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THE GALLERIST
Anthony Cardellini

In the dark of the early Thamel morning, as the last corners of Asia 
turn away from the sun, the gallerist sits behind his wooden desk, 

dreaming.
On the ivory walls of the gallery, the painted hold their poses, 

each figure alone in its silver frame. Twelve in total: six on each 
parallel wall. Not portraits, he insists. Genre paintings. Candids. 
He has given some of his subject’s names that he remembers from 
classmates in college. The young girl sitting on the dark limb of a 
tall Japanese maple is Emma. Franco strums his fat guitar before a 
backdrop of desert. Megan is mid-dive. A flock of gulls swarms the 
gray sky.

Framed against the back wall, the gallerist looks like one of them: 
three solid lines etched into his forehead, a brushstroke of black on 
his chin, the skin on his face blotched like an impressionist painting. 
Five hundred yards away, the bed in his apartment is empty except 
for a photo album, open on his pillow. The gallerist began to doze in 
the melt of the mid-afternoon, lullabied by a lack of customers. This 
is not the first time he has fallen asleep in his gallery, but it is the first 
time he will stay the night.

The gallerist sways. Outside a motorcycle flashes by and its 
taillight glints red against the silver corners of the frames. A spider 
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crosses its web on the gallery ceiling. Clouds hide the stars and the 
moon and the sky.

The gallerist is dreaming long and hard. He is watching a football 
roll down a Kathmandu street. The road is dark and winding and it 
does not end and it always angles downward and it takes him past 
tall pink houses bottomed with small grocery stands and as the ball 
rolls the men in the fields do not look up from their digging and the 
children with their backpacks walk past it without looking and once 
it goes between the legs of an oblivious painter stooping over a half-
empty canvas on a wooden easel.

Just when the ball is approaching an iron gate—perhaps the end 
of this endless road—the scene changes. Now the gallerist dreams 
of his gallery. In this dream it is night. He is watching a dark shape, 
nothing more than a shadow, lift a silver frame off the ivory wall. It 
is the painting of the girl on the tree. The shape sets something on 
the floor and glides out of the gallery. The gallerist watches as it is 
swallowed by the sloping street.

Hours pass. The gallerist dreams of Britain; he dreams of 
America. The spider crisscrosses its web. When it is mid-morning, 
the gallerist wakes with a start in the gallery. Outside the sky is a gray 
quilt, patched with strokes of cerulean. Tourists swarm the wrinkled 
roads.

On the ivory gallery wall there is no young girl and there is 
no Japanese maple. On the floor there are two six-inch stacks of 
hundred-dollar bills.

***
One of the gallerist’s favorite hobbies as a boy was helping his 

mother sell groceries.
As an infant he’d sit propped on the steps of the stand at the 

bottom of their tall pink house in Gattaghar, five miles from the 
throb of Thamel. His mother laughed behind the makeshift wooden 
counter, always making sure her customers did not want more choco 
crackers, an extra water bottle, a new plastic toothbrush. Some of 
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them would glimpse him peeking out from his post on the stairs. 
A few of the regulars would even look over, give him a wink, shake 
his tiny hand, wave a theatrical goodbye before flying away on their 
motorcycles.

By six he was standing behind the counter, balanced on an old 
football so he could see over the top. The locals would lean their 
elbows on the rough wood and say the name of some food item and 
he’d whirl around and jump from the football in a rush to retrieve it, 
to hand it to its new owner. His mother would take their currency 
and place it quickly in an old hat on the top shelf, out of the gallerist’s 
reach. She called him her little business partner, lifted him up from 
the waist to reach the cereal boxes that were too high for him, let him 
greet the customers as they approached. On days when thick clouds 
filled the sky and rain poured down she’d boost him onto the counter 
so he could pull an old white blanket over the opening like a tarp. She 
moved his hands for him as he pinned it to the other side.

He thought he’d be happy with a life selling groceries until a tall 
American tourist with a huge black wristwatch accidentally dropped 
a five-rupee note in the street by the shop and walked away, oblivious.

When the gallerist saw the bill a few minutes later he leapt 
off his football and ran, snatching the note in his hand, following 
the checkerboard tracks of the tourist’s sneakers. He spotted the 
American in line for a bus near the main highway, talking into a sleek 
cell phone. Vendors pawned fake football jerseys as vans dodged 
cattle slumbering in the streets.

The gallerist jogged the rest of the way to the man and tugged at 
the hand with the watch, panting. Above them the sky was a spotless 
blue.

Excuse me, sir, the gallerist said. I think you dropped this note.
The man turned, tilted his head away from the phone.
Oh, did you run after me? he asked. He said: That’s very kind, but 

you don’t need to worry. Keep it. It’s not worth much.
But nothing had ever been worth more.
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The gallerist stumbled away from the man and sat down on the 
dirt sidewalk. With Kathmandu screaming around him, he held 
the bill—his bill—between his two hands, barely four inches from 
the tip of his nose, staring until tears formed in the corners of his 
eyes. He ran his thumbs over the front and felt the swirled grooves 
of his fingers slot into the tiny red grids on the ridge of the note. 
In an image entirely constructed of the thinnest lines he had ever 
seen, two yak, their fur like huge woolly carpets draped over them, 
grazed on grizzled grass before a stark white mountain. As buses and 
motorcycles flew by, the gallerist began to count the blades of the 
grass, the grayish contours of the peak, the lines that made up the 
yak’s eyes. He realized with a start that they were looking at him. He 
shook at their size, at the length of their horns, each longer than his 
entire being. And standing there in the scene, feet itching from the 
bristle of the twigs beneath him, close enough to see the whites of the 
yak’s eyes, he beheld what could only be the tallest mountain in the 
world.

As the tears in his eyes started to slide down his cheeks he heard 
the voice of his mother, calling his name.

***
Later, when he told that story in his essay to a British boarding 

school, he said he’d been sitting on that sidewalk for a full three hours 
by the time his mother found him, and that she banned him from 
playing football for a whole month after. The school admitted him, 
and he left his weeping mother in the airport with a promise to visit 
during the winter holiday. He was so scared of her forgetting about 
the difference in time zones that he’d hung a clock on the wall of her 
bedroom showing British Summer Time.

After three blissful, brassy years of boarding school he told the 
same story in his essays to five of the eight Ivy Leagues, though it 
was not good enough for four of them, and to Swarthmore College 
in Pennsylvania, where he found himself in the fall studying art 
history, walking to Crum Woods after class to marvel at the foliage. 
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He carried his five-rupee note wherever he went, along with a dollar 
he’d found on the floor of La Guardia on the day of his emigration. 
His passion for art had become refined by then, had received its 
own special marking, like a note of currency worth one thousand 
rupees, or a twenty-dollar U.S. bill, embedded with specific patterns 
of red and blue lines twisting in and out like DNA, branding the 
bill so as to distinguish it from counterfeits. He wanted to own an 
art gallery in one of the cities he had heard about further north: 
perhaps Woodstock, in Vermont, where he’d visited his friend for 
Thanksgiving one year and had eaten so much he got sick.

But life prints its own currency, hands it out in different amounts 
to everyone, fills the wallets of some, the hearts of others, fills nothing 
of most. And life holds the ultimate power over everyone’s wealth, so 
there are times when it gives out a bonus or takes a big cut for itself, 
and we have to live paycheck to paycheck, have to wake up the day 
after the market crashes and find some way to carry on. There was to 
be no gallery in Vermont because there was a certain shopkeeper on 
the other side of the world who got sick, a mother who had done a lot 
of caring, who finally needed caring for.

The gallerist flew Philadelphia to New York to Doha to 
Kathmandu two days after his college graduation. He stuffed his 
diploma in a folder along with four yellow tacks. He struggled 
articulating directions in Nepali on the cab ride home. For two 
straight weeks he made his mother rice with dahl soup and served 
it to her by the spoonful. As she slept he thumbed through ads in 
Thamel tourist brochures.

When his mother passed he took a bus to Nagarkot and found 
a tiny balcony outside a tired pink hotel. He sat staring at the 
Himalayas in the distance for five days, eating nothing, ordering a 
glass of water every twenty-four hours. The French newlyweds on 
the fourth floor thought he was a statue. The waitress thought he was 
insane. He left in the early hours of the morning, leaving nothing on 
the table in the form of payment except his two worn leather shoes.
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The next day, using the little money he had left from America, 
he paid for an apartment in Thamel. Two weeks later, using the 
little money he made from selling his mother’s house, he bought his 
gallery.

***
On the sixth day since the American’s arrival at the school, the 

sisters tap on his door, looking for laundry.
He opens the door slowly and rubs his red eyes. The sisters look 

at each other and giggle. How do you communicate something like 
laundry to a man with whom you share no common language? One 
of the sisters takes a pink scarf off her neck and makes scrubbing 
motions while the other points to the American’s duffel bag.

For a second he tilts his head, perplexed, but then he nods. As 
he rummages through his clothes the sisters glance around the 
room. It will be his for two more months. They wonder what drives 
a person to leave a country like America and come to a place like 
Nepal and stay in a tiny room in a school, adjacent to a fifth-grade 
classroom. They wonder if he has a wife or a son or a daughter back 
home. They wonder if he will even be a good teacher here. The sisters 
have children in some of the classes he’ll be teaching, and he has not 
bothered to ad-lib to them a desire to know if this is okay.

They notice that he is beginning to make the room his own. A 
blue-and-red striped blanket, marked with an emblem the sisters do 
not recognize, is draped over his twin-sized mattress. A photograph 
of a desert landscape is taped above the headrest. A painting of a 
young girl leans against one of the corners.

He hands the sisters a basket of clothes and for a moment the 
sisters feel awkward standing in front of him, holding the underwear 
and t-shirts of a man they do not know, a man with whom they 
cannot communicate. Then they pinch their skirts in their hands and 
give a small bow and twirl around, striding quickly out of the room.

Oh, the synchronism of the laundromatic cycle in Nepal! If you 
go there and find a tall pink structure to stand atop, much like the 
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school that houses the sisters in this story, then you, too, will see that 
everyone in Kathmandu does every step of their laundry on the exact 
same days at the exact same times as everyone else. So as the sisters 
ascend the stairs to scrub the silk and cotton and polyester of the 
American in soap and water, so do the women and men and children 
in all the other households in the city, and as the sisters hang the 
American’s clothes on clotheslines a few hours later, standing on the 
roof of their school, they can turn in any number of directions and 
see an infinite regression of other Nepalis clipping their own pants 
and shirts and skirts and bras and boxers to their own clotheslines, 
standing on the tops of their own buildings. How many sensational 
conversations have started on the roofs of tall Nepali hotels and 
houses and schools, as the interlocutors were hanging up wet clothes, 
shouting to each other from adjacent buildings? And when the 
clothes are dry, in that magical moment of wardrobical retrieve, the 
center of mass of Kathmandu rises like a mist towards the heavens, as 
the people of the city make the climb to their clotheslines, and upon 
reaching the tops of their worlds, they never look downwards or 
upwards, but straight ahead.

***
Never before has the gallerist seen an American hundred-dollar 

bill. His fingers tug at the grooved edges. He rubs the white gleam on 
Franklin’s forehead. He runs his thumb along the blue strip down the 
middle and it feels glossy, like old photographs of his mother.

Finally he forces himself to tear his eyes away from the note and 
count the money. Before he even begins he knows that the person 
who took the painting left far more money for it than the gallerist 
would have charged. He thinks: What kind of person steals a painting 
in the middle of the night and leaves more than it’s worth on the 
floor?

The gallerist got the painting of the girl on the tree from a friend 
who has been giving him art for as long as he can remember. Its 
price was listed at fifty thousand rupees. The gallerist opens a cheap 
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chapbook on his desk and does some math on the inside cover. Fifty 
thousand rupees comes out to about four hundred and fifty American 
dollars. Before him are two stacks of freshly-printed currency, each 
with one hundred and seventy-five bills. All of them have Franklin 
on the front. The gallerist’s mind works slowly. He begins to think of 
Vermont: covered bridges and stone churches and snow.

Remarkably, as if the universe can hear these thoughts, the 
gallerist sells two paintings before lunch. A garden scene to two 
Chinese tourists for twenty thousand rupees. A steepled skyline to 
a German for sixty. Customers fill his shop, asking him questions 
about his art and his prices. One is a college student in a Swarthmore 
shirt. Another, a middle-aged Indian woman, gets to talking with the 
gallerist about his mother.

Sometimes I think she’s here, he says. He says: I look at my 
paintings—the prairie that stretches for miles, that one of the 
sailboats on the sea—and I swear she’s painted into the horizon line, 
moving towards me. But it’s just a tall blade of grass. It’s just a sailor 
with his arms in the air.

At lunchtime the gallerist hangs the Will Return Soon sign from 
the door, checking twice to make sure it’s locked. All the money in a 
drawer in his desk. He walks two blocks past the Garden of Dreams 
and knocks on his friend’s apartment.

Come to the Garden with me, the gallerist says. He says: I’ll buy 
you some apple pie.

***
The gallerist’s mother used to say that the eye of the hurricane 

learned everything it knows from the Garden of Dreams in Thamel. 
Around the Garden the city of Kathmandu storms and swirls: great 
gusts of motorcycle horns, a flurry of feverish foreigners, phrases of 
conversation like sleet whipping in from all directions.

But in the Garden lovers walk hand-in-hand, trading kisses on 
cheeks. A man in a blue button-down shirt kneels with a pair of red 
pruners, lopping thorns off of sparkling white roses. Parents pull 
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biscuits out of wicker picnic baskets and hand them to beaming 
children. The calm in the garden is like an old painting behind a glass 
case, fragile and safe at the same time.

Under a cream-colored, domed veranda the gallerist sits watching 
his friend fork chunks of apple pie into his mouth. Slowly, carefully, 
the gallerist tells him that one of the paintings in his gallery has been 
stolen. The gallerist knows that his friend will ask which one, and 
when this happens, the gallerist leans forward in his wrought-iron 
chair.

One of yours, he says. One of the ones you painted in America. 
The one of the girl on the tree.

After the gallerist says this he stops. He does not mention the 
money left on the floor.

The painter places his fork on the table and swallows. He furrows 
his thick, stringy eyebrows. Something must be done about this, he 
says. He says: I must be reimbursed in some way. How did the thief 
get into your gallery?

The gallerist shakes his head and asks if the painter painted any 
more of the girl and her tall Japanese maple.

Are you crazy, the painter shouts. The fork rattles the iron grating 
of the table. He says: I am sorry, but I do not think I can let you 
display my work again. This is preposterous. That should have made 
fifty thousand.

The gallerist spreads his wrinkled hands on the table.
I’ll give you your fifty thousand, he says. He says: I’ll give you 

your fifty thousand and I’ll give you a hundred thousand for every 
other girl on a maple.

The painter looks at the gallerist like the gallerist looks at a 
customer who has just asked him if he enjoys selling art. Above them 
the sky is spattered with wisps of white. The painter shakes his head, 
says he doesn’t understand, asks when he should bring his second 
version of the same girl on the same damn maple.

***
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As the light of the early morning sprinkles onto the cerise 
concrete of the school in Gattaghar, the American wakes in his twin-
sized bed. He shakes out khaki pants from the day before and pulls 
them on. He checks the time in Washington. He looks at a picture 
of his daughter on his phone. Outside he can hear the boys playing 
football. He makes the mistake of poking his head through the 
window and right away one of them spots him and points. Soon they 
are all bidding him to come down and join them. He retreats from 
the window, sighs, wipes his face with a damp tissue. He starts down 
the stairs.

The sandaled boys run back and forth in the courtyard, passing a 
deflated ball under a sky spangled with sparkling cirrus. The goals are 
marked by two concrete bricks. They play for twenty minutes before 
the brass assembly bell rings; no one scores.

The students sing the Nepali national anthem and the school day 
begins. During first period the American writes the letters of the 
English alphabet one by one on a white board, practicing phonetics 
with the lower kindergarteners. In second period he teaches idioms 
to third graders, tries to explain going back to the drawing board. 
He has third period off; he retreats to his room and plays Connect 
Four on his cell phone. He looks at pictures of his daughter. His lock 
screen background is her mid-air in a tall pink bouncy castle.

During lunch he spoons rice into his mouth and slurps dahl soup. 
He motions no to the sisters when they offer him more dahl. He is 
starting to learn that in Nepal a horizontal head shake is a gesture 
meaning yes, not no. He is starting to learn that nodding means 
nothing at all. He is starting to think that he will probably be eating 
rice with dahl soup for every meal for the next five weeks.

In fifth period he tells the ninth graders to write letters to the 
Nepali president. During sixth he plays hangman with the seventh 
graders. None of them guesses mourning. He tries to explain what 
a homophone is, but he himself is not sure whether mourning and 
morning are homophones or homonyms.
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After the school day ends he plays pickup football with the boys 
in the courtyard. When they leave he buys a pack of biscuits from a 
stand at the bottom of a tall pink house and catches a bus to Thamel, 
the tourist district.

In Thamel he wades in and out of stalls selling plastic jewelry 
and jagged Nepali flags and pencil sketches of Annapurna, Lhotse, 
Everest. He eats at a restaurant where the wait staff speak good 
English and drinks wine that makes his stomach churn. By the time 
his cab returns to the school it is dark and his nylon shoes are caked 
with mud from the streets.

He stares up at the roof of the school and sees the strings of the 
clotheslines glinting in the moonlight. He climbs the stairs and pulls 
off his pants and shakes them out and he takes his phone out of his 
pocket but he cannot drag it through the thick air between his tired 
legs and his reddened eyes before he falls asleep.

***
Two days after the gallerist’s conversation with the painter in the 

Garden, the painter brings a second candid of the girl on the limb of 
a maple to the gallery. This is the last one, he says. He runs a hand 
through his tousled hair.

The gallerist straightens his arms and holds the canvas out in 
front of him. The girl has slid slightly further along the width of 
the branch. Her eyes are on something that seems to be in the air, 
something beyond the confines of the painting. The gallerist sets the 
canvas in the corner and pulls one hundred and fifty thousand rupees 
out of his desk and hands them to the painter.

When the painter walks out into the sharp Thamel morning the 
gallerist reaches into his desk and pulls out glossy photographs of his 
mother. She stands at the grocery stall below their house and smiles 
without showing her teeth. She stands in Tribhuvan Airport with her 
arm around him, her only son. He thinks of running the five-rupee 
note back to the man with the watch. He thinks of his mother buying 
him eight packs of biscuits from an airport store before his flight, 
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thinks of her going back to tell the man behind the counter that he 
had given her too much change.

From his desk he pulls out a large plastic bag and four yellow 
tacks. He lifts the two stacks of hundred-dollar bills and slides them 
into the bag. He walks to the part of the ivory gallery wall that housed 
the first painting of the girl on the tree and uses the tacks to hang the 
bag with the money in its place.

Fifteen minutes until he will open his doors for the day. Already 
noise trickles in from the streets. The sky outside looks small and 
pale and distant. Moving quickly, he takes a silver frame from the 
back wall of the shop and lifts the new canvas with the girl on the 
maple and slides it in. He hangs the painting in the same place as its 
predecessor, completely covering the money-filled bag.

With just a few minutes left before opening, as the sunlight 
springs off the glittery pavement of the street and sparkles onto the 
corners of the silver frames, the gallerist tears a blank page from the 
chapbook in his desk, scribbles two words onto it, and hangs it next 
to the new painting. The first word is recently. The second word is 
sold.

The gallery opens. The sun trudges across the sky. The gallerist 
sells no paintings. In the evening, as he steps into the street to walk 
back to his apartment, the gallerist checks twice to make sure that the 
door to his gallery is not locked.

***
How magnificent the show that the Earth performs each 

day for the Sun! For what is the Sun but a great spotlight, a great 
audience? And the design of the world is such that the Sun is always 
entertained. As it spins, as the spotlight shines over new parts of the 
production, as it just begins to illuminate stage right, or stage left, 
the actors in that place are rising, throwing on their costumes (or 
stripping them off) and preparing to perform, and those that are left 
in the dark—eyes dilating rapidly—can finally take their rest.
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Of course, due to the design of this sphere, it happens that 
Asia and America are rarely on stage together. As the spotlight 
Sun illuminates one, it leaves the other in black darkness. So as 
the gallerist and the American are finishing their daily roles in 
Kathmandu, as they reach the ends of their scripts, as the gallerist 
thumbs through photos of his mother in his bed, and the American 
shakes out his pants in the school, the spotlight is swiveling away 
from them and onto a new part of the world, and soon they will both 
be asleep.

Perhaps the Sun thinks it can comprehend the septillion 
simultaneous scenes of the Americas at once, but you and I must 
not be so supercilious. Let us pick just one, then, and may I suggest 
shrinking our focus to a skinny seventeen-year-old boy planting 
signs in the grass of a botanical garden—Manito Park, in Spokane, 
Washington.

As all of Nepal sleeps, the sun shines high over the city of 
Spokane. The bright blue of the sky looks like wet paint on a domed 
ceiling. The boy thinks that if he blows upwards it will spatter and 
start to drip.

His job is to place these signs beneath every climbable tree in the 
arboretum. He drives the spikes of the signs into the soft dirt below 
white willows, American yellowwoods, Zelkova serrata, Gleditsia 
japonica. The signs are small and wooden and they say Do not climb.

When he has around twenty signs left in his bucket, he comes 
up on the tree. He knows because there is a pile of red flowers and a 
picture in a frame next to it. He knows because he has seen it on the 
news. He knows because he has showed his friends when he does not 
have work and he brings them here to play soccer.

As he drives the spike into the ground before the massive 
Japanese maple, he thinks about the rumors, the hypotheses, the 
allegations.

She slipped. A squirrel ran behind her and scared her. Her dad 
told her to jump and did not catch her. Her dad threw a ball out of 
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her reach and when she leaned to catch it she fell. The largest gust 
of wind to ever blow through the state of Washington knocked her 
straight off the branch.

The boy planting signs was working on the day of the fall, but he 
had been over in the rose gardens when it happened. By the time he’d 
arrived on the scene there was already a big crowd around her. Men 
that looked like firefighters were coming over the hill on the far side. 
A man in a smock carrying two canvases under his arm walked past 
the boy, shaking his head.

They had let the boy go home early that day. He had walked into 
his house and hugged his sister.

Now the boy stands up and brushes his palms against his dusty 
pants. Not too many signs left to plant. He think about how he used 
to come to Manito with his mother and sometimes he and he sister 
had climbed the trees. He thinks he wouldn’t have wanted them to 
make a rule against climbing trees if he had been the one to die. 

***
Five days later, as the gallerist dreams of serving soup to his 

mother, the second painting of the girl on the tree is stolen. The 
gallerist knows this when he wakes up, before he even gets to the 
gallery. He can sense it in the sober sky.

When he enters the gallery he sees the bag with the money 
hanging in its place, with no painting there to cover it. The gallerist 
half-expects to see more currency in the bag but the two stacks look 
untouched. Instead, the Recently sold sign has been flipped and 
something scrawled onto it: I need a way to meet whoever painted 
these. The gallerist peels this sign and the bag with the money off the 
wall and places them both into his desk.

The gallerist sits behind the desk and takes his head into his 
hands and thinks. He thinks maybe he should take the money and 
close the gallery and move to Vermont and not think about this note. 
He thinks the thief is stupid for not coming in and talking to him, 
for going about things in such a roundabout way. He thinks he will 
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not be able to convince the painter to come to his gallery. He thinks 
about drinking water at the top of the hotel in Nagarkot, mourning 
the loss of his mother.

The gallery opens and the customers force the gallerist’s thoughts 
away from girls and maples and thieves. He sells a painting of the 
sea. At lunchtime he walks to the painter’s apartment and tells him 
the whole truth. The gallerist fell asleep in his gallery and thought he 
was dreaming. The thief took the painting and left a lot of money on 
the floor. The gallerist used the second painting to try to return the 
money to him. The gallerist left the door unlocked. The thief took the 
second painting and left a note.

The gallerist shows the painter the message scrawled onto the 
chapbook page. The painter listens and looks without saying a word. 
The gallerist pleads with him to come to his gallery, says it’s the only 
way they can make some meaning out of this.

Meaning, the painter says. He says: Two of my paintings were 
taken. There is no meaning.

The gallerist will not leave until the painter makes a concession. 
When this finally comes he walks past the Garden of Dreams to his 
gallery and tears a new page out of his chapbook and on it he writes 
a date and a time and the words in and my and gallery. Afternoon 
comes and he sells nothing. When evening invades the avenue he 
tacks the new note with the date and time and place up onto the wall. 
He thinks that it is ridiculous, communicating with the thief in this 
way, but he finds himself hoping that the thief will see his message. 
He leaves the note on the wall during the hours of the day. He leaves 
his gallery unlocked at night.

***
Each time the sisters knock on the American’s door to collect 

his laundry, his eyes are red and watery. Once he starts to cry as he 
is sifting through his bag. The children of the sisters say that he is 
erratic at the front of the classroom, that sometimes he will start a 
sentence and forget how he was going to finish it. One night one of 
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the sisters stays late cleaning; she sees him stumble down the stairs 
and disappear into the streets around the school. He comes back an 
hour later carrying a large shape, its perimeter glinting silver in the 
moonlight.

Three weeks into his stay, the American asks the school principal 
if he can have a day off to go into Thamel. When this is granted the 
American retreats nervously, as if the principal’s warm response was 
not what he had wanted.

The sisters are told about this so they can clean his room while 
he is absent. When the day in question arrives, they show up early to 
ask whether or not he wishes his sheets to be washed. They tap on his 
door but there is no answer. He is already gone.

***
In the back of the cab on the way to the gallery in Thamel, the 

American looks down at his hands and runs through questions in his 
head:

What were you doing in those gardens? What are you doing here? 
How did you know what she looked like? How did you manage to 
capture the bend of the branch on the tree?

And:
You were there. You saw all of it.
How much of it was my fault?

***
The gallerist gets to his gallery just as the night is beginning to 

lose its black. Clouds fill the sky. The street is empty.
An hour later, the painter arrives. He wears an old smock and 

smells of coffee. He sits on the gallerist’s desk, shaking his head as the 
minutes tick by.

As Kathmandu rounds the corner of the Earth and drops of 
light from the edges of the spotlight Sun drip onto Thamel like paint 
onto a canvas, the gallerist hears the light hum of an engine and can 
just make out the shape of a cab outside. Its taillights give the silver 
frames of the paintings a warm, rich glow.
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When the American walks through the door, the gallerist is 
thinking of his mother: how she used to sit on his bed whenever he 
was home from boarding school or college, telling him that no matter 
where in this world you go, there are some loves and some pains that 
will always find you.


