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It hasbeenalmostthreeweekssincethe huge gapinghole appearedn the
World TradeCenter andyet the black cloudsof smole have seemedoo unreal
to let me graspthe eventsimmediately AlImost threeweekssincethe frightening
sight of the collapseof the north tower broughtme to my knees. Threeweeks
andyet smoleis still rising from the rubble. Smole thatsmellslik e burnt plastic.
Smolethattastedik e steel.

Naturally, thesethreeweekshave changedeverythingandyet everythinghas
remainedhesame It seemaasif thisis theconstanstateof New York: Themore
thingschangethe morethey staythesame.Or is it thatheremorethananywhere
elsethingsarejust absorbednorequickly, incorporatednto everydaylife sothat
it appearshey alwayshadbeenwhatthey arebecoming:New York?

Thesuddershockin thedaysimmediatelyafterthe attacksmadethedeserted
streetsdevoid of traffic even more ghostly knowing as| did thatit reflecteda
more gruesomestandstill. But the next day you could alreadyfeel that the city
hadstartedto brushitself off, getbackon its feet. The garbageruckscameand
themail wasdelivered,justlike any otherday. The peoplewalking the streetson
thatWednesdageemediexed— of course- but brave andproudatthesametime.
Sad,but not helpless On this Septembef 2thyou sav andfelt a lot of whatis so
typical of New York; somethinghatusuallytakesa long time to put your finger
on, yet you constantlybreathet in subconsciouslyenjoy it andpossiblyexhibit
it yourself: honesty

Tolerancetheothertypicalvirtue of New York, theresultof millions of people
from suchdifferentbackgroundsand heritagesliving togetherin sucha small
spacds muchmoreobviousanda merematterof course.Maybethisis why it is
pointedout so often asa main characteristiof the city — yet, the essencef the
realNew Yorkersit is not.

It is thesame seeminglybrutalor cold pragmatisnwith whichthey (we) rush
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pastthe homelespeoplein the streetspr with which we give afew coinsor bills

to another It wasthis sentimenbf simply doingwhatneedgo bedonethatmade
somary New Yorkersgo to the hospitalsandpatientlystandin line to give blood,
to donatemongy andclothes.It is the honestywith which the bartenderasksyou

whereyou have beenif you missedHappy Hourfor afew days.Thehonestywith

whichpeopledonotalwaysexcusethemselesif they accidentallybumpinto you.

Butit is exactly thishonestythatmadeeachandevery persoronthestreetonthe
eveningof Septembef2thdemonstratéheir pride, their sadnesgheir solidarity;

theirdesireto helpin theirangerandgrief.

It is anhonestythatexhibits patriotism.Patriotismfor New York, this atypical
city which is so often held up asa symbolof the United Stateswhile it is at the
sametime unlike the restof the country As a German,patriotismis something
that always left a bitter tastewith me; a term every so often bentby brainless
racistsusingit asa shield. Yet patriotismhasvariousroots,ashasbeenpointed
out before:on the onehandit is often misinterpretedo sanctionone’s deedsdue
to ones heritage;on the other it representshe prideto be a memberof agreater
communityandthe desireto helpit succeed.

Like mary, | never consciouslyrealizedwhatanimportantpartof thecity the
twin towerswere. | acceptedhem,barelyrecognizingthem,asa point of orien-
tation, muchlik e the Empire StateBuilding is a fixture of the skyline. And yet,
duringthethreeyearsl’ve livedherein New York, | musthave seenthemevery
singleday, bothasa partof daily life, or asatourist-guidefor friendsandfamily.
Eachtime | returnedfrom visiting Germary or from ary vacation,they signaled
to me— alreadyvisible from the airport— thatl wasbackwherel belonged.

When| emege from the tunnelin Manhattanand | feel the pulsatinglife,
driving down the familiar streets] alwaysfeel like I'm cominghome. But there
is this onespeciaimoment this oneinstancevhenyou leave the Turnpike in New
Jersg to enterthe Holland Tunnel,and suddenly right after the underpasyou
see(saw!) majesticallyandelegantly thesetwo immensetowerslooming before
you. How oftendid | experiencehis, how oftenit mademe smile. Fromnow on,
thiswill bea bitter moment.

| admiredManhattans skyline for threeyearsevery dayfrom Hoboken,where
| wentto schoolandwherel now work. The city seemscalm from over there;
calm, but alive. Soothingandexciting. Every day over the last few weeks,and
every dayfrom now onwhenl look overtheHudson| look painfully towardsthe
missingWorld TradeCenter recognizehe smokinghole.

But whenl returnhomein the evening, get out of the Path, andfeel the vi-
bratinglife in my neighborhoodwhen| seethe flowersandcandlesin front of
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every fire station;whenl seepeoplego on living their lives;this is the moment
when, for thefirst time in my life, | begin to understandhis specialpatriotism.
Sometimed evenfeelit myself.



