
For most of his life he carried his  
most precious gift hidden, guarded and protected:

the Water of Life – 
golden, radiant, glowing, and warm; 

held in a crystal heart, brilliantly transparent,

hung from a chain of woven rubies, 
unseen inside the plainness of his robe 

and clasped behind his neck.

So that night when something called him – 
when he stumbled in the dark,

led by the sound of rivulet and warble, 
out into the vast and treeless desert 

under the blazing gemfield of the black night sky 

Who can tell what brokenness was opened; 
what frozenness flowed away –

when in his laughter, in his tears, 
he holds in the morning light  

that Crystal Heart unstoppered;

holds it filling overflowing, filling once again, 
in the bubbling stream that surges up unending

from the ringed rocks, golden in the morning sun, 
that rim the brightness flowing  

from the Well.

The Well
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