By Alice Granleese

A radiant purple haze.
The sun leaves a path
of golden light shimmering on the water.
The ocean glistens blue and gold
as an echo drifts to your ear.
Now is the time, it says.
Listen, feel.
it is yourturn.
Though you feel heavy
your hands pull strong in the water.
You are caught.
The force, the breath
Is harnessed
by a majestic ghost.
You skim the surface as an eagle glides on the wind.
The Spirit is upon you
rushing past your ears and over your face.
Your hands outstretched
It carries you.
JOY bursts forth
asabeacon of light shinesfrom inside.
PEACE flows through you as you touch its face.
HOPE is secured  in you
as  your feetstandfirm
and the purest LOVE thatisinyou,

P all around you,

' f&* cradles you and washes over you, as you stride forward in FAITH.
r,p "" . Emerald blue bliss, as far as the eye can see
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Waiting...
Ready for the echo to return
Always and forever more.

Amen
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