
ORCA MOON

IN THE BEGINNING, after the Stillness, as the Universe began to blossom 
onto the unending expanse, it became so astonished by the beauty 
reflected in its own creation that it shed a single Tear: an exquisite, 
crystalline drop of saline blue. Floating among the forming galaxies, the 
Tear took in all that was gathering there, until it at last coalesced as a 
singular, gleaming orb. Perpetually in motion, the Tear shimmered in hues 
of blue, reflecting throughout the cosmos a complete manifestation of all 
that was known and becoming known to the Universe itself.  

Soon to be known as the Blue Planet, the Tear became abundant with an 
infinite radiance of color and configuration. But there was also something 
more. For held within each configuration, within each "creature", was the 
moment of the first Astonishment - an immediate consciousness of self-
awareness and acceptance. And so, while each creature flourished as 
an identity unto itself, each equally accepted that, together, they were a 
miraculous concert - a universal story - of regeneration and renewal.

Of all that flourished, none was brighter, none more buoyant with the 
rhythmic astonishment of life, than the ever-enfolding dance of the Orca 
and Salmon: The Orca, glistening with black, as if they were the unending 
expanse itself; And the salmon, gleaming with opalescence, as is they 
were the first essence of light layered upon it. Throughout the entirety of 
the Blue Planet’s saline seas, these two species schooled and swirled and 
confirmed to all life that each creation - no matter the color or 
configuration – was the embodiment of the first Astonishment.

In such a sea, every configuration was inspiration for each ensuing 
manifestation. So it was simply not foreseen how a presence devoid of 
any such sequence could possibly appear. And yet, it was just such a 
contrary consciousness that came to be - a Void, absent of astonishment 
and brooding with an insatiable craving to consume the planet’s 
intangible rhythms of creation. At first, the diversity of all that flourished 
simply outpaced the imperceptible cravings of the Void. But the Void, 
ever efficient, soon learned to mimic the color and configuration of each 
creature, eventually absorbing the creatures’ life-force of renewal. Slowly 
bleaching the colonies of the sea, the Void came to camouflage itself 
within the ancient reefs of the Giant Octopus. The Giant Octopus, sensing 
the craving of the Void, sought to make the Void visible by knotting into 
the Void all the beauty of the reef that was within the Giant Octopus’s 
reach. Yet, even with all its knowledge of the living sea, the Giant 
Octopus’s effort to make the Void visible was to no avail. The Void, now 
having absorbed the elusive skills of the Giant Octopus, fastened itself to 
the net of gleaming knots and slipped away. Lacking its own buoyancy, 



the Void mimicked a large seabed of Bull Kelp, and began to float 
hungrily throughout the seas.

Entrancing all it encountered, the Void absorbed whatever became 
entangled in its knotted enticements and hollowed-out props of beauty. 
Drifting ever onward, the Void at last came upon the dance of the Orca 
and the Salmon in the very heart of the Blue Planet’s seas. Glimmering 
with anticipation the Void made its approach but soon found itself 
floating awkwardly among the brilliant circling Salmon. Unable to keep 
pace, the Void attached itself to a reef, and set about offering its glittery 
Allure. The Salmon, while savvy enough not to be entangled, were 
nonetheless intrigued by the Allure and eventually were enticed to 
exchange their personal astonishment for an essence that seemed more 
beautiful than the miracle of themselves. Upon discovering the Allure to 
be hollow, the Salmon became comatose, their opalescence waning as 
they drifted just at the edges of the Void. Witnessing the breaking of their 
dance with the Salmon, the Orca saw clearly through the Allure and in so 
doing became the first creatures to know the Void for what it was - a 
lifeless motion incapable of witnessing the beauty of its own creation. 
Understanding they could not counter the Void, the Orca recognized the 
immediate opportunity in containing it. Swimming to the closest reaches 
of the knotted Allure, the Orca paused, and remaining motionless, refused
to engage the Void. The Void, its Allure unmasked and left without any 
creation to consume, enfolded upon itself and dissolved within its own 
insatiable craving. As it did so, all the seas fell dark and still.

With the seas dark, silent, and still, the Orca swam in a dazed realization 
that the story of the Blue Planet, the first Astonishment, and all that had 
been held in the first Tear, had been lost. In four final reverberations of 
sound, the Orcas, as the only remaining life on the planet, summon within 
themselves a plea that was carried throughout the Universe. And then, 
with their entire being, the Orcas embraced the Stillness.

Hearing the plea of the Orca, the enfolding motion of the Universe 
coalesced into the presence of a glistening white Moon. Holding the story 
of the first Astonishment within it, the Moon arrived at the curved edge of 
the now still and dark orb and began circling its circumference. Sweeping
the entire surface of the orb with cascading beams of light, the Moon 
remained in motion until, once again, the seas began to stir with 
translucent hues of blue.

Hovering, the Moon shone brightly upon the seas, casting with its 
reflection the story of the first Astonishment. And with each glint of the 
Moon’s light upon the softly stirring waters, the spirit of a comatose salmon
arose to the surface. Powerful yet steady in the radiant light, the 
illuminated Salmon, together with the Moon, held in tension the enfolding 



motion of the Universe, releasing the spirit of the Orca from its embrace of 
the Stillness.

With the story of the first Astonishment held in tension between the Moon 
and Salmon, the Orca repeatedly surfaced upon and through the 
reflection, their proud fins arching high into the beams of light. And with 
each pass, they collected and attached to themselves the imperceptible 
compositions of creation that came from the first Astonishment. Again 
and again they surfaced through the reflected Moons’ light, until as a 
group, they had collected the entire story into distinctive, interlocking 
white markings that they each carried upon their glistening black skins.

With their story intact and returned, the Salmon released the tension 
between themselves and the Moon and scattered into a dispersal of 
unending joy. The Orca, each holding a portion of the first Astonishment, 
collected themselves into their original pod and together they swam 
throughout the Blue Planet’s seas bringing the miraculous concert of 
regeneration and renewal alive once more.

The Moon, seeing itself mirrored in all that was becoming known, 
remained alongside the Blue Planet and created the first tides of the seas 
so that this first Tear of the Universe would never become still again. And 
with these tides, came the abundance of the first land. Seeing the land 
fertile, but without story, the Moon’s beams beckoned the Salmon to swim
up rivulets, rivers, and streams, and to carry the story of the first 
Astonishment onto the land. 

And so it was, and so it is to this day. Salmon swim upstream, giving their 
lives over to the banks of the land, passing on the enfolding motion of 
regeneration and renewal. And the Orca, when they are not surfacing 
through the astonishing beauty of the Moon’s light, you will find playing 
ridiculously in large sea beds of Bull Kelp so that the true beauty of life will 
never be disguised from us again.


