the places where they shift and crumble, and where they
lift and glide. Every time, I think [ am ready to trade the
whoosh of discovery for the safety of the known, the inti-
mate. Then I remember, there is no safety in the known,
either.

But the heart has a mind of its own, and I've never
been able to talk it out of or into anything, not with a
whisper, not with a shout. Some things come down from
on high: We cannot make it rain; we cannot make it stop
raining. We cannot grow the waves or flatten them. Even
if we travel 4,000 miles, we may not get what we want; we
may stand at the shore and wish for something other than
what is. We may have to settle for less, and we may find
that sometimes less is enough, that less provides all the
giddiness we can handle.

A whisper is a kind of audible scribble, a note you write
in sound, though on these hot beaches I am also writing
notes to myself in sand, with the tips of pointed shells and
branches. And yes, I am whispering to myself, also speak-
ing to myself in whatever voice is between a whisper and
a shout, even singing to myself as [ walk, as I bob, as [ veer
into and out of sleep. I am doing anything I can to remind
myself to listen and be satisfied.
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