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I’m looking at the gate, the Departures board. Apparently in new Terminal 5 in London 

you don’t know your gate all that far in advance. You have to watch the Departures board 

and then run to your gate. You only have five or 10 minutes. There are mMen dressed 

in yellow on 10-speeds riding around the terminal. Paramedics with striped orange and 

yellow wagons, or cabooses, on the back of their bikes. I have gum all over my pants, the 

left thigh butt, from the sweet Italian couple I was sitting next to on the flight over. The 

woman must have dropped gum from her mouth as she slept. I didn’t pull up the plastic 

window curtain until we were about 15 minutes from London to let her sleep which was 

about when I noticed the gum. She noticed me standing and scratching at my pants but 

didn’t say anything. There’s also a glass One Complete Solution maintenance van I’m 

curving around as I rush for my flight. I wonder if everyone bruises their mouth brushing 

with the small toothbrushes. I keep getting advice from people about where to go. Flight 

Connections people they are called. And it’s always a bit vague. I never really figure out 

what I need. Going to the bathroom, for example, I took a big C to get there. I feel sweaty 

mostly on my face. I lost at least one sock on the plane. But because British Airways gave 

me a pair that didn’t seem to matter. I realized on the train to JFK that I did not pack 

cold things, things for cold weather. I didn’t prepare for cold weather. I now remember 

last year wearing a fleece vest almost every night which I’ve left behind and a hat even. I 

don’t have one. I could have missed my connection. Every flight was delayed because of 

thunderstorms in New York but I got to the airport early enough to switch flights. First the 

guy who checked me in said it was impossible. I then went and asked two friendly looking 

women and they got me on an earlier flight. The flight I was scheduled for, last time I 

checked, had been postponed from 9:20 PM to 12:30 AM. In the JFK terminal I canceled 

my phone for the summer, for two months, and had very detailed negotiations with the guy 

in charge. It’s interesting to see twelve guys in a row wearing red Texas hats (or white hats) 

pulled backward. And, amazingly enough, blue nylon shorts with American flags. I had 

very detailed negotiations with the guy to freeze my phone for two months and still I’m 

having auditory problems. He had to scream so loud to be heard over the announcements. 

In front of me is a multi-faith room, or at least an arrow pointing to 
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one. Also a chocolate place. There’s even a store called “Glorious Britain.” The terminal 

5 bathrooms seem to very self-consciously not require paper. It’s calm and spacious in the 

airport today. It’s always so nice landing in England and seeing the non-geometric fields. I 

have somewhere Thomas’ address. He said it’s a 10 minute walk from the subway station. 

I really don’t know how I’ll be able to carry my bags 10 minutes, though a cab also seems 

out of the question. I’ve got an express bus number, a bus I’m supposed to get on. And I 

can’t fully remember, I’m hoping there will be signs. If I just buy a regular ticket, subway 

ticket, and the express buses. It looks like the flight to Milano that the couple sitting 

next to me is on leaves five minutes after mine, though they seemed significantly more 

relaxed about the whole thing. When we landed this flight was also late the paramedics 

had to come on. Because aAt some point while I was trying to sleep, and I did sleep for 

a while, one of the stewardesses made a somewhat harried or stressed announcement 

about wondering if there was any doctor available on the flight. It turns out aA woman 

had fallen. I didn’t get the details. There was just a lot of talk about how the bleeding 

wouldn’t stop. So when we arrived—she didn’t want paramedics, that much I heard—the 

seatbelt sign went off, my Italian friend got up. He’d stood up already with the seatbelt 

sign on to get me an immigration card, which I appreciated. But in fact didn’t need. The 

seatbelt sign went off but there was an announcement we had to actually stay in our seats 

and wait for the paramedics to come and clear this woman out. Those paramedics were 

also in yellow. The Italian guy had gotten up to clear some space for me. He was almost 

pushed down physically by the stewardess. Start this entry at 9:55 and my flight is at 10:55 

but there’s this confusing thing (start present tense) that out of nowhere the flight is—I 

wanted to wash my face in a Terminal 5 bathroom but I always take every shirt I have off 

when washing my face and I didn’t know if that was inappropriate for a public bathroom. 

Something I noticed already in London is black Led Zeppelin t-shirts. I have to go to gate 

A23. It turns out there’s a whole sports team on my flight which is depressing. All these 

kids from Texas with bleached blond hair sticking out from their baseball caps. It’s really 

not who I want to see or have associated with Berlin. Many are in—I don’t need to say 

anything else about them but just hearing boys’ voices is pretty frustrating. I realized in 

2



add page 
#s
change 
names to 
initial

JUne
line at check-in (these will just have to go in sequence) last night that I was the only person 

with a non-wheeled suitcase and probably 

As soon as I step out on the balcony there’s a pot smell. Thomas has a nice garden up here. 

Tiny purple and red flowers and plants with thick, waxy leaves. The sun’s fully out but not 

hot or vivid yet. Light is diffused all over the place but it’s not hot or vivid yet. A middle-

aged couple’s shadows just barely touch. I can hear the woman’s footsteps. I’m on the 

fourth floor and there’s a breeze stirring and a guy riding past not holding his handlebars. 

Red brick and some sort of radio tower with the bottom painted red and the bottom painted 

white just above me makes me feel like I’m in Milwaukee. There’s also a woman in some 

sort of flats I’ve never seemed carrying a light blue cloth handbag. Few laundry hangings 

on nearby balconies but definitely Turkish flags. It lLooks like there are nice skylights 

down the street. As I’m out here of course dDirt is sticking to my socks. This street is not 

all that distinctive other than the hook-like curve at the tops of lampposts. It’s obvious that 

today’s going to last really long, or something along those lines. Though it’s morning, it’s 

fully day but you can tell that the day is diffused across more hours than normal. 

Earlier entries: Went to bed at 10:40, up by 7:00 (I sleep just off the living room). No 

thin pillow because my bag was lost, but I’ll get by. I forgot to contact my bank before 

leaving the country which may pose problems. I’ve got to put down money right away on 

this place, then Cheney’s place, on Friday. I emailed Stefan to arrange a care package: 1. 

contact solution, 2. adapter, 3. a day’s supply of clothes. Just looking at T (Thomas is T 

and Véronique is V) and V’s bottles to be recycled and their jams, I remember some of 

the ways in which life’s better here. My bed’s extremely firm. All morning, for an hour, 

I heard people’s joints as they crossed wood floors, but I didn’t go out and talk. I worked 

from the nook from which this desk folds open. Finally I met V in the living room where 

she invited me to breakfast, eggs with onions and a little cheese and a much needed tea, 

toast, strawberries, and pineapple. As V and T searched for an adapter for me to borrow 

it seemed to cause a fight. Talking to V about her life at McKinsey Consulting I suddenly 

realize that people in art and academia are in some ways infinitely more self-centered. No 

clocks, which is a bit confusing. I’d really wanted to wash my face but wanted to make 
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sure V had bathroom access before she headed into work. In the Financial Times I kept 

reading about everybody’s “white papers.” I sensed right away that T was very organized 

based on his CD case’s different colored dots. (That will go earlier.) V usually uses my 

room as her office so right now she reads in the living room. (That’s the last entry. Before 

that go to ones about stepping outside on the porch.) Just make sure to add in here that 

wWith gum on my pants, and they’re the only pants that I have, I have to tie a shirt around 

my waist to cover the gum. But I only have button-down shirts because all of my sweaters 

were in the suitcase. So I’ve on one button-down shirt and then another tied around my 

waist and then aAt night I have to wear two button-down shirts because I don’t have a 

sweater.
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Mention first three things: that it’s a little frustrating not being able to find stuff, like my 

keys or my tape recorder, every single time I need something. That walking down the 

stairs today in the stairwell through the glass top of the door of the people who live below 

us I saw lots of cow skulls, whatever those are called, Georgia O’Keefe style cow skulls. 

Something else as I stepped out the door. I’m blanking on that. I am still in Schöneberg 

for two days. With one bag having arrived I could finally give Thomas the baking soda 

he’d requested. My white noise machine short circuited last night when I plugged it in (120 

volts). It never really came to that much. But something that will improve my sense of self, 

or my self-esteem, or something like that: the fact that I now have belts I can wear my 

pants and my pants will begin to fit me again. In Schoenberg, an area I’ve rarely come to 

otherwise, and I’m walking past what seems like stucco, white stucco. A lot of pale yellow 

buildings in Berlin with lots of rectangles, protruding rectangles from the walls, embossed 

rectangles. I don’t know exactly how to say that. There’s an Italian restaurant here I’m 

passing, Boccacelli, where yesterday as I walked past the chef was eating risotto. And I 

me happy. The morning breeze stirs and refreshes me or makes me happy, awakens me. 

Across from Boccacelli, on the way home across from 

the first time reentering 18 Winterfeldtstrasse during the daytime I realize that I live in 

one of those buildings, the modern buildings with modern courtyards next to a much 

nicer building. Maybe I’ll want to explain that I’m not in the neighborhood by choice 

necessarily. Winterfeldtplatz is amazingly empty on days when there is no market. I didn’t 

even realize that this was it there. There’s jJust a patio with some long benches. Some 

nNearby Italian restaurants are already open and have people outside. I’m surprised by 

the whole thing. There’s a wWoman walking towards me with a floral handbag, an older 

woman, white hair. She has on these silk white stockings, and one of them is infinitely or 

distinctly thicker than the other, noticeably thicker than the other. Some gGood looking 

patisseries, Albrecht’s is one, on the other side of Winterfeldplatz. I’ve The West always 

has seemed more exotic and green to me. It reminds me much less of Williamsburg, or say 

Brooklyn. Whatever I want to say there. And tThere seem to be more birds. Modernist 

balconies with flowerpots look pretty depressing placed beside Altbau counterparts or 
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equivalents. I’m passing now two blocks west of Winterfeldplatz. Still on Winterfeldstrasse 

I pass a vacant plot of sand, thousands of single, ankle-high leaves (I mean that they are 

distinct, it’s not just a field but these single strands of leaves), and several dead birds or 

dead pigeons. Dead pigeons on their sides. I’ll turn down Eisenacher as Véronique told me 

to. There are two guys who look pretty old dressed in orange outside a furniture removal 

truck. Alluring green in all directions but usually if you follow it it’s just another street, 

another domestic street or residential street. I’ve been seeing the words “new wave” a 

lot and I’m not sure exactly what it signifies. No dog pays any attention to me. I’m nice. 

There is definitely something stirring in the air and I think I noted it earlier this spring in 

Prospect Park. It feels like a morning in Florida in April. Eisenacher ends on the traffic 

circle with really tall sycamores. Explain that I felt an allegiance to the west ever since 

I came here this time. The self-conscious hipness of other parts of the city seem too 

reminiscent of my New York life, or seem like something I’ve left behind. That could 

easily change when I get back to Kreuzberg. Many children and women my age in eye 

patches since I’ve returned. There are bBike paths through parks and it’s very hard to 

know if these are just block long affairs or if they’ll open up on something greater. Most of 

them don’t seem to. It’s so easy and arresting, or just arresting, to lock eyes on somebody 

when one person is walking and the other is on a bike. Already at this hour wait staff take 

down chairs from sidewalk tables and confirming that being a waiter is a full-time job in 

Berlin. Something like that. Being a or with street signs almost universally delightful or a 

delight. I still never understand when I have the right of way. Maybe give as an example 

of signs if I need one Schulkinder, student crossing, kid school. Also sometimes when 

I’m talking about people walking older people around sometimes they’re just arm in 

arm. I guess don’t use the Schulkinder. Use Kinderspielplatz. Try to end this entry with: 

Already the morning freshness is gone. Maybe add this entry, I’m not sure: I rarely notice 

cars but here most of them remind me was looking for, I was supposed to turn down 

Kyffhäuserstrasse. When I’m talking about things that I’ve noticed a lot of lately, like eye 

patches, mention I’ve seen a lot of upper middle-aged men sitting on benches with rhythm 

guitars, or else they’re basses. I’m not sure but I think they are rhythm guitars. Playing 

rhythm guitars. 
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