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In three stanzas, the Spanish poet Antonio Machado 
tells us about Last Night’s dream, which he calls a 
marvelous error. Is it an error, or is it the soul’s deepest 
truth?  
 
The setting of this poem is in the heart and our 
connection to God, to ourselves, and to others. This is a 
deep mystery and at the core of the teachings of 
Perennial Wisdom both ancient and contemporary. The 
heart is said to be the place within us where we 
encounter the divine Beloved and our connection to 
Ultimate Reality. It is also the center for that 
mysterious sentiment we call Love.   
 
There are, of course, numerous accounts of human 
encounters with Divine Reality in dreams. They fill the 
pages of the Bible and the world’s library of sacred 
literature. As Machado suggests, these encounters are 
also taking place in the heart (or the nous)—the inner 
organ of kardial awareness. 
 
The wisdom Master Yeshua also taught  that the Father 
dwells in that secret place within, “...so go into the 
hidden chamber and shut the door and commune there 
with the One who is in this hidden place within you. 
The Father is there in your innermost being, and there 
is no other place transcendent to this, which is the 
Fullness beyond all place.” (Gospel of Philip Analogue 
45)  This hidden chamber of our innermost being, 
which transcends all places exterior to it, exists at the 
core of our being, in the heart.  
 
It is through the heart that the Beloved guides us, 
interacts with us, and fills us with Love.  It is what 

makes us truly human. Here encounters with God 
change us, transform us, and allow us to transcend 
ourselves. In this beautiful poem, the Spanish poet 
Antonio Machado shares what is no doubt his own 
mystical experience and what he sees happening at 
this level of his own being. For him, the heart 
becomes a site for the appearance of a form of living 
water. Water is the alchemical symbol for truth. The 
waters of life and truth both well up from within and 
are delivered by an aqueduct, he says. Some means 
by which the waters flow.  
 
The heart is also changed by the mystery of the bees 
who transform old failures into white comb and 
sweet honey stored and available as secret 
nourishment and healing at the kardial level. Then 
Machado sees that in the heart there is a radiance of 
Light shining where we are touched and changed by 
the warmth of its fire. This image of enlightenment 
is resonant with the old alchemical symbols of Light 
radiating from the chest and transforming a human 
being that contains it. In this understanding, 
enlightenment radiates outward from within.  
 
The waters of truth from below, the bees moving 
across the fields of the horizontal plane, and the fires 
of love radiating out all work as transformative 
elements available at this interior level. Machado the 
dreamer has transcended normal consciousness and 
is now aware of the presence of the Beloved not 
simply as an external authority but as resident at a 
level of deep interiority. The 15th century poet and 
mystic Kabir confirms this awareness when he 
writes, “If you want the truth, I will tell you the 
truth: Friend, listen: the God whom I love is inside.”    
 

—Commentary by David VonMiller 

visio divina 



A Place for Notes  
and for Journaling your Answers:   

Reflections on Image and Text:  
 
1. As you read this poem and view the images, which 

stanza speaks most deeply to you? Which image’s 
symbols resonate most deeply? Journal your 
reflections. 

2. Why do you think Machado calls this a marvelous 
error?  

3. Have you ever had a dream similar to Machado’s 
either waking or sleeping?  

4. In Machado’s poem, three things are available to 
the heart: water, honey, and light. Each holds its 
own spiritual meaning. What associations do you 
have with each? Where else have you encountered 
them as symbols? 

5. Which of these symbols do you consider to be most 
important to you? Why? 

6. Which do you feel you most need at this moment? 
Why is this so? 

7. Are there any other elements that resonant within 
your heart that Machado does not mention? If so, 
what are they and what meaning do they hold for 
you? 

8. How do you experience or explain the heart? What 
do the images suggest to you about its true nature? 
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The American poet, Robert Bly, states that 
“Antonio Machado is the most thoughtful, 
modest, and lovable poet of the twentieth 
century.  His quiet labor in sound and rhythm 
over many years, his emphasis on the 
suffering of others rather than his own, the 
passageways that he creates inside his poems 
that lead back to the ancient Mediterranean 
past, his inner calm, even joyfulness- all of 
these gifts nourish people wherever he is 
read.” 
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  ast night, as I was sleeping, 
I dreamt- marvelous error! — 
that a spring was breaking 
out in my heart. 
I said: Along which secret aqueduct, 
Oh water, are you coming to me, 
water of a new life 
that I have never drunk? 
  
  Last night, as I was sleeping, 
I dreamt-marvelous error! — 
that I had a beehive 
here inside my heart. 
And the golden bees 
were making white combs 
and sweet honey 
from my old failures. 
  
  Last night, as I was sleeping, 
I dreamt-marvelous error! — 
that a fiery sun was giving 
light inside my heart. 
It was fiery because I felt 
warmth as from a hearth, 
and sun because it gave light 
and brought tears to my eyes. 
  
  Last night, as I slept, 
I dreamt-marvelous error! — 
that it was God I had 
here inside my heart. 

 
— Antonio Machado  



Anoche cuando dormía  
soñé ¡bendita ilusión!  
que una fontana fluía  
dentro de mi corazón.  

Dí: ¿por qué acequia escondida,  
agua, vienes hasta mí,  

manantial de nueva vida  
en donde nunca bebí?  

 
Anoche cuando dormía  
soñé ¡bendita ilusión!  
que una colmena tenía  
dentro de mi corazón;  
y las doradas abejas  

iban fabricando en él,  
con las amarguras viejas,  
blanca cera y dulce miel.  

 
Anoche cuando dormía  
soñé ¡bendita ilusión!  

que un ardiente sol lucía  
dentro de mi corazón.  

Era ardiente porque daba  
calores de rojo hogar,  

y era sol porque alumbraba  
y porque hacía llorar.  

 
Anoche cuando dormía  
soñé ¡bendita ilusión!  

que era Dios lo que tenía  
dentro de mi corazón. 
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