
“Gale, You gave me the sea.” 
 

PREFACE:  
Gale was a musician and actress from our Christian Scientist church.  She died recently.  This 
was written in memorium ... 
 

-ooOoo- 
   
As I was reading on the balcony and enjoying the magnificent vista of the Mediterranean 
Sea, thoughts of you joined me, and scenes of some of our shared moments came to 
mind, as if welcoming the New Year with a slight delay on the second of January, 2004.  
   
I had returned from a walk along the sea at 10:30 a.m., Beirut time, and was reading in 
an atmosphere of brightness and calm a few hours later.  
   
Every morning I had wanted to get out early to enjoy this beautiful sky and land and 
seascape, but somehow did not make it. On this day, I felt prompted to get out by about 
8:00 a.m. while the day was still fresh. I walked west again, where the little corner that is 
Beirut juts westward from the north-south tending coast. Two days earlier I had taken 
this route past the famous rocks of Rawsha to another cliff where I had looked down 
upon the sight of young men standing on table-like red rocks and fishing. I thought of 
Jesus: “Children, have ye any meat?” Like those fishermen, these had lightened the load 
of clothing, leaving socks and shoes on a dry portion and rolling up their trouser-legs, 
casting their lines in various directions as the waves washed over their feet. They were 
sprinkled by sunshine from above, while the lively inner light of this awesome water 
reflected its bright aqua color up at them. I could not bear to leave the beauty of this little 
bay, and stood above watching. I thought perhaps these young fishers, too were there to 
be a part of the natural glory of the day, and were holding fishing poles as an excuse to 
stand and take in the view. One of them eventually spotted me up above, and invited me 
to join them. I was tempted, but decided to save it for another day.  
   
Now, this was the day. I descended the steep and gravelly path to the beach, which was 
also quite gravelly. Apparently the fisher folk did not come out so early, for I was alone.  
   
I spent most of my time standing on the flat red rock-ledges, letting the waves alternately 
wash gently and crash wildly over my bare feet, for I, too, had succumbed to the 
invitation of the water, and had shed my shoes. I walked on the soft green moss 
covering the rock beneath the surface of the water. I listened to the pebbles churning in 
a continuous rhythm as the waves embraced them, lifted them up, and then tumbled 
them seaward. The sky was another theatre, and now, I think it had a message written in 
its cloud-lines. I have seen many lines of stratus clouds in many days’ skies, but this sky 
was unique, something I had never seen before. This sky presented long, straight 
clouds, not quite stratus for they were still slightly fluffy even while holding their lines. 
They looked like tracks converging toward a central point in the direction of the horizon, 
hence they were spanning outward in a gradual triangle. They were straight ribbons 
tying up the gift of the morning. I felt this was a special day. “I want to stay here forever,” 
I said aloud to the listening waves. All the elements of the day were holding me there.  
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That luminous white substance I have not been able to pinpoint, like sub-aqueous 
cauliflower – is it rock? – is it stirred-up sand reflecting points of light? – was lending the 
water a bright, light-infused, light turquoise color illumined from the depths.  
   
I yearned to take in every detail, not only so I could keep it in memory as an inspiration 
in dry times, and not only so I could record it as accurately as writing would allow 
conveying the experience; but I wanted to breathe in all of these synchronous details so 
that I could embody some of their overwhelming harmony – the harmonies of rhythms 
and scale, the modes and formations of the rocks and pebbles, the voices of the waves, 
the generosity of the open sky modulating its hues from grays to blues.  
   
I walked along the water’s edge on both sides of the rock table. I climbed into a small 
cave, with toeholds taking me up ledges until my head touched the ceiling. Looking at 
the sea from this angle, I thought of earlier building-free generations who might have 
taken shelter here with this open-air picture window. My footsteps traced the perfect 
rectangle of a small beach bounded by straight but crumbly cliff walls. As I touched the 
sandstone faces with their amazing layers of chert, a metamorphosed rock, I glimpsed 
faintly the pressure of geological history that brought these quiet minerals into formation 
together.  
   
At one point, I felt strongly that it was time to leave. A voice that seemed more outer than 
inner commanded, “Time to go. Now!” So I made my way up the hill without regret, 
taking all the sights with me. As I arrived at the top, I saw two youths heading down 
another path with fishing poles. Perfect timing.  
   
While heading home on the land at the top of the cliffs, a humble coffee-seller with his 
silver-colored samovar engaged me in conversation about the wonders of nature, and 
the constant springing-forth of green growth from the earth. He said, “The earth is a 
school.” Instantly Mary Baker Eddy’s phrase, “earth’s preparatory school” sprang to 
mind.  
   
Gale, of course you remember the period when I became enthralled with the sky, and 
was constantly describing colors and scenes and cloud formations I had seen. When 
you, too, would remark on these glories, you told me, “You gave me the sky. I have you 
to thank. You gave me the sky.”  
   
On this day at the sea, I wanted the experience, the seeing and listening, and feeling so 
present with reality and the grand lessons of nature, to last forever. And I realized that, in 
some way it would, and that this was a long moment in the “irradiance of Life.” I knew 
this was more than a walk by the sea. It was a step into a whole awareness of the 
harmonies of the universe.  
   
Gale, you gave me the sea. 
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