Allow me to share with you this little reflection inspired by last night’s full moon…
When the night brings us back to ourselves.
Last night, the full moon rose in the silence of the evening.

It was round, luminous, magnificent, almost unreal, suspended above the world as if the sky, for a few hours, had decided to offer human beings a gift that cannot be asked for, bought or possessed.

I gazed at it for a long time, and something within me shifted gently. Images from the past began to flash through my mind: I was walking through the forest in Africa, as I do wherever I go... 

It wasn’t just the beauty of the celestial phenomenon. It was more than that: a journey back in time, a sudden opening in my memory, as if the moonlight had found a secret passage to years and faces I thought I’d forgotten.

I remembered my friends from when I was seven. We were in the town square, with that almost absolute freedom that childhood possesses before it has yet learnt to measure time as a debt.

We played, danced, told stories and invented worlds out of almost nothing.

We stayed together until late, without wondering what time it was, without worrying about the next day, without yet realising that the time we were living through would one day become a memory.

We were simply happy.

We owned almost nothing, and yet we felt as though the whole world belonged to us.

Looking back, I realise that we owned nothing at all.

We simply lived in the present.

And perhaps that is one of the first things the full moon reminded me of last night: childhood is not just a stage of life. It is also a way of being in the world.

A child doesn’t always ask what the present moment might bring tomorrow: they simply live in it.

They turn a public square into a kingdom, a few friends into a community, an ordinary evening into an adventure.

Adults, on the other hand, gradually learn to live in anticipation. They organise, plan, calculate, compare, and sometimes look back with nostalgia on that time when living simply meant being there.

Last night, gazing at that magnificent moon, I rediscovered a little of that child within me.

Perhaps that is why every full moon seems to me to be the first.

Objectively, I know it is part of an ancient, unchanging cycle. I know it is not appearing in the sky for the first time. I know that countless generations have gazed upon it before me, that entire civilisations have built calendars, stories, mythologies, rituals and symbolic systems around it.

And yet, every time I truly look at it, it is born anew. It becomes new in my eyes.

This is one of the deepest mysteries of human experience: things can be ancient in the world and new in our consciousness.

The moon need not change for our perception of it to change.

It may still be the same celestial body, but we are never exactly the same beings when we gaze upon it.

We have lived through another day, lost someone, met someone else…

And when we look up, the same moon suddenly seems to hold within it everything we have become.

The full moon is therefore also an experience of temporality.

It shows us that time is not merely what passes; time is also what transforms the way we perceive what remains.

Last night, I was also thinking of all the people who have passed through my life.

My travelling companions, all those who, at one time or another, have left their mark on my existence.

Some people stay for a long time, others merely pass through; some become close to us.

Others remain in our memory as silhouettes of whom we sometimes recall only a laugh, a phrase, a glance or a gesture, yet their passing is never entirely insignificant.

We are also shaped by these encounters.

Our identity is not a solitary construct. It is woven from the presence of others.

We become who we are, in part, through others.

A word spoken to us in childhood can stay with us for decades. A hand placed on our shoulder can become a memory of encouragement. A conversation can change the way we understand the world.

We carry within us fragments of those we have loved. And sometimes, without even realising it, we also carry something of those who have loved us.

I was thinking of my grandmother. It was she who rang me to tell me to look at the moon.

There is something profoundly simple and profoundly human about that phone call.

She could have talked about a thousand things. She simply said: ‘Look at the moon.’

But behind that invitation lay perhaps much more: sharing with me something that does not belong to us, a way of passing something on that does not come through a book, a lesson or a theory.

It is a passing on of a way of seeing.

And I was also thinking of my mother and my father.

Certain family figures are so deeply ingrained within us that they no longer even need to be physically present to be part of our lives.

Those we love become present in a different way. Memory is not simply a preservation of the past; it is a way of bringing the past to life in the present.

That is how the memory of my little niece, who passed away far too soon, resurfaced in my mind…

She was blind, and we’d taken her with us to explain what was happening, to tell her about the moon, its presence in the sky, and the light that transformed the night.

She couldn’t see it as we did, but it was there. It was part of the atmosphere; she was happy, and that scene left a deep impression on me.

She wasn’t simply the one to whom we were explaining the moon; she was one of the people with whom we were sharing that moment.

And her happiness gave our own happiness an extra depth.

The full moon that my niece could not see could nevertheless become a shared reality through our words, our enthusiasm, the way we described it to her, the silence that surrounded us, and the joy of being together.

And perhaps, in a way, we were looking at the moon for her as well.

Last night, in my thoughts, she was very much a part of that evening.

The moon compels us, with great delicacy, to question something we usually take for granted: what does it mean to see?

We tend to confuse seeing with perceiving. Yet human experience is far vaster than sight alone.

One can be present at an event without necessarily seeing it in the same way as others. One can sense the atmosphere through the voices of loved ones, through sounds.

This thought reminded me of an essential truth: a human experience is not merely what our senses individually pick up. It is also what we share.

We do not live solely in a world that we perceive.

We live in a world that we build together through our stories, our actions, our emotions and our mutual presence.

The moon does not speak, and yet it always seems to have something to tell us.

It changes nothing in the world, save the way we look at it.

In its pale light, familiar things suddenly take on a different quality: trees take on a new depth, windows become fragments of light, paths take on a new dimension, and shadows resemble thoughts we might have left behind.

The night, usually associated with darkness, ceases then to be merely an absence of light: it becomes a space for contemplation.

In the history of human thought, contemplation has often constituted a particular way of inhabiting the world: not by seeking immediately to transform it, but by accepting to simply be in its presence.

Being present without necessarily acting—this attitude seems almost alien to our contemporary lives.

We are often encouraged to produce, to respond, to optimise, to communicate, to keep a record.

Even our most intimate experiences are sometimes immediately transformed into photographs, posts, digital memories.

Last night, however, I didn’t even feel like photographing the moon; I wasn’t trying to capture it, I didn’t want to turn that moment into an object – I simply wanted to experience it.

And perhaps that is precisely what made it all the more precious.

We live in an age that teaches us to preserve almost everything.

Photographs preserve faces, videos preserve voices, archives preserve events, and mobile phones preserve thousands of moments.

And yet, no technology can truly preserve the present.

A photograph may capture the appearance of a moment, but it cannot exactly recreate who we were when we experienced it.

It cannot preserve the atmosphere of the evening, the quality of the silence, the presence of loved ones, the thought that crossed our minds, or the exact sensation of being alive at that very moment.

Perhaps that is why certain moments are more precious when they are not recorded. They remain in our memory in a less precise, but sometimes deeper, form.

The moon was there for everyone.

It chose no one, belonged to no one, and yet everyone could receive something from it: a little peace, a memory, a sense of wonder, a thought for someone, a moment of silence, an emotion, a zest for life, a reason, perhaps, to still believe in the beauty of the world.

This universality of the moon moves me deeply.

We live in a world where we often chase after what is rare, expensive, complicated or hard to obtain.

We sometimes equate value with difficulty of access.

Yet some of the most fundamental experiences of existence are free.

We may possess many things and yet miss out on what is essential, because what is essential is not always what we can possess.

There are realities that only become precious once we stop wanting to possess them.

Perhaps that is why the moon seems so profoundly human to me.

It is there without belonging to us.

It shines without demanding our gratitude; it does not seek to conquer the sky—it inhabits it—and its light itself is borrowed light.

This idea has immense symbolic significance.

We, too, live by lights that do not belong entirely to us.

We are illuminated by our parents, our grandparents, our friends, our teachers, our colleagues, chance encounters, and people whose names we have sometimes forgotten.

By someone who, one day, said a simple sentence to us just when we needed to hear it.

We sometimes believe we are solely responsible for who we have become, but no human being is shaped entirely on their own. We are the heirs to the presence of others.

We carry within us the light we have received and, in turn, we can illuminate someone else without even realising it.

The full moon also reminds us of our fleeting nature

It seems perfect when it is full, yet its fullness is already the beginning of its waning.

No sooner have we contemplated the perfection of its sphere than it begins to wane.

What begins will end, what is born will grow old, what appears will disappear.

And yet, this truth is not necessarily tragic; it can be liberating.

We often suffer because we want to hold on to what, by its very nature, must pass.

We would like to preserve happy days, keep people close, halt the seasons, freeze time, but time cannot be possessed.

The moon teaches us something else: beauty does not need to be permanent to be real.

A sunset does not lose its beauty simply because it lasts only a few minutes.

Childhood does not lose its value simply because it comes to an end.

An encounter is no less significant simply because it is temporary.

Happiness is no less real simply because it is fragile. On the contrary.

It may be precisely its fragility that gives it its value.

There is a wisdom in not always being completely fulfilled.

We have often been taught to regard decline as a loss.

Growth is seen as progress, wealth as success, fulfilment as accomplishment.

But nature does not operate according to this simplistic logic.

There are cycles, beginnings, developments, peaks, withdrawals, new beginnings.

Change is not necessarily a failure; it is part of the natural flow of things.

Sometimes one form must be lost for another to re-emerge.

This lesson can be applied to our own lives.

There are times when we feel as though we no longer exist

And yet, these periods can also be times of inner transformation.

We are not always obliged to be brilliant or strong, nor to succeed… There is also dignity in rest, withdrawal, silence and uncertainty.

Last night, beneath that immense moon, I felt that it was possible, if only for a few moments, to lay aside the weight of everyday life.

And to rediscover, somewhere within ourselves, the child we once were.

Perhaps this is, deep down, what we lose when we become adults: not our ability to understand, but our ability to marvel without immediately demanding an explanation.

Awe is a particular form of knowledge. It is not at odds with reason; sometimes it precedes it.

Before asking ‘why?’, there is another, more pertinent question: ‘How is it possible that this is here?’

Last night, I didn’t need to solve the mystery of the moon. I simply needed to look at it.

Philosophy sometimes begins like this, not when a philosopher formulates a theory, but when someone pauses, looks up, and the world suddenly ceases to be a backdrop and becomes an enigma once more.

The moon does not answer the big questions.

It does not tell us why we are here, does not explain what death is, does not reveal what tomorrow holds for us, but it offers us something else: distance.

It places our little stories in a broader light.

Our sorrows do not vanish, our problems are not miraculously resolved, but for a few moments they cease to dominate the entire horizon.

And this distance is, in itself, a form of wisdom.

We then discover that we are both infinitely important within our own existence and infinitely small within the immensity of the cosmos.

This tension, far from being a contradiction, is perhaps one of the fundamental conditions of human existence.

We are minuscule on the scale of the universe, but the universe becomes meaningful to us because we are capable of contemplating it.

We are merely passing through, but we are capable of giving meaning to our passage.

We are fragile, yet we are capable of love.

I found myself thinking then of those who might not have looked up at the full moon.

Of those who were too busy, who were working, who were asleep, who were going through a difficult time.

Of those who had their own concerns, or who, for a thousand different reasons, were unable to look up.

Yet the moon was there, lighting up the same sky above us.

And so, something essential dawned on me: a wonder can be present without being noticed.

The world constantly offers us things we fail to perceive. Not because they are absent, but because our attention is elsewhere.

We have eyes, but we do not always look.

We have ears, but we do not always listen.

We have loved ones, but we are not always truly attuned to their presence.

We have time, but we sometimes feel as though we never have any.

Ultimately, the full moon asks for only one thing: our openness.

And perhaps that is where its true lesson lies:

We do not necessarily lack beauty; we sometimes lack the openness to receive it.

We do not necessarily lack light; we are sometimes too absorbed in our own concerns to notice it.

The moon does not necessarily create peace: sometimes it simply gives us the opportunity to pause long enough for the peace we already carry within to rise to the surface.

Last night, I realised that contemplation is not an escape from reality, but perhaps a path back to it...

After gazing at the moon, the world hadn’t changed, but my relationship with the world had shifted. And perhaps that is already a great deal.

So I give thanks to the night, to this darkness that sometimes forces us to slow down.

I am grateful to the moon for not trying to be the sun.

It does not conquer the sky; it inhabits it with discretion.

It does not possess its light; it receives it and passes it on.

We, too, are made of this.

We receive, we transform, we pass on.

A grandmother calls her grandchild to tell them to look at the moon.

A child looks up, an adult remembers, a family gathers together.

A blind little girl is there, happy amongst her loved ones, and takes full part in this moment through her presence, her words, her emotions and her sharing.

And something flows.

It may not be the moon’s light in the physical sense.

It is another kind of light: a human light, a relational light, a light of memory.

Perhaps we are, to one another, pieces of the moon…

We sometimes shine without realising that someone is watching us.

We can be a light in someone’s life without ever knowing the impact of our presence—a presence at just the right moment.

And when we reflect on our lives, we discover that our personal story is also the story of the lights we have received.

There are those who taught us to walk.

Those who taught us to think.

Those who taught us to love.

Those who taught us to persevere.

Those who simply taught us to look.

The full moon was there, and already it was beginning to recede from that apparent perfection.

Such is life.

What begins will end.

What disappears may be reborn in another form.

What leaves us may continue to live within us in another form.

Perhaps, then, we must learn not to hold on to moments, but to receive them.

Not to ask the moment to become eternal, but simply to accept that it existed.

Perhaps that is what true memory is.

Not to prevent time from passing, but to recognise that certain moments have mattered enough to continue living on after they have gone.

Last night, I gazed at the splendour of the full moon suspended above the world, in a silence deeper than any other.

And for a few moments, I was simply happy to be there, without trying to take a photograph or explain it.

Just present.

With my loved ones:

With my father and mother, whose memory I honour every day.

With a grandmother who calls to say, ‘Look at the moon!’

With the friends who shared my childhood.

With my memories.

With those who have gone before me.

With those who still walk by my side.

With that little girl who, though she couldn’t see the moon with her own eyes, was nevertheless there to experience it in another way – through our voices, our presence and our joy.

And perhaps that very presence taught me something essential: to let an experience enter us in ways other than through our eyes.

It was simple; it was marvellous.

And perhaps the real gift was not just the full moon.

It was the peace it had placed in my eyes.

Or rather, the peace it had allowed me to rediscover.

For perhaps the moon gives us nothing that we did not already possess.

It merely helps us, sometimes, to remember it.

And when a night brings us back to ourselves, there is little left to ask of the world.

Perhaps all we need to do is look up.

And say thank you.
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