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I admit with some shame
that it took me over 40 years
to discover Woodlawn -
despite being a Bronx native,

;ﬁj I used to speed past it
twice a day on my commuter

express train, yet all the
Woodlawn station signified
to me was a disheveled
collection of auto body
shops. track yards, and
overgrown lois framing an
old. gray cemetery tucked
against the city’s northern

wix 4 border. It wasn't until a few
%' "~ years ago when I began
.. s~ bicycling about the city,
'_ ,.;;‘::::". *" nosing into its nooks and
| “J”"rl ] crannies for the overlooked
g™ and forgotten, that I
gl f/

uncarthed this extraordinary
400-acre jewel of city history.
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