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Their names are Sebastian and Moritz.
They sit directly across from each other in a small box office on the third floor of Der Tagesspiegel.
Some moments, they are intensely focused on their screens.

Others, they're engaged in an intense tennis match-like debate with unseen voices on speaker phone.
Still others, they are batting jokes between their desks, while Sebastian makes espresso and Moritz divides up the spoils from his afternoon cake run.
This is the opinion section.
It ran just fine before I came, and not much changed after I did.
But both were willing to help me find my place there. I only stayed two weeks before switching to the Berlin section, where I could be of more use, but I regularly took trips to the third floor for a visit.
They always welcomed me with bright smiles and a unison "Heeeey!!"
They became my measure for German hospitality, which I found is genuinely warm in its true unguarded form. They also gave me a glimpse into a part of the newspaper business that I am usually and purposely set apart from: The exchange of ideas through commentary.
At The Union Democrat, where I am crime, courts and cops reporter, opinion is left to a team made up of our publisher, editors and a columnist. At the most, I fact check their editorials if it is something I have been writing about.
But I would never dare to write my own opinion.
In fact, I usually try not to have one.
It was uncomfortable for me at first to do so at Der Tagesspiegel. I felt like I was betraying part of my journalistic integrity. I also realized that I didn't know what I thought about some issues because I didn't allow myself to think about them in a decisive way.
Writing op eds forced me to step away from the status quo, take my thoughts from my mind and shape them into print. I realized this was part of doing things their way, and part of learning about the business in another country. 
It was simultaneously disconcerting and rewarding to see my face surrounded in German text — that not only carried a message, but held an opinion.
Later, I carved out a niche for myself as the "English speaking" reporter. Whenever a topic surfaced that required English interviews, I ran to pitch it, stumbling through with my rusty German.
I wrote about the results of the tax rebate program in the United States while Germany was eyeing a similar measure. I did a story about the medal count race results following the Olympics. And I covered an "Obama Party" the Democrats Abroad put on.
The second half of my exchange, people from my area who I had set up interviews with began to trickle into Berlin, allowing me to contribute to my home paper.
One of the stories I sent back to The Union Democrat was about a local man who had served in Berlin in 1955. He was visiting Berlin while I was here, so we met up and walked the story boards leading up to Check Point Charlie.
I marveled at the stories he told me, trying to imagine what it would be like to be there then. Modern buildings of glass and metal have grown in between the old architecture, which has also been patched back together.
It was fulfilling to see this and other stories appear online from a half a world away.
But the work part of this fellowship was only a slice of my fellowship in an entire cake of layers and colors.
The history that courses through the streets of Berlin left me stunned at times, shaken at others, but always fascinated.
I rode under the Brandenburg Gate on my bike a dozen times, yet it never ceased to make me think about how it got there.
Another fellow and I wandered through the Holocaust museum, a cold chill running through our spines as we read the letters of those who lived it.
I really didn't expect the history lesson I got by living there, but Berlin isn't rutted in the past either. It holds a bouquet of culture I saw daily walking through its streets.
There is a small cafe called Ubersee tucked between two others on the Landwehr Canal in the Kreutzberg District of Berlin.
Another fellow and I discovered it early in our stay, and the apple strudel with vanilla sauce brought us back there repeatedly.
Its walls are slashed in pink and light orange, and the photos on the wall of people in various gymnastic poses give it a quirkiness. 
It's these touches that making eating out in Berlin more about the atmosphere than the food. Chairs, tables and umbrellas spill out onto the sidewalks from the variety of restaurants that line the streets.
Sometimes if feels like there are as many coffee shops as people here. They are the perfect backdrop for a break.
I often went for afternoon coffee with my coworker Tanja. Though we spoke German, we both became each other's living dictionaries as we sought to trade languages.
It also made the building blocks of a friendship — one of many I formed while working and living there.
It's funny how fast the experience dissolves into a dream-like memory. It has left deep impressions that don't seem real and that I have a hard time explaining to coworkers and friends.
But I'm still hitting the wrong keys on American keyboards.
