Seeing the moon

The one telescope in Tithingdale was meant for fire-spotting, but Nelson borrowed it anyway so
that Gaari could look at the night.
Nelson carried the scope up the wold. Gaari took a torch - unlit because Nelson said it’s

better to let your eyes adjust. She worried about stones and snails.

Nelson set up the tripod. Gaari turned the focus wheel and saw the unexpected colours of the
stars. She watched antique satellites trundling across the sky.

Blackbirds sang. Bats hunted moths. The moon rose.

Magnified, the moon was cold and empty. It didn’t shine. Gaari felt rude, staring at its
scars, seeing how alone it was.

The earth has all the life, the creatures and trees and clouds, she thought, and the moon

has nothing. All it can do is pull at the sea.

So Gaari observed tides, and what they make possible: the power of the tide mill, the wading
birds which moved inland with the rising water, and out again when it fell. She walked the high

tide line when the moon waxed gibbous, collecting empty shells, salt-bleached wood, dry kelp.

On the next full moon, they climbed the hill again. Gaari arranged her pale gifts in a circle, as a
message of solidarity.

Nelson angled the scope towards the sea, so Gaari could see the moon’s silver
reflection, waving back at itself.

“Thank you for the tides,” she said.



