
 

 

Seas of the moon to wash it all away 

I was alone. Yet there was one who stood by me; she was my sole steady company, a constant stab 

in the heart, a wave of regret that washed over me until there was nothing left. A reminder of what I 

had lost and taunting me for what could have been. Every night, her light blurs the images though 

the glass smudged with the thousands of fingerprints from other visitors. I knew that I wouldn’t 

recognise these hidden messages, as the cleaner had wiped away my memories further back than I 

can remember nowadays. My family was always ‘too busy’ to visit their decrepit Opa in his nursing 

home. The crumpled day-old newspaper in my lap had plastered upon it the reason for my presence 

past my usual 8 o’clock bed time: First Supermoon to appear since 1948. The light was always bright 

enough to illuminate the artificial, charcoal grey constructed city below the window, but today was 

different. Today her usual subtle ivory splatters were striking, light piercing through even the darkest 

shadows of the domino town before me. My eyes were once as bright as the torturous orb before 

me, but age and cataracts had obscured my hazel orbs from the world. Yet, somehow I still managed 

to see things as she presented them to me, her light washing away the darkness to reveal the purity 

beneath.  

* 

The trundling cars spew black soot out every crevice, shiny rubber tires spraying us with the murky 

water from the puddles that never dried in this part of Germany. The electricity poles along the 

street are still littered with the remnants of war posters saying ‘This is the Enemy;’ random ‘e’s and 

‘t’s turn the half-rotted wood into a peeling crossword. Much of these paper memories are obscured 

by headlines that read Supermoon Tonight, Scientists Say. The rubble from the English bombs is 

mingled with that of the newer blasts from careless children, their grubby hands reaching for balls in 

crevices that contained the power to destroy them. The city grows ever darker, the mangled 

buildings transforming from simple piles of metal and concrete into more menacing shapes that 

seemed to move about the shadows. Until…  

A globe ascends into the sky, illuminating the streets with a pale glow that refracts through the air.  

Entranced, I walk through the alien-glow. I realise I have made it back home, and see father as he 

hobbles over on his unsteady foot, the pant leg tattered and torn- he must have gotten home early 

from the factory today- a treat-, he is never around until Mother says goodnight… 

I can’t wrench the grin from my face as he approaches, but he doesn’t seem to notice, as he too 

stares at the moon spanning the sky.  

‘Look, son. Tonight the moon is the biggest she can ever be.’  

My eyes widened, ‘What does that mean Father?’ 

‘She always watches over us, but tonight she lights the sky so we can return to our family and where 

we belong,’ he explains, his calm voice a change from his usual gruffness. 

My mother and brothers have appeared beside us at the front of our mildew-covered brick house, 

the mortar peppered with dark circles from the Nazi bullets. And there we stood, and for that 

moment we watched her together and forgot the war and the famine and all the problems of the 

day. 

* 



 

 

My mind was no longer as viscous as before, my thoughts ichorous-like, gaining unimaginable clarity. 

Even the breaking waves could not cloud the vision, and I could see it and me and what has been, 

clearer than ever before. I am sure she followed me to my room that night, her silent presence 

watching over me until I awoke, no longer a reminder of what once was but as a reminder of ocean-

deep possibility.  

* 

“In my time, Christmas was different. We didn’t play cricket on the beach, no, it was snowing!” a 

hearty laugh sprang from my chest, before I continued, “It was also after the war, so we couldn’t 

afford a fancy dinner like all of you now. You children don’t realise how lucky you all are.”   

While I felt this story was familiar and I did notice the slight eye-roll of my children and the 

monotone ‘Yes Opa’ of my grandchildren, I didn’t mind. The lights flickered on the spiked ends of the 

brushy pine branches, irregular patterns of festive emeralds and scarlets, the erratic flashing 

mimicking my mind, clear yet frantic. Sitting at the end of the cedar table of the nursing home, I 

watched them try Mother’s old German recipes with curious expressions plastered on sceptical 

faces. Out of the corner of the window, I noticed her silvery glow, projected through onto my festive 

reindeer shirt. But I didn’t shy away. No darkness engulfed my mind, no grief caused my breathing to 

hitch and my heart to race. No. I looked to my family instead, admiring their smiling faces and 

accepting the richness that flooded into me, the silver light warming me rather than sucking the heat 

from my stiff bones. They are living in this world after I and my Father, Mother, brothers and 

grandparents sheltered ours from the darkness so they could live in light. I understand now that I 

should be happy that they are truly living, not just surviving. It isn’t their fault. It’s mine.  

The last of the darkness was washed away as the day continued. I could have missed out on these 

memories. Memories of laughter, Christmas hams, present-opening, and the smiles of my 

grandchildren. Fingerprints were displayed as fresh memories on the windows, the city below us 

brought to life by her omniscient glow. There was no more remorse, as she has caused me to 

remember, to see. And I know that even if I don’t have them, I will always have her to remind me of 

us, and of myself.  

 

 

 


