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“Typically German , to Me”

I came to Germany with a heavy bag,
Full of dreams, some fear, and a life I lagged.
New streets, new rules, a quieter tone,
And a feeling of learning how to be alone.

I'learned Germany through endless forms,
Through waiting rooms and weathered norms.
Through letters written strict and tight,
Arriving early, never polite.

From trains that swear they’ll run on time,
And whisper apologies when they cross the line.
From clocks that rule both day and soul,
Where being late feels out of control.

Germany is bread like dark, dense, and true,
With names I stumble halfway through.
Yet every slice feels strong and fair,
Like someone planned it with real care.

It’s red lights stopping empty roads,
Rules followed even with no one close.
Discipline here is not a show,

It lives inside, it doesn’t go.

It’s Sundays still, the world asleep,
Where silence feels almost deep.
No shops, no rush, just time to be,
A lesson in slowing down for me.

People felt distant, calm, reserved,
Not cold, just carefully observed.
But warmth here grows with time and trust,
Not fast or loud, but slow and just.

Germany taught me how to wait,
How order can feel like fate.
How structure, though it felt severe,
Made space for growth, not fear.

Typically German, to me, is this:
A quiet strength I didn“t miss.
Not instant home, not easy grace,
But a place that teaches you your place.

And somewhere between the rules and rain,
Between missing home and growing through pain,
I didn’t just learn how Germans live
Ilearned the kind of life | want to give.

~Shivang Malik




