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Yesterday, was not a good day.

But, last night, | dreamed | was dipped in water.

In such a pool as | have never seen.

It was glorious — the water silver and deep

And luscious flowers growing all around.

And people balanced in the water, like acrobats

Or dolphins, leaping higher as they gained strength.

(And | said, let me walk here forever.)

And around the edges of the pool were all manner
Of creatures, living side by side —because over them
The waters had cast a spell. Of truth, of hope.

And two pools there were —and | was dipped in the first — then jumped myself, into the second

Without a thought of harm or capture.

And the water washed over me, and was warm and rich on the body.
And seemed like an old friend.

And | wanted to stay and be beside this pool for ever.

Never to leave its warmth, its beauty.

And even now, | have no memory of leaving, or being asked to leave.
Only a voice saying “Later my dear, later.”

And when | woke — sure, the world was turned around.





