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Extracts from a New York Diary

s I begin this diary of my week in New York, we

are in mid-flight. It is 4.30pm British time, and we

have been in the air for about three hours. The
whole experience so far has been amazing. Our car
picked us up from Liz's house in Haywards Heath at
about 10.30am - earlier than expected, but who's
complaining — we were pacing the floor, desperate to be
off, anyway! When we arrived at Gatwick, we were
amazed to be treated to a drive-in check-in. Yes, I'm
serious! The driver pulled into a special check-in
building, where our luggage was taken and we were
issued with our boarding cards. We were then driven to
the departure lounge, and that was it! No queuing, no
waiting, no luggage! It was wonderful! We happily made
our way to the VIP lounge for something to eat and a
drink, and before long, we were boarding our plane.
What a way to travel! My wonderment had hardly begun,
however. We were travelling in Upper Class, and our
seats were upstairs. They were huge and our air steward,
Joseph by name, welcomed us with glasses of
champagne. The food was wonderful and we each had
our own television screen with a choice of six films.
Joseph was all the attention and most courteous, with an
endearing habit of blessing us every other sentence.
After dining and wining, Liz and I dropped off to sleep,
waking about a hour later, to a smiling Joseph who
blessed us once again, and assured us we had slept like
babies!

Sunday dawned, bright and clear. We had slept well
and were exited to start out first real day in the Big
Apple! We had already agreed that we wanted to go to
Solemn Mass at St Patrick’s Cathedral. The girl on the
reception desk confirmed that the time of this service
was 10.15am. Breakfast was served in our room by John,
a bright Brooklyn young man, cheerful and talkative.
Showered and full of breakfast, we set off for St Patrick’s
which was only a short walk up 5th Avenue. We arrived at
about 10.00 and people were pouring into the
Cathedral. We followed the hordes. The previous
Communion Service was still in progress and the place
was packed. We jostled with the crowds at the back of the
Cathedral as the service ended. Neatly dressed ushers
guided the celebrants out and we were allowed to take
our seats . . . or pews. The first 12 or so pews were roped
off for the regular parishioners. We took our seats about
20 pews back from the altar. Each pew seated about six
people. When our six were in place, a communal
kneeling stool was lowered, and I knelt to greet God in
this beautiful house of worship. By the time the service
began, the entire Cathedral was packed, with all the eats
in the Lady Chapel and other ancillary chapels filled.
Television screens were strategically placed for those in
seats too far away to see the altar. The service was taken
by Cardinal O’Connor, a soft-spoken but powerful man.
Behind us and above was the choir, with one of their
number at the front to lead the singing. She had an
incredibly beautiful voice and sang with passion. When it
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was time for the congregation to sing the responses, she
raised her arms high and led us into soaring worship.
Cardinal O’Connor took the pulpit after the readings,
and began by inviting those who were still standing at the
back, to take the empty seats immediately in front of the
altar. The ushers quietly led them forward, and I wished
we had been late arriving, so that we could have taken
these privileged seats. All too soon, the service ended,
and while the choir sang, we silently left this amazing
House of God. We didn’t speak much as we walked slowly
up 5th Avenue. We had both been so moved by the
service that speech seemed somewhat inadequate.

Darkness was drawing in, as we headed back. At the
edge of the park were several horse and buggy teams. We
had already decided to end our visit to the park with a
ride in one of these. Before we could approach them,
however, a young man appeared and in a soft Irish
brogue, invited us to ride in his buggy. He smiled at us
with his sparkling black eyes and before we knew it, we
were seated in his buggy with a warm blanket wrapped
safely round our legs to keep out the cold. He
introduced himself as Peter and having gently
encouraged his magnificent white mare forward, he
turned back to us and treated us to a highly informative
tour, pointing out all the places of interest. He told us of
his father’s farm in southern Ireland, saying that each
year, he returned for the lambing season. We were
enchanted! As we neared the end of the tour, he asked
where we were staying. I told him the name of the hotel
and Peter replied, with a slight smile on his lips, “Well,
I've finished for the day, and heading back to the stables.
I'll take you to your hotel.” We looked apprehensively at
the teeming streets, full of fast-moving cars. The night
was now fully dark and all the headlights and street lights
were on. Before we could prevaricate, however, Peter
had turned back to his horse, and with a gentle “Get
along there, now, girl,” she suddenly transformed herself
from dobbin to Red Rum, and we were off! We were
flung back into our seats, as people leapt from under her
flying hooves, and cars mounted the pavement. I was
terrified and exhilarated. Before we had had time to
draw breath we had arrived. The mare once again slowed
to a gentle trot, as Peter urged her to a stop. “Here you
are, then ladies,” he said, as if this had been a completely
ordinary ride. We stuttered our thanks and paid him the
agreed fee for our tour, although I must admit, I added
a slightly large tip!

Dinner in the hotel was a sumptuous but quiet affair.
During the evening Liz had received a call from some
colleagues of Jeremy, her other half — two Americans
who absolutely insisted on taking us to lunch the next
day. We readily agreed! A change to our original plans
was a simple affair, and we spent the following morning
visiting several more mind-blowing shops, before making
our way to a restaurant called Citay. We were greeted
loudly by two vastly contrasting Americans; one slight of
build with a merry smile and twinkling eyes and the
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other larger than life and very jolly. Our meal was
exquisite and the company brilliant. Kerry and Whippy
were gentlemen of the old school, rising when we left the
table and ensuring that glasses were permanently filled.
By the end of the meal, we were like old friends, and they
insisted we accompany them back to the dealing floor
where they worked. It felt as if we had walked into a film
set and was hard to accept as reality, although I was
assured that the floor was relatively quiet, as they were
winding down for a day’s holiday — 1 1th November when
Americans celebrate Veterans Day. At last, we made our
excuses and left to much protestations to come back and
keep in touch. As we walked back to our hotel, Liz and I
talked about the promised Veterans Parade on the
following day, and agreed we would go along and watch.
Tired, and I must confess, slightly tipsy, we decided to
have another quiet evening. After all, tomorrow we were
also going to see Phantom of the Operal

Next day, we headed up 5th Avenue and were soon
engulfed in brass band music as the Veterans Parade
made their way along this famous road. As each group of
soldiers passed, they were enthusiastically applauded,
and, of course, Liz and I joined in. The weather had
turned showery, but this did not detract from the
splendour of the parade. As the last group passed us by,
the weather began to clear, and Liz and I headed once
again for the shops. I had really caught the bug by this
time, and not satisfied with one shop, we agreed to split
up to enable us to cover a greater territory! Some two
hours later, and loaded down with parcels, we met again
in the hotel bar. After comparing purchases, we adjoined
to our room to begin the preparations for the evening
ahead. This time, as we were dressed up, we took a taxi
(I really enjoyed hailing one, just round the corner from
our hotel!). We had already decided to have a couple of
cocktails before going on to the theatre. I was so exited
by this time, that I could hardly talk an unusual
occurrence for me, I know! At last, it was time to make
our way to the theatre and take our seats. We were lucky
enough to have seats just 4 rows from the front, and as
the show began I completely lost myself in the splendour
and wonder of it all. How can I possibly describe this
show? Words like magnificent, powerful and passionate
spring to mind. I was absolutely enthralled and wept
buckets as the story reached its climax. Too moved to do
anything else, we walked slowly back to the hotel in
silence. Neither of us could possibly envisage simply
going to bed, so we headed for the bar, and as we
ordered our first drink, we began animatedly discussing
the show. Several drinks later and very tired we made our
way to our room and were soon asleep.

Suddenly, it seemed, it was Thursday and the eve of
our departure. We still needed to visit the Statue of
Liberty, and took a taxi as early as possible to the
harbour, where we caught the ferry to Liberty Island.
Queues were comparatively light and within half an hour
of landing, we were inside the statue. Here we were faced
with a choice; either take a lift to the feet, or climb to the
crown. I had wanted to go all the way, but inside the

crowds had gathered, and the climb would have taken at
least 4 hours, at a slow crawl. This did not appeal, so we
opted for the lift to the feet, where we were presented
with an outstanding view of Manhattan. We spent
sometime, simply gazing at the amazing sight until
finally we made our way back to ground level and went
into the museum. Walking slowly round, I was fascinated
by the explanations of how the statue had been built. An
unbelievable undertaking. However, further into the
museum we discovered details of the first immigrants to
arrive, who were greeted b this magnificent lady. Their
deputations and histories were so moving, [ found myself
silently weeping. At last, we left Liberty Island and took
the ferry to Ellis Island where the immigrants were
processed — a sad place where many desperate people
were de-humanised and some poor souls were sent back
to Europe, as they were considered to be carriers of
communicable diseases. Finally, we left for Manhattan
and hailed another cab back to 5th Avenue. Time for us
was now short, and we split up again to do our final
shopping. We met up quite late in the hotel, and once
again gleefully displayed our new purchases. A splendid
evening meal followed, and finally exhausted, we fell
into bed.

It was Friday, and our last day in New York. Somewhat
subdued, we packed our bulging bags in readiness for
vacating our room at midday. We decided to go out for
one last walk round and headed for Trump Tower, which
was mind-blowing in its opulence. Time was, however,
nor our enemy and we soon had to leave to book out of
our room. Liz had decided that we would have one final,
magnificent lunch in the restaurant attached to our
hotel, which is reputed to be the best in New York. It
certainly lived up to its reputation, and replete, we
wandered back to reception to see if our car had arrived.
Imagine my amazement when we were shown to a stretch
limousine! So, in splendour, we swept majestically
through the streets of Manhattan, back to the airport.
An uneventful wait at the airport was soon followed by a
restful and easy flight back home. We were on the ‘red
eve’, which meant that after the evening meal, we in
Upper Class were offered sleep suits and the lights were
dimmed. I slept fitfully, b ut even so, it seemed no time
before we were being woken for breakfast. As I watched
the English coast below me, with each town like a gold
and silver jewel on a black cloth, I thought back to my
holiday of a lifetime. I still found it hard to believe that I
had finally fulfilled my long-held ambition to visit the
Big Apple. So many times when one wishes hard for
something, and if finally arrives, it can be a
disappointment and not live up to expectations. Not in
this case, however. New York had been all, and more,
that I had wanted. Instead of satisfying my desire,
however, this short visit has only made me want to go
back. As the words of the song say ...... New York, New
York! So good, they named it twice!

Tina Johnson, Admissions Secretary
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Duke of Edinburgh Awards

Group One’s Purpose —

trees and plants
Dulcie Bailey, Amy Drinkwater,
Cassie Kamtarin, Kinal Patel.

Introduction

n our group there was Sarah

Gartside, Dulcie Bailey, Amy
Drinkwater, Cassie Kamtarin and
Kinal Patel. Originally our purpose
was the state of the footpaths,
though we later extended it, while
we were on our expedition, as we
felt our purpose was a little dull,
especially when we compared ours
to everyone else’s! So we also
decided to investigate the different
types of leaves we passed along our
route. Once we had got to the

campsite, as we had got there a
couple of hours earlier than expected (due to not many
rests which lasted more than a couple of minutes, brisk
walking and we had obviously been on the safe side while
we were writing the expected time that we would be at a
certain place at, so we allowed ourselves lots of extra time
which we did not need), so we found it quite amusing by
winding Mrs Dempster and Mrs Abbott up by wrying to
convince them that we had all clambered into a taxi! Even
though we were quite tired after our long walk that day we
still managed to find the energy to enjoy ourselves in the
evening by playing some games, then I think everyone
found it very relaxing to finish the evening off with
toasted marshmallows and all sorts of difterent songs
around the campfire, until we finally retired to bed and
prepared for the next day.

We all thoroughly enjoyed the trip and we are now
going to run you through what we did and what
information we managed to gather

the first day! After thinking we would never see civilisation
again, we regained our knowledge of where we were on
the map and headed quickly to our destination — Park
Wood. We arrived first, much to the annoyance of the
other groups, and decided to bask out in the sun, while
waiting for our other companions to return. We cooked
for dinner: pasta shells, our special home made sauce and
some chocolate we had saved over. That evening, when all
the groups had finally returned, we all sat by the campfire
which Mrs Abbott and Mrs Dempster had made (with the
help of our group, collecting all the fire wood!) and sang
lots of well known, typical campfire songs. Whilst toasting
our marshmallows, we listened to everybody’s
recollections of their day, and laughed at all the messes
they got themselves into! Shattered from the day’s
walking, we all retired to bed, glad to finally be
comfortable and rested.

from our purpose.

Day 1

We left school at 8.4bam and
arrived, still tired from the early
morning start, at the RSPCA centre.
We set off at 9.30am raring to go
and ready for whatever the day
threw at us. We trekked for miles in
heavy boots, over-sized waterproofs,
and incredibly uncomfortable
rucksacks. But as the day pro- [
gressed, we started to ignore the [
aches and pains, and began to enjoy
the beautiful countryside that
surrounded us. We decided, early
on, to concentrate on our purpose
the second day, as we were trying to
concentrate on our route so much
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