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As a young boy, my grandfather would often tell me of a magical place called Sweet-Water. 

He described it as a land where one could reach for the stars and be as free as a bird. It was 

a place where dreams come true, and peace, love, and joy are boundless. Sweet-Water is 

where the Yellow Brick Road begins and ends, where time moves and yet stands still. It’s a 

place where rainbows touch the tip of an iceberg, where eagles soar, and lions roar. 

“Sweet-Water,” he said, “is a gift of time wrapped in a jelly jar.” 

The Road to Sweet-Water is a poet's dream, a treasure map, and a mountain stream all 

rolled into one. It’s a journey of wonder and discovery. So put your best foot forward, for 

the adventure has only just begun. 

The Road to Sweet-Water twists and turns like a ribbon in the wind, lined with whispering 

willows and fields of golden sunflowers that seem to stretch endlessly. The air is thick with 

the scent of honeysuckle and the faint hum of bees busy at work. Along the way, you might 

find an old wooden bridge that creaks underfoot, its rails carved with the initials of 

dreamers who’ve walked this path before. 

Each step on this journey is a story waiting to be told. There’s the Traveler’s Oak, a grand, 

ancient tree that stands at the crossroads, its branches heavy with the wishes of those who 

dared to pause. Tie your ribbon there, and it’s said Sweet-Water will call your name when 

the time is right. 

The road dips into the Valley of Echoes, where every word you speak comes back to you 

twice—once as a reminder of the past and once as a promise for the future. It’s here you’ll 

meet fellow travelers, each with their own reasons for seeking Sweet-Water. Some come 

searching for lost loves, others for courage they fear they lack, and still others simply for a 

place to belong. 

Beyond the valley lies the Crystal Creek, its waters shimmering with colors no painter 

could ever capture. The creek is said to carry the laughter of the stars, and if you’re brave 

enough to wade in, you might just hear a melody that guides your steps. Follow the tune, 

and you’ll find the first marker: a stone etched with the words, "To seek Sweet-Water is to 

seek yourself." 

As the road climbs higher, you’ll notice the air grows lighter, your burdens seeming to lift 

with every breath. The trees here hum a gentle song, their leaves glinting like emeralds in 

the sunlight. If you listen closely, you might hear them whisper secrets of Sweet-Water: 

that it’s not just a place, but a state of being, a destination and a journey intertwined. 

The journey to Sweet-Water is not without challenges. Shadows may try to cloud your way, 

doubts may spring like thorns underfoot, and the temptation to turn back may grow 



strong. But with each trial overcome, the road reveals more of its magic: a lantern lit by 

fireflies to guide you in the dark, a bridge made of moonlight to carry you over chasms, a 

kind stranger who gives you courage when your own falters. 

At last, when the road ends, you’ll find yourself standing at the edge of Sweet-Water. It 

may not look as you imagined—it’s not castles or treasures, not glittering cities or endless 

feasts. Instead, it’s the feeling of stepping into a dream you’ve always known. It’s the quiet 

joy of knowing you’ve arrived, and the bittersweet realization that the road itself was just 

as wondrous as the destination. 

Sweet-Water is where the soul finds its rhythm, where the heart sings its truest song. It’s a 

place where you can be fully yourself, and that, perhaps, is its greatest magic of all. 

And so, the journey begins anew, for Sweet-Water’s gift is not just the destination, but the 

courage to keep dreaming, keep seeking, and keep believing in the beauty of the road 

ahead. John 14:27  
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