New York City

The smell hits me as | getfahe plane.New York has a smell unlk any pace in the wrld, the
smell of old leatherof a banker’s gudy. It's the smell of establishment and hidden vice.

In the baggge claim area, NeYorkers bgin to dominate the cvad. | overhear a man who could
be the Emperor of Japan who speaks English in an accent that comes fromhe@reetween the Bronx
and Long Island No matter where someone originates, the city can embrace them.

As | wait for a taxi, | reflect on theates around melike those of most Ne Yorkers, the lines seem
to have been sharply cut out of putty and left to erode fanying amounts of timeThey show the wear of
holding a disinterestedkpression as a shield.

The faces are best when thexplode with recognition orxeitement. Nes Yorkers greet friendly
faces with a loud holler and animatexpeessions. Theontrast with the shapeonn into their flesh only
enhances the sparkling of the greeting.

The city itself lubbles and popsPeople bmp, jole, shout, and gue. lItis a city where people
move the city; personal interactions are primaRoad rage here leads to stabbings, not shootings.

It's a un place to spend a week.



