THE G@UASSERIE: BEBIRTH OF A CLASSIC - ILL BRADLEY'S BETTER HALF
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indignities w

, people screamed,

Two Million for
Two Thousand

1 Eln-i-l:-! Em-i-ly! ™ in Times Squarc,
on Millennium Eve, # saucy young
wionman sitting astride someonc’s shouls
ders was pulling her top up in I."\.I..'I'lil]l_e.h,"
tor beers. “Em-i-fy!  SHOW-YOUR-
TITER “Gimme o beer!® she velled,

Diespite the scenes of family together-
news gmen oll day on TV news—three
generations in wacky Day-Glo wigs and
=200 FI-""""-"' -[Tmes  Square e
mained true o s g‘hn.'-ud tradition of
Irot-house debauchery. a kind of I‘.I._|:.-
tona Beach on the Hud=on. But, with
gAHM) cops m khe streets, it felt mong
like Animal Howse under the waichiul
eve of Dean Gaulinmi,

For ihose who showed up 100 late o
make it to the center of the action nean
the Coca-Cola SaEm and fumbotron TVs,
it was a matter of making one’s own ¢n-
tertainment. with the help of a new
group of instant intimates.

“Tell Giuliani to il some h|1-,'::kq'r- ok
here—we can't hear the music,” com-
plained Chris Lamondang, 18, who'd
ridden seven hours on a bus from Bow-
o, Mamne, and was now sprawled oue
om the l_;'ll.l;JI'uJ with some mewlound
iriends, running a card game,

There was plenty of drinking—Poland
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apring and Snapple bottbes served as
confammers—but there weren't  many
Port-a-Potties, so the desperate revelers,
who werent allowed to leave thein
block-long, cordoned-alf crownd pens, re-
sorted 10 whot they dubbed “piss cir-
cles,” "The basic idea” said Gibbie
Wheelon, 24, from Denver, Colorada, =is
stand with your backs in a circle while
somebody stands in the middle and pees
in a bottle, or, if VO TE @ |._'i'r|I o -
bennium souvenir.” She held up a yellow
plastic top hat crowmed with =2000.°

Gibbie and her boylriend, John
Larsen, weng -I1'|1|-:!i1'!_' n a cirele of sev-
en other ou-of-towners with sdhom
they'd bonced over the Port-g-Pottice sit-
uation. “1 mever met these people before,
and nmow 'm ',:-q:,'irlé_l with them.™ said
Gibhic. “Me and that girl over there did
it cheek-to=chaek.”

“Here is the center of the waorld,™
mused a ticked-off Lucas Licinio, 23,
from Argenting, "the capital of the uni-
verse, When in my country | say icmight
I come here, evervbody say, “Oh, 1 30 ens
vy!' But now, | am in a bad humor, This
5 not the kind ol pariy 1 h-.'-|1i_'|_| I da
nd like the way the cops treat peopla
like animals, how you say, in a zoo!”

THE BARD THANG Af Frunk's Cockiail Leingn i Fort
Greare, the old guard mibced with the young and
TPl P bERS — SOMETIMGE Within 1ha S8 pareon.

Insuliz and indignities were magically
forgotten just before midnight. however,
whin 11 becanme |||:||1|,|h-iE:-I|,' 10 IENOnE that
cveryone was about 1o lve through tha
millenninl shift tosether. Homs went off;
people screamied; men looked around foe
wiomen (o kiEs and haold,

“Ten, wine, eight, wevei Alrer
wiRtng for the new year (o sweep 0Cross
everywhene from lapan 1o Jerusalem, tha
crowd wis counting down—fmally—lon
Mew York.

The fireworks over the neon lghts; the
cheers of millions of people of every racg
and background. all crammed im between
police harmicades like & masaive roundup
of suspects— How you gonna do betten
than that?™ Chris asked dreamily,

Mow John was in the sireel on ong
knbni, MUTMUTNE .-|.::||rl|1||'|-r'_ 1o Gibhbie,

“Are you serens? she shrieked.
“Shut ep!™

“First proposal of the millennmium!”
someone  =creamed. A buzz  went
through the pen. “Did he have a ring? It
dosesnt count if he didn’t have a ring.”
He had a ring. “Did she say yes?™ “Sha
yesl

“Aw, that'll - make you cry,” said a
beciy fellow, fohn Barbato, from Califor-
nia, checks Mushed.

Then. as quickly as it had hoppened. il
was pver. “What, no bombs, no terror-
someone asked. The new fremds
dispersed forever, the crowd began 1o
move: now it was time for pedestran
gridlock, and the urgent atlempt o gel
o someploce else and have somie real fun
belore it was just another day on an in-
different planet. Narcy fo Sales

Y2Kaviar
Wl'u,'n the millennial midnight
struck at the restauramt Daniel ]

one might have expected soft-spoken chel
Danicl Boulud to raise a glass and ioast
li= s with @ Tew bone mots, Instesd,
he was leading a conga line out of tha
kitchem amd through hiz
restaurant, greciing the Mew Year by
|1:||-.]::i|1;-._- pots and pans and whiding
sparklers. His tecam of chefs hoisted
Bouled onto their shoulders, Knute
Rockne—sivle, before dousimg him in Per-
ner-fouct Grand Brot, Guorade being
nowhere in sight, The dining room
crowd, 1y |'|i|.,'.;|-||:|.' o =ughy 1 suave |:u|'|li|il_1..
beoke our in rictous cheers,  though
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