-The Fog
Slowly the fog,

Hunch-shouldered with a grey face,

Arms wide, advances,

Fingertips touching the way

Past the dark houses

And dark gardens of roses.

Up the short street from the harbour,

Slowly the fog,

Seeking, seeking;

Arms widen shoulders hunched,

Searching, searching.

Out through the streets to the fields,

Slowly, the fog –

A blind man hunting the moon.

