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A Certain Kind of Mist

Has arisen this morning over the field .. and

It is blowing away our walk amongst the bluebells.
Sometimes mist takes ..sometimes it gives.

Mist reaches out into the soul. Entwines itself there

Like brambles on the open road ..like a lost child ..

Like a star unknown on the way to being a comet.

On our bluebell walk there were hills and valleys

And a strange bright creature that walked with us ..

It changed into a bird and then a tall rugged foxglove.

It had a story in its soul that was my own.

| said to you — how good it is to walk here

Where my footsteps can echo the earth’s heart once more..
And the bright creature smiled and shone the mist away .
And the mist she did not mind .. and the song she sang
Was the song of all good peoples as they walk

Upon the earth, leaving only kind words and deeds.

That is the mist | dream of.. hope to be

Until the bluebell wood is come again, my love.



