City Hall Eng a
New York City. So many things have been said about it, but there is only one which I really like. “New York, it can distroy you or fullfil you, depending a good deal on luck.” No-one should come to New York unless he is willing to be lucky, and I got lucky.

I had an apparment down town but home was City Hall. That’s where it all began. 

The day started out like a lot of other days with some ceremonial function. The Mayor of New York was giving the key of the City to the Govenor of Tokyo. 

.....tradition. He liked soup for breakfast, fish soup. When my Dad hearing of this offered to put it on the menu. But “No, no, no, no”  Mr Hyatoma said, who is a very gentle soul by the way, “No, it would be too much trouble.” 
My Dad replied, “’Too much trouble’ has no customers!”. 

The Mayor, and he was the best Mayor this City ever had, was my Boss, and I was his Deputy Mayor, his right hand man or his boy – depending on who was talking about me. 

But in Brookland, something else was going on that was gonna (going to) change everything.
