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oreight years in the 19905, [lived in a high rise apartment building on

Lake Shore Drive in Chicago called the New York. Perhaps the
developers thought it gave the building a certain cachet to name it for a
place on a map, like the Dakota in the real New York, or maybe they
thought the name would give the l)uilding adash of Manhattan mystique.
Whatever the reason, it worked. Almost everyone Imetin Chicago during
those years had heard of the New York, had read about it, asked what it
was like to live there.

The New York was one of those ostentatious high~rises built in the
1980s, a sl(inng builcling, 44 stories tall, tan and brown brick, wider in the
back than the front,like the V formation of migrating geese, so that nearly
all the apartments had aspectacularviewof Lake Michigan. That was one
of the big draws of the place; you could see the lake from almost every one
of the D00 apartments. Two lighted stone porticos about 10 feet high
flanked the long driveway that swept up to the two-story glass-canopied
entrance. Theg looked like lighthouses or massive penises, take your pick.

A stream of cabs stopped at the entrance all hours of the day and
night dropping off and picking up residents and guests. Inside the doorway,
uniformed doormen ensconced behind a massive marble desk guarded
the entrance with the zealousness of Rottweilers. They were no minimum~
wage grunts dozing bg aradio;the apartment manager told me that most of
the doonmen were off~duty police officers,and no one got into the building
without their approval.

The lobby was an ode to the opulence of the Decade of Greed. It had
asoaring, sky-lit ceiling and a marble floor that was notoriously slippery
in the winter. Just inside the cloorwag, a row of stainless steel balls hung
suspended from steel ca]oles; theg clicked and bobbed like metronomes in
acurving cement trough through which a thin ribbon of water trickled. A
polished piano gleamed in front of a huge tan and black abstract painting
ﬂldf covered the west wall. Momings and evenings, Monclags ﬂu‘ough
Fﬁdﬂ‘JS, a pale, elegant man with thinning blond hair, clad in a tuxedo,
played light pleasant music to soothe the residents as they trudged back
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ve urban professionals. The newspapey ads showed pictures of handsome,
thful people playing tennis, jogging, or sipping coffee at an outdoor cafe.

Imusthave fit the targeted demographic, because what I remember
most vividly about my life at the New York is constantly moving, coming
& 1. daoing, onmy way to thisorthat. I would huxrg through the lobbyin the
evening,shoe heels clicking on the marble floor,and sagto Duke,the burlg
—cop and doorman, “Hi, Duke, could you please turn on the cab light?

[} ank qou." Iwould stand outside the lob]:og in the dn;, cold airof awinter's

,waiting forthe cabto
pull in the drivewag. Id get in and say, “The comer of Clark and Diverseq,
lease’ if [was going todinnerwith my crowd of friends at the Italian restaurant
we liked,or ‘Seminary and Wrightwood if [ was visiting my friends Allen and
Billy, or “Southport and Greenleaf” if | was headed to my writing workshop.

. Sometimes [ had to give directions to the cabdriver on the way to
omeplace, but | never, ever had to give directions on the way home.
Lhirty-six sixty North Lake Shore Drive” was all1had to say and the cab
Y immecliatelg knew where to 8o.

“The New York, right?” the cab driver would ask.

“Yes, the New York.”

“Nice builcling," the drviverwould say as hesped north onLake Shore
hive. The cab drivers alwags drove me north to my apartment, never
u o my Lakeview neighborhood snobbishness, the city
Orth of Irvina Park Road simplg did not exist for me. Irving Park was the
\ ‘, ‘ding line where the civilized streets of Lakeview ended and the
ilderess of Upfown l)egan. No one I knew who lived in Lakeview or

ncoln Park ever ventured further north than Irving Park Road at that
me. UptOWn and Edgewater was where you lived if you couldn't afford

live in Lﬁkeview, or if you were an adventurous urban pioneer leading

€ wave of Sentrification,
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Ilived in that apartment for cight years. [ never thoughtl would'staq £
solong in a building that felt like a hotel, but it was so easy,so convenient,
tolive there. The Number 146 express bus to downtown stopped in front o | 2
the building. The grocery store was around the comer. The lakefront bike o
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&wfh tim:; tosay 800&—]31;@ tomy life in the New York. otber
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rejected one l:n; one. Too dark, no view, uglg bathroont i

g So in December 2000, [ stood one last time in my apartment, now
] stripped down to its white walls and gray carpeting, and stood at the bay
" windowand sazed one last time at that beautiful view of Lake Michigan.
b Then I walked out and began my life in my new home.

My life changed after] moved to Marine Drive.l quickly got to know
my neighbors. Unlike the New York, this building was filled with a
" delightful potpourri of residents: an architect and his wife, a flautist, who
L lived with theirbaby daughteron the floor above me,an elderly African-
American woman with a merry shih tzu; a Hispanic §ay man on the first
" floorwholistened to pulsating Latin techno~pop music, apet photographer
with a sweet little pug named Pig; an interracial lesbian couple, an
" Hawaiian woman who made quilts, and a family from Thailand. People
~ smiled. Theq said hello and chatted. I had moved from an anonymous,
i homogenous hotel to an eclectic, quirky village, and [ loved it.
[still met my friends for dinner and movies and drinks, Istill stood in
. the lobby waiting for a cab. I still rode my bike along the lake and took
" longwalksby the beach. ButIno longerfelt that desire tobe out and about,
. doing and moving, all the time. I was content tospend an aftemoon at home,
| painting the walls orhanging pictures orlearning to cook. My life felt less
. exciting, but more solid.
: Two framed pictures of the view of Waveland Park and Lake
. Michigan, as seen from the bay window in my apartment at the New
1 York—one taken in the winter, the other in the summer—mow sit on a
1 shelfin my condo.lhave them to remind me,not only of theview,butof that
3 place where [ lived for cight years, when [ was young and new to the city

4t and all the promise and excitement of Chicago lay outside my doox.
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