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BEACHED 

F u r t h e r  up, dunes o f  g i a n t  forms a r e  s trewn,  l y i n g  a p a r t ,  

t h e n  t o g e t h e r ;  a s  though one was n o t h i n g  b u t  t he  absence  o f  

the  o t h e r .  Along these h i l l s  o f  b r e a s t s  and t h i g h s ,  a  f l a n k  

n e s t l e s  i n  the  crook o f  an arm and an i r o n  b a r  pressed w i t h  

ye l low and g r e y  l i c h e n  emerges l i k e  a d r y  tongue.  The a i r  

impe l l ed  by u n c e r t a i n t y ,  settles t h e  forms i n  new round 

i n v e n t i o n s .  Troubled by the  dampness hidden i n  the  shadows 

and wounded by the  s u n ' s  h e a t ,  you burrow i n  t he  p e l v i c  d e l t a  

t h r o b b i n g  l i k e  a  h e a r t .  T h e  s e a  r u s h e s  o u t  r e c k l e s s l y  and 

f l ies up w h i t e  a s  t h e  sand p i p e r s  s c u r r y  among the  s t i c k s  and 

s t r a w s  the i r  b i l l s  a r e  p e r p e n d i c u l a r  w i t h  mad i n t e n t i o n s .  

L i g h t  f a l l s  on t h e  g r e y  pebbles and sad shel ls  shorn  o f  the i r  
- z  / 

i n h a b i t a n t s  wash i n .  T h e  g u l l s  s w i r l i n g  i n  e c c e n t r i c  circles 

t i p  and p lunge.  They c a l l  -- a r e ,  a r e .  

The sun p u l l s  the  sky toward i tself  and d rops  l i k e  

f a l l i n g  fire. You are i n  the  da rk  only  t he  s e a  s h i n e s  w i t h  

s t a r  l i g h t .  T h e  sand grows c o l d .  What remains p o o l s  under  

the  r o c k s  and around t he  pebb les  and corks ,  p a r t i n g  the  t h i n  

g r a s s e s ,  c l imbing  the  g r e a t  t r o c h a n t e r ,  f i l l i n g  the  space  

between t he  b a s e  of  the  c h e s t  and t h e  i l l i a c  crest, 

d e p r e s s i n g  t h e  lower l i d ,  and h o l d i n g  i t se l f  s e v e r a l  f i n g e r s  

breath o v e r  the  o r b i t  o f  t h e  eye, makes i t s  sovere ign  way. 
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There was no h a p  f o r  S i s t e r  Maxentia; t h e  i l l n e s s  had 

s t r u c k  deep i n t o  t h e  marrow and they  s a i d  recovery w a s  

doubtful .  Day after day she re turned  t o  t h e  classroum 

r i n g  i f  h e r  t e a c h e r  would b e  t h e r e  and whether t h i n g s  

would be as they  were, She knew then  t h e  memory o f  t h i s  t i m e  

m l d  fade  till it would seem l i k e  a dzearn and t h a t  was a l l .  

But as she  en t e red  t h e  room, her caassmates w e r e  s t i l l  

unattended and taking f u l l  advantage of  t h e i r  freedom -- g l a d  

t h e  t e a c h e r  was absen t .  They had c rea t ed  s o  much no i se  t h a t  

t h e  t e a c h e r  from t h e  next  classroom had t o  come i n  and sco ld  

them f o r  shaming t h e  high r epu ta t ion  of t h e i r  c l a s s .  She 

f e l t  humi l ia ted  and wondered what h e r  t eache r  would say t o  

them. She imagined h e r  l y i n g  i n  a bed a s  white a s  t h e  c l o t h  

surrounding h e r  face ,  wi th  t h e  b lack  robes spread out ,  he r  

feet i n  t h e  l a r g e  s tu rdy  shoes wi th  t h e  l e a t h e r  c reased  i n  

l i n e s  a c r o s s  t h e  top .  This p i c t u r e  of h e r  would loom up a t  

t h e  f o o t  of  h e r  bed a f t e r  t h e  l i g h t s  were tu rned  o f f .  I t  

f i l l e d  h e r  w i t h  f e a r  y e t  she  wanted t o  get c l o s e r  and make 

c e r t a i n  she  had no t  caused t h e  deadly d i sease .  

S i s t e r  Maxentia taught  school s u b j e c t s  around a l a r g e  

square  t a b l e .  She taught  a few s tuden t s  a t  a t i m e  and t h e  

remaining s t u d e n t s  s tayed  a t  t h e i r  desks busy read ing  o r  

r e c i t i n g  t h e i r  l e s sons  q u i e t l y  t o  each o the r .  Sometimes she 

l e f t  them a t  t h e  t a b l e  f o r  only a s h o r t  moment whi le  she  
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ed one o f  t h e  o t h e r  s t u d e n t s  and it was du r ing  one o f  

se t i m e s  t h a t  t h e  g i r l  took  a f a t e f u l  s t e p .  The sister2s 

prayer  book l a y  open a t  h e r  elbow. I n  a moment of  impulse 

d quick ac t i on ,  she  s l i p p e d  t h e  ho ly  p i c t u r e  from t h e  book 

d p u t  it i n  her workbook. It w a s  an act o f  such daring 

a t  s h e  cou ld  not be s u r e  that it happened till she r e t u r n e d  

t o  her room and touched the p i c t u r e .  On the back she read 

the i n s c r i p t i o n :  -- "a garden ena losed  is my sister, my 

' spouse: a s p r i n g  s h u t  up, a fountxkin ,sealeden 'he t3ould n o t  

decipher the name but she could  read 13eutschland. She 

wondered each  day when h e r  t e a c h e r  would d i s cove r  t h e  deed 

and l i v e d  i n  d r ead  of  t h a t  momenz ,. . , . , 

A s  she  took  h e r  p l a c e  a t  h e r  desk i n  the back of  t h e  

room, she  would examine t h e  nun 's  f a c e  f o r  any sugges t ion  

t h a t  she  knew. The s t a r c h e d  c l o t h  t h a t  framed h e r  t e a c h e r ' s  

f a ce  squeezed h e r  f e a t u r e s  t o g e t h e r  s eve re ly .  Around h e r  

neck pro t ruded  a w h i t e ,  ova l  c o l l a r  t h a t  t rembled up and down 

wi th  h e r  s l i g h t e s t  b r ea th .  A b lack  h a b i t  draped from h e r  

head and whenever she  moved t h e  c l o t h i n g  t w i s t e d  i tself i n t o  

new f o l d s  cover ing  and r e v e a l i n g  o t h e r  l a y e r s  underneath.  

The nun o f t e n  pushed it back from t h e  shou lder  t h e  way women 

do w i th  long  h a i r  t h a t  manages t o  f a l l  i n  t h e  way. A t  t h e  

s t a r t  o f  each  school  day t h e  t e a c h e r  led them i n  morning 

p r a y e r .  From wi th in  t h e  f o l d s  of  h e r  voluminous garment she  

r e t r i e v e d  h e r  p r a y e r  book; she  covered it e n t i r e l y  w i th  h e r  

l a r g e  hands fo lded  t o g e t h e r .  Then wi th  a deft  f l i p  unfolded 

h e r  hands and t h e  book f e l l  open t o  t h e  c o r r e c t  page. When 


