[image: ]
image1.png
‘Well, one night John Chapman was last asleep in his bed when
he heard a voice. He heard a lovely voice, as clear as moonlight,
in amongst his dreams:

“Go to London Bridge,” it said. *Go to London Bridge.”

He woke up with a start, sat up, rubbed his eyes, looked about
himself ... but the room was empty and dark, the only sound was
the snoring of his little dog at the foot of the bed. “Nothing
but a dream,” he thought to himself, “nothing
more than a dream.”

And he rolled over and went back to sleep.

But the next night the voice was back,
clear as moonlight in amongst

his dreams:
“Go to London Bridge. Go to
London Bridge.”
He woke up; the room was dark.
“Nothing but a dream.”
_ And he fell asleep.




