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A Clearing in the Mist

by Susan

~~~~

I feel him.

 

I'm not sure how or why I do, but I feel him tonight.

 

For years, I've felt parts of him, snippets of his face,

memories of his laugh, but this time is different.

 

This time is the time.

 

~~~~

 

It's cool outside, dark with just a hint of a breeze.

 

It's a perfect night for this.

 

One by one everyone gathers in the meadow, each

one of us choosing who we want to play with tonight.

Some are still trying to find their way. Others, like me,

have been here a while and already feel comfortable.

 

I didn't like it at first, but now I know it's where I'm

meant to be.
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There's no pain here, no fear...only peace.

And freedom.

 

~~~~

 

It's a little cooler tonight than usual with some mist

in the air that normally isn't here. Maybe it's because

he's coming tonight.

 

And he is coming tonight. I can feel it.

 

I can feel him flowing through every part of me now,

like sparks of electricity flowing through my veins,

and before I know it, I'm running towards the hill,

towards the man I’ve been waiting for.

 

My brother.

 

~~~~

 

The moment I see him, my legs move faster, my heart

pounds harder, and I throw my arms around him,

nearly knocking him over.

 

I don't care that he doesn't hug me or say my name.

I don't care that he's all grown up and I'm not, or

that all of the others here are now looking at us.

 

All I care about is that he's here.

 

Fox is here.

 

He's really here.

 

~~~~

 



I rest my head against his chest and wrap my arms

around him even tighter, and he feels so warm. So

wonderfully warm and comforting, and I don't ever

want this moment to end.

 

But then it gets even better.

 

He touches the side of my face, and his hand is warm

too. The next thing I know, my own hands are pressed

against his cheeks. They're soft, yet rough with stubble,

and they tickle my palms.

 

I look into his eyes, and he looks into mine. My heart

swells with joy, and I want to pull him even closer.

 

And so I do, but this time he holds onto me too. Kissing

my head, he gently strokes my hair, and I'm so happy

I could just burst.

 

I knew he'd come tonight. I knew it. 

 

~~~~

 

As much as I want to stay here in his arms even

longer, I think our time is almost over.

No, I can feel that it is.

I close my eyes and squeeze him one more time,

knowing it will be the one and only chance I get to

be with him, but I'm not sad, and I can tell by the

way he's looking at me that he's not sad either.

 

This was our night, our time, and as the mist clears

around us, things are clearer to me now than they've

ever been.

 

Just as I always knew, he didn’t abandon me or



forgot about me. He's continued to love me all these

years, and he always will.

And now as I look up at him for what I know is the

final time, I see in his eyes what I hope he sees in

mine.

I smile. He smiles back at me.

We’re free.

 

 

 

~end

 

 

 Thank you for reading.
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