
New York Trip Diary Volume 3
NEW YORK TRIP – MARCH 20-23, 2009 – TAYLOR: 9 yrs, SAMMIE: 4
yrs, DISNEY: 2½ yrs, CHRISTOPHER: 8 mos

(continued from previous posts)

Saturday, March 21 – We awoke about 8:30, which seemed early
since we had arrived at our hotel late the night before and
the kids stayed up for a little bit even after we arrived.  So
we went down to the hotel’s restaurant to get breakfast, which
was a mistake.  I had thought it’d be cheaper to eat in the
restaurant  rather  than  get  room  service,  and  I  had  also
thought we’d be cramped trying to eat in the room.  But down
at the restaurant, our kids went nuts, and continued to do so
while it took about an hour for the food to come.  And this
was a nice restaurant – not a friendly mom n pop place where
they actually like and tolerate kids like we’re used to back
home.  They did have pretty good hollandaise sauce for their
eggs benedict, but my enjoyment of it was severely compromised
due to the stress of the kids.  Our server kept walking by and
mumbling things, and I’ll admit that our 8 month old son does
make a mess when he eats, but don’t they all?  We cleaned up
the  best  we  could,  but  that  didn’t  stop  the  server  from
“stealing” our change.  That’s right, when we paid the bill,
the included 14% gratuity apparently wasn’t enough for him
because he failed to bring the change back.  Rather than try
to track down Mr. Rude (we are SO not in Kansas anymore!), my
husband took up the issue with the front desk.

Next it was time for the business meeting (the reason we came,
I guess), and so Manny Jamy took the kids down to the pool
while hubby and I met with the clients.  Except they were
late, and while we were waiting, I began to have doubts about
the baby and I being disruptive to the meeting, so I took him
back to our room to put on his bathing suit so he could join
his sisters in  the pool.  Just as I arrived, so did Manny
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Jamy with the rest of the kids, and we decided to take them
for a walk outside instead.  Our hotel was on the New Jersey
side, and offered a postcard view of the New York skyline:

Even though I had never been there before, it seemed to me
that there was indeed a gaping hole where the twin towers used
to stand, and Jamy who had been there before confirmed this. 
We watched many a garbage barge sail by, and I was surprised
to find that the sea gulls in New York are quite bashful – I
guess I’m used to the ones at Sea World and Marineland Canada
where they’ll just swoop down and swipe the fish you buy to
feed the dolphins and whales.  But it was a nice day, and our
hotel offered a nice little pocket of solstice tucked away
from the frenzied traffic of the city.  I wanted to kill as
much time down there as possible since we were short on room
in the car and my packing of toys for the hotel room had to be
limited.  But my oldest was tired – she fell asleep on a bench
outside – and her little brother started losing it because he
also needed a nap so badly.  So we went back up to the room to
wait for my husband’s meeting to be over.  Manny Jamy was nice
enough to watch  the two middle girls so  that I could catch a
nap with my oldest and the baby, and it was MUCH needed and
MUCH appreciated.  Our 2 year old fell asleep as well, which
was a good thing, but I was disappointed I couldn’t take her
to be shown off to the clients when my husband called – she is
awfully cute!  So anyway, I went down to meet the clients, and
they were extremely nice.    They have a baby who was born
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just 9 days before my son, and she was really adorable!  I was
disappointed – if I had known they had brought the baby, I
would have stayed at the meeting and let the babies play
together!  Oh, well, at this point, I was just glad to be done
with work and ecstatic to be well-rested so that we could go
to the city and have SOME FUN!

Because we were on the New Jersey side of the Hudson River,
every time we wanted to go into the city, we had to wait for
our hotel shuttle to take us to the ferry station, then wait
for the ferry to take us across the river, and then board a
Waterway bus (different from a city bus, as we later learned)
to take us to our destination in the city.  Not a big deal,
but by the end of the trip, it had gotten a little tiresome to
add that much traveling time to get where we wanted to go.  So
anyway, Saturday night, we ventured into the city to take a
bus tour on one of those double-decker, open-topped buses.  On
the way to the tour bus stop, we weaved our way through the
massive crowd that is the Manhattan theater district on a
Saturday  night.   We  did  have  a  few  celebrity  sightings;
including the actor Morgan Freeman:

though Mr. Freeman did have the personality of a candle, as
Jamy pointed out.  We also saw multiple Statues of Liberty
walking around, but a few of them were getting into trouble
with the police.  Now that’s something you don’t see everyday
– a Statue of Liberty getting arrested – too bad I didn’t get
my camera ready in time to take a picture, that would have

https://tangents.org/4/files/2009/03/ny-trip-march-20-23-2009-046.jpg
https://tangents.org/jamiahsh/2009/03/25/a-bus-a-bus-my-kingdom-for-a-bus/


been one for the scrapbook!  We also saw Bugs Bunny, Elmo, 2
Cookie Monsters, a walking sandwich, a naked cowboy (don’t
ask), and Batman.  Except I don’t think it was the real Batman
unless he’s always been African American – besides, the real
Batman would have been fighting crime in Gotham City, not
posing for pictures on the streets of New York.  Here is one
of the Cookie Monsters – look carefully and you can see Elmo
to the right:

We got suckered by some street vendors and sampled their wares
of smoked meat, hot dogs, and art.  My husband bought a
caricature of our oldest daughter and a sign with our youngest
daughter’s name in caligraphy, but walking around with those
souvenirs was like writing “suckers” on our foreheads – we got
hit up for everything after that, from purses to sunglasses to
comedy show tickets.  Actually, we kind of got “had” again-
when my husband bought the $5 sign for our daughter, the
artist started putting a frame on it, which would have upped
the price to $20.  My husband kept saying, “no frame, no
frame!”  but  all  of  a  sudden,  the  artist  no  longer  spoke
English, so he went ahead and framed it and charged us $20. 
My husband did not pay him the full $20, but I know it was
still more than the $5 it was supposed to have cost – oh well,
you only visit New York once, at least in our case – I won’t
go back, at least not with little kids!

So then we boarded our tour bus, and that was really neat,
informative, and offered gorgeous views of the city at night.
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Ok, the picture obviously doesn’t do it justice, but here is
my 2-year-old daughter seeing her first skyscraper:

It was kind of chilly, and we tried moving down to the first
floor of the bus, but the view did not compare with what we
could see on the top, so we ended up moving upstairs again. 
The city was gorgeous at night, but when we went over the
Manhattan Bridge, it was so high up, it was kind of freaky! 
Being on the top of the bus and looking down, you couldn’t
even see the road, just the water below, and I couldn’t help
but think how easy it would be to just leap over the side… 
not that I would do that of course, I’m just saying.

After the bus tour, we tried to find the Waterways bus – the
one that would go back to the ferry station, but we had some
trouble.  We ended up sitting on  a street corner for about
two hours.  We stopped a passing taxi, figuring we’d just pay
the expense just to get us and the kids off the streets of New
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York, but we couldn’t even all fit in one taxi.  I was
strongly against the idea of splitting up in any way, shape or
form,  so  our  next  idea  was  to  stop  a  passing  horse  and
carriage.   While  asking  the  very  friendly  Irish  driver
directions to the ferry bus, his horse took a gi-normous leak
right  there  on  the  street,  but  at  least  the  girls  were
momentarily entertained.  We declined the $70 horse and buggy
ride,  and  finally  the  Waterways  bus  arrived  –  my  husband
practically  jumped  in  front  of  it  to  stop  it  since  the
previous  one  had  passed  us  by,  but  it  worked  –  the  bus
actually picked us up!

Overall, an interesting night in New York.  And it’s not like
I expected people to be overly nice.  I certainly didn’t
expect it to be like my hometown, where you can’t walk down
the street without strangers saying hi and you can’t walk
around with kids at night without people offering you a lift. 
But it was still an adjustment – every time we’d ask how to
get to the Waterways bus, people would just point off in a
general direction and grunt, even police.  And it was amazing
to me how a family with 4 small children could set up camp on
a street corner for 2 hours without one soul taking notice – I
swear, we could have moved there and no one would have known
nor cared.  By the end of it all, I can’t believe how sick of
Times Square I was…  Oh, and I forgot to mention, while we
were searching for the Waterways bus, we came across a small
deli that was actually recommended  to us by our tour bus
driver – Z Deli.  The place had amazing falafel and gyro
sandwiches!  And their prices were reasonable, especially for
New York City – no, reasonable is not even the word for them. 
I’m talking $.99 slices of pizza, and the huge gyro sandwich
was only $3.99!  Its only shortcoming was the lack of places
to sit, but the guys who run the place went out of their way
to accommodate us (in anti-New York style, it seems), letting
us dine at their “internet cafe” area.

So after the “miracle bus” picked us up, took us to the ferry



station,  and  we  rode  the  ferry  and  picked  up  the  hotel
shuttle, it was very late and we were exhausted.  It exhausts
me just to type out the story, as it probably exhausts the
reader to absorb my excruciating details, so now’s a good time
to cut this volume short – more later…

A Kangaroo And His Joey On
The Sidewalks Of New York
I don’t know if anyone has a picture of this or not, but it
would be one for the ages.  A grown man putting a baby carrier
around another grown man (check you tube). I wish I could
describe it but it was funny to just be part of.  Holding my
hands up in the air as we eventually got Beeber into the
pouch.  Sounds like the makings for a good B sci-fi movie.  I
was expecting to be weighed down considerably and be tired by
night’s end, but I barely noticed the extra baggage as we
walked the sidewalks of Manhattan.

We signed up to take a night tour of part of the isle of
Manhattan.  Before the tour began, we took a tour of Times
Square and the vicinity near the starting point of the tour. 
While walking, we ran into a real life celebrity.  Morgan
Freeman was standing in front of Madame Tussaud’s Wax Museum. 
Chris decided to get up close and personal for a photo op. 
After the picture, he admitted that the actor had a somewhat
stiff personality.  One would almost say…. candle-like?

Close by was Ripley’s house where a man swallowed a long air-
filled balloon whole.  He then began to attempt the old nail
in the forehead trick.  However, before he completed it, the
performer informed us that the authorities were clearing the
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sidewalk so the show had to move inside but discount tickets
would be waiting…. moving on.

Anyone who knows anything about the sidewalks of New York
knows  about  the  street  vendors,  pan  handlers,  artists,
musicians, and such out there trying to make a quick buck.  We
stopped at a characature artist who drew a likeness of Goose. 
Next door, was a gentleman selling banners on which he would
decoratively  print  names.   Chris  decided  to  get  a  Disney
banner with (irony of ironies) Disney’s name printed on it. 
The artist printed the name and said for a few dollars more,
he would put it in a frame.  Chris said “No frame.”  I think
the man must have been a relative of the Soup Nazi  but
something was definitely lost in the translation because by
the time he was finished, the banner was indeed inside a paper
frame.  The swindler’s accent made me think of the Nazi also. 
“You said a no frame?” “Yes, I said no frame.” Congratulations
my friend! Wooly Sheep! He a sound like a long lost cousin of
Morat.  Sit Morat, sit!  Good Morat.


