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Introduction

Stefan Nadelman

In 1956 my grandfather Murray Goldman acquired the lease for the Terminal Bar near New York’s Times Square. This was a dramatic career shift for him. For years he had run a dry-cleaning business in Queens. Back then the machines were so big they could only be housed in factories, so Murray would pick up the garments from businesses, bring them to a factory where he’d pay to have them cleaned, and then make his return deliveries. He was basically a dry-cleaning middleman. At the time, his brother-in-law Bernie and cousin Arnie ran a Manhattan bar called the Peppermint Lounge, and they encouraged him to get in the business, too. So he sold the dry-cleaning route and, with Bernie’s help, became the proprietor of the Terminal Bar.
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The Terminal’s liquor license from 1956
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Murray Goldman (left) at the Terminal Bar in the late 1950s
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Shelly behind the Terminal Bar
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The bar shot from the Port Authority

In the beginning it was a challenge to make the bar work. Murray was always short on money to keep it afloat. He was in constant fear of being shut down by the Department of Health or the Liquor Authority. But what he lacked in experience and business acumen, he made up for with his personality. He eventually got his finances under control, but he never had a surplus of funds. He and my grandmother lived in a modest apartment in Rego Park, Queens; owned an Oldsmobile; and went on plenty of complimentary cruises to the Caribbean funded by liquor companies promoting their products to bar owners. Over the years he became an important figure in the Times Square scene. People called him “The Godfather.”

The atmosphere, demographic, and name of the Terminal Bar were dictated by its location: directly across the street from the Port Authority Bus Terminal, on the southeast corner of Eighth Avenue and West Forty-First Street. This particular intersection was, and still is, a thriving hub where all strata of society converge. It provided an endless stream of one-off customers wandering in for a drink. During the day, these were the folks who worked in the area, on their way to their jobs or on their way home, while at night, the bar was populated by the regulars who mostly lived in the area. It was a mix of transient and neighborhood culture.

My grandfather not only loved the idea of owning a bar, he loved his customers. With his compassionate demeanor, he assumed a patriarchal role and earned the trust of all who patronized the Terminal. In doing so, he maintained an atmosphere of peace in the establishment, despite its reputation for being the roughest bar in town—a myth propagated by the press. The Terminal Bar was a community, not unlike every other semisuccessful bar. The only difference was that Murray’s son-in-law—my father, Sheldon Nadelman—began working there in 1972, with a camera to record the customers’ faces and a memory to recall their stories.

Growing up, I knew the Terminal Bar as the mythical place where my grandfather and father worked. Neither of them shared much detail about it, because a kid should generally be sheltered from bar culture. But when I was eight years old my dad brought me to the Terminal, and I remember being given a Boba Fett Star Wars figure by one of the customers. My father gave me permission to accept the gift, which I did with fervor.

My father also received gifts, as well as steals, from his customers over the years. He was a guy who’d take something off your hands for free, or for a price if it was worth it. Clothes, books, artwork, furniture, cameras—my father says he could have bought a watch every day. Practically every room in my house growing up contained an item procured from the bar. My grandfather’s Queens apartment was also fitted out with gifts given to him at the bar.

My childhood house might as well have been a gallery. Empty wall space was a foreign concept to my father, so he filled our small split-level colonial with art. In the beginning his own paintings on irregular pieces of wood hung on the walls, but as soon as his brushes and paint were set aside for his Pentax, photography became his medium of choice. Interspersed with his artwork and M. C. Escher prints were black-and-white portraits of faces belonging to strangers. I never gave those photographs much thought; they were just background, part of the landscape in which I grew up.
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The Nadelmans (left to right): me, Chuck, Rita, Shelly, Minna, Cary, and Michael
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Of the 2,600 photos my father took from 1973 to 1981, only 22 were self-portraits. That shows quite some restraint, given that nowadays many people take “selfies” on a daily basis.
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Me, in 1973

It was only after returning home from college that I saw this visual environment with fresh eyes and became interested in the vast, untapped collection of faces my father had photographed during his ten-year stint as a bartender at the Terminal Bar. The portraits he hung on the walls of our home were just the tip of the iceberg. I knew that thousands more were filed away in his binders of negatives, waiting to see the light again. I also knew that my father, disinterested in self-promotion, would never exhume this impressive archive voluntarily.

In 2000 I took it upon myself to digitize all of his black-and-white photographs, with the goal of producing a short film about the Terminal Bar. My intentions were twofold: I would premier my father’s work with the hope of rescuing him and his craft from obscurity while demonstrating my own skills as a filmmaker. I printed out a hefty stack containing thumbnails of more than 1,500 portraits and brought them to my father. I sat him down in the family room, fitted him with a microphone, hit record on a tripod-mounted camera, and dropped the printouts of his Terminal Bar pictures in front of him. I eventually extracted from these interviews the photo captions in this book—his recollections of what went on inside and outside the bar, as well as his memories of the patrons’ names and personalities.

It took two days to go through all the material. This was the first time he was seeing any but a small fraction of the photographs since he had developed the negatives twenty to thirty years earlier, and I could see his eyes light up as the memories came flooding back. It was as if he were back in the bar, and although he may not have liked the job all that much, he probably laughed and smiled more in those two sessions than he had in the past two years. As a by-product of this process, I was able to learn more about my father’s colorful past, and it was surprising to realize just how many stories he was able to unlock with the turn of each page.

Fresh from his honeymoon with my mom in 1969, my father, without any knowledge of or experience with cameras, had bought a Pentax (the camera he still uses today) for eighty-five dollars (in five-dollar weekly payments). My father’s friend Coochie (page 150), a coworker at the Village Squire clothing outfitters, had brought in a sack of these brand-new cameras that had “fallen off a truck.”

In 1971 he took commercial photography courses at the New York School of Photography, paid for by the GI Bill even though he’d served in the Army ten years prior. His only goal was to learn how to print eleven-by-fourteen-inch photos, because at the time he couldn’t afford to get them printed professionally at larger than four by five inches. So he learned how to make a print and bought an enlarger, despite not having enough space to use it in the minuscule apartment at 201 West Eleventh Street where he and my mother were living. He had the equipment—all he needed was the subject matter.

The following year, in October of 1972, I was born and he was faced with yet another mouth to feed (my brother, Cary, had been born in 1970), prompting him to accept a bartending position at his father-in-law Murray’s bar. Instigated by necessity and nepotism, the bartending gig was an odd fit with his passion for art and photography. Simply working the day shift as a bartender wasn’t enough for him, and he recognized an opportunity to ply his craft while tending bar. So he turned his camera on his customers. He told himself that by the age of fifty he’d have enough material for some kind of gallery show.

My father looked at all new customers as potential portraits. When they walked in he would size them up, imagining them as sixteen-by-twenty-inch prints, and if they met all the necessary criteria, he’d ask if he could take their picture. Most of the patrons were happy to receive the attention, and his consistency over the years led to some of the customers paying five dollars for an eight-by-ten print of themselves. Shelly would hang up some of the prints behind the bar and rotate the subjects weekly to further promote his side enterprise.

But some of the customers refused to be photographed. My father claims he can still see their faces, as if his brain managed to snap the photographs his camera was denied. My father says, “You can’t have everything. But 99 percent ain’t bad.”

After a few years at the bar my parents saved enough money to put a down payment on their first house, in East Brunswick, New Jersey, a town thirty-five miles south of the city. They were the first generation since their ancestors emigrated from Europe to leave the urban environment for a suburban one. With this change came a giant backyard, a whole lot of wall space, and a basement to accommodate Shelly’s enlarger.

Unlike photographers in our current digital era, my father was insanely conservative when it came to snapping pictures. He gave careful thought before committing to taking a photograph. So it would take weeks, sometimes months, for him to finish a roll of twenty-four or thirty-six shots. But when he did, he’d convert our basement to a darkroom, where he’d remove the film from his camera in pitch darkness, spool it in a reel, and insert it into a canister. These were scary times for me. My father had a short temper, and anyone who’s developed film knows how precarious this process can be: one wrong move and your entire roll of film can be irretrievably lost. So it wasn’t uncommon to hear my father down in the basement cursing and shouting in the dark, as he tried to blindly develop his film.

Although he was methodical, discerning, and consistent in choosing his shots, after a decade of this practice, his piecemeal efforts added up to an impressive volume of cultural and visual history of a New York that no longer exists.

Murray closed shop on January 8, 1982, because he couldn’t afford the increased rent while the bar’s income was trending downward. My father saw the end coming; this is evident in his photographs from 1981, when he focused more on the bar’s exterior and its unusual aspects, which he’d previously ignored. The bar was replaced by several businesses, until the entire block was leveled and replaced by the New York Times headquarters.
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My father’s records of the customers who bought eight-by-ten portraits of themselves
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Afterward, my father opened a bar called Shelly’s New York in South River, New Jersey, a few minutes from our house. He continued his tradition of shooting portraits of the patrons, but the bar only lasted two years, as business wasn’t flowing. Disenchanted with the venture, my father took a job as a print operator at a professional photo lab whose clients were primarily wedding photographers. This was the second act of his photography career. In between legitimate print runs for clients, he brazenly printed out his own color sixteen-by-twenties, eleven-by-fourteens, eight-by-tens, four-by-fives, and wallet-sizes. He did it for the entire twenty years he worked there, up until the day the lab burned down.

In 2003 I finally completed my first film, a twenty-two-minute documentary about my father’s work at the bar. The Terminal Bar was accepted into the Sundance Film Festival, and my parents and I flew to Park City to enjoy the fruits of our labor. My film was well received, and my parents flew back to New Jersey after the last screening, while I stayed to attend the awards ceremony. My dad’s parting words were, “You’ve not only made my day, you’ve made my life.” My father is generally conservative with his feelings, so when I accepted the jury prize in the short film category, I nervously quoted him in my speech.

True to his reclusive disposition, my father rarely returned to the city after the Terminal Bar closed and never kept anyone’s contact information. However, the most random and serendipitous circumstances led him to run into two former patrons. In the Nineties he and my mother were stuck in traffic, waiting to enter the Holland Tunnel toward New Jersey, when one of his old customers recognized him from afar. He was washing windows and locked eyes with my father, raised his squeegee hand, and shouted, “Shelly!” The only thing he asked was how Murray was doing. Then, in 2003, my father was heading downtown to do an interview with Leonard Lopate about the Terminal Bar film when he caught sight of Tex (page 75), who was working as a shoeshine.

Ten years after Sundance, my parents have decided to move out of their suburban Shangri-la off Exit 9 in central Jersey to the manicured retirement communities an hour south. My father protested for a couple of years, and the only argument that worked to sell him on the idea was that he needed more wall space.

Had my father not been into photography, he probably never would’ve survived the Terminal Bar. (He might not have quit drinking and smoking, either.) Taking photos was his way of making the best of his situation. I’ve asked him several times why he did what he did—why he decided to take his camera to work every day and the point of it. I’ve heard a variety of answers, and I believe he’s not quite sure what compelled him. He recognized an opportunity to capture a moment in time, a world not many people had the chance to experience. I think he knew these people were unique, striking, and beautiful but otherwise forgotten by the world outside this watering hole. Perhaps he wanted to be their voice, their record keeper. Or maybe the job was so easy he needed something else to pass the time. At one point he simply stated, “I just wanted to put it on paper and let the world decide.” At another point he said he did it for stardom. Regardless, he did it slow and steady, and forty years later these pictures have finally graduated from the archives of my childhood home to the pages of this book.


Family

My parents, Rita and Shelly, with my brother, Cary (left), and me (right) in our 201 West Eleventh Street apartment
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The Nadelmans

My father grew up on the Lower East Side at 27 East Third Street. His mother, Minna, had two other sons after my father, Michael and Chuck.
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Self-portrait
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My father’s childhood apartment (third floor, right side)
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Chuck Nadelman holding me
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Minna Nadelman
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Michael Nadelman

The Goldmans

My mother was born Rita Goldman, and she went to high school with my uncle Chuck in Forest Hills. She worked at the same dry-cleaning store as Minna Nadelman and was friends with my uncle Mikey when he worked at the Village Squire clothiers. It was only a matter of time before she and my father would enter a courtship.
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A tattered photo of my grandparents that Murray kept in his wallet
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Blowing out candles on my seventh birthday as my grandfather and mother watch

My maternal grandparents, Murray and Florence Goldman, lived in Rego Park, Queens, in a high-rise apartment complex across the street from my uncle Chuck. Their proximity was coincidental, but convenient nonetheless.
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My mother and me

For the first three years of my life we lived in a tiny apartment on Eleventh Street and Seventh Avenue. My uncle Mikey (below) also lived in the same building. I don’t have any memories of living there, but I remember the building from when we’d visit my uncle there in the years after we moved.
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In 1976 my parents, both lifelong city dwellers, moved us thirty-five miles away to the New Jersey suburbs. The house-shaped cake (below) indicates some kind of housewarming celebration in conjunction with my brother’s birthday.
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Cary (second from left) and me (far right), posing with new friends in our spacious new backyard
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Me, at Lake George
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Me, at an age where being photographed on the toilet was still acceptable
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I’m sporting an East Brunswick baseball cap
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Murray standing outside the bar

Murray Goldman

Murray Goldman bought the Terminal Bar in 1956 and worked the day shift until it closed, in 1981. Everybody loved Murray. He was a sympathetic soul, and he loaned so much money and received so many bounced checks in return, you could paper the walls of the bar with them. He drank Johnnie Walker Red on the rocks.
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My father told me Murray used to get his hairdo done every Friday, and they’d give him a manicure and poof his hair up so it looked like eight inches of snow on his head.
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Murray mowing the Nadelmans’ backyard
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Terminal Bar

The captions and text on the following pages were taken from interviews conducted with my father as we perused his collection of more than 2,600 photographs that he shot between 1973 and 1981.

Stefan Nadelman
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The front window display of the Terminal Bar with bartender Jersey looking out
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A passerby inspired by the front window’s boxing theme
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The Terminal bedecked with Christmas decor

I was a daytime bartender, and I would open the bar up. The stools would be up from the night before, but the floor would be littered with cigarettes for the porter to mop up before opening. I’d have my cup of tea and eat a roll from next door and watch all the people going to work.
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1972

I’d been working at the bar for maybe three months when I decided to take my camera, along with the lunch my wife packed for me.
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1973

There was a fluorescent light in the front corner of the bar that was placed there to make it look like, you know, a “nice bar.” It had glass rods to diffuse the light, and that became my studio. I discovered that this was a good spot to shoot.
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1974

You also had the light coming from the outside, which kept changing because I was shooting with available light. So sometimes it was dark, sometimes the sun was out. But that’s where I started shooting all my head shots, right in the corner there.
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1975

I shot people here and there and had contact sheets made at a lab on Sixth Avenue just off Fourteenth Street.

My film was 400, so I was shooting fast film. I knew from the photography classes I took that if you wanted to shoot indoors, then buy Kodak Tri-X 400 film and put your camera setting on 1600 and shoot. But when you have the film developed, tell them the film was 1600 and to develop it using Acufine, which was a chemical that was used in the process.

The other important lesson I learned in school was that the needle on the light meter needed to be a touch above the center. As long as the camera was doing that and I was focused in, I got a print.

The rest of what the school was teaching? Garbage. All I wanted to know was how to make a print.


[image: image]




[image: image]



1976
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1977
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1978
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1979
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1980
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1981
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Recurring Customers

All of a sudden somebody’s picture would pop into my mind, and I’d say, “Gee, I haven’t seen that person in a long time.” The next day that person would show up.And it happened quite often at the bar because there were so many faces from all the pictures that I took.
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The Regulars
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Paul

Paul gave me a wood inlay picture as a gift. He drank rum and Coke. Paul owned a brownstone in Harlem. At the beginning he was leaving me five-dollar tips.
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Paul’s wife

The Entertainer
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Princess

Princess (below, left) and his two brothers (bottom) were all beer drinkers.
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Larry

Larry lived on the Lower East Side. He drank beer.
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Bill
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Sandy and Bill

Joe

Strictly twenty-five cent beer
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Duchess

Drank rum and Coke
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Jack
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Jack (front). Behind, Van embraces Paul.
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Sissy

She drank rum and Coke.
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With Chuck Nadelman (above)
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With Murray Goldman (above)


[image: image]



Sandy

Sandy was an elevator operator around the corner. He drank rum and Coke, screwdrivers, and sometimes beer.
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In front of the subway, on Forty-First
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Sandy’s son
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Sandy and Tommy
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Sandy’s partner, Tommy. He drank screwdrivers.
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Sandy with a “chicken”
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Sandy and son
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The Greek

The Greek drank Budweiser. He showed up, and then he disappeared.
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Malo
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Malo’s lover
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Malo’s brother

Joe
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Raymond

Drank beer
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Jimmy

Drank beer


[image: image]



Gypsy

He was a bartender, but not at the Terminal.
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Shep
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Jean
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Jerry

He was a nurse. He drank beer.
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Blood
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Melvin
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Tex
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Dottie

She was a Midtown bartender.
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Van
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Bobby and Van
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Van and son


[image: image]



Sissy and Van
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Paul and Van
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Van and Arthur (above) were chefs. Van drank Hennessy.
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Paul and Van
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“Ruth Brown”

Drank beer
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Posing by the flier (left) promoting her upcoming performance at the Terminal Bar
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Jimmy

Jimmy was a regular. He loved Murray, and he liked me, too. He was a cook. He drank Canadian Club out of a special little glass. He drank it straight with a little water chaser.


[image: image]



George
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George (left) and his brothers

Blau

Blau was one of the bartender buddies of Adam (page 136).
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Michael
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Brooklyn

Brooklyn was a nurse. He drank beer.
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David

He was a guard at the Metropolitan Museum, and he got us advance tickets so we didn’t have to wait on line for the King Tut exhibit. He was also a part-time opera singer. Nice guy, really nice. He also drank beer.
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John
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John on a pile of trash during the garbage strike in New York. In the background: the new Port Authority.
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This guy used to be a cop.
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This is the cigarette guy. He used to come in once a week to fill the cigarette machine.
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He was a Mohawk Indian from upstate New York, on his way to a meeting somewhere.
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Murray used to borrow money from him. He used to come in every Friday to collect. He never drank.
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He worked in the garment center and supplied his customers with plastic coverings, hangers, and all of that. He drank beer.
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He was a bus driver, and he used to come in and use the john every day.
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He worked as an elevator repairman in the Chrysler Building. He invited me up to the top floor, and I took pictures that day of the Twin Towers (below).
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Leon

Leon was a school-teacher in Brooklyn. He came from North Carolina.
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From left to right: Sandy, Leon, David, and Melvin
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Leon’s friend

Jack

Jack was a retired waiter. He was eighty-something then and was always coming in to have his two or three shots with a beer at the beginning of every month (when he’d get his check, I guess). He was a wise guy, such a New Yorker.
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Kimberly

He gave me some watercolors of butterflies, which I have hanging at home. He looked like he jumped right out of a Hollywood set. He drank beer.
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Richard

He worked for the Department of Health, and they sent him to Nepal. He brought me back a papier-mâché-type mask. He also drank beer.
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Charlie

He once told me that these pictures of him were going to be valuable because he was going to do something. Every time he came in, he drank something else.
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He was working as a cheese truck driver, delivering up to six thousand dollars a week worth of cheese to Ray’s Pizza.
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Eddie and son
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Eddie parked cars and was one of my first customers.
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He sold me baseball gloves for two and three dollars each. He drank beer.
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He used to come in when he got his check every month. He drank Heinekens.
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He came from a real rough family.
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He used to come in on Saturday mornings. He drank shots.
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Piano player
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Tailor


[image: image]



These guys worked at the liquor store next door.
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Window washer with wife and children
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Bartender at the Exchange
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Social worker
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Beer salesman
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New York Times proofreader
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Cleaned the beer lines
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Nurse
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Uptown bartender
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He didn’t work for TWA.
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Dispatcher
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Bus driver
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Auto transporter
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Truck delivery
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Elevator repairman
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Liquor salesman
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Bobby / parked cars
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Cookie
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Steve
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Jackie
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Bobby / Limo driver
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Bill
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Randy
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Liquor salesman
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Parked cars
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Bouncer
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Nurse / drank rye
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Exterminator
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Liquor salesman
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Gene / bartender next door at the Exchange


Old-Timers

The old-timers you see in these pictures were the last vestige of what the bar used to be, when it attracted the old-school Irish-pub crowd. Even though the clientele had shifted to a more gay culture after Stonewall in 1969, these remnants of the old days were either oblivious to the change or didn’t care.
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He was a numbers guy, a bookmaker from the old group of customers.
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He played in the card games upstairs, and he wanted me to let him run up a tab. I said, “I’ll let you run up a tab if you let me take your picture.”
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He came in for a while to drink his beers. He never wanted his picture taken but eventually gave in.
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Julius was ninety-six years old and would come in for a twenty-five-cent beer. One day he came in and asked for a Coke. He said his doctor told him to stop drinking beer.
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They used to drink their twenty-five-cent suds.
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He was just a nice old guy. He used to come in and sit by Murray.
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He was Joe DiMaggio’s barber when he was playing for the Yankees. He worked at the Plaza Hotel.
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He was an old-timer, one of Murray’s regulars. He drank beer.
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He used to come in when he got his check, looking for some girls.

Rodriguez

Rodriguez was Murray’s buddy. They used to play the horses all the time. He retired, got his pension, and came to the bar with some documents. One was a certificate, the other was a photograph of him receiving the certificate for his retirement from the Merchant Marines. He told me, “I want you to have this, I want you to take care of these for me.”
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Rodriguez and Murray
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Unless he was sick, Rodriguez was there every day. He drank rum and Coke.
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Young Rodriguez
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The New Wave
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Murray serves ’em up.

Before Stonewall, the cops used to come in and shake you down if anyone in the place was gay. After Stonewall, the new wave was gay. So if you want to stay in business, you go with the flow. Once Murray got used to this fact, he accepted it, because he loved the place itself. This bar was the Taj Mahal to him, regardless of whatever was happening.
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He used to come in on Saturdays, and the more he drank, the more lipstick he put on. He drank beer.
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Every time he came in he had another hairdo. I bought one of his Pentax cameras from him: fifty dollars and a telephoto lens. He was also a beer drinker.
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He was Gulden’s Mustard’s accountant. He said he knew the recipe for Gulden’s Mustard, but.
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He was a sergeant in the Reserves somewhere. He drank beer, Budweiser.
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Tex was a beer drinker. He came in one day with twenty dollars’ worth of silver quarters. You could get three dollars apiece for a quarter then. Silver was hot for a couple of years. So I asked, “How much do you want?” He said, “Gimme twenty dollars.” Face value. I said, “You know they’re worth more than that. All you gotta do is go up to Forty-Sixth Street.” He said, “No, gimme twenty dollars.” They’re still rolled up downstairs in my basement.
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He would show up and be around for a couple of days, disappear, and come back three to four months later with a different outfit, a different look.
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Every Saturday he used to come in the bar in drag. He drank beer.
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He had one blue eye and one brown eye. The day this photo was shot he came out of the penitentiary.
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Mailman


One-Shot Opportunities

If somebody came in the bar, and I knew they were just passing through, and they were interesting, I would approach them right there and then, knowing that I wouldn’t see them again.
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Bartenders
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Shelly Nadelman
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This is me doing my chemistry thing. I would take Gordon’s Gin, which was eighty-six proof, and replace it with a clear, cheaper eighty-six proof. I did it with gin, Scotch, and cognac. Rye whiskey was the easiest. Nobody ever knew the difference.

Ricque

That’s Ricque, the night bartender.
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Ricque’s wife

Pat

He was a real nice guy. He was there from the beginning to the end. I used to go see him every Monday on my day off in the early Seventies. He also worked as a bartender on Sixth Avenue in the Village. He was a horse player, drank Scotch, came from a good family, and was a good tipper.
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Jersey
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Jersey’s roommate
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Jersey’s son
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Jersey used to be a prizefighter, so when he came back to work at the Terminal, he must have been responsible for hanging these boxing posters on the walls and in the front window.

Jay
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Ricque and Jay

Adam
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Warren

He was an old customer, and then he became one of the bartenders. He had an apartment on the East Side. He drank Scotch.
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Roy

Nice guy. He was from the old school. He lived on Eleventh Street near Hudson. I have some mementos his daughter carved from ivory.
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Irving

Good guy. He was dependable, and that was good, because he relieved my shift, and Irving was always on time.
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Dennis
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Mike

Mike was a bouncer at the bar, and then he became a bartender there. He was six feet four, and he knew all that karate stuff.
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Roy bartends while John (far back, left) relaxes.
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John
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Paul
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Oliver
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Nighttime bartender. His wife was my son Stefan’s nurse when he was born.


[image: image]



Old-school bartender
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Old-school bartender
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Lasted two years
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Paul was a bartender. He couldn’t make it. You’ve got be a special person to handle that scene at night.
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The Terminal’s only female bartender


[image: image]




Porters
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Douglas
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Joe

Joe was married and used to bring his kids in on the weekends. He drank beer.
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Joe’s son
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Murray sent this porter to the bank to deposit money. He never returned.
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Joe taking a break before opening time

The porter at the bar was the first one there in the morning. He’d sweep and mop the place, clean the bathrooms, and bring up the beer from the basement and stack it.
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Mexico
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Lefty

Lefty drank beer.
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Coochie

He sold me my first Pentax cameras, which got me started in photography. He only worked the Terminal for a year and then opened up his own dry-cleaning and tailoring shop on Ninth Street in the Village.
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Bobby

Originally, Bobby was a short-order cook on Thirty-Fourth Street in one of those restaurants where you walk by the window and see somebody cooking.


[image: image]




[image: image]




[image: image]



Above: Bobby’s brother

Harry

He was our fix-it man at the bar. He had one leg and was diabetic, but it didn’t slow him down. He drank everything.
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Harry and Bobby


The Concession
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The concession counter during the Chinese-food phase

There was a food counter situated inside the bar, directly opposite me, which Murray rented out. It had a kitchen and its own set of stools. When I got there it was Chinese cuisine, and they had the kitchen in the basement, which was illegal. One-hundred-pound bags of rice and two huge woks. Amazing. They made the best egg rolls I ever tasted.
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When I originally got there the Board of Health came in, and what you usually did when they came in with a single inspector is pay them off and they’d go away. But I don’t know who was in office at that point, and I guess somebody decided they were going to crack down, so they came in with a task force. So now, from one guy you got six guys. You got one looking at pipes, one looking at wires, and one looking under here, and one looking down there, and an engineer. Well, they didn’t stop writing. They might still be there writing. They closed the place for ten days.
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Sissy and company
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The Japanese-food phase
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The Italian-food phase

Over the years you could buy Thai, Japanese, Korean, Chinese, or Italian food at the concession.
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Kim (left) during the Korean-food phase
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Kim
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Tom
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The Garbage Can

I started taking pictures of the garbage can in the late Seventies, after the newsstand outside the front door of the bar was taken away. Its absence opened up a clear view of the garbage can, so here was this new venue for me. I used a telephoto lens and stood in the same spot behind the bar to shoot the entire series.
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Paul (right)
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Sissy
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Lefty
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Mexico
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Candy
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The Place to Be
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Jersey poses with a variety of the bar’s regulars.
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Sandy (left) listens as Paul (middle) reads a postcard to Van (right)
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The last register tape from the Terminal Bar’s final day of operation, on January 8, 1982

With thanks to
Rita Nadelman
Cary Nadelman
Danny Goldman


In 1972 Sheldon Nadelman began a ten-year run bartending at one of New York City’s most notorious dives: the long-since-demolished Terminal Bar, located across the street from the Port Authority Bus Terminal. A gifted photographer, Nadelman shot thousands of black-and-white images, mostly portraits of the bar’s customers. These eclectic denizens of 1970s Times Square—neighborhood regulars, drag queens, old-timers, thrill-seeking tourists, midtown office workers—all found a welcome at the Terminal Bar. Nadelman’s extraordinary collection of images remained unseen for twenty years, until rediscovered by his son Stefan. Featuring more than a thousand photographs accompanied by reminiscences in Nadelman’s inimitable voice, Terminal Bar brings back to life a raucous chapter of the city that never sleeps and likes its whiskey neat.
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