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In Your Own Backyard
A Visit to Lady Liberty
I hadn’t planned to visit the Statue of Liberty. It felt too obvious, too tourist-like for someone who had called New York home for so long.
Every morning for fourteen years, as the D train rumbled across the Manhattan Bridge, I caught a glimpse of Lady Liberty standing in the distance, wrapped in mist or sunlight, her torch unwavering. It was a brief moment framed between steel girders and the clatter of wheels, but it grounded me. No matter how weary I felt or what the day held, she reminded me why I came. Across the harbor, she whispered to me that I belonged.
But with thirty days remaining before our move to Florida, a strange longing stirred within me. It was not for the monument itself, but for what it represented. For something that still stood tall in this ever-changing life, something that had overseen comings and goings for over a century. 
So, my husband and I offered her our tired and our poor, and on a gray February morning thick with fog, we boarded the ferry to Liberty Island. As the city skyline behind us faded into mist, my fingers curled tightly around the railing. I snuggled into my winter coat as the wind bit my face. Deep inside, my body shivered as I realized that I was heading toward something solemn and significant. It was something that asked me to listen with my soul in search of the profound. 
And then, through the fog, Lady Liberty appeared.
A colossal woman made of copper and pure conviction. The lady, weathered and yet unyielding, looked gentle. She stood with her back to the city as if she was protecting it from what it could become, or bearing witness to what it already was.
I thought about all the people who had passed beneath her torch. I imagined my parents weeping at the sight of her if they had the chance to immigrate. My heart filled with longing and nostalgia for them, and quietly, under my scarf, I shed tears. 
Climbing the stairs as high as we were allowed, we followed the guide. Each step inside that hollow body echoed with breath and memory. When we reached the platform, I stood in the chilly air, looking outward in awe. My gaze did not return to Manhattan; instead, it swept out to sea. 
My husband and I stood there in silence, listening to the wind whistle through her iron bones. I thought not just of myself, but of the millions who had come before.
What was it like, I wondered, to see the Lady Liberty from the other side? From the ship’s deck in 1905 or 1977, holding everything my family owned in one suitcase and a prayer stitched in my coat?
 Just beyond her pedestal lay Ellis Island, a gateway of hope, a sieve through which dreams passed, and sometimes, were lost. Between 1892 and 1954, over twelve million immigrants stepped off crowded ships and onto that tiny island, clutching documents, bundles of clothing, and the names of relatives scribbled on worn paper. Some arrived sick. Some arrived alone. Some arrived not knowing what language would greet them, only that it might save them.
Many were turned away. But many more passed through that narrow channel and walked into America with nothing but hope stitched into the linings of their coats.
For Jewish families like mine, Lady Liberty was more than a symbol. She was a promise. In the Old World, we lived in fear of knockings at the door, of laws that turned neighbors into enemies, of futures narrowed by hatred. But this woman, standing tall with a torch raised high, offered something radical. She provided a sense of belonging.
She does not lift a sword. She carries a book. She lights the way. She turns her back not in dismissal but in protection, shielding the weary who approach.
I gazed at her again, this time with more open eyes. She was not merely a statue, not just copper oxidized with age. She was a testament. A beacon for future generations. The final gate before freedom, and the first hand reaching toward it.
And even though I hadn’t arrived through Ellis Island, even though I came decades after its doors had closed, I carried their stories in my bones, in the way I walked into new rooms with quiet courage, and in the way I taught my daughter to speak without fear. I was one of them. I belonged to the lineage of those who looked up at that towering woman and thought, Maybe now. Maybe here.
Yefim stood beside me, his gloved hand brushing mine. “She’s still standing,” he said.
“So are we,” I replied.
As the ferry pulled away, I didn’t wave. I watched her grow smaller against the sky, until she became an outline of what we had survived. To me, she was a lighthouse, not of light, but of strength.
I did not say goodbye to Liberty.
I carried her with me.
Torch lit.
Back straight.
Eyes forward.



