in almost any neighborhood.) It had a gorgeous domed tower and elegant
stonework. It was kind of sad to see such a handsome church abandoned. The church, however, was almost certainly Catholic, and
I‘d imagine the neighborhood‘s current residents are mostly Baptist of Pentecostal. While this was not probably among them, old
churches are some of the most important historic sites in Buffalo. Being on the Canadian border, Buffalo was one of the major
terminals on the Underground Railroad, and area churches often provided sanctuary for the escaping slaves who passed through here.
I made my way to Summer—Best station, which is just four blocks north of Allen. I boarded the next train and rode south a
couple stations to Fountain Square, near the government complex downtown. While there honestly isn‘t much to see in downtown
Buffalo, the local city hall is spectacular. At first I thought the gold-domed edifice was a synagogue. It looked much more like a
religious structure than a government building. Fountain Square itself is a nice little park that‘s probably full of people at lunchtime.
After business hours the only other people besides me were a couple of old homeless men. The fountains were still pretty, though.
[The building I described in the previous
paragraph was a famous Buffalo landmark, but not city
hall. Instead the building originally housed the Buffalo
Savings Bank and now serves as a branch of M & T
(Manufacturers and Traders) Financial Services. The
Buffalo City Hall is a grand art deco structure that looks
like a miniature version of the Empire State Building.
No one would confuse it with a synagogue.]
Seeing the beggars brought to mind Buffalo‘s wellknown winter weather. While it was a bit on the steamy side
today, it wouldn‘t be long before the snow was piled deep
and it was below zero. I‘ve thought when I‘ve been in
places like Los Angeles or Miami that it would be
comparatively easy to be homeless there. In Buffalo,
though, homelessness would be much more of a challenge.
Just north of Fountain Plaza is Buffalo‘s theatre
district. The focal point of the area is Shea‘s, an old movie
house that has been restored to house Broadway traveling
M & T Bank (Buffalo Savings Bank) – Buffalo, New York
shows. If I‘d wanted to I could have gone into Shea‘s and seen Stomp, the dreadful production I saw in San Diego a few years ago.
There are about half a dozen other old theatres around the area, most of which now host occasional performances of locally-produced
drama or dance. Also in the theatre district is the main police station, which is housed in a lovely art deco building that apparently used
to be the bus station.
I caught another train south to Erie Canal Harbor, which was the site of the world‘s fair where McKinley was shot. There‘s
really not much to see there these days. An elevated expressway cuts through the area, separating most of downtown from a hockey
arena at the far south end. The signs around here all point the way to Canada, which lies over the Peace Bridge just about (or perhaps
a-BOOT) a mile west of here.
Before I left I had bought a ticket for another baseball game, which would by evening‘s entertainment tonight. The Buffalo
Bisons (always with the redundant ―s‖ at the end, and with both s‘s pronounced with a ―z‖ sound, BIZE-unz) They play in Dunn Tire
Park (not quite as bad as ―New York State Electric and Gas Company Stadium‖, where I was last night), which is just east of the
Seneca Street stop on the NFTA Metro. [The Bisons‘ ballpark is now called Coca-Cola Park, and in its history it has also been
known as North AmeriCare Field. It was built as Pilot Field and for a time had the surprisingly non-corporate name of
Downtown Ballpark.] There was an enormous line winding around the stadium. I didn‘t know if there was a back-up for security or
what.
It turned out there was no security, at least not anything that mattered. They were apparently giving away ceramic replicas of
the old Buffalo stadium tonight, but they were only distributing the freebies at one entrance to the ballpark. While I didn‘t really care
about the giveaway, pretty much all the ―real‖ fans wanted them, which was what the enormous line was about. I went to a different
entrance and quickly made my way inside the park.
Dunn Tire Park is the second-largest minor league park in baseball. I‘d been in the largest, Omaha‘s Rosenblatt Stadium,
several times. The one and only reason Rosenblatt is big is that it hosts the College World Series each summer. The Omaha Royals
draw almost no fans (I wouldn‘t have been there myself, except that it‘s one of two places close to Algona where my former student
plays AAA ball), and the cavernous park invariably looks empty for professional games. Buffalo, on the other hand, supports all its

sports teams. The have top-level football and hockey teams, and they built their baseball stadium big hoping to attract an expansion
franchise from Major League Baseball, Today the AAA Bisons consistently draw more fans than the major league Tampa Bay Devil
Rays, which is where the expansion franchise went. They have a season ticket base of over 12,000, and they consistently draw close
to 20,000 fans to the park. While that meant I didn‘t have anywhere near as good of a seat as I had last night, it was sort of fun to be in
a mostly full ballpark.
[Rosenblatt Stadium succumbed to the wrecking ball a couple years ago. They replaced it with two separate
stadiums. Omaha‘s AAA team (now called the Storm Chasers) now plays in the distant suburb of LaVista, far southwest of
Omaha proper and less than an hour from Lincoln. It‘s much smaller than Rosenblatt, but apparently they still have problems
drawing more than a handful of fans. The College World Series has moved to a brand new stadium in downtown Omaha that
appears to be used only one week each year. That seems like an incredible waste of money, but no one asked me for my
input.]
There‘s certainly nothing beautiful or spectacular about Dunn Tire Park. While it was designed by HOK, the company that has
designed all the famous ―retro-parks‖ around the country, the park in Buffalo is about as generic as it gets. It‘s a concrete and steel
stadium overlooking a freeway and a parking ramp. You certainly wouldn‘t go here for the stadium. [This was apparently HOK‘s first
sports project. The place has gotten rave reviews among architects, but I certainly couldn‘t tell you why.] Strangely, the park
faces southeast, while the standard plan for a baseball field is northeast. If they‘d followed the standard plan, they‘d have given the
park a much nicer view, as there are a couple of old churches and a community college in that direction. I‘m not sure why they built
things as they did, but it definitely doesn‘t show off the area at its best.
The Bisons were playing the Ottawa Lynx, the one remaining team in the International League that is located outside the
United States. Since the visitors were from Canada, the game began with two national anthems. While I think she was American, the
soloist did a much better job with ―O Canada‖ than she did with ―The Star-Spangled Banner‖. I wondered during the anthems if anyone
on the field actually was Canadian. It looked like Ottawa‘s players were more likely from Venezuela or the Dominican Republic than
from Ontario. There aren‘t a lot of Canadian ballplayers generally. One of my former student‘s best friends is likely to play for Canada
in the Pan-American games [and did in fact do that]. Chris Barnwell is actually from Jacksonville, Florida, and he lives in San Diego.
His father was born in Canada, though, and that tenuous tie is enough to qualify the U.S. citizen for the Canadian national team.
I recognized a couple of the players on the field from other AAA games I‘d been to. One of them, Trent Durrington, would not
have been particularly moved by either of the national anthems played tonight. Durrington is one of the few Australian players in
professional baseball. I saw him play with the Huntsville and Nashville teams in the past. He‘s apparently now part of the Cleveland
Indians organization and has been assigned to Buffalo.
While the rain had made last night‘s game miserable, tonight was a beautiful evening for baseball. It had been quite hot during
th
the day, but it cooled down and turned into a lovely night. While I only stayed through the 7 inning stretch, I thoroughly enjoyed the
game.
I caught a train back north after I left the ballpark. This particular ride was certainly an experience. I was seated across the
aisle from two elderly black women. They certainly looked pleasant enough, which is why it caught me by surprise when they s tarted
talking to each other. I couldn‘t believe what foul language spewed out of their mouths. The whole conversation was one four-letter
word after another. If they‘d been forty years younger and male I might not have thought anything of it, but it certainly se emed out of
place for these ladies.
The blue language seemed particularly inappropriate given that there were several children on the train. A few seats further
forward there was a young family who was also coming home from the game. While the mother tried to rock her baby son to sleep, the
father pointed out everything we passed by to his toddler daughter. They seemed oblivious to the foul-mouthed old bitties, so maybe
this sort of thing happens all the time.
I made my way back to University station and then drove across the street to Tops, the main local supermarket chain. My
main purchase was some mouthwash, since the two miniature bottles I‘d bought on the plane were exhausted. I then went back to the
hotel and watched the news on CTV from Toronto. There were at least three Canadian stations on the local cable system, which does
tell you something about where Buffalo is located.
While I didn‘t have the pedometer, using time and city blocks as a guide I estimated that I walked around four miles today. It
may have actually been a bit more than that if I counted walking down to the subway platforms or around the ballpark. [I don‘t wear a
pedometer much these days, and because of that I miss out counting ―extra‖ miles like those described here.]

Thursday, August 9: Tonawanda, New York to Allentown, Pennsylvania, via
Niagara Falls

I got up around 7:00 this morning and quickly showered and packed. When I made my way down to the breakfast room, there
was literally nothing there. Some construction workers who appeared to be staying at the hotel semi-permanently had taken all the rolls
and drained the coffee pot.
The missing breakfast put me in a negative mood, which is probably why I reacted even more nastily than I would have
otherwise when I found out the hotel charged a non-refundable fee for a room safe I neither wanted nor used. A lot of hotels have gone
to providing this dubious ―service‖, which has to be little other than hidden profit. Most hotels will at least allow you to opt out of the fee
if you don‘t use the safe. Here, though, they said there was no way to prove I hadn‘t used the safe, so I‘d have to pay the fee. That
made me furious. When a guest is only staying overnight, I can‘t imagine why they‘d ever have a reason to use a room safe. Even if I
were there on an extended stay, what the safe implies to me is that the hotel doesn‘t trust its own employees. The only people besides
a guest who has access to the room is the hotel staff, so if anyone is stealing things, it must be them. I generally don‘t have much of
value with me when I travel, and if I do I either put it in the trunk of the car or keep it on my person. If they want to provide a safety
service to guests, I‘d much rather they do like some European hotels and offer safe deposit boxes in the lobby. That would make the
service available without forcing guests to pay for something they don‘t want.
I argued for some time with the clerk about the fee, unfortunately causing a delay for some other guests who were trying to
check out. While the fee wasn‘t the clerk‘s fault, I wanted her to pass my dissatisfaction along to the management. After I got back I
wrote to the management and also to Microtel‘s corporate office. I think they need to be aware that this is not a trick I appreciated.
[This argument with Microtel went on for quite some time. I exchanged multiple letters with the manager of the
Buffalo hotel, who was obviously quite annoyed that I had gone over his head to the corporate office. He eventually refunded
the safe fee in cash. I think that amounted to $1.13, and I‘m sure it cost him more than that for postage on the various letters
he sent trying to explain the policy. I spent more than that in postage too, of course, but I wanted to make a point.
Recently the government required airlines to put the actual cost of tickets (including all fees) as their advertised
price. I think that should be standard practice across the travel industry. If hotels want to offer a safe, that‘s fine, but it
should be included in the room rate—just like a microwave or a swimming pool or any other amenity the hotel might offer. If
they insist on keeping the room rate as low as possible, then they should price the amenities a la carte, so you pay for the
safe, the pool, and breakfast only if you use them. They could set up the safe like a minibar that senses when it is opened or
like a vending machine that requires a coin for access. ―Opt out‖ fees (or worse, fees you can‘t opt out of at all) should be
illegal.
I must add, though, that safe fees pale in comparison to one fee I encountered at a run-down Quality Inn in Council
Bluffs. That hotel added an ―energy surcharge‖ to the bill, supposedly because electric rates had increased since the last
time they‘d set their rates. I notified the Iowa Attorney General‘s office of that, and the state threatened legal action. I ended
up getting my room free—plus a ton of freebie Choice Privileges points.]
Eventually I left. I drove north on Delaware, which is also NY route 384. Tonawanda lies almost exactly halfway between
downtown Buffalo and downtown Niagara Falls, and this morning I took the back route into the famous tourist city. The falls are the
reason tourists go to Niagara, and they‘re the main part of the economy on the Canadian side of the river. In New York, though, the
falls are incidental to the local economy. What the falls do is provide waterpower for the countless chemical plants that dominate the
landscape. Away from the river there‘s nothing remotely beautiful about Niagara Falls, New York. It‘s a bleak industrial city, and while
most of the factories still seem to be active, it‘s not hard to figure out that the place long ago left its best days behind.
I passed the massive Niagara Regional Generation Plant (the electric company) and then followed the Robert Moses Parkway
past a string of chemical companies and into downtown Niagara Falls. Across the river I could see the skyline of Niagara Falls, Ontario,
which is a lively place that has been called ―Canada‘s Las Vegas‖. I could see signs that the New York side was trying to renovate itself
(like a brand new Hard Rock Café), but it‘s still one of the deadest places I‘ve been to.
I attempted to park in downtown Niagara. They want you to park in city lots that charge a flat fee of $5. I opted for on-street
parking that used the same sort of central pay stations I‘d seen out in Portland. Unfortunately the high tech meter didn‘t work, so I took
my chances and just left my car parked without paying. I wasn‘t ticketed, and I think I‘d have had a pretty good defense if I had been. I
followed a pedestrian bridge whose vibrations brought to mind the collapsed bridge in Minneapolis past the Upper Niagara Rapids and
then had a quick look around the state park that surrounds the falls itself. The whole time I was in Niagara I was just about the only
person there. The New York side definitely isn‘t very busy in the morning.
I left downtown past another string of chemical plants. Niagara Falls has some of the ugliest factories in America. It was
definitely built before the era of industrial parks and well before anyone thought about urban renewal or beautification. It‘s really pretty
amazing that the falls themselves are still attractive, because the city of Niagara Falls is truly hideous.
Passing all the chemical plants made me want to visit a Niagara Falls site I‘ve been curious about for some time, Love Canal.
It‘s was twenty-nine years ago yesterday that President Carter declared a federal state of emergency and ordered the clean-up of this
toxic chemical dump, and I was curious to see just what the place was like three decades later.
It‘s surprisingly easy to find Love Canal, which is just off the LaSalle Expressway in southeast Niagara Falls. My AAA map
had the containment site well marked, and I found it without a problem. At first I identified the wrong location. I saw an overgrown area

Three views of the Love Canal Containment Area
(behind fence) and the surrounding neighborhood
that looked completely abandoned, but that turned out to be a
city park. Love Canal itself was quite different. The area looks
like a manicured park, with nicely mown grass and pruned trees.
The entire area, though, is unusable. A tall fence separates the
thirty-six square block area from the virtually abandoned streets
that surround it. You get an idea of the place‘s toxic reputation
from the fact that no one has vandalized that fence. There‘s no
graffiti and no breaks anywhere along the entire perimeter.
The official containment area extends for nine blocks
north to south and four blocks east to west. The effect of Love
Canal goes farther than that, though. For another block or two
in each direction, the neighborhood is mostly abandoned. This
area, which used to be residential, is now mostly overgrown
yards. There are a couple of houses north of the containment
site, people who apparently didn‘t leave when the rest of the
neighborhood was evacuated. At the southwest corner there‘s
also a brand new senior housing complex. I don‘t know if they
felt the elderly would somehow be less affected if there were a
problem or what, but it‘s an interesting use for the land.
There is still quite a lot of debate in the scientific
community about whether the disposal of chemical waste at
Love Canal actually caused health problems in the community.
While I certainly don‘t defend what went on at the site, most
studies have actually shown that there isn‘t a significant
difference in health between residents of this neighborhood and
the overall population of Niagara Falls. On the other hand, it‘s
not like Niagara Falls in general is exactly a pristine place. With
all the chemical plants around here, there surely are dozens of
other waste dumps that just aren‘t as well known.

After seeing Love Canal I headed back south on NY 284 to Tonawanda. I stopped at a Burger King there for coffee and then
headed back to the New York Thruway. The stretch of I-90 east of Buffalo is much busier than the route to the south. Even so, there‘s
not unusually much traffic. It was about the same as what you‘d find on I-80 in Iowa.
After driving a little over half an hour I stopped at the Pembroke Service Area. I first bought gas there ($3.05) and then wanted
to use the restroom and perhaps get a bite of breakfast. I realized that I‘d gone backwards from the order I was supposed to do things
in. The service center is set up so that you‘re supposed to park for the toilets and restaurants and then go forward to the gas station.
Once you‘ve entered the gasoline area, you can‘t go backwards. I parked illegally off at the side of the entrance ramp and walked back
to the main building. People surely must do that all the time, because it really is a stupid set-up. [It‘s interesting that the service
plazas on the Illinois tollways use the exact opposite set-up, with gas before the restaurant and toilets.]
I used the restroom and then bought a breakfast sandwich at a Tim Horton‘s in the service area. I also picked up a box of
®
Timbits (doughnut holes) that I‘d munch on through the day.
I exited the thruway just south of Rochester. The toll collector there was very rude. I asked him for a receipt (mostly as a
souvenir), and he definitely made it clear he was doing a special favor in giving me one.
I turned onto I-390, which cuts across the mountains in central New York, connecting the New York Thruway and the Southern
Tier Expressway. If people from Buffalo wanted to go to New York City, this would be both cheaper and quicker than following the
thruway the whole way. There was basically no traffic at all on I-390, and the winding route through the mountains made for a beautiful
drive.
As I drove the digital read-out on the dashboard kept making itself known. One of the features told how much life was left on
the current change of oil. It had been below 10% and was counting down. When it got to 5%, the car started beeping, and the read-out
flashed ―CHANGE OIL SOON!‖ I certainly had no plans to change the oil in a rented car, so I pressed the re-set button, which at least
stopped the beeping. That was only temporary, though. All day long, about every fifty miles it would start beeping again and command
me to change the oil. I got the feeling the thing would explode if it reached 0%. My best is they‘re basing the changes on a 3,000
interval, while in highway driving most car manufacturers say you can go up to 7,500 miles without any problem. Either way, it‘s really
the rental company‘s problem, though. I just kept hitting ―reset‖ and continued on my way.
I stopped at a rest area about halfway down the interstate. Just past there the interstate was detoured because of
construction. While the two-lane detour was much busier than the interstate, it did take me past an interesting historical marker.
Another of those blue and yellow signs indicated the birthplace of Millard Fillmore. I honestly didn‘t even know President Fillmore was
from New York. Apparently he was born here at the west edge of the Finger Lakes and spent most of his life in Buffalo.
I re-joined the now familiar I-86 and headed east to Painted Post, which is just west of Corning. There I exited through a mess
of construction onto U.S. 15, which is also signed as ―Future 99‖. While the normal numbering pattern would dictate that I-99 would be
the easternmost interstate in the country, I-99 is actually west of I-81. Apparently all the numbers between 79 and 97 had already been
used, though, so I-99 is what will connect Corning with Williamsport, State College, Altoona, and the Pennsylvania Turnpike. [Actually
Interstate 99 got its name thanks to a Republican Congressman from northern Pennsylvania who chaired the House
Transportation Committee in the ‗90s. A short route like this would more appropriately be called something like I-180 (an
existing highway which I-99 essentially is an extension of) or I-386, but those numbers weren‘t cool enough for Congressman
Elmer ―Bud‖ Shuster. He attached a rider to an unrelated bill that christened the highway in his district I-99.]
None of the places ―Future 99‖ serves is exactly a major city, and traffic was very light as I made my way along it. I stopped
briefly at an extremely pretentious welcome center just inside Pennsylvania that afforded a beautiful view of the surrounding mountains
and then headed southward towards Williamsport.
What makes this a ―future‖ interstate rather than a current one is that for much of the way only the northbound lanes are
limited access. They took what used to be highway 15 and made it one-way. Then they built a brand new highway with two more lanes
beside it. The northbound lanes have exits throughout, but southbound there are crossroads and businesses along the road. Short of
building another new road (which would be both expensive and unnecessary [though apparently that is the plan]), I don‘t know what
they‘ll do bring this up to interstate standards.
Before long I made it to Williamsport, a small city that looks a lot like Waterloo. The strange thing about this crumbling
industrial town is that it has dozens of sparkling new hotels. Those hotels are likely empty most of the year. The reason they‘re there
would be happening a week from now, the Little League World Series. From the looks of things, besides that annual event it didn‘t look
as if Williamsport had much to offer the tourist.
I turned onto I-180 which I followed southeast for about twenty miles to Interstate 80. I bought gas at a truck stop in
Limestoneville (where the dowdy woman at the counter called me both ―sweetie‖ and ―hon‖) and then headed eastward. [Many people
in central Pennsylvania have a decidedly southern accent. I‘ve heard Pennsylvania referred to as ―Philadelphia, Pittsburgh,
and Alabama‖, and that‘s actually not that far from the truth—both in accent and politics.] While I-80 is the main route between
New York and Chicago, it really doesn‘t go much of anywhere in Pennsylvania. There‘s a lot of truck traffic, but very few cars. Even
with some construction, I sailed along with no problem. [I-80 in Pennsylvania is one of the prettiest interstates I‘ve travelled.
Central Pennsylvania is really quite mountainous. The interstate is modern and well designed, and it‘s really fun to drive.]

Williamsport is right in the center of Pennsylvania, and I headed clear to the east end—just shy of the New Jersey border. I
took Exit 302 onto PA highway 33, a ghastly road that has to be just about the first expressway ever built. The surface is awful, the
route constantly curves, the shoulders are minimal, and for most of the way the only median is a concrete barrier. Add to that far more
traffic than the designers ever imagined, and it‘s one of the worst highways I‘ve ever driven. [With the exception of I-80, just about
every highway in Pennsylvania is among the worst I‘ve ever driven.]
The drive along 33 was horrible, and then it became worse. I‘d seen some flashing lights when I exited I-80. I really didn‘t
think anything of it, though, because it fit with all the construction I‘d seen everywhere I drove on this trip. It turned out these particular
flashing lights were emergency vehicles headed to the scene of an accident on highway 33. About ten miles from the exit traffic came
to a dead stop. We just sat there and didn‘t move for nearly forty-five minutes. There really wasn‘t anything we could do. Obviously
the road was blocked, and until the emergency workers got things taken care of, we had no choice but to just sit there. After a few
minutes I turned off my engine and just sat there parked in the heat for about half an hour. I entertained myself by munching through
the box of doughnut holes I‘d bought back in Rochester. While I have no way of knowing, I‘d bet that by the time we moved again traffic
was backed up all the way back to I-80.
When we finally did move, we saw a minimally damaged sedan that barely fit in a small grassy stretch of median. A dazed
looking college kid (presumably that car‘s driver) was sitting on a guard rail talking on his cell phone. A little ways ahead at the side of
the road was another car that was crushed and utterly incinerated. Its doors had been removed, but it‘s hard to believe the rescue
workers found anyone alive inside that vehicle.
It was rush hour when I got to Easton, the south end of highway 33. Surprisingly U.S. 22 had about the same level of traffic
now as it had at 11pm when I first drove the road. I think it‘s just always packed.
Around 6pm I exited at Airport Road on the border between Allentown and Bethlehem. Just south of there was my destination
for the night, the Allentown Microtel. While it was completely unaffordable on the weekend, on a Thursday night this place charged
about $70 a night. That‘s a bit steep for a Microtel [though the one in Des Moines thinks it‘s worth $86 this weekend—which is
why I‘ll be staying at the much nicer downtown Quality Inn instead], but its location near the airport was hard to beat. A very
friendly young black woman made me feel very welcome at check-in. She was pleasant, but she didn‘t really seem to have her mind on
her job. She gave me my key without asking for any form of payment, and I had to remind her that she‘d probably want to scan my
credit card.
After settling into the room (identical to, but
a bit older than the Microtel room I‘d been in
yesterday) I went out to find some dinner. The only
business truly close to the hotel was an off-track
betting parlor. I crossed a busy street and then
walked about half a mile to a strange minimall that
had a few more options. I ended up at Yocco‘s, a
local hot dog chain that happens to be owned by the
Iacocca family. Apparently the former Chrysler
CEO grew up in Allentown, and his cousins are the
Yocco‘s – The Hot Dog King
local sausage kings. While my hot dog was greasy
(the sort of thing you‘d expect to find rolling around under heat lamps in a convenience store, it was surprisingly good. I actually got a
chili dog (apparently their specialty), and the chili was most flavorful.
Microtel is unique among lodging chains in offering free long distance calls as a perk. Many hotels charge even for local calls,
and long distance almost always comes at a premium. Since they made a point of saying that all calls were free, I took advantage had
called my sister. We had a long conversation as I recollected many of the things I‘ve written here. [Free calls are a fairly pointless
perk in the cell phone age, but Microtel continues to stress that feature today.]
I watched Antiques Roadshow on TV as I re-packed my luggage. I had an early departure, so I made a point of getting to bed
before 10pm. I can‘t be certain just how far I walked today, but I‘d estimate between Niagara and heading to Yocco‘s it was a little over
two miles.

Friday, August 10: Allentown, Pennsylvania to Algona, Iowa, via Detroit,
Minneapolis, and Mason City
I slept amazingly well last night. Even so, the 4am alarm went off too soon. I showered quickly, and took my stuff out to the
car. It was pouring rain, and I got thoroughly soaked while loading things up.

I got down to the lobby right at about twenty after four. It took a while for the clerk to check me out, because he had to first reboot his computer. He suggested I have some coffee while I waited, and I must say the caffeine was good at this early hour. This hotel
also had room safes, but here they would remove the fee at check-out if you requested. The clerk was very pleasant about removing
the fee, and I was on my way right at 4:30.
It‘s less than a mile from the Microtel to Lehigh Valley International Airport, but driving that distance was one of the least
pleasant parts of this trip. There were sheets of rain that made it hard to see, and the flooded roadway made maneuvering the car
more than a bit difficult.
When I got to the airport I drove through their circular road twice looking for where I should drop off the car. There were no
signs indicating where rental return was on the main road. After the second pass, I turned off on a side road, which did have a sign on
it. Strangely, I ended up returning the car to the very same lot I‘d picked it up in. At most airports the claim and return lots for rental
cars are strictly separated, with returns normally quite a distance from the terminal. I figured that was a requirement (probably since
9/11) to prevent car-bombings like the one that happened in Scotland earlier this summer. In Allentown I left the car right next to the
terminal, though, so I guess the set-up varies by airport.
This was the first time I‘d ever returned a rental car outside of operating hours. They‘d told me when I got the car what to do,
which involved filling out a form and leaving it and my keys in a container at the empty counter. Still, I wasn‘t totally certain I‘d done it
right. I did get an e-mail confirmation, so hopefully things went through without a hitch. [I‘ve read numerous accounts from people
who have had bad experiences with car rentals, particularly people who had dubious fees tacked onto their bills or who had
been assessed for damages they didn‘t cause. Knock on wood, but the only problem I‘ve ever had was pressure from clerks
to buy unnecessary insurance or trade up to a larger model. Even that was fairly minimal, and I‘ve never paid more than the
price I booked.]
There was a long line at the Northwest counter when I showed up, but no employee was actually staffing the desk. All the self
check-in machines seemed to be available, so I went up to one of them and got my boarding passes. Then joined the line, since I‘d
need an employee to actually check my bags. I don‘t think it occurred to anyone else that the machines were how you‘re supposed to
check in. When an employee finally did show up, the first thing she did was call my name. Apparently I was the only person in that
long line who had actually bothered to check in.
The employee tagged my bags (which had to be checked, since they now contained forbidden liquids), and I went over to the
TSA bag screening area. The guard there asked me if I had any hazardous materials in my luggage. I honestly wasn‘t sure what the
correct answer to that was (though ―no‖ is pretty much always the right answer to such questions), since alcoholic beverages could be
construed as hazardous. I explained what was in the bags, and the guard took them without any problem. I noticed when I got home
that they‘d obviously searched one of the bags (which had nothing but stuff that for me is souvenirs—mostly receipts, labels, and other
scraps of paper I‘d acquired throughout the trip. The bag with the booze in it seemed untouched, though.
Many people set off the metal detector and were detained for additional screening at security. I made it through with no
problem, though. Things had gone quite smoothly, so I had over an hour to kill in a very dull airport before my flight left. There were
two businesses on the secure side of the airport. They had a Subway restaurant and an extremely overpriced ―French Garden Café‖ I
parted with about $5 for coffee and a blueberry scone at the café, since having subs for breakfast didn‘t sound too appealing. Then I
made my way to Gate 6-A and waited.
The flight was scheduled to leave at 6:07am, and I figured given the long line at the counter at 4:30 that the gate would sta rt
filling up early. I was the only person there until 5:30, though. People started showing up quickly after that, and when they began
boarding at 5:45 pretty much everyone was there.
It was still dark when we left the gate at 6am, so I turned on my reading light. I spent the flight to Detroit (and most of the day,
in fact) reading through Postville: A Clash of Cultures in the Heartland. The book tells of a group of Hasidic Jews who took over an
abandoned packing plant in the northeast Iowa town and turned it into a kosher slaughterhouse. (They‘ve been in the news recently
from attacks by animal rights activists.) In the process they brought some sweeping changes to what had been a very traditional small
Iowa town. My sister lives near Postville (there‘s an outstanding Mexican restaurant there that she‘s taken me to a few times), and I‘ve
been through the place quite often. Having a bit of background knowledge made this an interesting book to read.
[I never actually finished reading the Postville book, though it‘s still on my shelf. In addition to animal abuse, over
the years the Agriprocessers packing plant was also charged with pollution, financial fraud, and abuse of their workers. The
plant was raided by the Immigration and Naturalization Service in 2008. Many illegal immigrants were deported (including
some whose children Margaret taught), and huge fines were levied against the company. Agriprocessors went bankrupt and
was bought at auction by a Canadian conglomerate. The plant is now called AgriStar. Postville remains one of the most
diverse small towns anywhere. According to Census 2010 32% of its population is Hispanic, and it‘s one of the few small
towns in Iowa with significant numbers of African Americans, Asians, and even Pacific Islanders. It‘s always fun to drive
through Postville during the holiday season, as it‘s the only place I know where the light poles are decorated with menorahs
and stars of David.]
Having coffee at the hotel, coffee at the airport, and more coffee on the plane had made my stomach a bit queasy by the time
we got to Detroit. I often pack some antacid when I travel (normally the generic version of the Tagamet my father used to take), but I

hadn‘t on this trip. So I searched through the newsstands and gift shops at DTW looking for a place that would sell something that
might help me out. I eventually found some Zantac, though the price was definitely at a premium. They were charging $1.99 for a
single pill. Still, beggars can‘t be choosers, so I coughed up the money. At least the stuff did relieve my stomach.
Shortly after I‘d made it to the gate they announced that the flight to Minneapolis was overbooked, and they were looking for
volunteers who were willing to take a later flight. In exchange the volunteers would receive a certificate good for free travel anywhere
Northwest flies. I raced to the desk and was probably the third person in line. This was a perfect opportunity to volunteer, because I
had a long layover in Minneapolis. Even if I took the later flight I‘d have plenty of time to make the connection. The clerk took my
information and told me not to board when they called the flight.
I did wait, as did all the other volunteers. Unfortunately, instead of getting a free flight I ended up being the very last person to
board a completely full airplane. What‘s more, by volunteering I‘d forfeited the aisle seat I‘d booked and ended up cooped up next to
the window. Fortunately it‘s not a very long flight to Minneapolis, to it wasn‘t all that big of a deal.
We arrived in Minneapolis right on time, around 10:00 Central Time. Since I‘d already seen pretty much everything there was
to see at the airport, I decided to go into the city during the long layover. I made my way down to the light rail station, bought a $1.50
ticket, and caught a northbound train.
The Hiawatha light rail line runs just east of the Metrodome at the east edge of downtown Minneapolis. At that point it crosses
over what was now a completely empty I-35W. There were orange cones but no traffic at all on what is normally a jam-packed
expressway. I couldn‘t see the bridge from here (not that there would be anything to see, of course), but it was spooky enough to see
the empty highway.
I took the train to Nicollet Mall downtown and walked south five blocks to a Panera restaurant I‘d been to before. I couldn‘t
help but think after having read the Postville book that neither the sandwich nor the French onion soup I had for lunch was kosher.
(Indeed, ham and cheese is about as anti-kosher as you can get.) It was a good lunch, though, and going downtown and back killed a
couple of hours in the long layover.
I also stopped at a Borders bookstore on Hennepin Avenue in downtown Minneapolis. [That Borders was one of the first to
close when the chain started experiencing financial problems. The whole Borders chain is now out of business, and the
building that housed them on Hennepin in Minneapolis remains empty years after they closed.] Then I caught a southbound
train and returned to the airport. I made my way up to the skyway security checkpoint and was greeted by a guard who said, ―You‘ve
been here before, haven‘t you?‖ I had been through that checkpoint, several times in fact. Interestingly, the same middle aged black
woman seems to always be the person checking boarding passes there. I certainly hadn‘t expected her to recognize me in any way,
but perhaps she‘s good with faces.
Security took no time at all (it never does at the skyway checkpoint), so I still had a lot of time to kill. I rode the tram back and
forth and did some more walking on the concourses and then eventually made it down to my gate. It turned out they‘d moved my flight,
though it was only two gates down from where I‘d expected to depart.
We boarded the plane early, but there was a delay before we could take off. The reason for the delay was stupid. Affixed to
the front of the plastic tray at each seat on the plane are little stickers that say ―KEEP SEAT BELT FASTENED WHILE SEATED –
SEAT CUSHION CAN BE USED FOR FLOTATION‖. Apparently these stickers were missing in Seats 9-C and 9-D, and FAA
regulations wouldn‘t allow the plane to leave the ground without the stickers in place. It didn‘t matter that no one was seated in either of
those seats or that the stewardess told us precisely those things in her safety speech. Without the stickers we were grounded. We had
to wait about fifteen minutes for maintenance people to board the aircraft and put new stickers on the trays. At that point we‘d lost our
place in line, so we had to wait forever to depart. Fortunately they put a lot of padding in the official schedule. By the time we arrived
in Mason City we were only about 10 minutes late, and they probably made it to Fort Dodge on time.
It took about ten minutes for the luggage to arrive, and oddly they unloaded it at the ticket counter rather than on the luggage
dock. I claimed mine and made my way out to the parking lot. I was pleasantly surprised to find that parking was now free at MCW, so
I just headed out and was on my way.
It was mid-afternoon when I arrived in Mason City. Since I was in no particular hurry, I decided take some time and get the
pictures I‘d taken developed. I dropped off half my film at Target and half at Walgreen‘s. While both theoretically offer one-hour photo,
Walgreens told me (after I‘d already left the film) that it would actually be about two and a half hours before I could claim my pictures. I
filled the time by browsing through almost every store there is in Mason City and eventually having dinnerI still had money left on the
gift card I‘d used at Ponderosa, so I decided to go to Bonanza for supper. Bonanza and Ponderosa are essentially the same
restaurant, (and obviously both named after the same ‗60s TV show . [Dan Blocker who played ―Hoss‖ on the show was one of
the original investors in the company]) though they use different names in different places. The main difference I noticed between
the Bonanza in Mason City and the Ponderosa in Middletown was the salad bar. There were a lot more choices (and mostly healthier
ones) in Iowa than in New York. They had one selection I hadn‘t seen in years, three-bean salad—quite good, I might add.
As I left Mason City I couldn‘t help but notice the difference between the shopping strip along old highway 18 in Mason City
and its equivalent in the East. The strip in Mason City features a four-lane highway with access roads on both sides. That allows traffic
on the main road to zip along at close to the 55 mph speed limit, even with occasional stop lights. Out East this would likely be a two-

lane road, though it might keep switching back and forth between two and four lanes. Access roads are pretty much unheard of in the
East, and traffic would seem heavier and move more slowly there.
While I made it through Mason City easily, I hit the brakes west of Clear Lake. I ended up behind a motorhome that was
hauling a trailer behind it. It was impossible to see around the thing, which was lucky to make it up to 45 mph. As I waited patiently
behind it, I wondered just how awful the gas mileage must be for that sort of rig and was thankful for my little Metro.
I got home around 7:30 and discovered when I unpacked that one of the bottles of wine had broken. Losing the wine didn‘t
bother me nearly as much as the fact that it had spilled all over the nice white shirt I‘d bought at Boscov‘s. I immediately soaked the
shirt in cold water and proceeded to use every cleaning product I could think of on it. It seems to have removed the stain, so hopefully
I‘ll be able to wear the shirt to school this fall. [I still have that shirt, and I do like it a lot. It‘s grayed a bit over the years, but
there‘s no indication at all that it was once stained with wine.]
My brother Paul and his wife were visiting my sister Margaret tonight, so with one phone call I was able to talk to multiple
people. I had a nice chat, finished unpacking my stuff, and made my way to bed fairly early. After negotiating the airports and walking
all over downtown Minneapolis, I‘d estimate I covered about four miles today, which (assuming the pedometer I lost was accurate)
would make for more than sixty-two miles of walking over the course of the trip.

Did you like the East?
Very much so. Most of the places I went to on this trip I‘d been to before (though in many cases not in recent memory). It was
good to see the familiar things again, and I had great fun discovering new things for the first time. While there‘s no question I‘m a
Midwesterner, I like the East a lot. Unlike some others in my family, I really like the East better than the West. I‘ve never cared for the
dryness you find out West, so for me the Appalachians are much prettier mountains than the Rockies. I also like cities. I love the
diversity found on the streets of a place like New York, something only a few other places can rival.

What did you like the most?
There were many fun things, but if forced to pick I‘d say Hyde Hall. The history of the place was interesting, and seeing all the
different states of restoration was really fascinating. I‘ve never been to a place quite like it, and it definitely was a highlight of the trip.
[Looking back, I‘d probably say Riverside Church. While the service was long and strange, it was definitely memorable. I‘m
very glad to have gone there.]

What did you like the least?
That‘s a much harder question. If I picked a place, I‘d say Buffalo. There‘s a reason it‘s not on the tourist radar—it‘s a dull,
out-of-the-way city. If I chose a single specific thing, it would be the Corning Museum of Glass. It wasn‘t a bad museum, but I just
didn‘t care for the place. I had really hoped it might be interesting, but their focusing on art rather than science made the place fall far
way short of my expectations.

What were the people like?
The northeastern states have a reputation for rudeness and indifference, but—both on this trip and others I‘ve made there—
I‘ve found mostly the opposite to be true. I‘d actually rank the East as the friendliest region I‘ve been to in America, ahead of the
Midwest and way ahead of the South. You don‘t find the sort of false friendliness in the East that ―Southern hospitality‖ is all about, but
most people there are pleasant and helpful. There were, of course, exceptions—like the surly guards at the U.N. or the toll collector in
Rochester. Most people, though, were very nice. [I really don‘t know where the East‘s surly reputation comes from. I‘ve
seriously found Easterners to be some of the friendliest people anywhere. They can be loud, and they‘re often up front with
their emotions, but rude is not a word I‘d use to describe them. I‘ll take a New Yorker over someone from Atlanta or Memphis
any day, and by far the rudest people I‘ve encountered have been in the tourist Mecca of central Florida.]
The other thing you can‘t help but notice in the East is how diverse the place is. Not just in New York City, but all over the
region I found people from around the world who mostly seemed to get along with each other quite well. Besides the Hispanics we‘ve
come to expect almost everywhere in America, there are lots of immigrants from Asia, the Caribbean, and Eastern Europe. Add to that
a larger number of blacks than are found in most of the country and a long tradition of ―ethnic‖ whites, and it‘s a very diverse region
indeed. [Our whole country is rapidly becoming more diverse, but Iowa is still a far cry from New York in that department.]

What will you remember most from the trip?
The lingering memory is the constantly changing beautiful mountains. We think of the East as urban, but most of it is very
rural and extremely scenic. Almost everywhere I went on this trip I was traveling on gorgeous scenic routes. If forced to pick one
above all the others it would be the Hawks Next by Port Jervis. Others in my family have talked about retirement in recent years, and
the thought occurred to me that after I retire I‘d love to go back there in the fall, when it must be absolutely spectacular. That road was
just one of dozens I took that were almost indescribably beautiful. It‘s those lovely mountain drives that will be the most lasting memory
of a truly enjoyable trip. [No one thinks of New York as a mountainous place, but much of it is. I‘ve been to a lot of places all
over the world, and few can compare to the beauty of rural New York state.]

