Ehe New York Bimes

il me with enthusiasm.
-~ Itried to repress such neg-

' flattery of friends helped. “I

TJack’s such a stick-in-the
“omud,” one said with a sigh.

" Could  admit that my imagi-
;‘nation might be mud-bound
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Upstairs, bawnstairs, Upstairs

Some Are Bornto Live in a Brownstone; Some Just Endure It

By JOHANNA GARFIELD

VEN before we moved from
our cozy, albeit crowded,
apartment into our brown-
’ stone, 1 had my doubts, I
remember distinctly that moment

. when, flanked by our three young
- ~ehildren, T looked up, up, up through

-the opening in our semicircular

“staircase-to-be, and  imagined
- putting them to bed on the fourth

= floor after a day of sibling squabbles
“and mashed potatoes on the kitchen
“Hioor. The prospect did not

‘Tative thoughts. The seothing

‘always wanted one, but
-“He has mno imagination.”

‘too? Or that it ran toward

as there are city people and contry
people, peaple whe eat 1o live and the
other kind (I'm one), there are
brownstoners {my husband and Mrs.
Crawford) and apariment-ites {me).
The differences are onmisiakable:
® Brownstoners are well-organ-
ized, have good memories and never
leave their glasses or the plumber’s
unlisted number three flights up,

@ They head straight for the stair-
case in mumseums or similar huge
edifices, while apartment-ites era-
venly sneak off to find the escalator.

® Possessed of high energy levels

ing in a rerun of “Upstairs Down.
stairs.” By confrast, misplaced
apartment-ites fume at their mate as
they check the roast. They later in-
voke happy memories of the apart-
ment, when guests, children and dog
were all within earshot.

& Brownstoners resenied waiting
for the elevalor in the apartment
house and having to converse with
neighbors when it came, They were
uncomfortable exchanging pleasant-
ries with the doorman. Apariment-
ites consider these two of the nicer
aspects of apartment Hving.

® Because they have re-
nounced such chatty guard-
ians of their safety as door-
men, brownstoners willingly
plinge a small fortune into
alarm systems and gates.
These make any depariure
OF return about as easy as
visiting a relative at Sing-
Sing. But since brownstoners
basically regard themselves
as pioneers defending their
homesteads, they are un-

. - depressing visions of hauling

*-lavodry up staircases in-
stead of holding gracious soj-

“- rbes?

* . Besides, other peopie lived

troubled by the inconven-
ience and revel in discussing
the merits of such systems
with others of their kind, Nor

- "in brownstones quite happi-

-.in our house, and they all
survived, apparently un-

-1y, I told myself, The former
owners let's call themn Mr,
and Mis, Dudley Crawford,
ralsed their three children

scathed. More important,
_.my hushand loved the idea.
- “All that space,” he mar-

““veled. “It can’t he matched

“at the price” 1 didn’t remind him
“;fhat “all that space” was mosily
U vertical. “Let's just try it for six

“imonths,” he persisted. “If you don’t
- ke it, we'll move.”

* . Again I tried to squelch my doubts.
. But the next time I saw Mrs. Craw-
.-ford, a dauniing member of the Es-
. tablishment if ever I saw ome, I
couldw’t contain  my misgivings.
Awkwardly, bluried, “But what
; about the stairs?”

She looked at me uncomprehend-

“.ingly and said, with just a touch of
" contempt, “‘Well, what about the
- stairs?”

-~ That is when 1 had my epiphany:
. 8hé and I were different breeds. Just

Johanna Garfieid, the author of
~ two hooks, lives in Carnegie Hill.

and moral tone, brownstoners jog
daily or bicycle o work. They never
take a cab in a light drizzle.

® Brownsioners often had too
much togetherness as children, so
fragmented multistory living sasis-
fies their craving for privacy. Apart-
ment-ites nsually grew up in large
houses fearing the dark in jonely
bedrooms. Their ideal home is a Joft,
with rooms created only by sliding
walls, or betler yet, no walls. Mistak-
enly ledged in brownstenes, they fan-
tasize about squashing their abodes
like pancakes beneath a spatula.

@ Since they enjoy solitude, brown-
stoners don’t mind fussing over din-
ner in the kitchen while their guests
and mate malke merry a floor ahove.
They don’t suffer, at such times,
from the delusion that they’re piay-

dees looking at their garden
through heavy metal bars di-
minish their enjoyment of its
beauties. Apartment-ites
find the gates claustropho-
bic, cannot master the alarm
and felt safer in the apart-
ment anyway.

® An exception to brawn-

Ninsctn  Stoners’ loner characteris-

tics is the patience they dis-
play in dealing with the never-ending
stream of repairmen necessitated by
their antique dwellings. Apartment-
ites prefer to call the super.

So think carefully before yon and
your mate succumb te a brows-
stone’s nostalgic allure. Yon ave in
tronble if you discover too late that
rejther of you possesses the hrown-
staper gene. But you may be headed
straight for divorce court if one does
and the other doesn’t,

Not us yet, although that six-month
trial period somehow extended to
three decades. But “mixed mar-
riages” like ours can be explained:
Given the essentially idle nature of
apartment-ites, the only thing we’d
like even less than living vertically
would be to have to pack up our three
to five floors and move.




