Taking a Bite Out of the Big Apple

	I am a Broadway junkie.  I discovered this part of my personality in 2008 on a mission trip to Hoboken, New Jersey.  Our team of volunteers had a rare evening off and our leader, a cautious man named Bill, would not allow us to catch the train back to New York City to see a show.  We played dominoes instead. I was supremely disappointed. 
	Upon returning home from Hoboken I had a mission. I wanted to go back to New York City and I wanted to visit some theaters. My friend and I began saving our money.  
	Within a few months we had reservations at a hotel near Grand Central Station and tickets to see Angela Lansbury in A Little Night Music. After disembarking at JFK airport, our first stop was lunch at a mom-and-pop deli.  My Rueben sandwich was piled so high with pastrami that I had trouble getting it into my mouth.  I could only eat half. The coleslaw was tangy and tart.  We walked all through the city that day, burning off our lunchtime meal. That evening, on the way back from the Angela Lansbury play-which was lovely, by the way-I discovered an automat directly across from our hotel.  I got a slice of cheesecake to go; my friend got a black-and-white cookie.
	We enjoyed five days in New York City. We resolved to eat as many meals as possible at tiny, local restaurants.  We consumed pizza slices as big as a grown man’s hand. This pizza could be rolled up and eaten while walking around the city. The homemade pasta and storefronts full of rainbow-colored pastries beckoned us to Little Italy.  After a lunchtime meal of ziti, eggplant and garlic rolls, dinner was not necessary. One day we enjoyed soup from the Soup Nazi, a storefront made famous by the Seinfeld tv show. On our last evening, before attending The Phantom of the Opera, we discovered Juniors. With super-sized portions of turkey, meatloaf, roast beef, or sandwiches smothered in gravy, Juniors became a favorite. Plus, Juniors was located on 34th Street, very close to the theaters.
	Every night on our short walk back to the hotel I visited the automat and got my cheesecake slice to go. Cherry cheesecake, Snickers cheesecake with chocolate swirls, plain cheesecake: I sampled them all.  My friend finally decided to join me in ordering her own cheesecake slice. I have fond memories of us sitting in our hotel room recapping our day and eating that creamy, rich dessert.  Cheesecake in New York City is like heaven in a plastic clamshell box.  
	
	
	
