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Dedicated to the sense of imagination which lives within us all.



A stream, from its source in far-off mountains ...




... passing through every kind

and description of countryside
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Just as it had crossed every other barrier,

The stream tried to cross this one.
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Thesgrgamwas c:er_t'a:ir'l,"thafits deStiny was to cross this desert.
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The stream grumbled that it was racing towards the sand

with all its might, but that it was only getting absorbed.

It pointed out that the wind could fly, and this was why it

could cross a desert.







You must allow the wind to carry you over to your destination.’ ‘But how can the wind carry me?’ sobbed the frustrated stream.




“You can be carried but only by allowing yourself to be absorbed into the wind.’
The sands whispered.

The stream did not like the idea of being swallowed up by the wind at all.
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It did not want to lose its individuality.,. Y,

j
And, once having lost it, {

how was it to know that it could ever {\ \

find it again‘?




‘The wind’, said the voice, 'Can help you.
It takes up water, carries it over the desert,
o ¥ 3 .

- and then lets it fall again. _
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‘again becomes a river.”
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‘And anyway, if you don'’t listen to mé:f?

the best you can hope to become is a guagmire ...

and even that could take you many, many years ...




And being a quagmire isn’t nearly as good as being a stream.’




‘Whatever happens, you can’t stay exactly the same as you are

now, the voice said.

‘But I just want to stay the same as I am!’ wailed the stream.
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Dimly, it remémbered a state in v
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or some part

arms of the wind. ™
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the stream raised his vapour into the welcoming arms of the wind.



/"" And the w1nd gently carrled

h1s Vapour up, p and away.

that it now knew what it really meant

to be a stream.







And that is why it is said that the ‘Stream of Life’ is written in the sands.






