Calypso In Berlin

by Elizabeth Hand

Y esterday morning, he left. | had known he would only be here for those seven days. Now, just like thet,
they were gone.

It had stormed al night, but by the time | came downstairs to feed the woodstove, the gale had blown out
to sea. It was Hill dark, chill October air sifting through cracksin the wdls. Red and yellow leaves were
flung everywhere outside. | stepped into the yard to gather a handful and pressed my face againgt them,
cold and wet.

From the other side of theidand acoyote yelped. | could hear the Pendletons rooster and a dog
barking. Findly I went back insde, sat and watched the flames through the stove'sisinglass window.
When Philip finadly came down, he took one look at me, shook his head, and said, "No! | ill haveto go,
gopit!"

| laughed and turned to touch his hand. He backed away quickly and said, "None of that."

| saw how herecoiled. | have never kept him here againgt hiswill.

When Odysseus | eft, he was suspicious, accusatory. They say he wept for hiswife and son, but he dept
beside me each night for seven yearsand | saw no tears. We had two sons. His face was imprinted upon
mine, just as Philip'swas centuries later: unshaven, warm, my cheeks scraped and my mouth swollen. In
the morning | would wake to see Philip watching me, his hand moving dowly down the curve of my
wag.

"No hips, no ass," he said once. "Y ou're built like aboy."

Heliked to hold my wristsin one hand and straddle me. | wondered sometimes about their wives: were
they tdler than me? Big hips, big tits? Built like awoman?

Caypso. The name means the concealer. "She of the lovely braids'—that's how Homer describes me.
One morning Philip walked about my cottage, taking photos off the bookshelves and looking at them.

"Your hair," hesaid, holding up apicture. "It was so long back then.”
| shrugged. "I cut it dl off ayear ago. It's grown back—see?" Shoulder-length now, still blond, no gray.

He glanced at me, then put the picture back. "It looked good that way," he said.



Thisiswhat happensto nymphs: they are pursued or they areleft. Sometimes, like Echo, they arefled.
Weturn to trees, seabirds, seafoam, running water, the sound of wind in the leaves. Men cometo stay
with us, they lie beside usin the night, they hold us so hard we can't bregsthe. They walk in the woods and
glimpse us: adiving kingfisher, an owl caught in the headlights, a cold spring on the hillside. Alcyone,
Nyctimene, Peirene, Echo, Caypso: these are some of our names. Weliketo live aone, or think we do.
When men find us, they say we arelovelier than anything they have ever seen: wilder, stranger, more
passionate. Elementd. They say they will stay forever. They dwaysleave.

We met when Philip missed aflight out of Logan. | had business at the gallery that representsmein
Cambridge and offered him aplace to stay for the night: my hotel room.

"I don't know too many painters,” he said. "Free spirits, right?’

Hewasintrigued by what | told him of theidand. The sex was good. | told him my namewas Lyssa.
After that we'd see each other whenever he was on the East Coast. He was usually leaving for work
overseas but would add afew daysto either end of histrip, aweek even, so we could be together. | had
been on theidand for—how long? | can't remember now.

| began sketching him the second time he came here. He would never let me do it while he was avake.
Hewastoo restless, jumping up to pull abook off the shelf, make coffee, pour more wine.

S0 | began to draw him while he dept. After we fucked held fal heavily adeep; | might doze for afew
minutes, but sex energizes me, it makes me want to work.

He was perfect for me. Not conventionally handsome, though. His dark eyes were small and deep s,
his mouth wide and uneven. Dark, thick hair, gray-flecked. His skin unlined. It was uncanny—hewasin
his early fifties but seemed as ageless as | was, as though held been untouched by anything, histimein the
Middle Eadt, hischildren, hiswife, hisex-wife, me. | see now that thisis what obsessed me—that
someone human could be not merely beautiful but untouched. There wasn't acrack in him; no way to get
insde. He dept with his hands crossed behind his head, long body tipped acrossthe bed. Long arms,
long legs; torso amost hairless; adark bloom on his cheeks when he hadn't shaved. His cock long,
dightly curved; moisture on histhigh.

| sketched and painted him obsessively, for seven years. Over the centuries there have been others.
Other lovers, aways; but only afew whom I've drawn or painted on walls, pottery, tapestry, paper,
canvas, skin. After afew years|'d grow tired of them—Odysseus was an exception—and gently send
them on their way. Asthey grew older they interested me less, because of course | did not grow old.
Some didn't leave willingly. | made grasshoppers of them, or mayflies, and tossed them into the webs of
the golden orbweaver spidersthat follow me everywherel live.

But | never grew tired of Philip.

And | never grew tired of painting him. No one could see the paintings, of course, which killed me. He
was so paranoid that he would be recognized, by hiswife, hisex, one of hisgrown children. Coworkers.

| was afraid of losing him, so | kept the canvasesin atiny room off the studio. The sketchbooks alone



filled an entire shelf. He still worried that someone would look at them, but no one ever cameto visit me,
except for him. My work was shown in the gallery just outside Boston. Winter landscapes of the blesk
New England countryside | loved; skeletons of birds, sedls. Temperas, most of them; some pen-and-ink
drawings. | lived under Andrew Wyeth'slong shadow, as did everyone elsein my part of the country. |
thought that the paintings I'd done of Philip might change that perception. Philip was afraid that they
would.

"Those could be your Helga paintings,”" he said once. It was an accusation, not encouragement.

"They would be Caypso'spaintings,” | said. He didn't understand what | meant.

Odysseusswife was aweaver. | was, too. It'sright there in Homer. When Hermes came to give me
Zeuss command to free Odysseus, | wasin my little house on the idand, weaving scenesinto tunicsfor
Odysseus and the boys. They were little then, three and five. We stood on the shore and watched him
go. The boys ran screaming after the boat into the water. | had to grab them and hold them back; |
thought the three of uswould drown, they werefighting so to follow him.

It was horrible. Nothing was as bad as that, ever; not even when Philip l€ft.

Penelope. Y es, she had ason, and like me she was aweaver. But we had more in common than that. |
was thinking about her unraveling her loom each night, and it suddenly struck me: thiswaswheat | did with
my paintings of Philip. Each night | would draw him for hours as he dept. Each day | would look at my
work, and it was beautiful. They were by far my best paintings. They might even have been grest.

And who knows what the critics or the public might have thought? My reputation isn't huge, but it's
respectable. Those paintings could have changed all that.

But | knew that would beit: if | showed them, | would never see him again, never hear from him, never
amel him, never taste him.

Y et eventhat | could live with. What terrified me was the thought that | would never paint him again. If he
was gone, my magic would die. | would never paint again.

And that would destroy me: to think of eternity without the power to create. Better to draw and paint al
night; better to undo my work each dawn by hiding it in the back room.

| thought I could live like that. For seven years| did.

And then heleft. The storm blew out to seg, the leaves were scattered across the lake. The house
amelled of him gtill, my breeth smelled of him, my hair. | sood dlone a the sink, scrubbing &t the pigments
caked under my fingernails; then suddenly doubled over, vomiting on the dishes | hadn't done yet from
lagt night'sdinner.

| waited until | stopped shaking. Then | cleaned the sink, cleaned the dishes, squeezed |lemons down the
drain until the stink was gone. | put everything away. | went into the back room, stood for along time
and stared at the paintings there.



Seven yearsisalong time. Therewere alot of canvases; alot of sheets of heavy paper covered with his
body, alot of black booksfilled with hiseyes, his cock, his hands, his mouth. | looked up at the corner
of the room by the window, saw the web woven by the big yellow spider, gray strands dusted with moth
wings, fly husks, legs. | pursed my lips and whistled silently, watched as the web trembled and the spider
raced to its center, her body glistening like an amber bead. Then | went to my computer and booked a
flight to Berlin.

It was acity that Philip loved, acity he had been to once, decades ago, when he was studying in
Florence. He spent a month there—this was long before the Wall fell—never went back, but we had
spoken, often, of going there together.

| had a passport—I'm a nymph, not an agoragphobe—and so | e-mailed my sister Arethusa, in Sicily. We
are spirits of place; we live where the world exhalesin silence. As these places disappear, so do we.

But not dl of us. Arethusaand | kept in touch intermittently. Y ears ago she had lived on the Rhine. She
said she thought she might still know someonein Germany. Sheld see what she could do.

It turned out the friend knew someone who had a sublet available. It wasin an interesting part of town,
said Arethusa; sheld been there once. | was alittle anxious about living in acity—I'm attached to idands,
to northern lakes and trees, and | worried that | wouldn't thrive there, that | might in fact Scken.

But | went. | paid in advance for the flat, then packed my paintings and sketchbooks and had them
shipped over. | carried some supplies and one smal sketchbook, haf-filled with drawings of Philip, in my
carry-on luggage. | brought my laptop. | closed up the cottage for the winter, told the Pendletons | was
leaving and asked them to watch the place for me. | 1eft them my car aswell.

Then | caught the early morning ferry to the mainland, the busto Boston. Therewas light fog asthe plane
lifted out of Logan, quickly dispersing into an arctic blue sky. | looked down and watched along,
serpentine cloud writhing above the Cape and thought of Nephele, acloud nymph whom Zeus had
molded to resemble Hera.

Why do they dways have to change usinto something else? | wondered, and sat back to watch the
movie.

Berlin was a shock. We are by nature solitary and obsessive, which has its own dangers—like Narcissus,
we can drown in slence, gazing at areflection in atill poal.

But in acity, we can become disoriented and exhausted. We can sicken and die. We are long-lived, but
not immortd.



So Arethusahad chosen my flat carefully. It wasin Schoneberg, aquiet, resdentia part of the city. There
were no high-rises. Chestnut trees littered the sdewalks with armored fruit. There were broad streets
where vendors sold sunflowers and baskets of hazelnuts; old bookstores, alittle shop that stocked only
socks, severd high-end art galleries; green spaces and much open sky.

"Poetslived there," Arethusatold me, her voice bresking up over my cell phone. "Before the last big
war."

My flat wasin astreet of century-old gpartment buildings. The foyer was high and dim and smelled of
pipe tobacco and pastry dough. Theflat itself had been carved from amuch larger suite of rooms. There
was a pocket-sized kitchenette, two small rooms facing each other acrossawide hallway, atiny,
ultramodern bath.

But therooms | had high cellings and polished wooden floors glossy as bronze. And theroom facing a
courtyard had wonderful northern light.

| set thisup asmy studio. | purchased paints and sketchpads, asmall easdl. | set up my laptop, put a
bow! of apples on the windowsll wherethe cool fal ar moved in and out. Then | went to work.

| couldn't paint.

Philip said that would happen. He used to joke about it—you're nothing without me, you only use me,
what will you do if ever I'm gone, hmmmm?

Now hewas gone, and it wastrue. | couldn't work. Hours passed, days, awesek.
Nothing.

| flung open the casement windows, stared down at the enclosed courtyard and across to the rows of
windowsin other flatsjust like mine. There were chestnut treesin the yard bel ow, neat rows of bicycles
lined up beneath them. Clouds moved across the sky as slorms moved in from the far lands to the north.
Thewind tore the last yellow leaves from the trees and sent them whirling up toward where | stood,
shivering in my moth-esten swester.

The wind brought with it asmell: the scent of pinetrees and the sea, of rock and raw wool. It wasthe
smell of the north, the scent of my idand—my true idand, the place that had been my home, once. It filled
me not with nostalgiaor longing but with something strange and terrible; the redization that | had no
longer had ahome. | had only what | made on the page or canvas. | had bound mysdlf to avision.

Byblisfel hopeesdy in love and became afountain. Echo wasted into a sound in the night. Hamadryads
diewhenther treesdie,

What would become of me?



| decided to go for awalk.

It isagreen city. Philip had never told methat. He spoke of the wars, the Nazis, the bombs, the Wall. |
wandered aong the Ebersstrasse to the S-Bahn station; then traveled to the eastern part of the city, to
the university, and sat at a cafe benesth an elevated railway, where| ate roasted anchovies and soft white
cheese while trains racketed overhead. The wall behind me wasriddled with bullet holes. If thisbuilding
had been in the western part of the city, it would have been repaired or torn down. In the east there was
never enough money for such things. When | placed my hand upon the bullet holesthey felt hot, and gave
off afaint smell of blood and scorched leather. | finished my lunch and picked up abit of stonethat had
falen from thewadll, put it in my pocket with some chestnuts | had gathered, and walked on.

The sun came out after abit. Or no, that may have been another day—amost certainly it was. The leaves
were gone from the linden trees, but it was ftill lovely. The people were quiet, pesking in low voices.

But they were seemingly as happy as people ever are. | began to take my sketchbookswith mewhen |
walked, and | would Sit in acafe or apark and draw. | found that | could draw Philip from memory. |
began to draw other things, too—the lindens, the ugly modern buildings elbowing aside the older terraces
that had not been destroyed by the bombings. There were empty fountains everywhere; and again, here
in the eastern part of the city there had been no money to restore them or to keep the water flowing.
Bronze Nereids and Neptunes rose from them, whitened with bird droppings. Lovers ill sat beside the
empty pools, gazing at drifts of dead leaves and old newspapers while pigeons pecked around their feet.

| found this beautiful and strange, and aso oddly heartening.

A few weeks after my arriva, Philip called. | hadn't replied to hise-mails, but when my cell phonerang, |
answered.

"You'rein Berlin?' He sounded amused but not surprised. "Well, | wanted to let you know I'm going to
be gone again, along trip thistime. Damascus. I'll come see you for afew days before | go.”

Hetold me hisflight time, then hung up.

What did | fed then? Exhilaration, desire, joy: but aso fear. | had just begun to paint again; | wasjust
garting to believethat | could, in fact, work without him.

But if hewere here?

| went into the bedroom. On the bed, nesgtly folded, was another thing | had brought with me: Philip's
swedter. It was an old, tweed-patterned wool sweater, in shades of umber and yellow and russet, with
holes where the mice had nested in it back in the cottage. He had wanted to throw it out, years ago, but |
kept it. It till smelled of him, and | dept wearing it, herein theflat in Schoneberg, the wool prickling
againg my bare skin. | picked it up and buried my facein it, smelling him, hishair, his skin, swest.

Then | sat down on the bed. | adjusted the lamp so that the light fell upon the sweater in my lap; and



began, dowly and paingtakingly, to unrave it.

It took awhile, maybe an hour. | was careful not to fray the worn yarn, careful to tie the broken ends
together. When | wasfinished, | had severa balls of wool; enough to make anew swester. It was late by
then, and the shops were closed. But first thing next morning | went to the little store that sold only socks
and asked in my halting German where | might find aknitting shop. | had brought abal of wool to show
the woman behind the counter. She laughed and pointed outside, then wrote down the address. It wasn't
far, just afew streetsover. | thanked her, bought severa pairs of thick argyle wool socks, and |eft.

| found the shop without any trouble. I know how to knit, though | haven't done so for along time. |
found apattern | liked in abook of Icelandic designs. | bought the book, bought the specia circular
needles you use for sweaters, bought an extra skein of wool inacolor | liked because it reminded me of
woad, not quite as deep ablue asindigo. | would work thisyarn into the background. Then | returned
home.

| had nearly aweek before Philip arrived. | wastoo wound up to paint. But | continued to walk each
day, finding my way around the hidden parts of the city. Small forgotten parks scarcely larger than a
backyard, where European foxes big as dogs peered from beneath patches of brambles; a Persan
restaurant near my flat, where the smells of coriander and roasting garlic made methink of my idand long
ago. A narrow canal like a secret outlet of the Spree, where | watched akingfisher dive from an
overhanging willow. | carried my leather satchdl with me, the one that held my sketchbooks and charcoa
pencils and watercolors. | wanted to try using watercolors.

But now the satchel held my knitting, too, the bals of wool and the pattern book and the half-knit
swesater. When | found | couldn't paint or draw, 1'd take the sweater out and work on it. It was repetitive
work, dreamlike, soothing. And one night, back intheflat, | dug around in the bureau drawer until |
found something el se I'd brought with me, an envelope I'd stuck into one of my notebooks.

Insde the envelope was acurl of hair I'd cut from Philip's head one night while he dept. | set the
envelope in a safe place and, one by one, carefully teased out the hairs. Over the next few days | wove
them into the sweseter. Now and then | would pluck one of my own hairs, much longer, finer, ash gold,
and knit that into the pattern aswell.

They were utterly conceded, of course, hisdark curls, my fair, sraight hair: dl invisble. | finished the
swegter the morning Philip arrived.

It was wonderful seeing him. Hetook ataxi from the airport. | had coffee waiting. Wefell into bed.
Afterward | gave him the swester.

"Here" | said. "'l made you something.”
He sat naked on the bed and stared at it, puzzled. "Isthis mine?"
"Try it on. | want to seeif it fits"

He shrugged, then pulled it on over hisbare chest.



"Doesit fit?" | asked. "l had to guess the measurements.”

"It seemsto." He smoothed the thick wool, October gold and russet flecked with woad; then tugged at a
loose bit of yarn on the hem.

"Oops," | said, frowning. "Don't worry, I'll fix that."

"It's beautiful. Thank you. | didn't know you knew how to knit."

| adjusted it, tugging to seeif it hung properly over hisbroad shoulders.
"It does," | said, and laughed in relief. "1t fitd Doesit fed right?’

"Yeah. It'sgreat.” He pulled it off then got dressed again, white T-shirt, blue flannd shirt, the sweater last
of al. "Didn't | used to have aswester like this, once?’

"Youdid," | sad. "Comeon, I'm hungry."

Wewaked arm in arm to the Persian restaurant, where we ate chicken smmered in pomegranates and
crushed walnuts, and drank wine the color of oxblood. Later, on the way back to the flat, we ambled
past closed shops, pausing to look at adisplay of icons, agdlery showing the work of ayoung German
artist | had read about.

"Areyou thinking of showing here?' Philip asked. "I don't mean thisgdlery, but here, in Berlin?”

"l don't know. I hadn't redly thought about it much." In truth | hadn't thought about it at all, until that very
moment. "But yes, | guess| might. If Annacould arrangeit.”

Annaowned the gdlery back in Cambridge. Philip said nothing more, and we turned and waked home.

But back in theflat, he started looking around. He went into my studio and glanced at the canvas on the
easd, dready primed, with afew blocked-in shapes—abarren tree, scaffolding; an abandoned fountain.

"These are different,” he said. He glanced around the rest of the studio and | could tell, he wasrelieved
not to see anything else. The other paintings, the ones1'd done of him, hadn't arrived yet. He didn't ask
after them, and | didn't tell him I'd had them shipped from theidand.

We went back to bed. Afterward, he dept heavily. | switched on the small bedside lamp, turning it so it
wouldn't awaken him, and watched him deep. | didn't sketch him. | watched the dow rise of hischest,
the beard coming in where he hadn't shaved, grayer now than it had been; the thick black lashes that
skirted his closed eyes. His mouth. | knew he was going to leave me. Thistime, he wouldn't come back.

If he had wakened then and seen me, would anything have changed? If he had ever seen me watching
himlikethis ... would he have changed? Would 1?

| watched him for along time, thinking. At last | curled up beside him and fell adeep.



Next morning, we had breskfast, then wandered around the city like tourists. Philip hadn't been back in
someyears, and it al amazed him. The bleak emptiness of the Alexanderplatz, where a dozen teenagers
sat around the empty fountain, each with a neon-shaded Mohawk and aratty mongrel at the end of a
leash; the construction cranes everywhere, the crowds of Japanese and Americans at the Brandenburg
Gate; the disconcertingly elegant graffiti on bridges spanning the Spree, asthough the city, half-awake,
had scrawled its dreams upon the brickwork.

"Y ou seem happy here," he said. He reached to stroke my hair, and smiled.
"l am happy here," | said. "It'snot ided, but ..."

"It'sagood place for you, maybe. I'll come back.” Hewas quiet for aminute. "I'm going to be gonefor a
while. Damascus—I'll be there for two months. Then Deborah's going to meet me, and werre going to
travel for awhile. Shefound aplacefor usto say, avillain Montevarchi. It's something we've talked
about for awhile.”

We were scuffing through the leaves dong a path near the Grunewald, the vast and ancient forest to the
city'swest. | went there often, alone. There were wild animals, boar and foxes; there were lakes, and
hollow caves benegath the earth that no one was aware of. So many of Berlin's old trees had been
destroyed in the bombings, and more died when the Wall fdll and waves of new construction and
congestion followed.

Y et new trees had grown, and some old ones flourished. These woods seemed an irruption of adeep,
rampant disorder: the trees were black, the fallen leaves deep, the tangled thorns and hedges often
impenetrable. | had found half-devoured carcasses here, cats or small dogs, those pretty red squirrels
with tufted ears, aswell as empty beer bottles and the ashy remnants of campfiresin stonecircles. You
could hear traffic, and the drone of construction cranes; but only walk alittle further into the treesand
these sounds disappeared. It was aplace | wanted to paint, but | hadn't yet figured out where, or how.

"I'mtired.” Philip yawned. Sun filtered through the lesfless branches. It was cool, but not cold. Hewore
the sweater I'd knitted, beneath atweed jacket. " Jet lag. Can we stop a minute?”

There were no benches, not even any large rocks; just the leaf-covered ground, afew larches, many old
beeches. | dropped the satchel holding my watercolors and sketchpad and looked around. A declivity
spread beneath one very large old beech, ahollow large enough for usto liein, side by sde. Leaves had
drifted to fill the space like water in acupped hand; tender yellow |eaves, soft astissue and thin enough
that when | held oneto the sun | could see shapes behind the fretwork of veins. Trees. Philip'sface.

The ground was dry. Welay side by sde. After afew minutes he turned and pulled meto him. | could
smdll the sweet mast beneath us, beechnuts buried in the leaves. | pulled hisjacket off and did my hands
beneath his swester, kissed him as he pulled my jeans down; then tugged the swester free from hisarms,
until it hung loose like acowl around hisneck. The air was chill despite the sun, there were leavesin his
hair. A falen branch raked my bare back, hard enough to make me gasp. His eyes were closed, but mine
were open; there was grit on his cheek and afleck of green moss, atiny greenfly with gold-faceted eyes
that lit upon his eyelid then rubbed its front legs together then spun into the sunlight. All the things men
never see. When he came hewas dl but silent, gasping against my chest. | laid my hand upon hisface,
before he turned aside and fell adeep.

For amoment | sat, silent, and looked for the greenfly. Then | pulled my jeans back up and zipped them,



shook the leaves from my hair and plucked a beechnut husk from my shirt. | picked up Philip'sjacket
and tossed it into the underbrush, then knelt beside him. Hisflannd shirt had ridden up, exposing his
stomach; | bent my head and kissed the soft skin beneath his navel. He was warm and tasted of semen
and sdlt, bracken. For amoment | lingered,; then sat up.

A faint buzzing sounded, but otherwise the woods were still. The swester hung limp round his neck. | ran
my fingersaong the hem until | found the Stray bit of yarn there. | tugged it free, theloose knot easily
coming undone; then dowly and with greet care, bit by bit by bit while he dept, | unraveled it. Only at the
very end did Philip stir, when just aring of blue and brown and gold hung about his neck, but | whispered
his name and, though his eyelids trembled, they did not open.

| got to my feet, holding the loose armful of warm wool, drew it to my face and inhaled deeply.

It smelled more of him than his own body did. | teased out one end of the skein and stood above him,
then et the yarn drop until it touched his chest. Little by little, | played the yarn out, like afisherman with
hisline, until it covered him. More greenflies came and buzzed about my face.

Findly | wasdone. A gust sent yellow leaves blowing across the hegp of wool and hair as| turned to
retrieve my saichel. The greenfliesfollowed me. | waved my hand impatiently and they darted off, to
hover above the shallow pool that now spread beneath the beech tree. | had not conscioudly thought of
water, but water iswhat came to me; perhaps the memory of the sea outside the window where | had
painted Philip al those nights, perhapsjust the memory of green water and blue sky and gray rock, an
idand long ago.

The small, still pool behind me wasn't green but dark brown, with afew spare strokes of white and gray
whereit caught the sky, and afew yellow leaves. | got my bag and removed my pencils and watercolors
and sketchpad, then folded Philip's jacket and puit it at the bottom of the satchel, along with the rest of his
clothes. Then | filled my meta painting cup with water from the poal. | settled mysdlf againgt atree and
began to paint.

It wasn't like my other work. A broad wash of gold and brown, the pencil lines black benegath the
brushstrokes, spattered crimson at the edge of the thick paper. The leavesfloating on the surface of the
pool moved dightly in thewind, which was hard for meto capture—I wasjust learning to use
watercolors. Only oncewas | worried, when a couple walking a dog came through the trees up from the
canal bank.

"Guten Tag," thewoman said, smiling. | nodded and smiled politely but kept my gaze fixed on my
painting. | wasn't worried about the man or the woman; they wouldn't notice Philip. No one would. They
walked toward the pool, pausing as their dog, ablack dachshund, wriggled eagerly and sniffed at the
water's edge, then began nosing through the leaves.

"Strubbe!" the man scolded.

Without looking back at him, the dog waded into the pool and began lapping at the water. The man
tugged at the leash and started walking on; the dog ran after him, shaking dropletsfrom hismuzzle.

| finished my painting. It wasn't great—I was till figuring it out, the way water mingleswith the pigments
and flows across the page—but it was very good. There was adisquieting quality to the picture; you
couldn't quite tdl if there was aface there beneath the water, amouth, grasping hands; or if it was atrick
of the light, the way the thin yellow leaveslay upon the surface. There were long shadows across the pool
when at last | gathered my things and replaced them in my saichel, heavier now because of Philip's



clothes.

| disposed of these on my way back to theflat. | took along, circuitous route on the U, getting off at one
stop then another, leaving ashoein the trash bin here, asock there, dropping the flannel shirt into the
Spree from the bridge at Oberbaumbrucke. The pockets of the tweed jacket were empty. At the
Alexanderplatz | walked up to the five or sx punkswho still sat by the empty fountain and held up the
jacket.

"Anyonewant this?' | asked in English.
They ignored me, dl save one boy, older than the rest, with blue-white skin and a shy indigo gaze.

"Bitte." He leaned down to pat his skinny mongrel, then reached for the jacket. | gaveit to him and
walked away. Halfway acrossthe plazal looked back. He was ripping the deeves off; as| watched he
walked over to atrash bin and tossed them inside, then pulled the deevelessjacket over his T-shirt. |
turned and hurried home, the chill wind blowing leaves like brown smoke into the sky.

For thefirst few months | read newspapers and checked online to see if there was any news of Philip's
disappearance. There were afew brief articles, but hisline of work had its perils, and it was assumed
these had contributed to hisfate. His children were grown. Hiswife would survive. No one knew about
me, of course.

| painted him dl winter long. Ice formed and cracked across his body; there was a congtellation of
bubbles around his mouth and open eyes. People began to recognize me where | set up my easel and
stoal in the Grunewald, but, respectful of my concentration, few interrupted me. When people did look at
my work, they saw only an abstract painting, shapesthat could be construed as trees or building cranes,
perhaps, etched against the sky; asmall pool where the reflection of clouds or shadows bore afleeting,
eerieamilarity to askeetd figure, leaves trapped within its arched ribs.

But nearly always| was adone. I'd crack theice that skimmed the pool, dip my watercolor cup into the
frigid water, then retreat afew feet away to paint. Sometimes | would dide my hand beneath the surface
to fed asoft masslike adecomposing melon, then let my fingers dip down to measure the dmost
imperceptible pulse of aheart, cold and dippery asacarp. Then | would return to work.

Asthe winter wore on, it grew too cold for me to work outdoors. Therewas little snow or rain, but it
was bitterly cold. The pool froze solid. Ice formed where my watercolor brush touched the heavy paper,
and theink grew duggish in my Rapidograph pen.

So | stayed at home in the studio, where the orbweavers again hung beside the windows, and used the
watercolor studies to begin work on other, larger, paintings—oils on canvas, urban landscapes where a
small, frozen woodland pool hinted that a green heart still beat within the city. These paintingswere
extremely good. | took somedigital photos of them and sent them to Anna, dong with the name of two
galleriesin Schoneberg and onein Kreuzberg. Then | went to visit Arethusain Sicily.

| had planned on staying only afew weeks, but the M editerranean warmth, the smell of olive groves and
gght of flying fish skimming across the blue sea, seduced me. | stayed in Sicily until early spring and then



returned briefly to Ogygia, my trueidand. | could not recal thelast time| had visted—a steamship
brought me, | do remember that, and the trip then took many hours.

Now it was much faster, and theidand itself noisier, dirtier, more crowded. | found mysdlf
homesick—not for any idand, but for the flat in Schoneberg and the quiet place in the Grunewad where
Philipwas. | had thought that the timein Sicily might give me other digtractions; that | might find myself
wanting to paint the sea, the bone white sand and stones of Ogygia.

Instead | found that my heart's needle turned toward Philip. | breathed in the salt air above the dliffs, but
itwashim | smelled, his breath, the scent of evergreen boughs beside shdlow water, theleavesin his
hair. | returned to Berlin.

I'd deliberately |eft my Igptop behind and asked Annanot to call while | was gone. Now | found a
number of messagesfrom her. Two of the gdlerieswere very interested in my paintings. Could | put
together aportfolio for a possible show the following autumn?

| arranged for my most recent canvases to be framed. The deeping nudes | had done of him back in
Maine had arrived some months earlier; | chose the best of these and had them mounted aswell. All of
thistook sometimeto arrange, and so it was mid-April before | finaly took my satchel and my easdl and
returned to the pool in the Grunewa d to paint again.

It was a soft, warm morning, the day fragrant with young grass pushing itsway through the soil. The
flower vendors had baskets of freesiaand violets on the sdewak. On the Landwehrcand, gray cygnets
struggled in the wake of the tourist boat as the adult swans darted after crusts of sandwiches tossed
overboard. The captain of the boat waved to me from his cockpit. | waved back, then continued on to
an S-Bahn gtation and the train that would bear me to the Grunewal d.

There was no one in the forest when | arrived. High above me the sky stretched, the pale blue-green of a
frog's belly. Waxwings gave their low whistling cries and fluttered in the upper branches of the beeches,
wheretiny new leaves were just starting to unfurl. | scopped hurrying, the sun'swarmth tugging at my
skin, the sunlight saying slow, slow. A winter ssorm had brought down one of the larches near the poal; |
had to push my way through a scrim of fallen branches, yellow hawthorn shoots aready covering the
larch'strunk. | could smell the sweet green scent of new growth; and then | saw it.

The pool was gone: there had been no snow to replenish it. Instead, a cloud of blossoms moved above
the earth, gold and azure, crimson and magenta and shining cora. Anenomes, adonis, hyacinth, clematis:
al the windflowers of my girlhood turned their yellow eyestoward me. | fell to my kneesand buried my
facein them so that they stained my cheekswith pollen, their narrow petals crushed benegth my

fingertips

| cried asthough my heart would break asthe wind stirred the blossoms and afew early greenflies
crawled dong their sems. | could see Philip there beneeth them. His hair had grown, twining with the
white roots of the anemones and pal e beetle grubs. Benegth rose-veined lids his eyestwitched, and |
could see each iris contract then swdll like a seed. He was dreaming. He was beautiful.

| wiped my eyes. | picked up my satchel, careful not to step on the flowers, and got out my easel and
brushes. | began to paint.

Anemones, adonis, hyacinth, clematis. | painted flowers, and a man deeping, and the black scaffolding of
acity riang from theruins. | painted in white hegt, day after day after day, then took the watercolors
home and transferred what | had seen to canvases that took up an entirewall of my flat. | worked at



home, through the spring and into the first weeks of summer, and now the early fdl, thinking how any day
| will haveto return to the pool in the Grunewad, harvest what remains of the windflowers, and set him
free.

But not yet.

Last week my show opened at the gdlery in Akazienstrasse. Anna, asaways, did her job in stellar
fashion. The opening was well-attended by the press and wedlthy buyers. The dark winterscapes were
hung in the main room, along with the nudes | had painted for those seven years. | had thought the nudes
would get more attention than they did—not that anyone would have recognized Philip. When | look at
those drawings and paintings now, | see anaked man, and that's what everyone el se seesas well.
Nothing is concedled, and these days there is nothing new in that.

But the other ones, the windflower paintings, the oneswhere only | know heisthere—those arethe
paintings that people crowd around. I'm still not certain how | fed about exposing them to the world. |
gl fed abit unsure of mysalf—the shift in subject maiter, what feesto melike atenuous, unsteady grasp
of amedium that | will need to work much harder at if I'm to be as good as | want to be. I'm not certain
if I know yet how good these paintingsredly are, and maybe | never will be sure. But the critics—the
critics say they arerevelaory.

TheEnd
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