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Yesterday is in the past, 

And so today will be the day, 

Today I will be quickly fast, 

And join the fairy’s great parade. 

Yesterday was yesterday, 

And I could only glance and see, 

Today I’ll watch the fairies play, 

One of their ranks among the trees.  

I take with me my trusty knife, 

My steel-capped boots of boot-capped steel, 

In case of danger to my life, 

I’ve got something to help me heal. 

  

At early morning I shall rise, 

With spirit strong and mind ablaze, 

I will be quick and tough and wise, 

As disbelievers sing my praise. 

Yesterday was grey and dark, 

And yesterday I lost my way, 

So then today my trail I’ll mark, 

For today will be the day. 



Today’s the day to sink or swim, 

Today’s the day to fight or die, 

To feel the holiness of sin, 

Embrace the truth within my lies. 

And here it is, the golden morn, 

A skyline dyed in darkened shades, 

Awaken just before the dawn, 

To catch and join the great parade. 

Quickly now, no time to waste, 

No time to lose or throw away, 

Now’s the time, pick up the pace! 

And so I leave to meet the fey.  

Do not dawdle, don’t be late,  

Walk through brambles, push through dirt, 

Tripping will decide your fate, 

A death that shall most surely hurt. 

I scold myself to carry on, 

To keep on moving, through the trees, 

Stick to the hike, however long, 

In hopes of what I might just see. 

By the time the sun does rise, 

And bathes the land in glory gold, 

Dirt and filth it fills my eyes, 

My new boots looking decades old. 



I lie in wait for those who dance, 

And rub my sleepless, watchful eyes, 

I shall not waste another chance, 

Or lose my sight of my great prize. 

Suddenly a lightning strike, 

A blowing swaying dusty mist, 

A ghostly ghastly spinning light, 

A figure dancing quick and swift. 

I almost don’t believe my eyes, 

My ears they must be lying so, 

Do you deceive me, vision mine? 

The scene unfolds from down below. 

A dancing ring enclosed by light, 

A chant of silken shifting sound, 

A pair of wings much like a kite, 

Flying high above the ground. 

Above the dirt filled filthy cares, 

A swooping, diving, dancing flight, 

Flying higher than they dare, 

From dawn till dusk till day through night. 

I stumble forward, my eyes ablaze, 

My heart it beats a heady beat, 

I look up in a quickened haze, 

And stumble as my gaze they meet. 



A hidden laugh, a filthy sigh, 

A stumble in the swooping dance, 

A watchful gaze from watchful eyes, 

I must make use of this, my chance. 

I waken with a startled gasp, 

I can’t escape my world for long, 

My dream it slips far from my grasp, 

I waken to the asylum.


