Treasure

https://riverofsong.uk/

What is true treasure, the inheritance we wish to leave to our children and
grandchildren?

It’s Autumn here and there’s treasure to be found: conkers, fallen leaves,
acorns, watching squirrels collect store them. Each season brings its own
treasure. In our commercial world treasure is often defined as precious metal
and gems rather than being thought of in a wider context as things we do for each
other, nature’s harvest and our environment.

Look around and name things that might be precious to us individually and discuss
your reasons for such a choice.

Words and music by Dany Rosevear.
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logt the childrgn drgam of a world that’s green,
W world full of tregs growing high;
Where treasure’s not gold bat the hills of old,
lsong walks on the wild, wild side.
Together awhilg wherg there’s laughter and
smiles,
{Ind nights undgr the starry skigs.

logt the childregn playg and discover ¢gach dag,
Where all Rinds of books can be jound;
Where treasure’s not gold but great storigs told,
Where wisdom and wondgr abound;
Where words rippleg along as a river rolls on,
Weaving magical strands around.

logt the childrgn 8o wherg the jair winds blow,
Where good health and happingss thrive;
Where treasurg’s not gold bat Rind hands to
hold,
Where love helps ¢ach dayg 8o byg.
Where rainbows Igap on through the big beggond,
{Ind bravg hearts take wing and flg.



