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Chapter 1. Arrival.
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The Olympic Air from Athens to Kos was the fifty-five-minute morning route, the kind of hop that left before the city had quite warmed.

Phaedon Trakas had been on Olympic since seven on the seventeenth of August 2026. His grandmother had taken him to the airport at five-thirty. She had not stayed. He did not yet know that the pencil under the bench at Cleopatra Street would be at his hand by the seventy-year mark; he was eighteen and at the curb at half past five.

She had said at the curb of the departures terminal: Phaedon mou.

He had said: Yiayia.

She had said: the wood-and-mother-of-pearl box.

He had said: I have it.

She had said: Alexandria carried it out in 1962.

He had said: I know, Yiayia.

She had said: Pothia will take it for four years.

He had said: I know.

She had said: Carrier Press told me at the program-interview feedback letter in March that there is a piano at the Drosos dorm under a tarp.

He had said: I had not been told.

She had said: the piano has been at the Drosos front room since the 1953 delivery from the Alexandria piano-builder's Pothia cooperative.

He had said: yes.

She had said: the Alexandria piano-builder was Loukas Trakas.

He had said: Yiayia.

She had said: Loukas Trakas was my great-grandfather. Your great-great-grandfather.

He had said: I had not been told.

She had said: I had not told. The piano at the Drosos front room is the first of the twelve he built for the cooperative from 1948 to 1956. I am telling you at five thirty-five in the morning on the seventeenth of August 2026 because the four years at Pothia and Alexandria will be at the piano.

He had said: yes, Yiayia.

She had said: the Trakas name has been at the piano-bench storage in the 1948 letter since the 1953 delivery. Yiayia Marigoula will show you the letter when the house decides you are at the bench-storage week.

He had said: yes.

She had said: go.

He had walked into the departures terminal. He had not looked back. She had not waved.

The departures hall at five forty-three on Tuesday morning held the kind of Athens-pre-dawn light a glass-roofed atrium kept before the airport had quite filled: a fluorescent grey-and-white at the boarding screens, the smell of fresh bread from the upper-level kiosk three minutes after the bakery opened, the early-summer warmth already at the windows facing the runway. He counted the people at the Olympic counter line and rounded to eight. He counted the bars he would have at the piano in the first hour at Pothia, three movements of a Bach two-part invention, and rounded to forty. The numbers sat in his head at the kind of weight a Tuesday-pre-dawn airport could hold without effort.

He checked one suitcase. He kept the smaller suitcase with the box. He walked to gate fourteen at six. He sat at the row of plastic chairs against the south wall. He read four pages of L'Étranger in the French. He stopped at the page where Meursault, asked about the funeral, answered in the way he answered. He marked the margin in pencil at the second line of the answer and closed the book.



The Olympic from Athens to Kos was half empty at the Tuesday-morning hop.

He boarded at six twenty and took 14F at the window. He had read L'Étranger in the French. He had read it fourteen times since his thirteen-year-old acquisition; the French was his second tongue from his mother's Italian-school years in Athens between 1968 and 1980. He stopped at page forty-seven at the Meursault-mother-funeral-walk passage, marked the margin in pencil, closed the book, drank an orange juice. He counted fifteen passengers. The engines under the cabin sat somewhere around an A-flat, ground-bass, ritardando whenever the pilot eased the throttle.

He kept the A-flat at the back of his head for the duration. He let the cabin announcements sit a half-step above it (a B-flat, the safety-recording voice carried the kind of practised flatness Greek airline-women had been carrying since his mother had first taken him on Olympic at four), and the rustle of the man across the aisle at the in-flight Kathimerini sat a fifth below the engine-ground (an E-flat, slightly under, ragged at the page-turn). The three pitches gave him a chord he did not need to resolve, and the chord ran for the duration of the climb.

He landed at Kos at eight forty.

The shuttle bus from the airport ran on platform two at nine fifteen. The wait at the platform was the kind of Kos-airport wait the August Aegean heat made into a full hour: he sat at the bench under the eucalyptus tree at the platform's south end, drank the half-bottle of water from his carry-bag, watched the two German couples ahead in the queue manage a stroller. He was at the Mastichari ferry dock at nine forty. He bought the hydrofoil ticket at the kiosk and boarded at ten fifteen. He counted twenty-three passengers. He read four more pages of L'Étranger. The ferry pulled into Pothia harbor at five past eleven.



The Pothia harbor at five past eleven on Tuesday the seventeenth of August 2026 held the late-summer Aegean dry warmth at the dock, the brine-and-bougainvillea air the Mediterranean kept for arrivals.

He walked off the ferry with his two suitcases. The dock at the north side held nine sponge boats, three kafenia, six dock-workers. The kafenia owners had set the morning chairs at the long shaded plank under the awning of the middle kafenia, To Limanaki, and four old men sat at the chairs with backgammon-boards open and Greek-coffee cups at the table-edge; one of them looked up at the ferry and looked back at his board without changing the rhythm of his hand. The dock-greeter at the east end was a short young man in a clean white shirt with a placard:

PHAEDON TRAKAS Year 1, Cohort B, Drosos house, Vouvalis Street

Phaedon walked to him.

He said in Greek: Phaedon Trakas.

The young man said: Stelios Vouvalis.

Phaedon said: Stelios.

Stelios said: welcome to Pothia.

Phaedon said: thank you.

Stelios said: the Drosos house at Vouvalis Street, four minutes' walk.

Phaedon said: all right.

Stelios took the larger of the two suitcases. Phaedon kept the smaller, which held the wood-and-mother-of-pearl box. They walked from the dock to the house. The walk took four minutes. Stelios said three things in the four minutes, in the kind of Pothia-island Greek a twenty-three-year-old bakery-son spoke. He said the white house at the third turning was the Pappadakis family. He said the harbor was at its August quiet and the September would bring the sponge boats back from the Sfax-and-Libyan beds. He said the Drosos house was at the seventy-third year of Yiayia Marigoula's tenure. Phaedon said yes at each of the three. The fourth turning brought them to Vouvalis Street, and the painted-blue door of the Drosos house was at the third building on the right.



The Drosos house had a painted-blue door, a front courtyard, an old olive tree, bougainvillea on the south wall. Stelios knocked at the painted-blue door. Yiayia Marigoula, eighty-two, opened it at the first knock.

She said: Phaedon Trakas.

He said: Yiayia Marigoula.

She said: welcome to Pothia.

He said: thank you, Yiayia.

She said: come in.

He came in. The front hall held three objects at the walls: a 1947-parish-festival photograph at the east wall (forty-three figures around the parish priest, two of them Marigoula at three and Marigoula's mother Marioula at thirty-three, the priest a Kalymnos-Pothia parish-elder Phaedon's grandmother had named at the Nea-Smyrni kitchen when he was nine), a Theotokos icon at the south wall (the gilt at the halo had a Pothia-island patina the Athens-icon-painters did not produce), a wooden hat-rack at the north wall (six pegs, three coats at three pegs, an umbrella at one peg, the other two pegs empty). Yiayia Marigoula walked him to the dining room at the back. A wooden table at the centre, six chairs at the sides. He was the first of the five to arrive.

She said: the first arrival.

He said: yes.

She said: Niko Lekkas the twentieth from Darwin. Lina Belhadj-Kosma the twenty-second from Sfax. Tia Theodorakis the twenty-fourth from Broome. Athena Markou the twenty-seventh from Tarpon Springs.

He said: yes.

She said: ten days at the Drosos house with the Yiayia and Stelios and no other cohort.

He said: ten days.

She said: the first-arriving cohort-mate has been at the front-room piano in the first week, every cohort since 2008. The piano sits at the north corner under the dust-cover. It was at the Drosos house since the 1953 delivery. The program-application letter named the piano.

He said: yes, Yiayia.

She said: Stelios will show you to the east-side second-floor bedroom.

He said: yes.

She said: the Sponge Industry Museum at Sofia Kassotis at the second of September, ten days after the cohort gathers. The cohort orientation at the kitchen at four on the twenty-eighth. The kitchen rules at the kitchen.

He said: yes, Yiayia.

She said: the kitchen rules at the kitchen. Stelios.

Stelios said: Yiayia.

She said: the bedroom.

Stelios said: yes, Yiayia.



The bedroom on the east side of the second floor was a square room with a bed at one wall, a wooden desk at the east-facing window, a wardrobe. The wardrobe held a new linen-and-cotton sheet set Yiayia Marigoula had laid in on the Monday afternoon. Stelios set the larger suitcase on the floor at the foot of the bed.

Stelios said: the bedroom.

Phaedon said: thank you, Stelios.

Stelios said: the front-room piano sits at the north corner of the ground-floor front room. Yiayia Marigoula has said it is yours to find in the first week. Dinner in the kitchen at seven. Yiayia Marigoula and me.

Phaedon said: yes.

Stelios said: the bakery at four in the morning. Konstantinos Vouvalis at the kitchen and the oven; me at the second oven and the delivery round at six. The bakery closes at one. I am at the Drosos house at two. The Yiayia is at the back-flat kitchen at most afternoons, and at the front kitchen at four and onward.

Phaedon said: yes.

Stelios said: the four years at Pothia. The Drosos house has had this rhythm since 2008. You will find it.

Phaedon said: I will find it.

Stelios said: all right.

Stelios walked out. The door closed at twelve fifteen.



Phaedon unpacked the larger suitcase. He put clothes in the wardrobe. He set five books on the shelf above the wooden desk: L'Étranger, Cavafy's Poems in bilingual Greek-French, La Recherche volume one in French, Le Comte de Monte-Cristo in French, Carlo Levi's Cristo si è fermato a Eboli in Italian. He set a framed photograph of Yiayia Areti at thirty-six at the Nea-Smyrni piano in 1986 on the bedside table. He set a second framed photograph (his mother Aurelia at twenty-four in Trieste at the Carafà-family piano in 1980, three months before her Athens-conservatory move and her Trieste-Carafà-final-summer) on the south side of the wooden desk.

He took the wood-and-mother-of-pearl box from the smaller suitcase. He set it at the corner of the wooden desk. The box was ten inches by six, the lid inlaid with mother-of-pearl. It was Yiayia Areti's great-grandmother's box, carried out of Alexandria in 1962 at the twelve-year-old Areti's emigration. It held four items: two photographs (the Trakas family at the 1933 Alexandria Cleopatra-Street balcony, and Areti at twelve at her 1962 Athens arrival), a folded two-page piano arrangement of the Alexandrian song in Loukas Trakas's 1933 handwriting, and an empty perfume bottle his mother's mother had bought in Alexandria in 1955.

Phaedon stood at the corner of the desk. He placed his two hands at the box. He let them sit at the lid. He took them off after a minute. He did not open the box. The box had been at the Nea-Smyrni kitchen for sixty-four years, and the lid had been opened at four occasions Yiayia Areti had named to him in the long telling of the box across his childhood years: at her thirteenth birthday in 1963, at her own grandmother Areti-the-elder's passing in 1971, at his mother Aurelia's wedding to his father Manolis in 1986, and at his own seventh birthday in 2013 when the folded sheet music had come out for the first reading. The fifth would be at his hand, in his time. He did not yet know when.



He walked down at twelve forty. He walked from the front hall to the front room on the east side of the ground floor. The front room held a couch at the north wall, the piano under its dust-cover at the north corner, two armchairs at the east-facing window. A wall-screen had been set on the south wall above the bookcase; the bookcase held two shelves of Greek-island parish histories and one shelf of Pothia-cohort program records since 2008.

The tarp was a cotton sheet Yiayia Marigoula had put over the piano in 2010 when the cohort program moved the front-room screen for the Zoom calls. The piano had been at the Drosos house since the 1953 delivery from the Trakas Alexandria piano-shop. It was the first of the twelve in the Loukas-Trakas Pothia cooperative arrangement. It was his great-great-grandfather's piano.

He pulled the cover at the back. It came away slowly. He folded it on the floor beside the piano.

The piano was a Bechstein-style baby-grand of Loukas Trakas's 1953 build, with a brass plaque on the soundboard side:

Trakas Piano. Alexandria. 1953.

He set his two hands on the key-cover and lifted. The keys were original ivory and ebony, clean (Yiayia Marigoula had wiped them at the first Saturday of August in the annual ritual). He sat at the bench.

He placed his hands at the keyboard and played a slow C-major scale.

The piano had been at the Pothia-Drosos front room for seventy-three years in the Mediterranean-island climate, with the annual cleaning but no tuning since the cohort program had paused in 2010. The middle C ran flat by about eleven cents; the G above middle C ran flat by about seventeen. The instrument was off by fifteen or twenty cents overall.

The piano needed tuning. He could hear the need.

He played a C-major chord. Detuned. He played G-major. Detuned. He played F-major. Detuned.

He set his hands at his lap. He sat at the bench for a minute. The front room at twelve fifty-five held the late-summer Pothia warmth at the open east-facing window and the smell of bougainvillea from the south wall of the courtyard. A donkey passed on Vouvalis Street outside, two doors west, and the sound of the hoof at the cobble carried into the room at the kind of pitch a Pothia-summer afternoon gave the visiting ear, somewhere around a G-natural slightly above middle C. He held the G-natural a beat. The donkey passed.

He said in Greek: the piano.

The front room did not respond. He laughed three-quarters of a second late. The joke had nobody to share it with. He laughed once more for the nobody.

He played a single bar of the Alexandrian song from the folded sheet music upstairs and from memory of Yiayia Areti at her Nea-Smyrni kitchen piano, where she had played for him between his sixth and seventeenth years. The song was a slow-melodic Aegean-Greek-Alexandrian Trakas family song, kept since his great-grandmother's Alexandria childhood in 1937 and into Areti's 1962 Athens arrival. He played the first eight bars slowly.

The piano was flat. The song was still the song.

He stopped at the end of the eighth bar. He set his hands at his lap. He sat at the bench at five past one on the afternoon of Tuesday the seventeenth of August 2026.

He sat at the bench for ten minutes. He did not play. He looked at the brass plaque on the soundboard side. He looked at the way the wood of the case caught the late-summer light at the east-facing window: the rosewood at the lid had taken on a Pothia-island patina across seventy-three years that the Alexandria-rosewood had not held in his grandmother's Nea-Smyrni-kitchen piano. The piano had been in two cities; it had stayed in one for seventy-three years; it had become a Pothia object without ceasing to be an Alexandria object. He held the doubled-belonging a beat, in the way he held chords without resolving them.

He stood at quarter past one.



He walked back to the dining room at seven minutes past one. Yiayia Marigoula was at the kitchen with a briki.

She said: Phaedon.

He said: Yiayia.

She said: the piano.

He said: the piano.

She said: the first eight bars.

He said: yes.

She said: it needs tuning.

He said: it needs tuning.

She said: the tuner is at the Athens conservatory. The post-summer Athens visit. I will arrange the first of September.

He said: yes, Yiayia.

She said: all right.

She poured him a Greek coffee. He drank. She drank. The kitchen at quarter past one held the late-summer warmth at the back-porch door and the smell of the olive tree at the front courtyard. The briki sat at the back ring of the gas hob at a low blue flame; she would pour a second briki at the half-past mark, in the way she had been pouring two briki at the early-afternoon kitchen since 1973 when she had taken over from her mother Marioula.

She said at twenty past one: Phaedon.

He said: Yiayia.

She said: Yiayia Areti and I have been at twice-a-year letter-correspondence since 2000.

He said: I had not been told.

She said: I had not told. Twenty-six years. Areti wrote to me on the fourteenth of August. She said you would be at the piano in the first week.

He said: yes.

She said: the letter is at the back-flat kitchen. I will show it to you at the orientation on the twenty-eighth. The twenty-six years of letters are at the back-flat kitchen drawer.

He said: yes, Yiayia.

She said: all right.

She stood at twenty-five past one and walked to the back porch. She brought in two lemons from the lemon tree at the back garden, set them on the counter, sliced one. The juice ran clear. She poured a glass of water for him and squeezed half the lemon into it. She set it at the table. He drank.

She said at half past one: the Sponge Industry Museum. Sofia Kassotis at the third-floor west room. The cataloguing internship at the new-acquisitions period 2024 to 2026. You at the Tuesday-and-Thursday-and-Friday morning rotation at nine to one starting the eighth of September. Sofia will introduce you on the second.

He said: yes.

She said: Sofia Kassotis is forty-two. She is the museum cataloguer since 2014. Her grandfather worked at the Drosos cooperative storage room in the 1957 to 1962 period. He died in 1995. Her grandmother is at the Pothia upper village. Sofia knew Yiayia Areti's mother Maria-Trakas through a cousin in 1960.

He said: I had not been told.

She said: I had not told. Sofia knows the Trakas-Alexandria piano-shop history through the cousin and the grandfather. Sofia will show you the Drosos-Alexandria correspondence boxes at the storage room in mid-November.

He said: mid-November.

She said: mid-November. The first two Trakas-name letters of the 1957-to-1962 Drosos-Alexandria correspondence are at the new-acquisitions catalogue. You will translate them as the first cataloguing assignment.

He said: yes, Yiayia.

She said: all right.



Dinner in the Drosos kitchen at seven that evening held Yiayia Marigoula at the head, Stelios at the foot, Phaedon on the east side. The three at the kitchen. Yiayia Marigoula cooked yiouvarlakia. They drank water. They ate. Dinner ran from seven to half past eight.

Stelios told Phaedon about the harbor, the bakery on Kalymniou Street, the parish feast at Vathy on the eighteenth of October. He told him about the Pothia upper village and the lower harbor and the way the sponge-boat captains read the August Sfax-and-Libyan weather off the way the cumulus banked at the south-east horizon at four in the afternoon. He told him about the Saturday-evening sponge-museum reception every fourth Saturday, which the cohort sometimes attended. Yiayia Marigoula told him about the Trakas archive at the Year-1 second-internship rotation that his first internship at the Sponge Industry Museum, cataloguing under Sofia Kassotis, would lead into. She told him about the Year-2 municipal-archive internship under Petros Vouvalis (the Pothia-municipal-clerk, Konstantinos Vouvalis's older cousin, fifty-eight). She told him about the cohort-program twenty-six-day post-graduation period the Drosos house had kept since the program's 2008 founding.

Phaedon told them about his grandmother's Nea-Smyrni kitchen, the Alexandrian song, the Trakas Alexandria piano-shop, the 1962 emigration carrying. He told them about his mother Aurelia and her Italian-school years and her conservatory-piano teaching at the Athens conservatory, and about his father Manolis at the Athens-architecture practice on Patriarchou Ioakeim Street, and about his older sister Eirene at Paris with her partner. He did not tell them about the box at the corner of the wooden desk. The box had not yet earned an introduction.

The three finished at half past eight.



Stelios walked to the Vouvalis bakery on Kalymniou Street at nine for the evening shift. (Konstantinos and Stelios kept a four-hour evening shift on Tuesdays and Thursdays at the bakery for the next-morning dough, and Stelios would not be back at the Drosos house until midnight.) Yiayia Marigoula went to the flat at the back at quarter past nine. Phaedon sat on the front-room couch at twenty past nine with a cup of Greek coffee.

The front room held the late-summer warmth at the open east-facing window, the bougainvillea, the piano at the north corner.

He sat for half an hour. He did not play. The keyboard ran in his head at A-equal-440 instead of the fifteen-flat the room had given him; it was easier to hold the corrected version than the real one. Under that ran Loukas at the 1953 Alexandria bench at fifty-three, then Yiayia Areti at twelve at her 1962 Athens arrival with the box at her lap, then the folded sheet music two floors up. He let his mother Aurelia, his father Manolis, his older sister Eirene in Paris and Yiayia Areti's sister Eleni in Paris also stand at the edge of the room without naming them. He let his grandmother's brother Yiannis Trakas (1941-1962, Alexandrian-conservatory classical-guitar, died at twenty-one of Suez-Crisis-related respiratory illness in March 1962) also stand at the edge. The edge held five and his grandmother and Loukas's daughter Maria-Trakas; the edge held seven. He counted them. He let the count rest.

He stood at nine fifty. He walked to the piano. He set his hands at the keyboard. He played the Alexandrian song slowly. The song ran five minutes. The piano was detuned. The song was still the song.

He stopped at five past ten. He sat at the bench a minute. He stood at seven past ten.

He walked up to the east-side second-floor bedroom. He sat at the wooden desk at ten past ten. He took a Moleskine from the front pocket of his backpack and ruled the first page in two columns in pencil. Column one: Greek. Column two: French. He would add a third column for Italian when his mother's tongue was relevant; he would not pre-rule it. He wrote a single line at the head of the first page: ftáno / j'arrive. He closed the Moleskine and set it on the bedside table.



He lay on the bed at half past ten. He looked at the box at the corner of the wooden desk. The four objects in it had a weight he had not measured before, the kind of weight that did not announce itself but stayed. He held the four pictures at the back of his head as a single shape.

The shape was Tuesday the seventeenth of August 2026.

He turned off the lamp at twenty to eleven. He slept seven hours and forty minutes. He woke at twenty past six on Wednesday the eighteenth of August 2026.

The Pothia morning at twenty past six held the late-summer Aegean cool at the east-facing window. The Drosos house was at Phaedon-alone-with-the-Yiayia-and-the-Stelios at the first day of the ten days before the others arrived.

The piano was at the north corner of the front room.

The piano needed tuning.

The tuner from Athens was at the post-summer arrangement.

The carrying.
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Chapter 2. The Piano.
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The Athens-conservatory piano-tuner Theodoros Lambrakis arrived at the Drosos house on Wednesday the second of September 2026. The early-September Pothia morning had the kind of light the Aegean spent on first weeks, a clear yellow without weight; the harbor air carried the resin of caulked sponge-boats up Vouvalis Street.

The sixteen days between Phaedon's arrival on the seventeenth of August and Theodoros's arrival on the second of September had been the kind of late-August Phaedon had not known a Greek-island house could give to a single eighteen-year-old. The Drosos house at Vouvalis Street kept three rhythms: the bakery rhythm at four in the morning, when Stelios walked the four blocks to Kalymniou Street and Konstantinos was already at the oven; the Yiayia rhythm at six, when Marigoula came up from the back flat and set the briki on the gas hob at the front-flat kitchen; and the harbor rhythm at seven, when the first sponge-boat captains had returned from the night's Sfax-bed work and the kafenia opened their shutters. Phaedon woke at six twenty, in the way his Athens-conservatory pre-program year had set him to wake. He drank a Greek coffee with Marigoula at the front-flat kitchen at six thirty. He walked to the harbor with Stelios for the bakery delivery round at seven. He was back at the Drosos house by eight. He read at the east-side bedroom desk from eight to ten. He sat at the piano from ten to noon. He took lunch with Marigoula at the kitchen at twelve. He read again in the afternoon. He took dinner with Marigoula and Stelios at seven. He sat in the front room at the couch from nine to ten. He slept at half past ten.

The piano in the front room had stayed at fifteen-cents-flat through the sixteen days. He had played it every day. He had not pressed the detuning. He had let the piano sit at its sixteen-year untuned weight and had made his fingers learn the flat the way Loukas's hand had made the keys take the Pothia-island humidity. He had played slowly, no chord under quarter-note, no piece longer than five minutes. Bach Inventions No. 1 and No. 2. The Mozart K. 545 first movement at half-tempo. The Alexandrian song every afternoon at five, with the box upstairs and the folded sheet music in his head.

Yiayia Marigoula had called the conservatory on Tuesday the eighteenth of August. They had set Theodoros's Pothia trip for the second of September on the Friday twenty-first.

He arrived at the Pothia ferry-dock at eleven. He was sixty-one. He had been at the Athens-conservatory tuning since 1989. Before that he had apprenticed at the Trakas-Alexandria piano-shop from 1981 to 1983, under Petros Trakas, Phaedon's great-grand-uncle, Yiayia Areti's maternal uncle, Loukas's son. Theodoros had been at the Trakas shop's closing in 1986 at Petros's retirement and had moved with the Trakas family on the last Alexandrian-Greek emigration wave of 1986-1988. He had set up the Athens-conservatory tuning position in 1989. He had been Yiayia Areti's and Aurelia's Nea-Smyrni piano-tuner since then, twice a year for thirty-seven years. Phaedon had known him since the age of six.

He was at the Drosos front room at twelve minutes past noon on the second of September.



The front room at quarter past noon held Phaedon on the couch, Yiayia Marigoula in the armchair, Theodoros at the piano.

Theodoros set his canvas tool-roll at the floor next to the piano-bench. The roll held the tools the Trakas-Alexandria shop had used since the 1928 founding: the tuning hammer with the rosewood handle Petros had put new bone-inlay on in 1979, the felt strip-mute, the brass tuning forks at C-261, the rubber wedge-mutes, the action-key bones, the soundboard-cleaning brushes. Phaedon had known the roll by sight from his sixth year, when Theodoros had first tuned Yiayia Areti's piano at the Nea-Smyrni kitchen and had let Phaedon sit at the floor next to the tool-roll and hand him the strip-mute on request.

Theodoros said: Phaedon.

Phaedon said: Theodoros.

Theodoros said: the Drosos-front-room piano. Loukas-Trakas 1953 build. First of the twelve Pothia-cooperative pianos.

Phaedon said: yes.

Theodoros said: Loukas founded the Alexandria shop in 1928. He died at fifty-eight in Alexandria in 1958. Petros took over in 1958. Petros closed the shop in 1986. Petros died at eighty-three in Athens in 2003.

Phaedon said: yes.

Theodoros said: Petros was your grandfather. Areti is Petros's daughter. You are Petros's great-grandson.

Phaedon said: yes.

Theodoros said: you are at your great-great-grandfather's piano. Your great-great-grandfather built it in 1953. You will play it for four years.

Phaedon said: yes.

Theodoros said: the piano needs tuning today. The tuning will run two hours. You at the back of the chair.

Phaedon said: yes.

Theodoros walked to the piano, set his tools on the north side, opened the top, looked at the action.

He said at twenty past noon: Phaedon.

Phaedon said: Theodoros.

Theodoros said: the piano-action.

Phaedon said: yes.

Theodoros said: Loukas signed each Trakas-Alexandria piano on the underside of the soundboard in pencil.

Phaedon said: I had not known.

Theodoros said: the Drosos piano has the signature.

Theodoros walked Phaedon to the underside. Phaedon bent. The pencil was at the left side of the soundboard:

L. Trakas. Alexandria. 1953., 1.

Phaedon read it.

Theodoros said: Loukas at fifty-three at the 1953 shop. The ", 1" is the first of the twelve. Your great-great-grandfather's hand.

Phaedon said: yes, Theodoros.

Theodoros said: all right.



The tuning ran from twenty past twelve to twenty past two. Phaedon sat in the east-window armchair through the two hours. He did not read. He watched. He listened.

Theodoros worked slowly, the way Cleopatra-Street piano-builders worked, which was the only way the tradition allowed. His tuning style was the Trakas-Alexandria style he had taken from Petros's apprenticeship between 1981 and 1983; Petros's style had been Loukas's from the 1928 shop. Ninety-eight years of one hand sat at this piano now. Theodoros set each pin and listened for the beat-rate to die, and his left palm rested at the keyblock between strikes the way Petros had rested his in every photograph Phaedon owned. Phaedon watched. He sat in the armchair.

The order Theodoros worked was the order Petros had taught him: from middle C up to G above, then down from middle C to F below, then bracketing outward by fifths until the keyboard sat at the A-440 equal-temperament Petros had set as the Trakas-shop standard in 1947 after the brief 1928-1947 era of slightly-sharp Alexandria-tropical tuning. The brackets clicked. The beat-rates died. Phaedon listened. He could hear the kind of decision Theodoros made at each pin: a sixty-cent flat A-flat in the second octave was brought up in three half-turns of the hammer rather than two, so the pin would not slip back over the November humidity. He had heard Petros explain this to Theodoros at Yiayia Areti's piano in 1985 in a photograph Phaedon had not seen but had heard described.

The tuning ended at twenty past two.

Theodoros said: the piano is tuned. A-equals-440. Play.

Phaedon stood. He walked to the piano. He sat at the bench. He placed his hands at the keyboard and played a slow C-major scale. The scale was clean. He played C-major, then G, then F. Each chord clean. He played a single bar of the Alexandrian song. The bar was the song. He played the first eight bars. The bars ran forty seconds. He stopped at the end of the eighth. He set his hands at his lap.

The room held the kind of silence a freshly-tuned piano left at the end of a phrase, the air at A-440 from the brass tuning forks Theodoros had set against the felt strip-mute, the air at the room's August warmth from the open east-facing window, the air at Phaedon's breath at the kind of slowness a player kept across a forty-second eight-bar phrase. The three layers sat for five seconds before the room moved.

Theodoros said: the first eight bars.

Phaedon said: yes.

Theodoros said: the Alexandrian song at the 1953 piano.

Phaedon said: yes.

Theodoros said: the piano is yours for four years.

Phaedon said: four years.



Theodoros stayed for the half-past-two tea break. Yiayia Marigoula brought kourabiethes. The three drank Greek coffee in the kitchen.

Theodoros told Marigoula about the Athens conservatory's autumn schedule, the four piano-students he had under Areti's old colleague Christos Manolakis, the late-August re-tuning round he had finished on the Saturday at the Nea-Smyrni flat for Aurelia. He asked Phaedon about the cohort orientation on the twenty-eighth. He asked Marigoula about the parish-festival at Vathy on the eighteenth of October. He told them both about the Athens-conservatory November masterclass with the visiting Italian pianist from Trieste, a colleague of Aurelia's at the Carafà-side of the Italian-conservatory network, the kind of musician Aurelia had played alongside in her conservatory years.

Theodoros said at twenty to three: Yiayia Marigoula.

Yiayia Marigoula said: Theodoros.

Theodoros said: the piano will need a re-tuning at mid-Year-1, January 2027. I will be at the Athens-conservatory Pothia trip then. Twice a year through the four years.

Yiayia Marigoula said: yes.

Theodoros said: all right.

He walked to the ferry dock at quarter past three. He caught the half-past-three Mastichari ferry. He was back in Athens that evening.



The front room at half past three held Phaedon at the piano alone. Yiayia Marigoula was at the back flat. He sat at the bench. He played the Alexandrian song slowly in five minutes. He stopped at twenty-five to four. He set his hands at his lap. The room held the late-summer Pothia warmth at the open east-facing window and the bougainvillea from the south wall.

He sat at the bench until twenty past four. He played the Bach Invention No. 1 in C major, slow tempo. He played the first half of the Mozart K. 545 at moderate tempo. He played the Chopin Mazurka Op. 7 No. 1 he had been holding back across the August weeks. The mazurka ran seven minutes. He stopped at the end. He set his hands at his lap. He sat at the bench. The room held the kind of mid-afternoon Pothia quiet a sponge-boat-on-the-Sfax-bed harbor kept on a Wednesday in September.



The ten days from the seventeenth to the twenty-seventh of August had been Phaedon alone with the Yiayia and Stelios. Niko arrived on the twentieth, Lina on the twenty-second, Tia on the twenty-fourth, Athena on the twenty-seventh. The five had been at the Drosos house since.

Niko's arrival on the twentieth at noon had brought him at the dock with Stelios and Phaedon (Phaedon had walked down with Stelios at quarter past eleven to meet the ferry). The Darwin-Singapore-Athens-Kos-Pothia route Niko had taken had run thirty-one hours; he had landed in Pothia in a state of stunned-quiet politeness that Phaedon had recognised from his own first afternoon. They had walked back together. Niko had shaken Phaedon's hand at the painted-blue door and had said: the first Pothia day. Phaedon had said: the first. Niko had said: I am at the second. Phaedon had said: the third. (This had become Phaedon's quiet running count of cohort-arrival-positions, the kind of count he kept like the box-count or the bar-count.) Niko had taken the west-side second-floor bedroom.

Lina's arrival on the twenty-second at three in the afternoon had brought her at the front door with the smaller of two suitcases and a small wooden case with the Sfax-side Yiayia-Photini-keepsakes. She had said in Greek with the Sfax-Tunisian Yiayia-Photini-cadence inflection Phaedon had recognised from one summer-2024 cohort recording: Phaedon Trakas. He had said: Lina Belhadj-Kosma. She had said: yes. She had taken the south-east second-floor bedroom.

Tia's arrival on the twenty-fourth at five in the afternoon had brought her at the door with one large duffel and a Broome-Yawuru-Greek-Indigenous Aunty-Norma keepsake wrapped in calico. She was the smallest of the four and the most contained. Phaedon had recognised her Broome-Pearling-pattern instantly from the kind of stillness she carried at the front-courtyard threshold. She had said: Phaedon. He had said: Tia. She had said: I am the fourth. He had said: I am the first. She had said: all right. She had taken the north-west second-floor bedroom.

Athena's arrival on the twenty-seventh at noon had brought her at the door alone (Stelios had met her at the ferry; Phaedon had been at the front room at the piano-bench when the door opened, with the Alexandrian song's first eight bars at his hands). She had said: the piano. He had said: Athena Markou. She had said: Phaedon Trakas. The kitchen at five past noon had held the two-of-them and Stelios and the wooden table and the briki. She had taken the east-side second-floor bedroom across from Phaedon's, the room that had been Yiayia Marigoula's mother Marioula's seventy years earlier.

The five had been at the Drosos house since the twenty-seventh. They had their first dinner together on the Sunday evening of the twenty-ninth.

Athena on the east side. Niko on the north. Lina on the west. Phaedon on the south. Tia next to Phaedon. Yiayia Marigoula at the head, Stelios at the foot. Seven at the table.

Yiayia Marigoula said at five past seven on the twenty-ninth: the five.

The five said: Yiayia Marigoula.

Yiayia Marigoula said: the first dinner. Eat.

They ate. Dinner ran from seven to nine. Marigoula had cooked moussaka and fava and the late-August harbor-tomato salad with Pothia-island olive oil from the cooperative pressing. The seven ate. The conversation across the two hours had the kind of careful first-cohort-night surface a Greek-island house kept at the threshold of the four years: each cohort-mate said where they were from, who their grandmother was, what they had brought. Athena described the Tarpon-Springs-Athens-Kos-Pothia flight. Niko described Darwin-Singapore-Athens. Lina described Sfax-Athens. Tia described Broome-Sydney-Hong-Kong-Athens. Phaedon did not describe his flight. He had been at Pothia twelve days. The four asked the first-arriving cohort-mate about the front-room piano.

Lina said at twenty-five to eight: the piano.

Phaedon said: the piano.

Lina said: Yiayia Marigoula told each of us at the kitchen walk-through that the piano is yours.

Phaedon said: it has been at the Drosos front room since 1953. Loukas Trakas built it at the Alexandria shop. He was my great-great-grandfather. The piano is the first of twelve from the Pothia cooperative arrangement of 1948 to 1956.

Niko said: twelve pianos.

Phaedon said: twelve, sent to twelve Greek-island and Pothia locations. The Drosos piano is the first.

Tia said: and Phaedon at the four years.

Phaedon said: yes.

Athena said: and Phaedon at the twelve days alone before the cohort.

Phaedon said: yes.

Athena said: all right.



The five sat at the kitchen until nine. They washed the dishes. Yiayia Marigoula went to the back flat at quarter past, Stelios to the bakery at twenty past. The five sat in the front courtyard at the wooden bench under the olive tree at twenty-five past. Stelios had left a bottle of masticha. The five drank it. They did not say much.

Athena said at twenty to ten: the piano.

Phaedon said: the piano.

Athena said: Phaedon at the piano. Four years. Loukas's hand. First of the twelve.

Phaedon said: yes.

Athena said: the piano is the piano.

Phaedon said: the piano is the piano.

Athena said: all right.



They walked back inside at quarter past ten. They went up to their five bedrooms. Phaedon walked to the east-side second-floor bedroom. He sat at the wooden desk at twenty past ten. He opened the Moleskine to the fourth page. He wrote on the first line:

ē kourdistē tou piano / l'accord du piano.

The piano-tuning.

On the second: Theodoros Lambrakis. Athens conservatory. Trakas-Alexandria 1981-1983 apprenticeship. Athens-conservatory tuner since 1989.

On the third: Loukas-Trakas signature: L. Trakas. Alexandria. 1953., 1.

On the fourth: first of the twelve.

On the fifth: first cohort dinner, Sunday 29 August 2026.

On the sixth: Phaedon at the piano for four years.

He closed the Moleskine. He lay on the bed. He turned off the lamp at twenty to eleven. He slept seven hours and forty minutes. He woke at twenty past six on Thursday the third of September 2026.



September ran into the first month of his Sponge Industry Museum cataloguing internship under Sofia Kassotis. He worked at the museum's third-floor west room, on new acquisitions from the 2024-2026 archive period. He had started on Tuesday the eighth.

Sofia Kassotis was forty-two. She had been the museum cataloguer since 2014. Her grandfather, Manolis Kassotis, had worked at the Drosos cooperative storage room from 1957 to 1962. He had died in 1995. Sofia had taken her grandfather's storage-room photograph (Manolis at thirty in 1962 at the Drosos storage-room's east wall) and had set it on the south wall of her third-floor desk at the museum. She had introduced herself to Phaedon on the Tuesday morning of the eighth at nine, and had walked him through the museum's collection rooms, the third-floor west room's cataloguing protocols, the four-column register, the index-card system, and the Pothia-cooperative correspondence archive at the second bookcase of the storage room at the Drosos house (which she would walk him through with Yiayia Marigoula at mid-November, the protocol). She had set him at the east-facing-window desk at the kind of distance from her north-facing desk that allowed each of them to work without disturbing the other but also allowed her to answer his questions when they came. She had said: Phaedon. Read at your pace. Catalogue at your pace. Ask when you need to ask. He had said: yes, Sofia. The first letter he catalogued on Tuesday the eighth was a 1979 Pothia-cooperative-Marseille letter from the Marseille-cooperative manager Theodoros Bekris to Konstantinos Drosos (the second of that name, the foundation-archivist). It had taken him an hour and a half. Sofia had not commented at the pace. He had catalogued letters two through ten across the rest of the week.

The September Sunday afternoons in the Drosos front room ran the piano-practice protocol Yiayia Marigoula had set: two to five, every Sunday, across the four years.

She had said at the kitchen on Sunday the sixth: Phaedon.

Phaedon said: Yiayia.

She said: the Sunday-afternoon piano-practice. Two to five. Every Sunday. The four years.

Phaedon said: yes.

She said: all right.

He played Bach Inventions, Chopin Mazurkas, Mozart Sonatas, and the Cavafy-Alexandrian-song suite his mother Aurelia had put together for him in his pre-program conservatory year at fifteen. Three hours each Sunday. Four Sundays in September. Sunday the fourth of October was the Vathy panigyri (the four-day parish feast of Saint Luke); he played on the eleventh, the eighteenth, and the twenty-fifth.

October brought the panigyri at Vathy and the first cohort Zoom on Saturday the tenth. October also brought the first Wednesday-evening recital, Wednesday the thirteenth, post-Sunday-protocol extension. Yiayia Marigoula had set a once-a-month Wednesday-evening front-room recital, twelve a year, forty-eight across the four years.



The front room at eight thirty on Wednesday the thirteenth held Yiayia Marigoula in the armchair, Stelios on the couch, Athena and Niko and Lina and Tia in the chairs at the piano side.

Phaedon sat at the piano.

He played Bach's Invention No. 1 in C major, slowly, five minutes. He played Invention No. 2 in C minor, five minutes. He played the Chopin Mazurka in B-flat major Op. 7 No. 1, seven minutes. He played the Alexandrian song slowly, five minutes. The four pieces ran twenty-two minutes.

The room at nine held the late-autumn Pothia cool at the open east-facing window and the six at the chairs after the last piece.

Yiayia Marigoula said at five past nine: Phaedon mou.

Phaedon said: Yiayia.

She said: the Bach. The Chopin. The Alexandrian song.

Phaedon said: yes.

She said: the Alexandrian song at the Loukas-Trakas 1953 piano.

Phaedon said: yes.

She said: the song was Loukas's composition. He wrote it in Alexandria in 1933 at the Cleopatra-Street apartment piano in the shop.

Phaedon said: I had not known.

She said: the first of the Trakas family songs. He wrote it at thirty-three.

Phaedon said: I had not known.

She said: the folded sheet music in Areti's box upstairs is Loukas's 1933 hand.

Phaedon said: the great-great-grandfather's hand.

She said: Loukas gave the folded music to his daughter, Areti's mother, in 1937, for her fifth birthday. It has been with that daughter since 1937, with Areti since the 1962 emigration, in the box at the Nea-Smyrni kitchen since 1962, in your box at Pothia since the seventeenth of August.

Phaedon said: yes, Yiayia.

She said: you at the Loukas-Trakas-Alexandrian-song at the Loukas-Trakas 1953 piano at the Drosos front room are at the four-generation Trakas-Alexandrian-song carrying.

Phaedon said: the carrying.

She said: all right.



The six sat in the front room at quarter past nine. Stelios and the four cohort-mates did not say much.

Athena said at twenty past nine: Phaedon.

Phaedon said: Athena.

Athena said: the four-generation carrying.

Phaedon said: yes.

Athena said: Trakas at Alexandria, Athens, and now Pothia.

Phaedon said: yes.

Athena said: the song is the carrying.

Phaedon said: the song is the carrying.

Athena said: the once-a-month Wednesday-evening recital. Yiayia Marigoula told us at the kitchen on Tuesday.

Phaedon said: she told me at six.

Athena said: twelve a year. Forty-eight across the four.

Phaedon said: forty-eight.

Athena said: and this is the first.

Phaedon said: the first.

Athena said: all right.



Yiayia Marigoula stood at half past nine.

She said: first recital. Thank you, Phaedon.

Phaedon said: thank you, Yiayia.

She said: the Loukas-Trakas 1933 Cleopatra-Street composition at your Drosos-front-room Wednesday recital. The carrying.

Phaedon said: the carrying.

She said: go to bed.

The five said: yes, Yiayia.



Phaedon walked to the east-side second-floor bedroom at five past ten. He sat at the wooden desk. He opened the Moleskine to the ninth page and wrote a single line at the top: ē próti recital Mercoledì 13 Ottobre 2026, Drosos-front-room-piano. He closed the Moleskine. He set it on the bedside table.

He sat at the wooden desk for five minutes. He stood at quarter past ten. He walked to the corner of the desk, picked up the wood-and-mother-of-pearl box, set it on the desk, opened it. Two photographs, the folded sheet music, the empty perfume bottle.

He took out the folded sheet music. He unfolded the two-page piano arrangement. Loukas-Trakas 1933 handwriting, Andante con moto, the first eight bars, the first of the Trakas-family songs. The title at the top:

Songo Aleksandreias / La Chanson d'Alexandrie.

The composer line at the bottom:

L. Trakas. Cleopatra. 1933.

He had read this many times since his first Alexandrian-song lesson at six at the Nea-Smyrni kitchen, his mother Aurelia teaching at her mother's piano. He had played it tonight from memory.

He refolded it. He set it back in the box. He closed the box. He set the box at the corner of the desk.

He lay on the bed. Loukas at thirty-three at the 1933 Cleopatra-Street piano; the daughter at five with the folded music in 1937; the ninety-three-year line between the hand and his own, the kind of line that did not break because the breaking would require an event a Trakas household had not yet permitted. He held the pictures at the back of his head as a single shape.

The shape was Wednesday the thirteenth of October 2026.

He turned off the lamp at half past ten. He slept seven hours and forty minutes. He woke at ten past six on Thursday the fourteenth of October.

The Pothia morning at ten past six held the late-autumn cool at the east-facing window. Year 1 had its first piano-recital. The piano was at the Drosos front room. The box was at the corner of the wooden desk. The Trakas-Alexandrian song was at the piano and the box and the Phaedon.

The carrying.
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Chapter 3. The Cohort Zoom.
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The second Saturday of October was the tenth.

The Drosos front room held the kind of October morning the Aegean kept for cohort-mornings: clear light, the south-wall bougainvillea past its August colour, the harbor sun two hours up.

The five-cohort had been at the Drosos house six weeks. The rhythm had set. Phaedon at the Sponge Industry Museum cataloguing from Tuesday through Friday at nine to one (and the Friday until five on the heavier weeks); Athena at the museum the same days under Konstantinos Drosos at the documentation team's third-floor east room; Niko at the Argyrou yard with the boat-builders; Lina with the documentation team at the cooperative archive's Friday transcription afternoons; Tia at the heritage center on the harbor's west side. The cohort were at the Drosos kitchen at seven each evening. Yiayia Marigoula at the head, Stelios at the foot, the five at the sides. The Friday-night kitchen-table-at-midnight pattern Athena had named at the post-Zoom Saturday afternoon last Saturday had already run once, on Friday the ninth, the first; she and Phaedon had drunk Greek coffee at the table from midnight to a quarter past one, the kind of late-Pothia-Friday quiet a Drosos-house kitchen kept after the rest had gone up.

The Sponge Industry Museum on Vouvalis Street had been Phaedon's morning destination since the kind of first-Tuesday-of-September 2026 setup walk Sofia Kassotis had given him at her opening orientation. Sofia at fifty-eight was the Sponge Industry Museum's third-floor west-room archivist since 1992, the kind of careful-archive-Pothia-Greek-cooperative-side staff the museum had built around at the post-1990 expansion. She had given Phaedon the Drosos-Alexandria-correspondence-storage-room cataloguing-assignment at the orientation. The corpus held a hundred and fifty-five Pothia-cooperative-side-Trakas-Alexandria correspondence letters across 1947-1989. Phaedon's Year-1 deliverable was the slow cataloguing of the corpus, twelve letters a week at the kind of pace the Year-1 first-internship was supposed to take.

The museum's third-floor west room held two long oak reading-tables at the south wall, four reading-lamps each, the Drosos-Alexandria-correspondence-storage-room metal cabinet at the north wall, and the south-east-corner Sofia-desk. The east window looked out over the kafenia at the harbor and the parish-cathedral-tower at the kind of mid-distance every Pothia-museum-archive worker knew. The room smelled of the kind of post-cigar-and-coffee an island-Greek-archive-room held after sixty years of late-twentieth-century smoking and the post-2008 anti-smoking renovation.

By mid-October Phaedon had catalogued forty-six letters across the six weeks, at the pace Sofia had set. She walked through the cataloguing-station each Friday afternoon and checked the week's binder-rows. She said at the second Friday: Phaedon. The careful-pace. He said: yes, Sofia. She said: all right. The Friday-the-ninth afternoon check-in had run an hour at the kind of museum-cafeteria coffee-and-pastry the museum staff took on Fridays at three; Sofia walked him through the cataloguing-protocol second-tier for the post-fiftieth-letter cross-reference work he would start at the Year-1 second-half.

The first all-cohort Zoom ran at ten in the morning Athens time. Nine Pothia. Eleven Sfax. Noon Alexandria. Six in the evening Broome. Two in the morning Tarpon Springs. Half past four in the afternoon Darwin.

The five-of-the-Pothia-cohort, Athena, Niko, Lina, Phaedon, Tia, were in the Drosos front room at nine on Saturday the tenth. They had moved the couch to the wall and the armchairs to the centre at quarter to. The wall-screen had been the Drosos-front-room cohort fixture since 2018. Stelios had set up the laptop at the bookcase shelf and the four-foot screen at the south wall above the bookcase at quarter to nine, before he walked to the Vouvalis bakery for the Saturday morning shift. The screen took the Drosos-Wi-Fi signal at a Pothia-cooperative-internet-line steadiness the Drosos-house cohort program had paid for since 2018.

Yiayia Marigoula was in the back-flat kitchen, not on the call. Stelios was at the Vouvalis bakery on the Saturday-morning shift.



The five-tile Zoom at five past nine: Pothia at the Drosos front room (Athena, Niko, Lina, Phaedon, Tia). Symi at the Symi dorm (Sophia Lekkas, Niko's older sister, and four others). Hydra at the Hydra dorm (Penelope Tsaganos and four others). Spetses at the Spetses dorm (Markos Hoffmann-Papadakis, Roxani Vrettas, Aris Pavlidis, and two others). Crete at the Crete dorm (Eleni Calabrese-Mouratidis, Demetri Papadakis-Niemand, Christina Hadjicosti, and two others). Plus the staff tile from the Athens cohort office: Marina Tsoukala, Konstantinos Drosos, Aglaia, Lea.

Six tiles. Twenty-five students across the five Year-1 cohorts.



Marina said at six past nine on Saturday the tenth of October 2026: good morning to all twenty-five.

The twenty-five said: good morning, Marina.

Marina said: first all-cohort Zoom. Five cohorts of five
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