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were three cents then, and | took the trollay to
Coney Island. Onee 1 got there, of eourse, | didn't
know wihers to run first — which ride. The motor
sepobers or the Cyelone or the whip.

The hat dogs were only five cents — I mean,
I'm taliéng sbout Nathan's, u first-class hot dog.
And the Cyelone was only about seven cants, but
etill ¥ blow that 36 cents th & very short time,
And 35 cents was an immense amount of money
to me, T really felt my father was generous —
and he ws,

But the money was gone quickly, and soon I'd
be panhandling for the carfare to go back home.
But as soon as I got some more niekels or dimes
or pennies, I'd blow "em immediately on other
rides. Or maybe on one of those fromen custards
that cost & nickel, 1 still salivate thinking about
those frozen eustards. There was no such thing as
chalesteral in those days. And the cotion candy
— that was one of my dishes. Anything that's
sticky, that drips, that smells — that’s the dining
situation at Coney Tsland. Forget wine and table-
cloths and glassware.

NYWAY, I'd blow my carfure money,

sa T'd end up hitching on the back of

the trolley car back to Bensonhurat

Getting to Conay Island and leaving

there — it's all part of the mystiqua. 1
think of everybody ready to leave — tired, ex-
hausted, exhilarated — with prizes, with girl-
friends, whatever, It's a wonderful plsce to arrive
at, and it's 3 wonderful place to leave. If T eould
only communicate the exciternent 1 felt getting
off ihe subway or trolley car as it pulled into Co-
ney Island! There T was, with the whole world
uhead of me.

In the movie, Pinocchio looks meross and sees
eeasnre Teland,” and it's glittering and glowing.
He wants to go to that place! Well, that's how ['ve
fedt every time ['ve been to Coney Island, And I
still da.

Somehaw or other, money has nover been o
mujor objeet of desire in my life — but when it
came to Caney Island, it was, The idea of having
unlimited funds =0 | could spend all the time |
wanted tn Coney Islund on as many rides as |
wanted, eating as many goodies s [ wanted —
that certainly seemed like heaven to me. | had a
brother-in-law nemed Sid. He's dead now. But he
used to take me und his son to Conay Island. And
with Sid, money was no ohject

When [ was around 18, [ sturted raising money

out there by drawing portrats of people on the
hoardwulk for 156 cents. And that was one of my
wiya of supporting my Coney Island habit: [ also
warked in hot dog stands, and sceasionally 1
served beer on the boardualk. “Step right up!™

“On the beardwalk™ — Oh, what & ring that
has. That place, the boardwalk — just mentioning
it makes me want to go to Coney Istand today —
while I'm writing this.

I had an artistic bent right from the beginming,
[ was quite fous, and my family supported
my afforts. mother was Austrian-born, and
my father wus Russian-born, So I'm really first-
generation, and | can certainly relate to all the im-
migrants who have come to Coney [sland. There's
nhweys been one sthnic group or another ewger o
roost there — it was the Jews, it was the Italians,
it was the Russlans and the Irish, and now it's the
blacks and Hispanics.

[t was 1946 when [ began photographing Co-
ney [sland. When [ was about 13 or 14, there
was an obd-timer who'd pull me aside and say,
"Hay, lid, you shoulds seen it the way it nsed
Lo be™

I'mi sure that ine ts repeated to today's kids. But
when [ go there now, I see these kids, and [ lmow
that they're having just as wonderful & time a5 |

SiIRL ON THE CYCLONE
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| was ready fest one of ihese lods. Whan ihe roller cogster wen! hurtling down, 1'd show off by iwming arouad and
stancing up! 1 et stanef up and hoky my Laica in iroal of me. They thought | was crazy, Mow people ook &f i pichure
and say “Could that hawe basn my mather?™ “Coulf s have beén my nisce?™ I's everybody's famiy. [ used 1o jo
o the Cycine 3¢ olten s | could, bul i cost move than Me other nides — 10 cenis: | was 19, 50 [ coul alford & go on
# fice, maybe Mias imes in 3 row. Vep, pholography &5 greal in the heve and now, tul fnancaly # gidn T senve me
wedl i siif doasnt, really — exrenl for happiness. My father used 1o 53y, “You can'! eal 2 phalgraph, Marok. ™ He was
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{was 17, and | wad crooching on the
begel lpading my camera. ' just woend
tha lm o No. T, ang | looked up and
fhere dhis ouy was Affarwad, | was
stpeisag | fook Ane pisiore. I N had
dme i fiwnk abood i 1 might have beerr
indimidatad, | magit have wondend
wtiier g o ke . [ maan, Khase Mo
aran T reassenng. The scar on b
sivmach isn reassuring. I b
phiosaphy of Be & falioped on his
arm, ¥5 2 go0d distance rom mine. [im
mone of &7 oplimist, Buf ang-of my
strong poinds s hal | don T ihink when
I Eaking pieiures, | gon'T ose my
brain — just my gyes and my heat,
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dlid. Oh, thers are nres
that are decrepit. IUs
differant. It's boen aban-
doned by the middle
clivgs, T don't know —
was the middle ¢lass
gver roally therce? 1
didn't know what class
was when [was o kid.
And the trith is T still
don't

It's a shame that Co-
pey Island kn't betbor
cared for, It's a treasare
of this city. The multl-
prvdes do wol go bo the
Hamptons; they go 1o
Comey Tsland. It's a peo-
ple's plach. For just car-
e, and somatimes nol
even that, you can really
spend & glorious day on
tho beach, on the board-
walk Tt's just n wonder-
fis] place to be. And the
gty seems £o ba just let-
timg it 0.

When youi think of the
kinds of divisiona that
we hear sbout in the
city, and then you think
how this is & plece thit
brings evarybody fo-
gether — where people
of all different races and
rellgtons huve & wonder-
ful time — wall, it's &
shame to see it slip at all

I descoverad photog-
raphy when I was 15 in
1546 and my first subject was, of course, Goney
lsland. And what's great about the place is that it
il hangs ot there. That's the Book of Etiquette on
Caney Island — let it all hang out! People are kiss-
ing — and on the boardwalk, it's almest like Prris
They're cxting out; they're sereaming; thev're be-
injz heroic; thay're flirting; they're sptashing in the
water; they're falling askeep. And then they re eat-
Ing watermelons and hot dogs; they're dripping
wal: Lhey're seroaming some mare:

Coney [stand is & stage, and it's paradise for &
photographer, Wharever I'd look, I'd see n pic-
vare, And 1 hive never felt like an intruder, be-
eatige people are too basy having a wonderful
tire to be concerned shout 3 photographer. And
whet they did see me, 1 just became a part of
their party. They seemed to enjoy that T waa
even interested in photographing them. “Oh,
come on kid,” they'd yell. "You don't even have
flim in the camers.”

They say all photographers are voyeurs, and |
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This & somd-(uy on & g of
waakend iBave who't puf i i fim
chaing Work! War I and 'S ol
coasting now. He may have 3 bear bely,
hut he's iy perfact shape af Ml
mament, M5 pol more Sipat anoung
i Aiable in b gy fhan he's pol o
s @ { T dpve dhese e [aCes -— e
swieinass Mere. 5 wanderdy what
iove and atfraction can oo, There's
nobody Mere bod hem — 5o fEal nD
cockroaches, np KTORTOW

think it's true, | certainky
am — 1 leve ta loak. I
think thera's same voy-
gur knall ol us, and Coney
[sinnd ts one of those
plices whern iU e just
jook. Many pecple come
there to di just that — il
on the boardwalk or the
beach and look.

What do they see!
They see people living.
They see people &b in-
volved in what they're
doing that thavre un-
eoncerned, they're not
self-consclous. Thay're
just being themselves
nnd having a grand time.
Or sometimes they're
having i miserable time.
Sometimes they're just
batng lonely or being in
Lo,

(0 there I was,
clicking away,
and it was just
great. [ didn't
eomo with photo wssis-
tunts or all dressed up. |
wore what they were
wesring — a bathing

guit or shorts or what-
4 ever, and I was right

there with them. [ still
AT,

Za I've bean going
back to Coney Island every year — ususliy st
least once, 'm still very happy that 1 fell nto this,
because what 1 bave is a personn] history of this
place. It's my story, too, and it's quite unusual
I've been driven by love — bove of Coney [sland,
love of photography, Now ['ve ended up with
gomething beyord what [ was going after, which
with just making wonderful pictures of a place 1
laved, 1 wasn't thinking historically, but I've end-
ed up with & piece of history, personally exper-
eneed h:'.' me.

The tannel of love, the Cyclone, the motor
geooters, the whip, the Ferris wheell And the
parpchute jump — oh, the parachule jumpl 1 wish
it wore st thers, [t was s wonderful, Ocensional-
I, I'd remd in a Sunday paper about people getting
atuek on the parachute jump, about people whao
were stiek up there for maybe 30 minules or &
eouple of hours, und ['d think= Haow lacky! I'd wizh
I wers stuck. The jump was so quick — you'd get
to the top and then you'd float down. And [ wished
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SAILORS ON SUBWASY AT
CONEY ISLAND STATION
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| was poly 16, and fhe country was SOl under the SpES of Workd War i, 50 Mese SEorE werp
hanes fo me. During the war, | forged my bith certilcale and ried [o enksl m Me Ary — BXR e
Army didinT buy it My hig tvoiher, 17 years older Man |, was my herd, by was 4 the Army Al
Corps. | ghat fs in the evering, nien alf the Faing siopped & Coney lsand, and finse puys fed e
friad 2 real clay af ihe beach. | hopa ey e sl fat loose and henpy now, In i siafion, & Me
end of the day, everybock's ashausied, happy, drunk — ihey've afl been dhvouph Me mill i @ SpacY
vy | S feef mpecia’ aboul f DO

I could just stay up
there, get stuck like
those tucky peophi.
That was the only
problem — time went
too fast at Coney Island.
And it gois too fast be-
canse there's no tapor-
row and no yesterday,
just that one moment
— whether yot're on
the motar seocoter or
on the parnchute or ly-
ing on the beach with
pomecne you love., Or
Jjust splashing in the wa-
ter. You're in the mo-
mant, which i what life's all about — or =0 | hear.
Bo, in every picture I've taken, T'm in that mo-
ment. When I'm looking through that finder, I'm

- pictures are abdil
..I.:lnl_r"EE‘-" ISLAND Nemw that I'm loaking for a publisher for & beok
ET of my photographs, I hear some of them say:
1T =2 = T Maybe it's just a regional subject. Well, Caney 1s-
Logk & Mose protfy womeni Ong mo'e g resson | fovidl Covey Istand land i reglenal, but it's universal, too. There's &
i those days, | couwd have wiillen @ book caled "Gudl Withou! Ser. " My “Coney Island” in Cincinnati, there are Coney la-
ramera was 3 wly Ig legilimbse standing there and just looking. i Uhis lands all over the world. It rings a bell for every-
pictwe, [ profaciad ol oaly by my own camers, bul by ihe oifer guys body. There's always that "Coney leland of the
camara, fo0. | would fawe enjoyed taking Aés kind of pichres — peopia i P R Y R
st having fu, foeling happy and sy, pltures ke on 2 dare Bl | wes 10 gt S qand touches peopie from all over the
sevious 10 00 i — for me, I wes abways "Ar. " Listen, el lace £ & world. In Eurape, peopde talk about Coney Ieland
you brought iogether af the piciures ihis guy ook, tey i & mare with a nostalgie ring. They've never been there. it's
imporiand pizce in hisfory Man mine. He was in business wilh Ais awe o0 ltke Americans talking about Paris, whether
Shkeed Avenus I'm somy | never had him fske my poiure thev've been there or not. The quality is universal.
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Coney Island is a kid lost on the beach baing
Laken by some cops bo a paliee station and fed jce
Eream eones or cotton candy, And fimally, after he
SLops sereaming, having & wonderful Hme. Coney
Island is showing off, it's being exhausted, it's

sereaming, it's the grestest art there ia

TS people sitting an the stairs of the
boardwalk, wiplng awsy the sand and
getting dressed again. It's well-dressed
peaple on Sundays looking over the
boardwalk rail at people frolicking on the
beach. It's cotton candy, mustard dripping from
a hot dog, loud sounds, looking at pretty
giria .
I remember when [ was 11 or 12, |._i||~_-.lr|nE
sbout - girl nemed Sally. Ackerman, who =at in

the first row at school. 1 used to dream of
buying one of those Coney Island necklaces
with the gold-znd-tmitation pear] bracelets and
having i engraved "HF. LOVES ZA"

Just think, if they only had & Little Ferrls
wheel in an art gallery! When you think af all
the things that parnde as sculpture, it's not so
fantastie. Think of the merry-go-round horse or
the Cyclona! That's sculpture! And think of the
aoond, the organ muosic that comes from the
merry-go-roand, from the carousel,

Coney Island is a place where people have
an pdveniore that they probably can't have in
thair everyday lves. It's almost as though Co-
ney Islamd vwere the real truth abowt prople —
when they're not in the straitfeket of suits or
pretensions. When they're being the way they
should be b WEY ‘:h[\l_l,' Ly rljnll}' [sland 18
]Ir:'. ‘-1
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