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this, a hel-
icopter swings
above a neigh-
boring rooftop,
hovering close
enough to see
the markings on its sides, whip-
ping the air with a sonic thump-
ing that I now associate with
what British media call “Bloody
Thursday.”

Of course, days after July 7,
the helicopterbelongs to the
press, rather than the medics
who glutted the sky on the day
of the bombings. It’s eerie that I
live almost on top of the site of
a massive forensic and recovery
operation, where workers battle
140-degree heat, rats and theth-
reat of a tunnel collapse.

Between this vertical experi-
ence of helicopters in the air
and a train hidden deep under-
ground is a neighborhood rich
in diversity. .,

Just off busy Euston Road are
side streets with student halls,
council houses, hotels and posh
apartments. Local pubs rub
shoulders with Indian, Italian,
Japanese, Chinese and French
eateries. Within walking dis-
tance are the British Museum,
and Buckingham Palace.

In other words, my neigh-
borhood seeps into those sites
and monuments that most tour-
ists have seen.

Similarly, Londonitself can be
seen as linked to the larger
world. Because we are related to
each other, July 7 has the poten-
tial to be a defining moment to
London, Britain, Western coun-
tries (including America) and
| the world. But what'sort of
moment will it be?

The point of terrorism is to
terrorize. It's natural that there’s
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a sense of shock and worry here,
as [ feel myself and hear ex-
pressed by English friends.
Despite concerns, however, we
are using public transportation
resolutely, if nervously. Commu-
ters are more observant than
usual, asking: “Is that your bag?
‘Would you mind putting it on
your lap?” As Londoners return
to work, most.have no choice
but to use the Underground,
overland trains and buses. But
beyond practicalities, using
public transportation is also a
statement of values.

To some extent, resuming
routines is made easier by the
national media, which recom-
mends calm and reminds us of
the British people’s strength.
London is, after all, used to
dealing with terrorist threats:
besides the Blitz of World War
11, the city has encountered IRA
bombingd or threats of attack
for more than 100 years.

In line with the messages
delivered over the airwaves,
older colleagues who lived
through the IRA bombings of
the 1970s express less shock
than people my age and reso-
lutely dig out any glimmer of
the positive. Of course the na-
tion grieves, but the proverbial
stiff upper lip is still a living part
of British character.

Or, put another way, British
stoicism is the story told by
newspapers, BBC Radio and
those who are acquaintances
rather than personal friends.
The media goes so far as to
draw parallels between the

68+year anniversary celebrations
of the end of World War Il that
occurred in London last week-
end and today’s spirit in the face
of Bloody Thursday. Yet this
stock attitude sits complexly
alongside the more vulnerable
expressions between close
friends who seek comfort.

Besides articulating annoy-
ance and even anger at the en-
couraged “stiff upper-lip,” my
friends are aware of the differ-
ences between the Blitz and
today, not least the fact that the
enemy now resides within the
country. The bombing has also
reminded us how diverse Lon-
don is, with victims including
other nationalities and even
those who share the bombers’
religion.

It occurs to me that we all
have something to learn from
the gritty fortitude and irre-
pressible humanity of London-
ers during these stressful times.
It's commonplace that a pebble
thrown into a pond results in
widening ripples.

As we cast our pebbles, it is
important that they be activ-
ities, energies and emotions that
work for peace in local and
global communities. These
sorts of intentions recognize the
real pressures facing us in Amer-
ica, Britain, Spain, Iraq and
elsewhere, while also nurturing
our individual and collective
humanity,

We need to grieve, but it’s
equally important to savor and
celebrate life, not give in to fear.

Phyills Wellver Is an assistant pro-
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She is completing a book on British
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