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Deep, deep in amongst the critter filled forest there lived a family of nymphs and 

although they were hairy it did not affect their brain function. Not even the highest of 

technologies can detect them, they simply don’t have the power, but back to the 

nymphs. They were a small family only four of them if you don’t include the cousins 

that is. The family farmed enchanted mist. Not fog that’s far too thick. They caught 

the mist with nets made from the finest of grass. But they were always careful not to 

delve too deep in to the mist, well because of all the dangers, Goofbodles, Twingats, 

Wezzwongles but worst of all, humans. Not forgetting the rhyme: 

Don’t get lost in the mists my love 

Don’t get lost in the mists, 

If you get lost in the mists my love 

Then indeed you will be missed. 

Granny sprite always told them the tale of the Flodwick family before they went to 

sleep and before they went in to the enchanted mist. She always took extra special 

care when talking to the twins, since they tended to ignore everything important. “Do 

not go to deep in to the mist, Thomas and Monty!” “You know what happened to the 

Flodwick family!” said Gran in a very firm tone. “Yes Gran, blah, blah, blah, blah, 

blah, blah, blah!” “Flodwick this and Flodwick that, do stop going on! You’re treating 

us like babies.” “I’ll stop treating you like babies when you start behaving like grown-

up Nymphs!” Squabbled Gran and the twins.  

Their house was a small mud, brick hut. Layered with fern leaves for more 

waterproof protection they didn’t have a door (far too modern), only a curtain of ferns 

sewn together with grass, that was released at night and when it got windy. Gran’s 

son (Thomas and Monty’s Dad) was out 82% of the time catching as much mist as 

he could fit in to his wooden wagon. Their Mum once got lost in the mist for three 

days, but she actually ran off with a butterfly farmer, they don’t like to talk about it.  

Anyway enough talk more action. It was an ordinary Sunday morning when Dad 

(Furgel sprite) was thinking, he thought long and hard and after a while he made up 

his mind. “Boys…” Dad said with a smile “How would you feel about catching some 

mist today?” Both boys looked up from their woodlet in deep astonishment. “Really 

dad?!” “You betcha.” “I thought it was about time you learnt the trade.” The boys 

replied with a quick “COOL!” and dashed off to tie their leaf boots. Gran was 

extremely hesitant about them going but figured the more she stopped them the 

more they’d want to go.  

 

                                  To be continued (next month) 


