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Steam rose from the sea today as though an ocean of 
dry ice and a wall of clouds blocked the horizon. 
It was stunning and cleft the mind as fiercely as 
the arctic wind penetrated cloche and coat and car.
I continued on and could not continue on.
There is more and less of me now and what has changed
is powerless to change the borders of my life.
So I retreated home to my bed which was still warm.
And worried for a moment about the loss of pay then hid in sleep.
I dreamed of steam rising from the sea but warmed by 
several suns and I was in a gondola drifting toward 
the cloudy gate to a place I did not know but longed to be. 
I called myself  “the old lady” for years and years and now it’s true.
I feel betrayed and compromised.  These crone’s hands barely
center clay and jars and windows remain unopened. 
The days hurry me along but I cannot touch them, 
shape them, change them.  I can only try to remember 
what comes next – so few surprises.  But when I steal a day – 
it is that first day of summer holidays – that inexplicable moment
of utter freedom when I was ten years old.  What happened in Berlin?
Why am I changed?   There was somehow a guarded presence -- 
a “who’s there?” response.  Imported – not resident.  Yet we arrived
with love and expectation and the innocence of artist and tourist 
and ran slam bang into a cruelty masquerading as a normal day
I lost something there; must have done because I came back 
without it.  And now I don’t know where home is. I cannot find a key.  
I mind-walk streets; retrace my steps -- Unter dem Linden, 
Fredrichstrasse, Victoria-Louise Platz.  Still I cannot find that 
something lost.   I dredge up each living space through all my years
of living, waiting in isolated thoughts to feel the comfort of returning.
If I can’t come back to me perhaps I lost the lie.  The guise of soul in tact.  
Maybe I fear Berlin because we recognized each other – layers and layers of recreating. 
A city within a city within a city; paint over paint over paint.  Pentimento – Busse –
sometimes a change of mind, sometimes the loss of heart, sometimes 
the wreckage of a war. Building on the rubble of the last invasion;
pretending it’s been cleared away and all is level now. Lots of music, lots of laughter,
always with an edge, a menace. And me - a Matryoshka, each nested doll a different face 
and aspect. The paint chips away, the surface buckles, the layers like mirrors 
shatter; exposing without  remorse our shivering spirits wanting only 
a place to rest.
