
Night Scene 
 
The stars shone like diamonds cast carelessly upon a midnight canvas, their light 
piercing the fabric of the heavens, offering respite from the endless darkness. The sea 
stretched out far beneath those vigilant watchers, their eyes bathing the rhythmic 
breathing of the water with a wan, ghostly light. Upon the silky sands of the shore, still 
warm with the day’s heat, stood a lone man, enraptured by the scene unfolding before 
him. 
 
The pale light of the waxing moon bathed him in shades of white, casting his features in 
an ethereal glow, shadows drawn across the curvature of his face. The sand glistened 
beneath his feet like stardust, awash in the tones of the night. His gaze followed the 
coast along its meandering path, stretching to the edge of sight in both directions, 
engaged in a lethargic battle with the gently lapping sea. Behind him an aura of orange 
light marked the imprint of humanity upon the world. Thousands of lamps glowing like 
captured flames contributed to a nebula of warmth which hung in the air like fog, 
sheltering those within from the darkness of night. But it was not that mingling of light 
and dark that commanded his attention; it was the tranquil beauty of nature which held 
him in its thrall and fixed his feet upon the sand. 
 
The man felt a sense of cool detachment wash over him as he observed the scene 
before him. His gaze tracked the gentle undulation of the sea - both chaotically random 
and yet somehow rhythmic and soothing in its nature. The languid sighing of surf that 
marked the end of the water’s journey instilled a sense of calm within him. The man let 
out a breath, adding to the quiet symphony of night and ocean, and with his breath went 
all concern, thought, and worry. His identity seemed to be carried away with the 
retreating of the tide, until he was not a man observing nature but merely another 
feature of the landscape; both integral to the whole and yet entirely inconsequential. As 
he stood amidst the vast expanse of sea and land the man felt very small, and yet he 
was strangely liberated by this realization; for while he was but a brush of detail against 
the vast canvas of the horizon, what was a painting but a multitude of strokes, each cast 
of the brush as fundamental as any other. 
 
For a moment the moon’s radiance was diminished by a drifting cloud and the world 
was cast in darkness, pulling the man from his reverie. The faint light of the stars did 
little to illuminate the landscape and the sole refuge from the night now lay behind the 
man; the nebula of warm orange light both inviting to his light-starved eyes and yet 



somehow repulsing him. That artificial radiance seemed and affront to nature, detracting 
from and contaminating the subdued beauty of the night. 
 
As if in response to the man’s faint anger the lethargic sea breeze seemed to rouse 
itself from a slumber, intensifying dramatically and taking on a biting, frigid quality. As 
the stirring wind reached a crescendo of cutting sea spray and buffets of chilling air, the 
moon once again emerged victorious from its silent war with the clouds above; bathing 
the world beneath in a ghostly, silver light. The frothing sea shone with pale lustre, 
crashing now against the sinuous coastline with vigor, driven forth by the mounting fury 
of the wind. Spouts of vapor exploded into the air, their flight marked by gleams of 
white, brilliant in the moonlight. 
 
The man squinted against the torment of wind and water, entranced by the rising force 
of nature. He stood fast in defiance, refusing to be cowed by the roaring sea, or the 
relentless assault of the wind. The sand around his feet rose and fell in a maelstrom of 
motion. It was as if the very world had come alive in rage and fury, determined to drive 
man from its lands. 
 
Again, the moon retreated from view, but when the man searched for its oppressor he 
found that this time it was not a stray cloud which blocked its face, but a rolling mass of 
darkness. Soon, even the scattered pinpricks of the stars would be engulfed by the 
encroaching mass of cloud. Cold, wet and now cast in darkness, the man felt his awe 
turn to fear and he felt an overwhelming compulsion to abandon his vigil upon the 
shore, turning to flee for the promised safety offered by the nebulous haze of soft 
orange light behind him. And so it was that he ran towards the familiar warmth of 
civilization, spurred ever onwards by the harsh blowing of the wind upon his back. 
 
Each step he took towards sanctuary seemed to be marked by a lessening in the 
intensity of the wind on his back, as if the flies of humanity did more than simply drive 
off the darkness of night. The cold, biting wind was replaced by a lazy, warm current of 
air, and the oppressive darkness of the night retreated as he drew nearer to the well-lit 
streets and the sprawling, wooden beach-houses which sat just beyond the shoreline. A 
warm glow radiated from each window left uncovered, acting as a beacon in the night. 
The sweet tinkling of laughter and the melodic murmur of distant conversation drifted by 
the man as he strolled up the street towards his home, his earlier fear vanquished by 
the familiar sights and sounds surrounding him. 
 
With one final step, he seemed to leave the realm of nature behind and enter the world 
of man. The last tendrils of icy wind retreated and the shadows seemed to lessen, 



repelled by the light around him. Though he stood now safe and free from the wrath of 
nature, it was not relief the man felt, but loss, as if some integral part of his being had 
been taken from him as he left the untamed world behind, in all its cold, harsh splendor. 


