
THE FRIENDLY MIST

by Gwen Lord

" And, as the morning mists had risen long ago when I left the forge,
So the evening mists were rising now,

And in all the broad expanse 
of tranquil light they showed to me.

I saw no shadow of another parting from her."

The approach of evening, after the heat of the day brought with it the final songs of the birds before 
they laid their head under their wing for sleep. Gone now were the children's happy voices. Now the 
park belonged to the night. No longer was it safe to walk carefree through it. In the distance, police 
sirens screamed their way through the early evening traffic while, above the mist, the skyline revealed
the stars appearing and the tall giant buildings illuminated by thousands of lights, standing 
majestically over the city of lost souls. 

As Vincent stood underneath one of the pedestrian bridges, he pulled his cloak more tightly round 
him, in the vain attempt to keep out the cold which the mist brought with it. A twig breaking interrupted
his thoughts, bringing him abruptly to a sense of caution. But it was only a squirrel dashing safely to 
his loved ones. A sigh followed. Vincent felt relief wash over him. No need to dash away or hide. 

Silence followed; and Vincent relaxed as he once again waited, until finally familiar footsteps sounded
and he knew they belonged to his beloved Catherine. 

"Vincent?" The call at first was soft and quiet. "Vincent are you there?" An urgency was suddenly in 
her voice. 

"I'm here Catherine," he said as he stepped out in front of her. He was a tall, broad, strong man and 
he was her defender, her love, but most of all her life. 

"Vincent, I wasn't sure you would come. This mist is so thick it's a good job I know my way around.“

"I think you would know it blindfolded Catherine, but next time we should meet at your basement.” 

His arms out begging her to come into them where she would be free from any danger. He loved her 
with all his heart and soul and knew she loved him back. Swiftly she moved into them and felt their 
comforting strength. 



"There will be no music at the bandstand tonight Vincent, I saw the notice at the park entrance, it said
cancelled," she said sadly. 

"This makes you sad Catherine?" 

"Yes Vincent, sitting with you, just being with you and the music makes me feel good inside. I love it 
so much." 

"Father's having the children for song practice tonight. If you would like we could go there - I am sure 
Father wouldn't mind us being there." 

"Vincent that would be great. I love you so much, I would go anywhere with you." 

As they walked they talked of the children and the hard life they had, before coming to the tunnels, 
now each of them were cared for by loving people. 

As they looked back Catherine shivered. The mist was really closing in. 

"It's getting much thicker now Vincent. It makes the park look eerie." 

"The mist is my friend Catherine. It enables me to walk freely through the city, to come to you." 

Finally, as they reached the tunnels, they could hear the sound of children singing, resounding off the 
tunnel walls. It sounded like the voices of angels. 

Taking Catherine's hand in his, Vincent guided her through the tunnels to where the music was 
coming from. 

"Catherine," Father's voice sounded genuinely pleased to see her. "Welcome my dear to our little 
choral evening." 

Vincent and Catherine found a place on the staircase where they sat and cuddled, listening to the 
beautiful music. They stayed until it was getting late, long after the children had gone to bed. 

"Come, I will walk you to your basement Catherine, I don't want you to walk through the mist." 

Helping her to her feet and into his arms Vincent placed a kiss on the top of her head. 

"Oh, Catherine it's always so hard to say good-night to you." 

"It is for me too, Vincent." 

They clung together, as if it was their last moment. Then they made their way to the basement. 

"I very much enjoyed tonight Vincent. The children sang so beautifully. It was wonderful being with 
you and your family. I am so glad the mist came down." 

"Dearest Catherine, I am so blessed in you." 

"It is I who have been blessed Vincent. I am so glad it was you who found me when I was in so much 
pain - you who saved me and gave me the courage to go on with my life." 



"It was so different then, my dear Catherine. My life only started when I found you." 

For several minutes they clung together; each not wanting to break the spell and pull apart. 

Vincent held her face up to him and tenderly kissed her lips. 

"It is late Catherine and you should go." 

"Yes Vincent, there is always tomorrow. If the mist is still with us, come to me I will be waiting." 

And with one last look at the man she loved so very much, Catherine made her way towards the shaft
of light and the ladder beyond, to her world Above. 

END


