Karas Beach		Stella Nahatis
Nitsa and I looked forward to our beach days. Living in Thessaloniki on the Aegean Sea offered us many beach choices. We frequented Karas Beach. Most of the time, we went with our father. At the time, we thought nothing of it, but it was probably for a practical reason. Our mode of transportation was a motorcycle. Perhaps public transportation was too complex to get us there from our neighborhood. Or maybe it was to give our mother a break 
The routine was the same every time. Our father mounted his motorcycle first. Nitsa, my little sister, climbed behind him and I followed her. I knew the routine. I had been told to lean forward against her back and stretch one arm on each side of her ribs until I could hold on to my father’s sides. Our mother kissed us and wished us a fun day at the beach. Her last words were, “Don’t go in deep water.” Mama waved and made the sign of the cross for God to keep us safe.
Once at the beach, before Baba turned off the engine, I saw our group of friends sitting under the pine trees. I couldn’t wait to dangle my feet along with them in the turquoise water. I helped Nitsa take her sundress off, and I did the same. We stood and waited for our father’s instructions.
 “Okay, go to your friends, and Stella, watch your little sister. I will call you for lunch. Remember, stay near the shallow area.”
Baba sat at his usual round table on the squishy beige sand. From there, he could watch our every move whenever he looked up from his newspaper. White paper in the shape of a tablecloth covered the square metal table. The adults at the other tables were mostly men, also drinking coffee and reading. In front of the restaurant, young mothers stood at water’s edge and attempted to convince their toddlers to go into the water. They cried and objected, as the moms insisted on their going in. The moms with babies dangled the naked little bodies and dunked them in the crystal-clear water.  
“Don’t cry, look at Dimitri over there. He is enjoying the water.”
“I don’ want to go in.” 
The cajoling and crying were like an echo.  
Nitsa and I looked at each other and rolled our eyes. We smirked and made our way to our friends. Of course, at eight and six years old, we felt proud to just walk right into the water. When we reached the shade of the pine tree, I looked back at our father. I had a habit of doing that. He seldom came in the water with us. When he did, it was for a quick swim just before it was time to leave for home. After his swim, he would come out, dry off and change back into his trousers and shirt. In the 50s in Greece, it was common practice to wrap a towel around your body, wiggle out of your wet bathing suit and put on your dry clothing. 
My friends and I sat at water’s edge. I watched my father with his legs crossed, his beige trousers almost the same color as the sand leaning back in his chair. Mr. George had already served him his coffee. Baba waved to me after he took a sip and set the white demitasse cup down. With his red curly hair and thin mustache, holding the newspaper, he resembled a movie star. I had seen that pose in the magazines.
On the count of three, we plunged into the water. We splashed and chased each other and made sure our younger siblings stayed with their heads above water. Our merriment ended when lour parents called us for lunch. We marched our dripping bodies to the taverna. 
Nitsa and I changed into our dry clothes as fast as we could. We gazed at the fried sardines and crispy fried potatoes on the table. After our delicious meal, we waved goodbye to our friends and mounted the motorcycle for our ride back home.
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