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Last month I wrote about the culture shock of grocery shopping in the desert as 
compared to the undersized supermarkets in NYC. This month, I’ve been giving some 
thought to the people differences. 
 
This great country has many regions, each of which has its unique culture, values, even 
language. For example, we often think of southern hospitality, the laid-back west coast, 
the special New England ‘twang’, and so on. 
 
Of course, the New York City area (including the suburbs), has its own culture and 
language, influenced by history (the melting pot), the urban density, the hustle and 
bustle, and more. 
 
Think of the scene in Midnight Cowboy, as Dustin Hoffman (the New Yorker) and Jon 
Voight (from the south) are crossing a crowded Broadway Street and Hoffman 
disregards traffic and is almost hit. He yells to a cab that nearly runs him over, “Hey. I’m 
wawking heyr.”  
 
Now don’t get me wrong, I love NY, always have and always will. But it’s fun and more 
than a bit interesting to think about the people differences between NYC and the desert.  
 
Ever hear the joke about a tourist visiting NYC and every time he stops someone to ask 
directions, they either ignore him or mutter something rude. One day he is trying to get 
to the Empire State Building and can’t seem to find it. So, reluctantly, he goes up to a 
New Yorker and says, “Can you tell me how to find the Empire State Building or should I 
just go and @#&! myself.”  
 
Here's a great quote I found online about how to describe a New Yorker: “They know 
how to be rude and polite all at the same time.” 
 
The difference in personality between Californians and New Yorkers is often best seen 
by talking to a local customer service representative. A call in NY, when you hang up 
and say thanks, is usually met with a bored semi-grumpy, “sure, whatever.” Out here, 
the same thank you signoff is met with a cheerful, “Of course.” 
 
Let me tell you the story of our first night at DWRM. We arrived on November 15, and 
thanks to the distance and the upcoming Thanksgiving Holiday, our “stuff” was not due 
for over two weeks. So, we made arrangements to have a bed, a table to eat on, and 
other “we’ll make do” necessities.  
 



We shipped some stuff out via FedEx but forgot pillows. “No worries,” said Marlene, 
“Bed, Bath, and Beyond has same day delivery.” So, as we waited at the airport to 
leave, she ordered them with the understanding they would arrive that night. 
 
Nine hours later, we arrived here, saw no pillows, and waited and waited for them to be 
delivered. Marlene called the store just before closing time and was told by the assistant 
manager, “We’re sorry, we don’t have same day delivery, despite what it says online. 
You’ll have to come by the store tomorrow.” 
 
Marlene patiently explained the situation but to no avail. We decided to make do (again) 
and planned to use sofa pillows for the night. A half hour later, the bell rang, and 
standing out there was the assistant manager laden with pillows. We were shocked. 
She said, “I know what it’s like to spend your first night uncomfortable... so welcome to 
California.” She added, “you were on my way home so I thought I would drop by with 
these.” 
 
Blown away does not begin to describe our reaction. No way this would have happened 
in NYC. Welcome to California, for sure.  
 
 
  


