
Through the Aperture 

February 2011 

  ‘This will be perfect for my son. He loves astronomy!’ 

  As soon as I heard that, I knew it was my time. My heart was on cloud nine. I 
was then picked up and shipped to a modest house with a modest garden, and 
the living room which came to be my home, right next to the cupboards. 
Finally, after all these years of gathering dust on that shelf, I’d found an owner. 

  ‘Unpack it, dad!’ I heard a child scream, clapping his hands. Light flooded my 
eyes as the box opened for the first time. It was beautiful. Light was elegant, 
light gives life, light gives joy and wonder. I was then assembled and my true 
form rose. I was even taller than the little boy! His father chuckled at that, and 
both me and him longed for our first night. 

  It was a cloudless night -- thank the weather gods! The father excitedly 
opened my cover at the centre of the garden, and all the light I received was 
magnified and strengthened, projecting straight to the lenses and to the 
father’s eye. 

  The father’s excitement matched mine. I’d never seen such things before as 
well. Tiny dots in the sky became shinier, bigger dots, and stars which didn’t 
appear to the naked eye appeared then.  

  ‘You’ve got to see this, son!’ the father breathed excitement. As soon as the 
light hit the little boy’s retina, I could sense his astonishment and happiness 
that brought to him. 

  ‘Wow! Stars… everywhere!’ 

  ‘Just wait until you see the moon!’ the father shifted me to face the moon. 
The magnified brightness almost blinded me. The moon was like a deadly laser 
under the magnification. At least it would be better for them since they could 
wear sunglasses.  

  ‘Dad, look at the holes on the moon! They were asteroids crashing into the 
moon very long ago!’ I knew then I was going to be a part of their history 
forever. 

 

  2012 



  Time flowed on and soon the father bought many more accessories. First 
came the Turn Left at Orion book. Then came different lenses. We both gazed 
at beautiful galaxies, stunning nebulae, planets, double stars, and so much 
more.a The days with clouds were the ones that I hated. I often wonder why 
do clouds exist. 

2013 

  The little boy wasn’t so little now. He was nearly my height! It’s like watching 
a tree grow. The good thing was that he was bringing friends over to watch the 
sky as well – I’m always happy to show everyone what I can do. 

  We fell in love with the Andromeda galaxy as well – a bit tricky to find but the 
view is well worth the effort. The blend of milky white with silky blue is 
amazing, as if God was an artist and this was His masterpiece.  

March 24th, 2014 

  It’s the little boy’s birthday! The living room was filled with festivity and 
celebrations. He got a computer for his birthday! Now he could research more 
about astronomy and learn more about celestial objects! 

April 24nd, 2014 

  It has been an entire month since our last skywatching! I understand that 
there are cloudy days, but an entire month? The little boy is glued to the 
computer screen now, not even batting an eye towards me? I hope they notice 
me soon. 

May 

  Finally, our first skywatching since March! I could finally see the stars again! 

  ‘Son, look at this cool galaxy I found!’ the father exclaimed and the boy came 
for a look. I was prepared to give him the view of his life. I even adjusted the 
focus so it’s at its clearest.  

  ‘I mean, it’s cool dad, but it’s no different than others. I’m going back inside,’  

  That sentence pierced my heart. I was no longer of use to the boy. The 
father’s eyebrows scrunched together like a crumpled piece of paper, sighed 
heavily and dragged me back in. Without the boy, the father lost motivation as 
well. I almost wish computers weren’t a thing. 

  2015 



  The boy was on his computer for far too long now. Every day he goes home 
after school his eye is on that stupid screen. Playing video games. They 
shouldn’t exist as well. He’s getting his own desk soon, so I won’t even be able 
to see him as much. I was just sitting there gathering dust, watching the 
ground turn from snow to grass, the boy turn from a boy to a teenager. 

  2019 

  It’s been four years. I’ve lost all motivation to even write this diary. If I’m not 
used ever again, this will be my final entry. The teenager is either up in his 
room, or going out with friends. Sometimes he even comes home at the latest 
of nights. Not even the stars remind him of me now. I only have my past 
memories to linger on, to remember what was. Oh, how I wish he’d turn back 
to me! 

 December, 2020 

  I’m in the attic now, but what’s worse is that the teenager’s father has passed 
away from cancer. He’s deeply saddened but so am I as well. Now he is all 
alone in this house, with me. And his fiancé, of course. I’m too sad to even 
congratulate him on that. His father was a great man, a man who cared deeply 
for his son. 

February, 2021 

  ‘Wait what’s that?’ the adult’s wife pointed at me.  

  ‘Oh… that’s… that’s my telescope,’ the adult said and walked closer to me. 

  ‘You mean, you use it to look at the stars? That’s so cool! Can I see it?’ 

  ‘Uh… sure,’ and for the first time, he lifted me and carried me to the garden. 
The night sky was thankfully cloudless, to my relief. I couldn’t count how many 
year’s it has been since I felt the lush green grass on my toes. 

  ‘If I remember correctly…’ the adult lifted off my lid and light flooded inside 
me, warming me as well. He then focused it on the moon and looked into the 
lens. This time the emotions were different. It was a blend of nostalgia and 
sadness. He stepped away. 

  ‘Go on, look at it,’ his wife stepped in and gazed at the moon. 

  ‘Wow! It looks so beautiful up close!’ 



  ‘That’s what I thought when I first saw the moon. But there are more things 
to see than just the moon,’ 

  And as his wife was marvelling the full moon, the little boy, through tears, 
was remembering his childhood, and most importantly, his father amongst the 
stars.  

 


