
 
 

STORM / SURGE:  A Sandy Diary 
By Audax 

 
 

On the Upper East Side an eerie calm descended early on 
Monday, October 29th, the day that Hurricane Sandy hit.  Kids 
abandoned their games on the Asphalt Green, and a bit after 4 PM the 
wind began to rise off the East River and rattle the windows (several in 
building lobbies on York Avenue broke altogether).  Nonetheless, life 
went on a little and friends came to supper.  The great storm broke over 
us a couple of hours later, our dinner guests were rescued by friends 
evacuating downtown, and in the long night that followed, leaves, 
branches, then trees, lights, gas lines and even buildings began to break 
apart.  There was flooding at York and 92nd Street and elsewhere 
nearby, but nothing compared to the devastation downtown and in the 
outer boroughs. 

 
Nonetheless, the streets above 39th Street were mostly navigable 

by late the next morning; people from downtown streamed up by the 
thousands, filled the midtown streets and took shelter in hotels or with 
family and friends.  By Wednesday some buses were running free of 
charge and filled to the brim. It was then that the scale of the 
catastrophe and the longevity of its effects began to become apparent. 

 
Not until Friday it was that we got out to the South Shore of Long 

Island to our little summer community, navigating without traffic lights, 
trees down everywhere, and entered a dystopian hell.  Houses had 
flooded up to six feet, many now suitable only for tearing down. 
 Hundreds of cars were ruined.  Docks and boats had washed up on 



neighbors’ lawns.  On a local golf course a worker or two raked 
patiently away at the accumulated debris washed up from the marsh, 
looking for all the world like escapees from a Thomas Hardy novel. 
Indeed, over a cold lunch in front of a roaring fire longtime neighbors 
spoke stoically of it being like living back in the 19th century again, 
houses dank and without heat or hot water for the foreseeable future.  It 
made for a melancholy journey and, despite our damage being 
comparatively slight, we left filled with pity for dear friends and 
concerns about the future. 

 
Safely back in town we watched the news.  President Obama had 

crept back ahead in the polls, though somehow the election seemed 
unimportant now.  After a week of eating at home we decided on a 
change of scene.  Everyone else had the same idea, the streets of the 
Upper East Side were filled with people happy to be out, and 
restaurants were packed.  Finally, we fell into Girasole, and Zoran 
embraced us.  “I remember your 40th birthday party in the private room 
upstairs,” he exclaimed (a good memory for an occasion more than two 
decades ago), “Of course I have a table for you.”  He gave us a good 
one on the wall, where soon we were joined by J.B. and Janie Harrison 
on one side and many friendly and funny diners on the other as the 
restaurant took on a festive air.  Back outside for the trek home we ran 
into other friends and a radiant woman ran by crying out, “I can finally 
go home now and shower, but I’m so caffeinated I have to jog first.”  It 
was one of those nights. 

 
Saturday morning we walked through the autumnal glory of the 

Conservancy Gardens, the still blooming flower beds and paths 
miraculously cleared of debris by the hardworking Park staff, and had 
lunch seated next to my fellow Cantab, Elizabeth Stribling, at the 
peerless Paolas.  Then, on Sunday, we betook ourselves to church in a 
remarkably crowded congregation, prayed for our friends and all of 
Sandy’s victims, and gave thanks for our many blessings.  And we 
knew then that, while there had been some despondent days behind us 
and would no doubt be more ahead, New York would come back, as 
it always has, and always will. 


