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Friends, observe and feel
the nature with your open
and throbbing hearts for
she is a beautiful song,
which teaches you many,

many things.
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1 drifted alone under the dome of
sky, until the magic of a midnight e-
clipse

Light after Dark

EDIE CLARK

NOT LONG AGO, one August night, 1 was
drawn outside to the brightness of the moon.

Though it was almost ten o’clock, 1 could see the

¥

silvery silhouettes’ of the sheep in my field and

the gauzy® brilliance of * zinnias and marigolds‘®

beside the stone wall. There was to be a2 * total e-

{4)

clipse*’ that night, one clearly to be seen. With

my flashlight I went down the root-stepped path to

) where I keep the row-

the narrow wooden dock
boat.

It is something Paul and 1 would have done.
Often we went out before sunup, rowing through
mist that rose from the water like angel’s hair. We

N

listened for loons‘® and * came across‘” great blue
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herons‘®’ breakfasting in the shallows. We rowed
until the sun popped up from behind the hills that
rim"" this long thin lake.

I am just * getting used to'™’ the boat’s light-
ness with only one of us aboard. Finishing it was
part of Paul’s work during chemotherapy''’’. He
would come home from the hospital and * plane
and sand the hull*”’, then coat 1t. layer on layer,
with *high-sheen varnish''*’,

The drugs made him sick. but he hid his dis-
comfort’and * carried on®!’ as if nothing were hap-
pening. In three years he endured all that modern
medicine had to offer. In 1988 he launched®’ the
hoat and began rowing to * build his strength®®,
sucked from him by the chemicals and the cutting
away of his lungs.

By the time I reached the middle of the lake.
* a good chunk of"'"’ darkness had * pushed its way

into the moon®

. Yellow light poured through the
windows of the shoreline cottages, wavering!” on
the waters like banners, 1 shipped the oars and sat
still.

All around 1 could hear screen doors slam and
voices drift toward me. Others. too, wanted to see
the eclipse. Behind me 1 heard laughter. and
though I saw no lights, 1 knew a boat must hc
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there. Darkness moved farther into the moon.

My little boat drifted in a wide, slow circle.
There had been a breeze when I started out, but it
had died, and now the water * stretched out flat

29, black as ink. I leaned back against

beyond me
the seat. High in the center of the sky, the moon
had gone blood-red.” A hair-thin crescent'®’ of light
remained. I watched it close shut — the moon was

fully dark.

On shore a firecracker*®®

popped. A hoot**.
and then the voices faded, doors slammed, and one
by one the cottages vanished into blackness. I
snapped®® on the flashlight to read my.watch:
midnight.

I lay back, face to the heavens. Paul had died
almost three months before. He was only 39.
Since his death there had been times when 1 felt
this same kind of darkness, even on bright, sunlit
days. Though 1 drifted alone in the boat, *1 felt
the weight of him near me. 1 felt the pressure of
his hand in mine .

Suddenly, a fish plopped*®®’. The air moved a-
gain and brought current back to the water, mak-
ing tiny waves tap the boat gently. A thumbnail of
light opened from the other side of the moon. It

grew wider, and light fell back down onto the wa-
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ter with the glitter of stars dropped to earth.
1 knew then why I had come. Not to see the
earth go dark, but to see the light come back a-

(Zn

gain, I sat up and set the cars'*” into the water.

(Z8)

With strong, sweeping stirockes'™, 1 rowed back to

the dock in the broadening light.
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With every moonrise comes the re-
newal —and enchantment —of an an-
cient mystery

Spell of the
Rising Moon

PETER STEINHART

THERE IS A HILL near my home that I often
climb at night. The noise of the city is a far-off
murmur. *In the hush of dark®’ I share the cheer-
fulness of crickets and the confidence of owls. But
it is the drama of the moonrise that I come to see.
* For that restores in me a quiet and clarity that
the city spends too freely®.

From this hill 1 have watched many moons
rise. Each one had its own mood. There have been
broad, confident harvest moons in autumn, shy,
misty moons in spring; lonely, white winter
moons rising into the utter silence of an ink-black
sky and smoke-smudged”® orange moons over the

dry fields of summer. Each, like fine music. excit-
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ed my heart and then calmed my soul.

Moongazing is an ancient art. To prehistoric
hunters the moon overhead was as unerring‘¥’ as
heartbeat. They knew that every 29 days it became
full-bellied® and brilliant, then sickened and died,
and then was reborn. They knew the waxing'®
moon appeared larger and higher overhead after
each succeeding'” sunset. They knew the waning®
moon rose later each night until it vanished in the
sunrise. To have understood the moon's patterns
from experience must have been a profound®
thing.

But we, who live indoors, have lost contact
with the moon. The glare of street lights and the
dust of pollution veil’’” the night sky. Though
men have walked on the moon, it grows less famil-
1ar, Few of us can say what time the moon will rise
tonight,

Still, it. * tugs at""’ our minds. If we unex-
pectedly encounter the full moon, huge and yellow
over the horizon., we are helpless but to stare back
at its commanding presence. And the moon has
gifts to * bestow upon''?’ those who watch.

I learned about its gifts one July evening in the
mountains. My car had mysteriously stalled, and |
was stranded‘'® and alone. The sun had set, and I

.7



was watching what seemed to be the bright-orange
glow of a forest fire beyond a ridge"® to the east.
Suddenly, the ridge itself seemed to burst into
flame. Then, the rising moon, huge and red and
grotesquely misshapen™® by the dust and sweat of
the summer atmosphere, * loomed up out of the
woods 4,

- Distorted thus by the hot breath of earth, the
moon seemed ill-tempered and imperfect. Dogs at
nearby farmhouses “barked nervously, as if this
strange l-ight had wakened evil spirits in the
-weeds.

But at the moon lifted off the ridge it gathered

1mn (18>

* firmness and authority Its complexion
changed from red, to orange, to gold, to impassive
yellow. It seemed to draw light out of the darken-
ing earth, for as it rose, the hills and valieys below
grew dimmer, By the time the moon stood clear of
the horizon, full chested and round and the color of
ivory, the valleys were deep shadows in the land-
scape. The dogs, reassured that this was the fa-
miliar moon. stopped barking. And all at once 1
felt a confidence and joy close to laughter.

The drama took an hour. Moonrise is slow
and serried"” with subtleties. To watch it, we

“must Sllp into an older, more p&’tiﬁﬂt sense of
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