Clﬁurscfay, 6 November 202 5

Hello Terese - ﬁom Eig brother Pat in New Zealand., We had a ﬁJ(T moon recent[y. It made me
recall the time when our fami(y travelled on a sﬁiy from fng[cma[ to G—[ong CKong. 7 was ﬁﬁ?en
years old and you were ten. We spent so many hours wgetﬁer crossing the Indian Ocean

watcﬁing f[ying _ﬁ’sﬁ skim across the gﬁswm’ng seq.

Then the sun would sink. vaem’ng and m’gﬁt were almost instantaneous. We sat there m’gﬁt aﬁ’er

m’gﬁt watcﬁing the moon rise and soar u}owarcfs from the horizon and the sﬁim'ng sea towards a

cfarﬁ 6[146 SEy

You asked questions about the moon, how it got there, did anyone [tve there and wﬁy did it Eee;p
cﬁanging sﬁaye each m’gﬁt.. getting Eigger and then smaller. You believed what 1 told you. 1
Joointe(f uywanfs and wﬁisyered to you that the moon stole pieces from the sun each (fay and how
some pieces ﬂoaw(f away from the moon to become the stars. That was wﬁy the moon got smaller.
You saw a rq%cu’on qf the moon in sea. 1 told you the moon was ﬁsﬁing to get fooaf for her
children. One m’gﬁt a ﬁilf moon rose across the ocean horizon. You asked where it had been. 1 had
been reac(ing Greek mytﬁs, s0 1 said Greece. 1 knew the Greek name for the moon was Selene. You

said it was a Eeauuﬁ/f name. We rejoeawcf the name. Selene, Selene. Selene.

In the many times 1 came back to fng(mwf to see you and our brother, David, you oﬁzn
said to me, “ Pat, 1 still think of that J’oumey, Selene the moon and the stories you told .”

Térese, my beloved little sister, this is the last time 7 will talk with you. This poem about Selene,
the moon. Take it on your fong journey to ewrm’ty.

Pronounce  Selene ( See-lee-nee )



For my [ittle sister, Terese, from Eig brother Pat...

... Black, black the moon. A sacred m’gﬁt
7 watched the moon above the sea
Tt in turn was watcﬁing me.
7 watched Selene, a ye[fow syﬁere
She g[oweaf and spoﬁe. 7 did not hear.
7 looked. A gofcf, a gofcfen g[ow.

7 know Selene holds tﬁougﬁts, holds fears
holds c[amagecf loves,
holds the wretched face in tears.
Her journeys far shred me bare
1 have shivered, shook and shaked
Awake with fear.

But then the moon is born anew.
Selene knows the sounds of drums.
Selene’s heart has singing birds.

She wﬁisyers songs with ﬂowers blue.

Her crescent bow, is now the boat.
Her gofc[en dress shimmers 61’igﬁt
A darkness blue, a darkness black.
CBn’gﬁt Selene holds your hand

poinﬁng to unknown land.



