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Where Everyone Knows You—or at Least of You
It’s not quite Cheers, but Jake’s Dilemma has plenty of its own charms
By Kirthana Ramisetti

I’ve lived on the Upper West Side for
more than three years; and in that time
the neighborhood has changed constant-
ly—restaurants, stores and even whole
buildings have disappeared. This includes
Amsterdam between West 80th to 84th
streets, which area is known as “Frat
Row” for its raucous bar scene. Yet while
the dining establishments in the area
seem to be slowly converting into either
tapas or sushi joints, the bars on this
street persevere. 

There have been many times when I
wished that one of those watering holes,
Jake’s Dilemma, would vanish too. When I
noticed the “For Lease” sign hanging in the
windows of my favorite Vietnamese restau-
rant two years ago, I was heartbroken—yet
I also hoped that the same fate would
befall its neighbor across the street. 

I had met my boyfriend Corey at Jake’s
six months after moving to the city. He
was already a fixture, known for his gre-
gariousness and pool prowess. People
liked him even when he beat them, which
was a lot. After our first date, we contin-
ued going to Jake’s, ranging from one to
four times a week, primarily because it
was in our neighborhood and had the
best happy hour special in the city.

Yet with the ridiculous number of
nightlife options in Manhattan alone, I
couldn’t understand why we had to hang
out there so much. I cannot count how
often I have sighed “Jake’s again?” when-
ever Corey suggested stopping by. There
were even occasions I could hardly bear to
walk inside. It took almost a year before I
resigned myself to the idea that until we
both made enough money to spend $12 a
pop on a martini, the Dilemma would be
our primary drinking destination. I had
made peace with Jake’s, but I still har-
bored the occasional fantasy it would be

miraculously replaced by a Starbucks-free
coffeehouse.

So I was pretty surprised a few weeks
ago, when a man with gray hair and a pro-
nounced cleft chin approached Corey and
me at Jake’s, grinning at us like we were
old friends.

“I just want to say hello,” he said. 
He was a member of the Corner, a

group of middle-aged men who congre-
gated at the far end of the bar every week-
night. Corey occasionally made small talk
with them. 

“I just want to tell you, I don’t know
your name, but I think you’re a really great
guy,” he told Corey, who thanked him. 

The man seemed a bit drunk and soon
admitted as much. Then he looked at me
and beamed. “It just warms my heart to
see you guys together. Every time I see
you, you’re happy.” 

I blushed and shook his hand. Yes, it
was very sweet. But the most amazing
thing about this was that it wasn’t even the
first time someone expressed this obser-
vation to us at Jake’s. The previous sum-
mer I was idly staring out the window at
Amsterdam while Corey was purchasing
our drinks. He soon called me over and
introduced me to a woman I had never
seen there before. 

“I just wanted to tell you that you two
always look so cute together,” she said to
me with a big smile. 

When I told Corey that Cleft Chin’s com-
ment reminded me of the woman from last
year, he recalled our first date, when a tipsy
woman refused to believe we had only been
together for hours, not years.

To hear this once was a compliment;
twice, a coincidence. To hear it three
times was just plain odd. We’re not overly
schmoopy—we argue just like other cou-
ples—but overall we simply enjoy each
other’s company. So why would the two

of us debating the merits of burritos over
pizza for dinner draw anyone’s interest?

Then I thought about how often we
had been going to Jake’s. In other places I
have lived there were a few bars I
favored, but not with such regularity. At
Jake’s, I recognized a lot of the other
patrons: the Corner guys, the pool and
foosball players, the beer-pong devotees.
There’s not much ambiance at Jake’s, so
it’s the people who frequent it that imbue
the space with dependable familiarity. 

It didn’t occur to me that I’d be recog-
nized as a part of the bar’s landscape too,
just like the painting of woman in the library
room, which had an ever-expanding hole in
an unfortunate part of her anatomy, or the
framed black-and-white photo of Jackie
Gleason holding a cue by the pool table.  

In a lot of ways, though, this makes
sense. We stand out in the mostly white
bar, since he’s African and I’m Indian. We
meet there mostly on weeknights after

work, so he’s always dressed in a sharp
suit, while I wear a freelancer’s simple
ensemble of jeans and ballet flats. The
highs and lows of our relationship have
often played out against the red-bricked
walls and repetitive jukebox hits. It was
strange—and strangely flattering— to real-
ize that others have observed this, too.

During our conversation with Cleft
Chin, Corey told him that even if he made
six figures one day, he would still keep
coming back to Jake’s. I surprised myself
by agreeing with him. 

In a city that is relentlessly evolving, it’s
nice to have a sort of second home. Despite
the thousands of bars in the city, we could
never truly abandon the place where every-
one knows our…faces, at least. ■

Kirthana Ramisetti is a freelance

writer and editor who lives on the Upper

West Side. You can view more of her writ-

ing at http://kramisetti.blogspot.com.

Kirthana Ramisetti and her boyfriend, Corey, spending yet another happy hour at Jake’s
Dilemma.
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Minimum Age: Four Years
Children’s Class Meets Once A Week From 4:30 - 6:15pm

No Previous German Required
Classes Start In September

ADULT PROGRAMS AVAILABLE

GERMAN AMERICAN
LANGUAGE SCHOOL

Teaching German For Over 116 Years

(212) 787-7543

Convenient Manhattan Location
www.german-american-school.org

German for Children


