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A weather in the flesh and bone


Is damp and dry; the quick and dead

Move like two ghosts before the eye.

Dylan Thomas

CHAPTER ONE

The heat of the sun will scorch itself, bum
itself through to the deepest of emotional secrets. It bears the
same influence on those who feel its powerful firebreath as for
those believers who swoon when they receive the pope's blessing. It
coats the ego heavily with iron-like protection and in the
brilliant penetration of the sunlight, many things can be mused
upon, seen and not feared. One summer day, Sister Dorothea allowed
her inner thoughts to be seared out by the omnipotent sun.

She sat in the shade of a large green oak,
directing as usual, carefully, sensitively, her flock of thirteen
orphans. It was here Sister Dorothea was struck by an extraordinary
ray of sunlight. The golden arm had pushed its way through two
large branches at the top of the mighty tree. Her first impulse was
to move quickly from the imposing light, but she lingered a second
too long under its forceful embrace, letting slip her vigilance—the
responsibility of keeping well organized the outdoor activities of
the girls.

They ranged in age from nine to thirteen years.
Their hair was cut alike, regardless of age, short as a boy's, the
only feminine touch being blue bows miraculously stuck in the hair,
God knows how, looking as if pinned to the scalp. But if the Mother
Superior insisted on their hair being short, she, Sister Dorothea,
no matter how ridiculous, was going to make them understand they
were decidedly of the female sex.

The weight of the heat fell down upon her, her
headdress became like a steel helmet, her habit burned and clung to
her skin as a shroud. The sun had a nostalgic smell, an Irish smell
of hot country fields around the farm where she grew up. The
youngest of a large family, she was often left to herself and many
times after chores were finished, she would lie in the green meadow
grass to bathe in the remaining rays of the hot summer sun.
succumbing to the warmth with the eagerness of a woman giving in to
her lover. With eyes half open she gazed trance-like towards the
yellow and green hills. It was during such a moment that she had
had her vision.

The vision was of Christ, his body as white
marble; the veins a wondrous blue flowed like liquid lapis-lazuli
beneath the sacred flesh. The fantastic figure appeared to rise
slowly up from the depths of the yellow and green hills. This would
not have been too extraordinary an image for a young
over-imaginative girl, if Christ had been alone in his ascent, but
next to him, indeed intimately accompanying him, was a young girl
with long flowing black hair. Katy, as Sister Dorothea was called
then, could not identify the girl for all she tried, in a way she
looked to be herself but more beautiful. The small sponge-like
breasts jutted out; the nipples were of the palest rose color. Her
body was slightly twisted, only one curve of her rounded buttock
showed, a bit too full for the slim, graceful thighs. The two
figures were gathered into a tender embrace.

Katy held her breath, as if to breathe would
banish her image. Could she ever confess this to Father Kennedy!
The beauty of the apparition made her shed ecstatic tears, silent
sobs of both pleasure and guilt, when a voice from above
interrupted her swoon, the tears froze on her cheeks and with a
look of exaltation she stared upwards ... through the branches and
moving leaves of the giant tree, past the green towards the open
patch of the fading purple-blue sky, she looked on as if into
eternity. “Is it possible,” she dared to think, “Is it possible I
am being called by... Him?”

Her thoughts changed very quickly and she sat
bolt upright, for there at the very tip top of the tree was
Andy—Andy Finnigen the village monster, or so he was referred to by
most of the local folk. Staring down at her with his watery green
frog eyes bulging, he had probably been there for some time.

“Katy what ya doin layin there like that, its
supper time why ain't ya home?”

“You scared me into the next village Andy
Finnigen, I thought it was the voice of Christ. Anyhow come down
from there.”

“You thought it was the voice of Christ did ya,
you better not be tellin anyone that or they'll be callin ya
queerey than me soon.”

And swung down from the tree while he was
talking. He resembled a ring-tail monkey, the strong arms
manipulated his twisted body down to the ground; he landed
noiselessly on his haunches right next to Katy. Andy was
hunchbacked with bandy legs, a small distorted figure of
indecipherable age. But Andy was not yet twenty-five.

“Oh you're not queer Andy, you happen to look
different than most folk around, that's all.”

“You're nice,” he said, “but how would you like
everyone rubbing your back for good luck like you was so much lucky
material.”

The day became evening now, only streaks of
violet were in the sky, the heat had changed into cool summer air
and the hills beyond were silver and black. In the evening shadows,
Andy's face became almost appealing, the eyes were less exaggerated
and the full mouth was perfectly shaped. Something about his last
remark touched Katy's heart. “It's true,” she thought, “it must be
difficult not to choose from life like everyone else.” She studied
his face, it was young and old mixed, the eyes were old but he had
a dimple in his chin and when he laughed he threw his head back and
his straight chestnut brown hair fell deliciously away from the
charming brow. Katy put her hand on his arm and felt a warmth for
him. This feeling moved her to mention the vision she had of
Christ. She dared not go into detail, but she told him she had a
wondrous vision and he Andy Finnigen was the only one who knew.

“And do ya forgive me for spyin on you
Katy?”

“Of course Andy,” she said, “only don't do it
again, promise me?”

Katy stood up and stretched her young fresh
body, shaking the meadow grass from off her light summer dress and
from the velvet depths of her black hair.

“I must go now Andy or I won't get any supper.”
Katy turned her head towards the small man, his figure smoky in the
twilight. He was still perched on his haunches the way he had
fallen from the tree, he squatted there, staring.

“Andy what are you staring at again, please get
up and walk me home!”

“You're beautiful Katy,” he whispered
religiously. Andy stood straight up; standing next to her his great
leonine head came directly beneath her breasts. Taking her hand
tenderly, reverently, he asked, “Would ya let me kiss you
Katy?”

“Andrew Finnigen this is it, now get! I don't
want you to walk or talk to me no more now, you've spoiled
everything!”

“But I love you Katy,” he pleaded.

Katy looked at the strange face. Her eyes,
pulled by the force of his abnormality, rested on the twisted back
rising behind his neck to a grotesque point, like an altar within a
temple. Her glance followed the line of his crumpled back down to
the undeveloped legs that seemed to melt away. It came to her in a
flash: this is a man, he must love and he must desire. She became
terrified at the idea and with a last desperate look into his
eager, sincere face she tore off into the darkness. Like an
escaping prisoner she ran across the darkened fields as fast as she
could go. Close behind her, chasing her, was a voice that came
nearer and nearer, louder and louder. Andy's ungainly body moved
swiftly towards her.

“Don't run from me,” he cried, “I love you,
love you.” And Katy fell forwards, flat on her stomach into a newly
mown stack of hay. Andy had thrown himself at her and tackled her,
his powerful arms successfully caught her about the knees. Katy's
screams were muffled in the hay. The little hunch-back lay
breathing heavily on top of her, her untouched, virginal rear
pushed against his belly. The feel of her body drove him wild with
desire. One arm held her firm, the other Was an iron lock over her
mouth. She tried to sink her teeth into the hand, but they couldn't
penetrate the coarse flesh. His hard sensitive hand moved down the
milky belly and lay gently upon her mound. He mumbled over and
over, breathlessly in her ear, “I love you, love you.” When he
touched her closed vagina, he realized that no one had touched her
before! With that in mind his own powerful sexual organ expanded
into enormity and Katy felt his hardened pole of flesh rest
ponderously in between her cheeks. She was aghast at the size of
his organ and terrified of what he might do with it. In vain she
twisted frantically, trying to free herself from the impending
danger. Half smothered and near faint with exhaustion her body gave
in to the pillow-bed of hay and to Andy's fingers, which swayed
over her petulant lips, tenderly touching the hidden clitoris. He
caressed it back and forth, back and forth, until it stiffened and
stretched forth against the palm of his hand. Then half-mad with
animal passion he ripped off her flimsy dress, and stuck his
manhood, swollen with heat and desire, below her beautiful rounded
cheeks and into the sacred passage. He entered her shrieking with
ecstasy but she remained like a corpse, her only sign of life being
a slight rotating of her sweet plump behind. She was unable to
control herself from responding to the sensation this strange human
produced in her as he forced her to her first mating.

The unusual little pioneer held his conquest
fast, moving his not unusual and not so little shaft deeper into
the unexplored territory. The moistness of her was as dew falling
upon his naked rod. He was not rough, no, not now, he was secure in
his contact and too passionate to think of anything else but the
one action. Both his arms were around and under her, so that his
hands caressed her sobbing femininity; the voluptuous anus pressed
hard against his genitals, as his magnificently stretched rod moved
with savage smoothness up and down her freshly opened sex mouth.
Katy groaned, not with fright, not with anger, but with passion.
She was captured now, caught up in a series of sensations she had
never known. These unknown feelings commanded her, it was a
tortured ecstasy.

As they moved in perfect rhythm, his shaft
sucked up the hot passionate motions of a sheath in its first heat.
And as her muscles pulsated into a finality against his feverish
pounding rod, Katy involuntarily experienced the completion of
sexual movement. The distorted form, mounted on her like another
hunchback, loosened his mysterious seed within her. She screamed as
the flood of his hot sperm foamed forth.

And now the earlier vision she had had flashed
through her mind once more and she saw that the girl with black
flowing hair had in place of feet, the soft furry paws of an
animal.

“Sister Dorothea,” someone called anxiously.
Sister Dorothea came out of her reverie like a patient coming out
of ether. The hypnotic bolt of sun that previously encased her had
filtered into a watery yellow glow. Her white cheeks were moist
with perspiration. She touched the short black hairs under the
head-dress. “How nice,” she thought, “even in all this heat, to be
able to feel the thick, silky blue-black mop that once was there.”
Dare she admit it, but today she had admitted many things. She
allowed herself to think, to recall matters that decidedly did not
relate to either the orphanage or the convent.

She had come here during the end of the war and
selflessly gave of herself; she had thought of returning to Ireland
but they begged her to remain. For all her seeming fragility Sister
Dorothea proved to be of the hardiest stock. They respected and
loved her at the convent. Although at times she appeared detached,
a bit too aloof to her fellow sisters, they assumed it was from an
over-devoutness. Italy was beautiful and she was content with her
decision to remain.

“Sister Dorothea,” a young novice ran
breathlessly up to her, “Francesca and Zeline are doing something
I'm sure is sinful and evil.”

“How are you sure, Rosetta?”

“I didn't stop them because I wanted you to
see, so you'll believe me.” The novice looked pleadingly into the
violet depths of Sister Dorothea's eyes, nervously tugging on the
Sister's robe. She begged her to hasten before the show was over
and indeed it was a show. Sister Dorothea mechanically followed the
girl to the bizarre scene.

She knew only too well what lay ahead. What
this righteous novice ambitiously rushed her on to, she had been
aware of for months. Absurd that today it was to all come to a
head, that today the innocent novice, Rosetta, was to make the
terrifying discovery. How was this possible to explain to the
Mother Superior. Her mediterranean mind would never grasp the
complexities involved. What a pity Rosetta had chanced upon them.
Sister Dorothea's sympathy prevented strictness. Francesca and
Zeline were the oldest of the orphans, soon to be separated and
sent out into the world. She understood their strange love and when
they asked to desert a game to hunt for wild flowers she allowed
them the privilege, always.

In a soft grass-sown area, sheltered by dark
green umbrella pines, they lay on a bed of pine, two young girls,
thirteen years old, caught in one another's arms. They were naked
except for the blue bows that jutted up from their heads,
ridiculously identifying them.

“I want you to kiss me again, down there the
way you did before.”

“All right Francesca, but this tune you must do
the same to me as I do to you.” Zeline moved her frail angular body
onto Francesca's prematurely ripened breasts. She proceeded to kiss
the dimpled belly down to the downy softness of her creamy vagina.
Francesca, who was really not so interested in kissing Zeline's
vagina as much as she enjoyed having it done to her, said, “We must
hurry before they start to miss us in time.”

Zeline moved her tongue inside the newly
matured mound. Gently almost to the point of tickling, she
chastised her best friend's soft clitoris until it became erect
with the force of virginal potency. “Don't bother with me,” Zeline
commanded passionately, “just lie still.”

Their flesh-tones were identical; pale and
delicately pink, they could have been sisters, one round and the
other angular. Zeline threw her' body and soul into Francesca's
roundness. Innocently, not knowing out of what evil naturalness,
they continued to indulge the magnetic force between them. Nor were
they convinced it was evil.

All they knew of their origins was that both
were of North Italian extraction. There had been many changes in
the convent after the war, some of the girls grew up and left or
grew up and remained, some took the veil, others became servants,
occasionally an adoption took place. Zeline and Francesca stayed
close through it all, their knot was tied. Time was approaching
when the blue bows would be removed and the world be faced, but
they could not imagine this. Their world was a small circle,
uncomplicated and tightly drawn by their love. They sensed they had
a friend in Sister Dorothea, but how much she knew of their secret,
they did not know.

Francesca wiggled luxuriously under Zeline's
eager mouth, pushing her young slit hard against the hungry red
lips that sucked and cushioned her premature ripeness. Her inner
juices spilling off into infinity, Francesca cried, “I will do
something wonderful for you soon, oh Zeline, Zeline .. .” when a
voice mixed in with hers, a voice as intense but for a different
reason completed the cry: “And Francesca; put your clothes on
immediately. Return to the group as though nothing unusual has
happened, as though you were out gathering flowers.”

After she spoke, Sister Dorothea moved away
from the fresh smelling bower as mechanically as when she had
arrived to find them stunned and breathless and naked on their soft
bed of pines.

Behind her immobile face a million thoughts
flew. How shocked the little novice would be, if she could suspect
Sister Dorothea saw beauty in their passion. She was convinced this
hot summer's day was bewitched, and the time had come to pay for
her earthly sins. Punishment would be twice as hard on her, for now
she must confess her full knowledge of them, plead their innocence
and take her penance as it came.

“Mother Superior will be delighted,” she mused,
“there hasn't been a scandal for years.” But try as she did to
dismiss it sardonically, a vague terror began to gnaw her
inside.

The girls fell into line, prepared for the
return to the convent. The novice Rosetta supervised them with
super efficiency. Francesca and Zeline walked slowly from out of
nowhere towards the group, hand in hand, as was their accepted
custom. The oldest and the tallest, they took their place with
saddened eyes at the rear of the line.

Sister Dorothea watched the procedure from
under the green oak tree. Back to the scene of the crime, she was
convinced that her previous thoughts were the cause of all the
trouble. In the warm neuter light of the dying day she nervously
anticipated the crisis at hand.

The blue and white head-dress that moved
slightly in the gentle wind was no longer a burden.

CHAPTER TWO

Within the classic serenity of her whitewashed
walls, Sister Dorothea knelt and silently prayed. She had assured
the novice Rosetta the affair would be handled after the repast,
also she would mention her name as the one who pointed out the
unpleasantness. She knew that regardless of the cost, at her life's
expense, she would try to protect Francesca and Zeline.

The day had been a tiring one.

“I should have moved from the sun: to have
remembered so much has cost us all something, this was vanity.” She
lapsed into these thoughts after prayer. “A lesser sin to have
looked all day into a thousand mirrors than to have given in to my
thoughts.”
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