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“I just don’t know if this is really what I want.”

“Seems like what you want.”

“I just don't know if this is what I want … for good.”

Shelter

 

 

 




 

For E.M.

It’s not the years between us that count,

but the years together 
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Phillip was looking at his reflection in a glass door of a posh house entrance, his black Chinos, the gray Pea coat, they suited him. He pushed the big sunglasses up into his curls that lushly framed his face. He looked good and he could use the confidence that he was getting from his reflection. He nodded at himself and moved on, quickly passing a few houses. There it was, a big window, white walls and paintings.

	Without hesitation Phillip went into the gallery and looked at the pictures in the first room with a fleeting glance. Bold colors with changing lines that were winding across a rough background. He reached the second room that extended deep into the back. On the other end a man was sitting at a desk, who briefly looked up and said ‘hello’.

	“Hello.” He looked at the pictures in this room, tar-black areas that had stick figures scratched onto them. Out of the corner of his eye, he was inspecting the man that now was typing on his laptop again. He was older, maybe fifty or mid-forties, but attractive, with very short, gray hair and a stubby beard. 

	Phillip stood in front of another painting and glanced at the man one more time. A light shirt, a modern pair of glasses, but all that didn’t matter. Phillip should go talk to him now. He took a deep breath and went over to the desk. “Hi.”

	The gallery owner looked up. “What can I do for you?” He smiled, looked really friendly.

	“I am a spokesman for an artist group, manly students.” Phillip pulled out a flyer from his bag and gave it to him. “We are looking for an exhibition possibility.” The flyer looked professional, he knew that, a graphic design student had created it. He hoped, he wasn’t making a fool out of himself.

	“Paintings, graphic designs and photography”, the man read out loud. “What semester are you in?”

	“In the third”, he answers subdued. “The painter here”, he points to the flyer, “she isn’t a student anymore, and she has been painting for a long time.”

	“Do you have a homepage?”

	“No, not yet.” His optimism sank.

	“Which ones are yours?”

	“These pictures”, he pointed to them on the flyer. “I have a website, too.”

	“Show me.” The gallery owner turned his laptop a little and made an inviting gesture. Phillip put his bag on the floor and moved to the side of the table. Quickly he typed the address of his website.

	“Phillip Wedekind”, read the man.

	“Yes.”

	“Christopher Lauterbach.” He pushed a business card across the glass of the table.

	“Thank you.” The card had a simple design, but was printed on heavy, expensive paper. Christopher was looking at the first few photos, an old factory and a couple nature shots. Not very impressive and the pictures were already two years old. Christopher glanced over at him for a second, he couldn't interpret it, and then he continued clicking.

	Seth, Seth on the meadow with a naked torso, his blonde dreads pulled back, then him in the hammock. Christopher was looking at the pictures quietly, every single one. Maybe he was … Phillip looked at him with curiosity. He was attractive and very well-groomed, no wedding ring. Not that it meant a lot, but he could try it. He moved closer to Christopher, his forearm brushed against his shoulder.

	“That is Seth”, he emphasizes.

	“Ah, yes.” Christopher quickly continues clicking. Anna, in a flowing, turquoise-blue dress, in the middle of the high meadow.

	“That is Anna, the painter, she is in our group.” And his damn snapshots would probably not impress a gallery owner. Maybe, if Seth would have been completely naked - he grinned. 

	Christopher looked at the next picture. Anna in the factory in between her paintings. “Her work is very graphic.”

	“Yes, she says it is her style. Even though it is not very well-liked, she can’t do anything else.” The crap he was talking. Christopher gave him an enquiring look and Phillip tried smiling at him seductively and looked him in the eyes. 

	“I know what you mean”, says Christopher quietly and looks at the paintings on the wall. Then he keeps clicking.

	Cold pictures of the city that he had taken in his first semester. Not too bad, actually.

	“Hmm”, Christopher looked at the flyer again. “You see, I cannot do something like this, not in the gallery. But I am cooperating with an initiative, they organize exhibitions in empty buildings. Here”, he pulled a flyer out of the desk tray, “all kinds of different, mainly young artists are displayed there.”

	“Sounds great.” He opens the flyer.

	“Opening day is Saturday. Why don’t you and a few out of your group go there? Then you can speak with the organizers.”

	“That would be great.” He smiles at Christopher openly and for a moment he was tempted to lay his hand on his shoulder. Not to continue his awkward, strategic flirting attempts, but because it would have felt appropriate. 

	“The address is in the flyer. I will introduce you.”

	“We will definitely come.” Still having the urge to lay his hand on his shoulder. Christopher has been very nice. He stood up. Phillip noticed that he was almost the same height. They looked at each other and Christopher shook his hand.

	“Well, thank you. Until Saturday!” He grabbed his bag and left. After leaving the gallery, he walked until he came to a small park area. He held his face into the sun, the April-sun was finally getting warm, and the trees were showing a gentle green. Once he sat on a bench, he called Anna.

	“Hey, how did it go?”, she greets him.

	“Pretty good. Not in the gallery, would have surprised me, but he knows a group that does exhibitions. He wants to mediate.”

	“Sounds good.”

	“Opening day is Saturday. Are you coming?”

	“Of course, Phillip. That was brave.”

	“I did flirt a little with him.”

	“Really? Is he …?”

	“No idea. Maybe.”

	“You were just supposed to ask.”

	“If you can call it flirting. I tried …”

	“How old is he?”

	“Oh, fifty or so, forget it. But he does look good for his age. Not a bad figure.”

	Anna laughs quietly. “Does he have a sister?”

	“Maybe he is one.”

	Anna laughs louder. “We will take that into consideration.”

	“Anyway, he is really nice.”

	“Okay, I am excited, sweetie.”

	He agrees and says goodbye to Anna. Then he went around to the spot, where beds of tulips grew and enjoyed the sun. He pushed his shades back on his nose and strolled through a couple of streets, leisurely and satisfied with himself. He looked at the store windows, but didn’t go into any shops. The prices in the area of Charlottenburg were definitely way above the means of his student income. 

	After he got himself a coffee to-go, he headed towards the subway to ride back to is own county in Prenzelberg. 
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He wanted to meet Anna in front of the empty house where the exhibition should be held. Others out of the group didn’t have any time, Bo casually accepted, what would make his appearance unlikely.

	Anna was already standing in front of the house as he came closer. She was wearing a knee-length, bright red coat that suited her long, dark hair. When he stood next to her, he could see that her lips were glowing fire-red, matching her coat. He hugged her and Anna kissed him on the cheek. 

	“Well great, now what are people going to think?”

	“Kiss-proof, no worries.”

	“Why don’t you kiss …“, he looked around, “her.” He pointed to a woman in a black dress that was wearing a burgundy bodice with it and high boots. 

	“Not a bad taste.” Anna locked arms with him and gave the woman a beaming smile. “And where is your sweetheart?”

	“You know that Seth …”

	“… will never come to Berlin.”

	“That’s not entirely true.”

	“Well. Although, I meant the gallery owner.”

	“Stop talking nonsense.”

	“We shall see.” Anna laughs and hooks her arm in his. They entered the building and looked around. The walls of the empty house were painted with different layers of color and plastered with left-over wallpaper. The crumbling paint was splintering of the window frames. The rooms were lit up with construction light and candles, paintings and pictures were hanging on the walls, also some sculptures were displayed. 

	They got a glass of champagne and moved on. Through an open sliding-door Phillip saw Christopher standing in another room. He nudged Anna, who followed his gaze. “That’s him.”

	“Not bad”, she says.

	“Especially him wanting to mediate an exhibition for us.” They went over, Christopher saw them and walked towards them.

	“Good evening.” He shook Christopher’s hand. “This is Anna.”

	“My pleasure. Glad you could make it.”

	“How do you like the exhibition?”, Christopher asks.

	Christopher was wearing a violet shirt that went well with his gray hair. 

	“Have you looked around yet?”

	“No, we just arrived.”

	“So far I like the photos over there the best”, Christopher pointed and they followed him, “a Brazilian photographer.” Phillip looked at the photos. They showed young people in a hotel room, alone, two of them, four of them. The photos were dipped in a warm light and a melancholy pierced through. 

	“Yes, very natural, no models or anything like that. Somehow they remind me of a movie from South America”, Phillip says.

	“Could be.” Christopher was sipping his champagne and watching him from the side. 

	“Do you display something like this at your gallery?”, Anna asks him.

	“No, I am specialized in paintings. Contemporary artists. What do you think of the pictures?” Christopher guides them along and stops in front of big paintings with bright colors. A green faun-like being that had a woman looking over its shoulder. A blue chimera with small breasts and a capturing gaze. Two African girls, whose pigtails were wrapped around each other and connected them with one and another. Phillip looked at every single painting, while Christopher stood close by him. Anna read the information about the artist.

	“Excuse me, I have to go talk to somebody”, says Christopher after a while. “Look around, it is a fantastic exhibition. Later, I will introduce you.”

	“Is this the style he shows in his gallery?”, Anna asks after he left.

	“No, not at all. At least not what is displayed at the moment … don’t ask. Stick figures and abstract lines.”

	“Understood.” Anna looked at the painting with fascination, then slowly moved on. “Wonder, if the artist is here.”

	“Could be. Maybe Christopher knows.”

	“He’s nice at least.”

	“I told you.” They slowly went through the rooms. On the paintings and drawings they mostly agreed, but about the photos they had different opinions. Finally they stopped in front of a  filigree sculpture, where the metal and wood ships were connected to make a floating design. 

	Christopher quietly stepped next to them. “A close friend of mine made that, Eva Wanja.”

	“I like it a lot”, Anna says and glides her finger over the base.

	“Is this painter here?”, Phillip points to the paintings they saw before.

	“I think so, we can look for her. But first, come with me.”

	They followed Christopher, who introduced them to two bearded guys with pegs in their ears. They showed them their flyer and a few materials about the work of their group.

	“We can definitely use some of it in our next exhibition”, one says. They exchanged their contact information and arranged for Phillip to bring some pictures to Christopher. 

	“Cool”, Anna says after they left and gave Phillip a hug. He briefly thought about giving Christopher a hug as well, that’s how happy he was, but decided against it. 

	“Thank you, this was great”, he said instead.

	“No problem. Your stuff is really good.” They got some more champagne and toasted. Afterwards they walked around and looked for the artist, who painted the oversized pictures, but she was nowhere to be found. So they talked about some pieces for the exhibition until Christopher said goodbye, because he wanted to leave. 

	“We’ll come with”, says Phillip.

	“Really?”, says Anna.

	“Stay a little longer.” Christopher shook his and Anna’s hand and said goodbye.

	“That was rude”, he says after Christopher had disappeared. 

	“Yes, on your part, you didn’t even know, if I wanted to leave. Come on, the woman, who we saw at the entrance is still here.” Anna held her hand out.

	“The one with the bodice?” He took her hand and followed Anna into the other room. 
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Two days later Phillip stood in front of the gallery again, two small paintings and a couple photo prints under his arm. This time he didn’t check his appearance in a window, instead walked straight into the gallery. Christopher smiled at him, as he entered the second room and came towards him. 

	“Hello.” They shook hands.

	“Show me.” Christopher took the paintings from him, laid them down and carefully unwrapped them.

	“For now we chose them for their size, there are much bigger ones, too.”

	“Not bad. But none of them are from Anna.”

	“No, hers are a little bigger.”

	“And your things?”

	He opens the big folder, without knowing why he was so shy. Certainly he wasn’t showing his photos for the first time. “This is a new series, houseboats and other discoveries on the canals of Berlin.”

	“City romantic?”

	“Somewhat. Here, a totally neglected property by the water. The lantern on the tree and the decaying chair …”

	“Is this a special technique?”

	“Yes, I experimented with double lighting.”

	Christopher nods and looks at the photos again. “Good. I like it.”

	Phillip opens the top button on his coat and looks around shyly.

	“I’m closing now. Would you like to grab a beer?”

	“Sure.” They packed the paintings and photos again. Christopher turns off his laptop and sets the alarm. They left the gallery and Christopher locked up. “In the next street is a nice bar.”

	“Good.” Phillip follows Christopher, they crossed a road and continued until they reached a restaurant, in front of it were chairs and tables set up. 

	“Here.”

	“Bar, really?”

	“We can go somewhere …”

	“No, no.”

	“Is outside okay? After a day in the gallery I like to be outside for a bit.”

	“Okay. I just find these heating lamps a little goofy.” They sat at a table near the exterior of the restaurant. A cool wind was blowing and it really wasn’t warm enough to sit outside. 

	“Is this going to be your first exhibition?”, Christopher asks.

	“No, I have had one, together with Anna and another artist. In an empty factory. Was really great.”

	“Really? Where was that?”

	“Oh, in my hometown, in the province. I am from Neustadt and this was close by, in a village.” The waiter came, they ordered beer and Christopher took the menu. 

	“Who organized that exhibition?”, Christopher continues asking.

	“Friends that I was with knew Marek, who owned the factory. He is close friends with Anna. That’s how we got the idea, did it ourselves. Somebody organized a party, was great.” He was wondering why he didn’t mention Seth’s name and fell silent. “Was a crazy summer”, he finally says, “that was two years ago.”

	Christopher smiled at him and lifts his beer to clink glasses.

	“Thank you anyway for inviting us to the exhibition, it was great.”

	“Yes, I agree. I am already looking forward to the next one. Maybe it will be in an old factory as well.”

	“Would be cool.”

	Christopher looks over the menu. “Do you know …”

	“Hmm?”

	“Sometimes I would enjoy doing something like that. Young artists, crazy, creative or simply beautiful things. Not choosing based on what the market says or what is in style at the moment.”

	“Is that how it is?”

	“Yes, it is a business.” Christopher forcefully puts his beer glass on the table. 

	The waiter comes back. “Would you like something to eat?” He puts his hand on the back of Christopher’s chair, while he is asking.

	“Yes, the salad with feta cheese.”

	“Gladly, you don’t even need the menu”, says the waiter with a smile, while he takes the menu from Christopher.

	“Two years ago”, Phillip switches back to their previous conversation, “I didn’t know, if I wanted to go to college. At the time I was concerned with other things. If my photos would fit into the art world, what is asked there … Something like that. I was pretty demotivated.”

	“I can understand that. It is a strange business. The better ones don’t necessary always win. It is of course subjective. What is good, I mean.”

	“Yes, a matter of taste. But with photos I find it relatively simple to justify it.”

	“Maybe”, Christopher finishes his beer. “There are no criteria for modern paintings, especially abstract. How it happens that an artist becomes famous depends on so many things, fashion, PR, luck and tricks.”

	The waiter brought the salad and Christopher orders another beer. “Do you want something, too?”

	“I’m good.”

	“My treat.”

	“No, no.”

	“Okay.” Christopher starts eating. “Speaking of the art-market … Do you remember the sculpture that my friend made?”

	“Yes, the small ships - a very nice piece. Anna was blown-away.”

	“Yes, Eva makes amazing things. Abstract with a hint of figurativeness. Every so often I display something in my gallery. But what I wanted to say - from nine to one she works at attorney’s office, to make a living.”

	“Hmm, at least I know what is in store for me.”

	“Photographers have much more opportunities.”

	“Yes, if all else fails my dad will take me in.”

	“What does he do?”

	“He has a photography shop with all the bells and whistles. He would have liked me to do my internship with him.”

	“Okay.” Christopher orders another beer and eats his salad.

	“What else do you do?”, Phillip asks.

	“You mean in my spare time? I jog and play badminton?”

	“Badminton?”

	Christopher grins. “Badminton is a hard core sport, believe me.”

	“Oh man, I am pretty much anti-sport.”

	“Get to my age, then you will do things all on your own.”

	“How old are you? Ehh, if I may ask?”

	“Forty-eight.” Christopher looks at him intently.

	“Aha, okay. I am twenty-two.”

	“Then you started early with college.”

	“Yes, immediately after my volunteer year.” They drank their beer and looked at each other, said nothing. It has gotten bitterly cool, the wind picked up and Phillip buttoned his coat all the way to the top and put his collar up. The waiter started pulling the table clothes from the outdoor tables, only four, five people were sitting outside.

	“Do you only do sports in your off-time?”, Phillip finally asks. “I don’t know, not something creative? You own a gallery.”

	“Well”, Christopher hesitates, “well, I paint sometimes.”

	“Really? Sounds great. Do you display them, too?”

	“No, I only do it for me.”

	“What? That’s crazy. You have a gallery and you don't display your own work!”

	Christopher sips on his beer and seems almost shy. “You don’t even know, if my paintings are any good.”

	In the warm light coming from the restaurant Phillip noticed that Christopher is blushing. “Well, I believe they are. And I would like to see them.”

	“Really?”

	Phillip nods. “Sure.”

	“They are in my apartment. You need to come by sometime, when you have time.”

	“Okay. How about Saturday?”

	“I won't have time until the evening. Here I’ll give you my address. If you want I can cook something.”

	“Sure, if you want to - gladly. Around six-thirty?”

	“Yes. I am going to pay.” Christopher waves at the waiter. It has started raining.

	“I’ll pay”, says Phillip, “considering you are inviting me Saturday.”

	“Come on, leave it. Your two beers … “ The waiter comes with the bill and puts it in front of Christopher, who pays and leaves a generous tip.

	“That makes me uncomfortable”, Phillip says quietly after the waiter left.

	“It really shouldn’t.”

	“Alright, thank you.” They got up and stepped on the edge of the awning. The rain worsened. 

	“Where do you have to go?”, Christopher asks. 

	“To the subway.”

	“I pass that.” He gets an umbrella out of his shoulder bag. “Come on.”

	“Oh, this little rain.” Phillip steps outside and walks a bit. Christopher opens the umbrella and follows him. After a few hundred meters in the pouring rain, he invitingly holds the umbrella towards Phillip and he gets under it. They walked close together under the umbrella, slower than it is sensible in this weather, almost moseying. Walking under the umbrella together had something familiar, almost intimate, while the rain was coming down around them and only a few people were out. When they reached the entrance to the subway Christopher says: “I’ll take you down, too.”

	“No, nonsense.” Phillip puts his hand on Christopher’s arm. “Until Saturday.”

	“Yes, I am looking forward to it. Bye.” Christopher smiles and leans a little towards him. They stay that way for a moment, then Phillip disappears down the drafty staircase to the subway. 
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The stairwell splurged with columns, mirrors and dark wood. Phillip went up the stairs to the first landing; a fireplace with a gate, that made very little sense there, a small marble statue. Phillip went further up and thought about the stairwell leading to his apartment. Weathered stairs and lathed wooden railing, bad replacement windows and doors covered with too much paint. Also an old house, very charming, just Prenzlauer Berg, but without the sophisticated flair that this one has. 

	Phillip went one more floor up, Christopher just had the door ajar and he knocked on the frame.

	“Come in”, Christopher called out. He entered a bright hallway, Christopher came towards him. He was wearing trousers and a loosely fitting blue-gray sweater. They stood in front of each other and embraced briefly, without Phillip being able to say who the one was taking the initiative, it just felt very natural. 

	“Nice that you are here”, Christopher says.

	“Thank you for the invite”, Phillip answers politely.

	“Would you like something to drink?”

	“A beer.”

	“Oh, I am sorry, no beer. Would you like an aperitif?”

	“What kind?”

	“Let yourself be surprised. Go on through and get comfortable.”

	Phillip entered the living room, a bright, big room with a high ceiling. The French door to the balcony was open. Big windows, parquet floors, a bay window. Phillip continued to look around, a modern couch and a matching coffee table on rug that looked like there was a sign saying ’do not step on it’. A giant abstract painting in dull red and gray tones. A wall with shelves full of books, probably books about art mainly. A dining room table in front of the balcony door, even more shelves, a lot of empty space. A big sliding door was halfway open and allowed him a glance into a just as elegantly and modern furnished bedroom, a double bed in the middle. There was a black cat sleeping on the matte shimmering, brown sheets. Christopher entered the living room with two glasses that had an orange-red liquid in them. “Here, a blood orange spritzer.”

	Phillip drank, it tasted tart and sparkly. “Delicious. What is it?”

	“Orange-bitter liquor, Prosecco and club soda. I thought we could eat in front of the open balcony door, the weather is mild, just not warm enough to sit outside.”

	“Yes. But I am not hungry yet.”

	“Okay.”

	“Can I first see your paintings?”

	“Really?”

	“Of course, that’s why I am here.”

	“Okay then.” Christopher sets his glass down and walks to the wall where there are a few frames leaning against it. Phillip stands next to him. “Here.”

	The first painting, not very big, showed a section of sparkling, in the sunlight shimmering water. Just that. The colors themselves seemed to gleam and have a matte glow. Phillip picked up the painting and tilted it slightly to enhance the effect. “Really great!”

	Christopher already handed him the next painting, a southerly ocean, turquoise and dark blue tones, in the front a cliff. The paint strokes seemed to replicate the texture of the cliff. “I like this one, too.”

	“Thank you”, Christopher says quietly. He leans the paintings against the wall, shows him two smaller ones that depict sections of water, a lakeside and a puddle and they are equally as fascinating.  Then Christopher turned the biggest painting around. Phillip held his breath, there was a smooth water surface on a cloudy day, gleaming gray clouds, the branches of a bare tree that reflected in the surface of the water. Above, slightly blurred as if it was taking with a camera, dry pale-yellow reed.

	“That is great. Like it the best. I like them all, you should display them, seriously!”

	“Thank you, I … “ Christopher looked at the painting and then put it down. “I don’t know.”

	“At least hang them up here. That one on the wall, that’s not one of yours, is it? Or?”

	“No.”

	“That’s something like what you have hanging in the gallery, too.”

	“Yes, the artist keeps getting more and more praise.”

	“Do you even like it?”

	“Of course, it fits well in here.”

	It was true, it fits with the big room, the slate-gray rug and the light leather couch. “Did you pick the rug because of the painting or the other way around?”

	“You know …”, Christopher sounded perturbed. 

	Phillip took the painting with the mirrored tree and went to the empty wall next to the bay window, held it up. “It fits great here”, he turned around to look at Christopher, “seriously, you can’t just leave this in a corner. I can't believe that nobody has convinced you to hang them up.”

	Christopher took a few steps, looking at the painting that Phillip was holding up against the wall. “Actually, I don’t show them to many people. Put it against the wall, I’ll think about it, okay?”

	“Alright then.”

	“Hungry now?”

	“I think I might be getting there.”

	“I will cook then.” Christopher went to the kitchen and Phillip took his aperitif to the balcony. The street was buzzing with pedestrians and the houses across the street with their stucco, balconies and ledges were glowing in the evening light. Phillip took a sip and turned around. He immediately felt comfortable in Christopher’s apartment, even though the living room was almost as big as his one bedroom apartment. And even though the interior design reminded him more of a high-end furniture store, like the one he passed on the way here. Even with all that the room really suited Christopher and wasn’t impersonal. He went into the room and looked at the paintings once more. The painting of the ocean he put on the sideboard, decided against it and put it back with the others. From the kitchen he heard clatter and searing sounds.

	“You don’t have anything against garlic, do you?”, Christopher shouts.

	“No. Can I help you?” Phillip stepped into the hallway.

	“No need. Set the table, if you want to. Everything is beside it.”

	Phillip set the table, white porcelain and elegant glasses. Christopher brought salad and white wine. “Or do you want red?”

	“Ohm, that’s good.” Actually Phillip preferred beer, but judging by the porcelain and the glasses, he had already gathered that it wouldn’t fit. Quickly he finished his aperitif. 

	“Get some salad, the rest is coming.”

	“Thank you.” Christopher took the plates, dished up in the kitchen. Phillip took some of the green salad and waited with a little hesitation, because the dinner was apparently supposed to be formal. Christopher came back with the pasta plates and Phillip was relieved.

	“Enjoy your meal.”

	“Thank you, you too.” 

	The pasta was served with shrimp, rocket, small tomatoes and Parmesan. “Very tasty. Just like the salad. What is in the dressing?”

	“Garlic and other things, that’s what makes it aromatic. There’s garlic on the shrimp, too. Well, I did take my question seriously.”

	Phillip grinned. “I really like it. And I don’t plan to kiss anybody.”

	Christopher smiles and pours the wine. “Good. Or maybe not …”

	“You can only kiss somebody, who also ate garlic.”

	“But then properly.” He lifted his wineglass. “Cheers.”

	“Kiss properly?”

	Christopher laughed out loud. “Proper garlic.” Phillip joined his laughter. When they calmed down, they smiled at each other, then continued eating in silence. Phillip’s gaze fell on the shelf behind Christopher. In between the books stood a single picture, an attractive man, probably Christopher’s age. It was very clear to him what that meant, actually it was already evident after the aperitif, the apartment, Christopher’s style and his gaze on Seth’s naked torso. He gave Christopher a quick glance. Had he turned him on? Was he an aging gay man, who was chasing after Twinks? No, how could he think that? Christopher has been nothing but polite and was obviously only interested in a friendship, like he was. 

	“The man in the picture …?”

	“Hmm?”, Christopher turned halfway around. “Oh yes, my ex-boyfriend.”

	“Ex? And you still have his photo on the shelf?”

	“Yes, you know … he said goodbye very suddenly.”

	“Sorry.”

	“What? It’s okay. We were together for almost six years. But we kept separate apartments. Then three months ago, he told me he was going to move to the US. He got a great job offer, apartment paid by the company, Miami, everything is fantastic. And I wasn’t part of his plans.”

	“Shit.”

	Christopher took a sip of his wine and then looked at the yellow-green liquid. “You know, he could have talked to me about it, could have asked me if I wanted to come with him. I mean it would have been highly unlikely because of the gallery and things, I probably would have not gone.”

	“But it would have been different, if he asked you.”

	“Exactly. This way he just announced his decision, suitcases already partially packed.”

	“Harsh. But doesn’t explain why you still have the photo up.”

	Christopher shrugs his shoulders. “What about you, do you have a girlfriend?”

	“Girlfriend?” Phillip looked at him with surprise. “Well, there is this guy back home, but to say he is my boyfriend, is stretching it.”

	Christopher obviously didn’t seem surprised and asked: “What then?”

	“Don’t know, affair? We met two years ago. I was visiting friends and Seth came waltzing in. Blonde dreads, tattoos, naked skin. Oh, you saw him, the photos …”

	“Yes, he looks good.”

	Phillip grinned. “He is pretty sexy, moves that way, too. We landed in the sack very quickly. Well, the hammock. Was hot. If I was really in love …?” Phillip shrugged his shoulders.

	“And then?”

	“After a week, he went into a tent with a chick, right in front of me.”

	“What? Was he afraid to out himself?”

	“No, no. He is bi. First I broke it off, but then he apologized and well - since then he has only been with a chick once … Admittedly, I have been with guys two, three times.”

	“But that doesn’t make it an affair.”

	“No.” Phillip ate the rest of his pasta.

	“It just never got more serious. Sometimes we talk, pretty decent conversations. But I only go home every three to four weeks. He has visited Berlin twice, but it’s not for him. Since then he hasn’t been back. He won’t get a cellphone, so it’s pretty hard to stay in contact. Things like that …”

	“Hmm. Doesn’t sound too great either.” The black cat had come closer and sat next to the table. “Hey.” Christopher gave him a small piece of shrimp, the cat inhaled it hastily. “That is Mozart.”

	“Mozart? Eh …”

	“I know he is pretty fat. But he is also old. And neutered.”

	“Poor thing.”

	Christopher grinned. “Do you want some more salad?”

	“No, I am full, thank you.”

	“We still have dessert. Chocolate mousse with orange jelly.”

	“You didn’t have to do all that.”

	“Don’t be silly, everything was done quickly.” Christopher petted Mozart, who was leaning against his leg. Then he got the dessert.
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