On Bardsey 2012

Low cloud shrouds Mynydd Enlli

and the lighthouse disappears.

Fog banks and swell separate the island

from the world that some call real

and block the passage of the lifeline boat.

But wading Oystercatchers know their home

and fly through all-enveloping mist-darkness

on a purposeful journeying

to known, instinctive destinations.

Theirs is a continuing pilgrimage,

each year a moving on,

yet returning to Base.

Can I rely on innate wisdom?
For what am I seeking on my journey?

Is it God - or am I trying

to reach myself again and again?

Or maybe the One is in the Other.

Paul Heppleston

