
Name: Your Name Here

My name is Phil Sinclair. I play alto 
sax. We just finished a gig at City Hall 
and it ran way too late.

I thought I’d save a few bucks on cab 
fare and take the Lexington Avenue 
subway. I didn’t realize it then, but that was not my decision.

In some strange way, the subway was calling me.

An express came and 
went. I needed to get 
off at 23rd Street, a 
local station. 

It’s funny how 
these stations can feel 

completely different when 
they’re deserted at 

night. 

If you listen 
real hard it almost sounds 

like an old-fashioned jazz band 
playing somewhere in the 

bowels of the system. 1
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That express train left in its wake a feeling of 
desolation. I could have sworn the place got 
colder.

A deep foreboding came over me that was 
finally broken by the hopeful sound of another 
train arriving. 

This local was an antique from the past. 
I had seen these cars at the transit museum.

Maybe it was some kind of last minute substitute. 
In any case, it looked like it would get me as 
far as 23rd Street.

Maybe this 
will be the local come 
to take me out of this 

lonely place.

At least I didn’t 
have to fight for a seat. 

It was a strange feeling old car, 
with a smell of the past I found 

oddly pleasing.



As the train pulled away he was jabbering something about ‘Johnny.’ 

Name: Your Name Here

3

I was expecting the first local stop to be Canal Street, 
but it came too quick. 

I got up to take a closer look at what my 
eyes were telling me but my brain couldn’t 
accept. 

Just as I stood in the open doorway the other guy on 
the train pushed me out onto the platform! 

That 
used to be 

the next stop, 
but the Worth 
Street station 
was abandoned 

decades ago. but 
this station 
seems clean 
and bright. 



I couldn’t see a street 
exit so I just kept 
walking.

I hadn’t noticed this passageway. Since 
there was no other exit I thought I might 
as well check it out.

The only shuttle I knew of in Manhattan 
is the one between Grand Central and 
Times Square. 
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Then the train 
was gone, and 
my sax with it…

…but, no, my sax was 
right there with me. 
I know I didn’t 
carry it there. 

This was getting weirder by the minute. 

I hear 
another 

train coming. I 
am looking 

forward to getting 
out of this 

station from the 
Twilight 

Zone

Its an 
express. I need a local, 
preferably something 

built after 1940.

I can’t wait for the 
next nostalgia run; that could 

be next year. I have to get out of 
here and catch a cab.



Well I didn’t know what was happening, but thought I 
might as well play along. I didn’t seem to have any other choice.
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I came to a room that looked more like the ladies restroom at some fancy San Francisco restaurant… 

except for this big hole in the wall. It was the old Beach tube line! 

I remembered reading about it. The name of the guy who 
invented it was Beach. It was an early attempt at a subway in 
New York, maybe back in the 1870’s, using compressed air to 
push a cylinder-like car several blocks under the city. 

I knew one end of the line was 
somewhere in this part of town, but 
thought it had been abandoned and 
lost over a hundred years ago.



I must have dozed off 
and had The most fantastic 

dream. But it was far too real to 
be a dream!
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I was in the Times Square shuttle 
station, but it looked very different.
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It left me feeling entirely different, 
as if I had entered another world.

It came to what seemed to be the end of 
the line.  I got out hoping a street exit 
might be at this end.

An old fashioned escalator was in operation, saving 
me a big climb.

I have no 
idea where 

this will take 
me.



I turned a corner and came upon some New Year’s revelers, and could hear a jazz band playing not 
far away. I decided to follow the music.
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Astor Hotel, a Times 
Square landmark… 

only the old Astor was torn down back in 
the sixties. 

But I felt that’s 
where I was 
supposed to go.

I knew the site of the old Astor was 
recently redeveloped as an office 
building called One Astor Plaza, but 
this looked more like the old hotel. 

Maybe I can 
use the elevator…

Maybe 
not!
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Some of these people looked like they’ve been here a long time.

He looked familiar…



I felt oddly comfortable in a place like this, 
as if I really belonged here. As a matter 
of fact, I think I have always been here.
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But I 
felt that’s 
where I was 
supposed to 

go.

But I 
felt that’s 
where I was 
supposed to 

go.

Where 
have you 

been Phil? 
We’ve been 
waiting for 

you.
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