The carol of the Magpie,

Wind through the trees

The sun on my face
Heartbeat...

Breath...

Gusts of wind

Connected...

Rooted to the earth, like hands reaching up
to grab my ankles

| don't want to leave.

Sense of calm and peace,

The wind rises and falls
Mountains....

Breathing slowed,

Let all the anxiety go.

Wind in my hair

Lighter...

Aware...

The warmth of the sun...

Rivers run, way down below

A faint sound of Birdsong.

The wind in the trees,

Age, wisdom & spirit of the &

| heard the passing of stories, 7|
Trees and leaves singing in’ ne:
Bunya and the Black bean,,
Dynamic

Humming

The roaring of wind through the trees,

A Tree symphony

Birdsong...

Near and far.

| want to come back here.

Transported to the top of a mountain, alone.
Mindful...

| miss country & past family.

Shuffling of feet;

s |

The grour at the last nights
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