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She floated in her white wedding dress on the green water of the canal; the young woman floated on her back and had roses in her hair. She gazed up at the sky.

It was a cold day in spring and yet the whole city was dancing.

May 1, Berlin, techno.

Two helicopters circled above Görlitzer Park, but they were flying far too close to one another; what if they touched, what if they plummeted from the sky into the dancing crowd?

But were there really two helicopters circling above us? Maybe it was just one; having been awake for more than twenty-four hours I might be seeing double.

Dancing next to me by the canal were a Colombian draughtswoman, a Croatian roofer, a Portuguese waitress, a Syrian IT guy, an Indian girl who could breathe fire, and a very tall, very thin, bearded Russian who described himself as a mystic. The Russian, Ivan, was the only one I knew.

All of them were wide awake yet deathly tired, and they all shared what they had on them: cocaine, MDMA, ketamine, speed, beer and vodka.

The sun was a silvery disc and I wondered how that was possible. It was as if the moon had strayed into the day.

I saw the young woman in the wedding dress floating on the water and I thought, everything’s right and everything’s wrong. A disco ball spun in a tree.

Once upon a time that was me up there, in the helicopter in the sky above the city, above the park, above the canal, and I know what you can see with the camera from up there: everything and nothing. You see nothing but a mass of bodies moving to electronic music by the canal in the middle of the day, but up in the helicopter you can’t hear the music as you circle the park; the engine noise is far too loud.

The young woman in the wedding dress floated down the canal on her back, gazing up at the sky.

Then a bird landed on her chest and pecked at her, but nobody apart from me seemed to notice the girl and the bird. All the ravers by the bank and on the narrow, packed bridge above the canal kept dancing as if everything was normal.

Berlin’s got more bridges than Venice, Csaba once said, and Gianni rolled his eyes.

– Infinity, what’s that supposed to be? the Croatian roofer said to the Russian mystic. Nothing’s infinite, as every child knows. A white powder was being passed around.

*

Hello helicopter.

Hello Venice.




– Everything has a beginning and an end, the Croat said.

– If everything has a beginning and an end, then there’s no infinity, the Syrian IT guy said. But infinity does exist. It’s a series of numbers.

– Infinity is a circle, the mystic said.

– Infinity is a line, the Portuguese waitress said.

– Can’t any of you see the bird? I said. What kind of bird, the Indian girl asked, what bird? Then the Colombian draughtswoman changed the subject, does anyone know the story of the bird and the snake? No, the Syrian said, but does anyone know the story of the bee and the whale? And all the while the bird kept sitting on the chest of the young woman in the wedding dress. The Indian girl with the blueish-black make-up around her eyes took my hands.

Will someone call the police? I was about to say, is nobody going to call the police? And then I thought, hang on, there are police everywhere here, I mean, I’m a policeman myself, but I wasn’t a policeman anymore.

I’d been a policeman for twenty-three years, but now I wasn’t a policeman anymore; I was waiting for my trial.

Is anyone here a lifeguard? I thought.

– Don’t jump, said the Indian fire-eater who I’d met only a few hours ago at daybreak, beneath the railway bridge at Holzmarkt; don’t jump, and she kept holding my hands.

I took off my clothes and jumped into the canal.

The water was icy.

The young woman gazed up at the sky, not blinking once as I pulled her out of the water.

She was dead.

Her wedding dress slipped and I saw a tattoo on her left shoulder, a cornflower.

The music hadn’t stopped, the disco ball in the tree was still spinning, everyone was dancing, the dead woman now lay on the grass beside the canal, the helicopter roared directly above us and an ambulance siren cut through the music, coming ever closer.

– Let’s go, said the Indian girl who’d been waiting on the bank with my clothes. I’ll take you home.

For a moment it crossed my mind that the Indian girl might not be an Indian girl, but an Indian boy or both at once.

– What’s your name? I asked.

I stumbled and began to shiver, my entire body was shivering, and then we kissed, an endless kiss somewhere on the road during the long walk from Kreuzberg to Wedding.
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