
 

Land Softly 

 

Spiralling, fluttering, 

sailing the breeze, 

Racing and chasing, trying 

to please, 

Anyone, everyone, tossed 

this way and that, 

A leaf in the Autumn, blown down from the trees. 

 

It’s time to land softly, slow down, take a rest, 

Choose a new path to follow, a break from your quest 

of pursuing impossible goals and objectives, 

Don’t forget you’re enough as you are, you are blessed. 
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