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Author’s notes:  
 

The idea of this story came to me many years ago when I was driving my young son home 

from kindergarten. I thought it was just another ordinary autumn day, but something 

unexpected and extraordinary happened. I slowed my driving and pulled to the side of the street 

to stop and watch what caught my attention in that moment. Millions of leaves were blowing, 

hopping, bouncing, dancing, swirling like whirling dervishes in an orchestrated dance across the 

road in front of me. It was a colorful Leaf Parade that seemed to go on forever. The vivid vision 

of that magical moment has lingered in my thoughts for all these years.   

I wanted to share the messages I received from that mystical encounter long ago.  My 

sister’s untimely death at that time caused me to question everything about life, death, and all 

the stuff in between. I wanted to know what may lie ahead for all of us.  

I carried my incessant need to understand these mysteries to an ancient tree that lived 

at the edge of a park in my neighborhood. I called her “Grandmother Tree.” She looked intently 

but lovingly at me with one bulging eye and a scraggly toothed smile. This stately tree woman 

held a staff of wood in her right hand and wore a long bark dress. I could sense the aged and 

sage wisdom she had gained from standing solidly in her place for hundreds of years. She was 

the Elder Tree Goddess of the entire area.  

I felt reverence as I approached her on my morning walks. She knew every thought in 

my mind and every ache in my heart.  I learned to listen deeply as she taught me many lessons 

about acceptance and resiliency. She helped me understand that no matter what, “this too shall 

pass,” as everything eventually does. The dancing leaves in the road showed me how connected 

everything is and that we are all interrelated.   

This short story was written for older children, tweens, teens, their parents, and all other 

loving guardians. May it help families and our next generations find ways to be open to having 

safe and gentle conversations about the natural cycles of life and death so that we can balance 

our fears of the unknown with understanding, love, and a little bit of magical imagination.  

I love you forever.  

Storyteller, “Dr. Aunt Linda” (and Grandmother Tree within)   
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                  Dance of the Forever Winds 

By Linda Linker Rosenthal 

Illustrations by Insight Out Productions  

                                

“It’s a blustery day, granddaughter. Hold onto your hat.”  

“That’s what Gramma used to say to me, Papa. “Hold onto your hat, Anna-

banana!” The memory of her grandmother’s voice echoed softly inside Anna’s 

head.   

“I really miss Gramma.”  

“I know, little one, I do too.”  

“Tell me again…what does it feel like to die? And where did she go?”  



 

Page | 4   
  

“I wish I knew. But I can only guess,” said Papa letting out a long, heavy sigh. 

His breath made a little puff of mist in the cool air and Anna watched it float 

silently away.  

“Papa, when I didn’t know the answer to something, Gramma always told 

me to stop and listen to the trees. She said the trees could talk to people. She told 

me that these trees are our first ancestors and that we should always respect 

them as our wise elders.  She told me they would always give me the right way to 

think about my questions.”  

“Your Grandmother was a wise woman indeed. She certainly loved being in 

nature with you.”  

“Papa, why don’t we sit down here and listen? Maybe these trees can tell 

us where Gramma is and what she’s doing now.”  
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At the edge of the woods, the weather-worn bench welcomed them with a 

gentle creak. This is where Anna and her Gramma used to sit, quietly listening to 

the sounds of life in the forest.   

“Gramma used to tell me that everything in nature is connected. She said 

the trees had families too, and under the ground their roots would touch each 

other and even hug together sometimes. She said these trees have important 

stories to tell, but humans couldn’t hear them unless they were very, very still and 

listened really hard.”  

Anna acknowledged the tiny clear tear that pooled in the corner of her 

Papa’s eye. He wiped it away quickly with his long spindly fingers and then took 

her small hand in his.   

  “It’s getting chilly out here. Did you bring your mittens, little one?”  

 

She dug two red mittens out of her coat pocket and pulled them over 

her fingers, concentrating to 

make sure her thumbs were in 

the right place. 

    Anna swung her legs up 

and back on the bench as she 

gazed at the soft grey 

underbelly of the clouds rolling 

by. The breeze was picking up, 

so Papa and Anna snuggled a 

little closer together.   

They waited and listened. 

The whistling air hummed and 

rumbled through the treetops. 

Suddenly the anxious autumn 

winds swooped down to the 

ground, shaking the little bench 

beneath them. 

 “What’s happening, Papa?”  
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 “Do you think the trees might be trying to talk to us?”   

“Shhhh, we need to be very, very still and LISTEN!” said Anna excitedly as 

her eyes opened wide.  

 “Whooosh. Woooo. Pfoooouuh,” said the wind as it blew their hair into a 

wild tangle.  Anna reached up and grabbed her hat, which made her think even 

more of her Gramma. “Hold onto your hat, Anna-banana!” she heard in her mind.                                                       

“Gramma, is that YOU?” 

asked the little girl, hoping that it 

was. “Are you here?”  

“I am here. We are here…in 

the wind, the leaves, and in the 

trees. Look up. Look down. We are 

all around you. We are all 

connected. Hush now and listen 

closely. These trees have a story to 

tell you…”  

 

Anna could feel her heart 

beating quickly inside her chest. 

She watched Papa’s face change 

expressions and knew he, too, 

could hear the trees speaking.   

  

“We’re getting ready for the 

big Dance of the Forever Winds!” 

exclaimed the quivering leaves.  

Anna gasped a huge bubble of crisp air upon hearing the leaves speak. 

“This is the most important day of our lives! We have been preparing for this 

special Dance by dressing in our most vibrant colors. For a few weeks, we get to 

change out of our everyday summer greens and put on our finest, most beautiful 

autumn gowns of royal purples, deep reds, rusty oranges, and golden yellows. We 

know that the grand ballroom on the forest floor is waiting for us.”  

  



 

Page | 7   
  

  Anna quickly looked down on the ground, searching for a magical ballroom 

as the leaves continued their breathy conversation, “We will be leaving our homes 

very soon. When the strong Forever Winds begin to blow, we will be pulled off our 

branches and be set free from our Mother Trees for the very first time!”  

  

“Papa, did you hear that?” asked the curious granddaughter. “What does it 

mean?”  

“I’m not sure, little one. Let’s listen some more.”  

                                 

The crooked limbs hovered overhead as the dark clouds spread apart, 

letting golden rays of sunlight shine onto the circle of trees that surrounded them. 

The wind was getting stronger. Papa and Anna watched the leaves twist and 

tremble on the branches above them.  

  “The Forever Winds are coming! We are ready for the great ceremony to 

begin. Even though our Mother Trees’ roots are touching and we are always 

connected as one in nature, when the big winds come, we know we can finally 

meet and dance together with all our friends from the other side of the woods.” 

 

 Just at that moment, the Elms, Maples, Oak and Birch trees began swaying 

and bending in the mysterious wind. They were excited for this new change and 

were eager to be moved by the Forever Winds. All their grown-up leaves had been 

sitting in just one spot, on one particular tree branch all summer and soon it would 

be time for them to venture beyond their familiar places.   
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Anna and 

Papa saw a million leaves of 

different shapes and sizes 

begin to enthusiastically 

shake in their colorful robes. 

Their rusty golden and 

magenta ballroom gowns 

flapped wildly in the gusty 

wind. Even the Evergreens 

joined in the movement as 

hundreds of their mature 

pinecones began dropping to 

the ground.  

 Some held on tightly, 

not knowing what it would be 

like to dance with other 

‘strangers’…but most of the 

leaves simply surrendered as 

they were finally blown off 

the only place they had ever 

known. Big ones, little ones, 

pointy leaves, and rounded 

purple ones all releasing and letting go of their branches when they were ready.  

 

“Wheeee! Here we go! Goodbye Mother Tree. Thank you for all of your 

nourishment and love in this season.”   

 “What is happening, Papa?” Anna asked again.  

“I seem to have as many questions as you do, little one. I think we should 

watch and pay close attention.”   
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One extremely large tree in the woods leaned closer to the grandfather and 

his young granddaughter as they huddled together on the squeaky wooden 

bench.  

 

It waited a moment 

to make sure the humans 

were listening attentively.   

               

The wise ancient tree 

explained, “When a Mother 

Tree grows her leaves each 

spring, it’s like having a 

thousand little babies to 

take care of until the season 

changes. The chilly autumn 

winds blow after the leaves 

are fully grown. That’s when 

the leaves know it is time to end their cycle of life as they knew it.”   

  Papa and Anna squeezed each other’s hands a little harder as they continued 

to listen. All the trees seemed to be whispering at the same time…but in a louder 

whisper now.  

 The young granddaughter stretched her neck forward to hear every word. 

“When the Forever Winds come, our mature leaves fall off and swirl 

together, enjoying the Great Dance of Oneness. They are finally free to let go of 

their Mother Tree and mix with the leaves of our neighbor trees… of all different 

sizes, colors, and shapes. Falling does not hurt them at all. It’s a Dance of 

shimmering joy and great happiness!”  
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Anna watched the many leaves bounce and hop and twirl around her small 

body.  

They flew from above, circling around Papa’s head.  

They were both right in the middle of the mystical ballroom on the forest 

floor!   

Papa chuckled to himself. Anna giggled and wiggled right off the bench, 

swirling around and around with her arms spread wide, dancing with all the leaves. 

It was a dance of freedom and lightness which seemed to last forever.  
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The elder man and his granddaughter were fascinated 

by the spiraling energy that enveloped them.  

 

 

 “It’s like this with humans and animals too,” continued the old trees. 

They were almost shouting now because the wind was blowing even harder than 

before. Anna stopped spinning in circles so she could listen some more.  

 “At the end of the last cycle of life, you too will leave what’s familiar and 

join in the Dance with All That Is! The Forever Winds blow FOREVER, sometimes 

gently and sometimes forcefully, just like the eternal Spirit that breathes through 

your Life on earth and then, takes you to a new place After that Life.”   

  The trees paused again so the two humans could absorb what they were 

saying.   

 

 

 

 

Anna’s mind wandered away, thinking about the days she and her beloved 

Grandmother spent together…coloring mandalas, searching for bugs in the forest, 

baking lopsided banana bread or cramming an overload of chocolate chips into 

the pancake mix. She could almost smell the warm syrup dripping through the pad 

of butter on top. Her stomach churned a little when the memory of Gramma’s 

sweet laugh echoed in her head.  Anna realized she would never see her again and 

ached inside, wanting to feel the elder’s soft hands caressing her face once more.  

“You see, the leaves never die,” said the ancient tree, interrupting Anna’s 

daydream, “they just change from how they used to be when they lived on their 

Mother Tree. Everything changes, and everything has its own special purpose in its 

own time, even your dear Grandmother who loved you and taught you to listen to 

nature, especially to trees.” 
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Anna turned toward Papa, hesitating with her next question, “So… 

Gramma… didn’t… really… die?” 

 The wise tree answered right away, relieving Papa from Anna’s profound 

inquiry. “There is no death, but rather only change from one form into another. 

These fallen leaves will have a new purpose now…to crumble on the ground, where 

they will eventually turn into fresh soil giving young trees a place to grow up. Then 

more new baby leaves will sprout and the whole cycle begins all over again!”   

                                     

   

 

Just then, the winds slowed down, and everything got noticeably quiet. 

Anna and her Papa sat still for a long time, looking up through the naked branches 

and into the pastel sunset sky.   

 

 

 

 

The young girl could hear her own heartbeat pounding. “Papa,” she said 

with a slight tremble in her voice, “Gramma must be dancing with the Forever 

Winds now!”  

“Yes, I think so too, little one. Her Spirit is now free to mix and meet all the 

many different souls who are in their new place with her, just like these leaves 

that have fallen. Knowing how much your Gramma loved so many people when 

she was living on earth, I would like to think she is very happy there.”   



 

Page | 13   
  

“Papa, will we go there someday...to dance in a great mystical ballroom 

with Gramma… and everybody?”  

The elder man thought about that question before slowly answering, “Yes, 

Anna, I believe we will. Someday, everybody will dance and mix themselves 

together no matter who they were or what they did or what color gown they wore 

in their lifetime. I know your grandmother is in a good place now, wherever she 

is, and I bet she’s probably wearing the most heavenly dress of all.”  

Anna was quiet, picturing Gramma’s sparkling ballroom gown in her 

imagination.  

Then she squealed, “Gramma was right! The trees CAN talk to us if we listen 

really hard.”  

  

                  

 

Many minutes passed before either one of them said a word.   
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After a long while, the two finally got up from the bench and walked hand 

in hand, slowly swooshing their feet through the colorful piles of leaves on the 

ground.           

 Turning for one last look into the woods, Anna ran back to give the ancient 

tree a loving hug. Her grandfather waved goodbye and they both shouted at the 

same time, 

“Thank you!” 

to all the 

trees. 

  

 

 

 

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

“One more thing,” advised the old wise tree before the humans left the 

forest, “you don’t have to wait for any special day before you meet and mix with 

other people who look or think differently from you. No one is a ‘stranger’ 

because we are all connected in some way. You can make new relationships now 

while you’re very much alive on earth.” 
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 “I like that idea! I wish we could dance with some new friends right now. 

I want to hug the Forever Winds forever!” exclaimed Anna.  

“Granddaughter,” said Papa with a twinkle in his wink, “From now on I’m 

quite sure these mysterious Forever Winds will always be hugging us in some 

miraculous way.”                   

“I feel much better now, Papa.”  

 

 

“I do too, little one. Thank you for teaching me what your Gramma taught 

you…to be very still and listen really hard to Mother Nature whenever we have a 

big question about something.”  

Their hearts overflowed with unspeakable gratitude for all the lessons 

learned in the forest that day. Anna and her grandpa sauntered along quietly, 

paying close attention to the soft crunching sounds of fallen leaves crumbling under 

their shoes.  

“Papa, we’re helping to make new baby trees, aren’t we?”  

“Yes, I suppose we are,” he chuckled in response. Then quietly reflecting, 

Papa said, “In the never-ending chain of life these broken leaves will dissolve into 

new soil someday. Like the trees taught us, everything is connected. We all have 

a purpose as we move through cycles of life and death and life again. It is truly the 

energy of love that carries on from generation to generation. I am sure of that 

now.  These new baby trees under our feet that are yet to be born will grow new 

leaves who will eventually tell humans about the Dance of the Forever Winds, 

too.”  
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“Just like me, Papa! I’m a new child that will grow up and teach my own 

granddaughter someday about the magical dance in the woods where everyone 

loves everyone else!”  

Papa’s face wrinkled up like an old dried prune, holding back his tears, “Yes, 

little one, it is a blessing that you and your Gramma shared so much 

love with each other. Some day you too will be very patient as you 

teach young children how to listen intently to the trees. There is a 

lot of wisdom to be learned from them.  

                                                   

 

 

Suddenly a huge gust of crispy cold wind whipped off Anna’s hat. Papa 

caught it just in time and teased, “Hold onto your hat, Anna-banana!”   

At that moment, the old man and his young granddaughter felt a strange, 

yet familiar warm hug around them. Anna shivered and Papa 

smiled when the invisible mystical energy from the Forever Winds 

silently blew deep into their hearts, settling there in a soft inner 

embrace. They both knew that Gramma’s loving spirit was 

right with them, inside, and always would be.  

 

Papa’s hand rested lightly on his granddaughter’s 

shoulder and she could feel his steady, comforting presence 

reassuring her that all was well. They were soothed by a 

soundless whisper in the air saying, “I am here…in the wind, in the 

leaves, and in the trees. Look up. Look down. I am all around you. We are always 

connected.” 

A gentle and profound sense of love enveloped the two humans, covering 

them like an eternal blanket that could never ever be thrown off.   
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Anna thoughtfully pulled her hat 

down tightly over her ears and Papa 

beamed with joy and gratitude for this 

wise little child. Together, they slowly 

began to spin around in big swooping circles 

pretending to be mixed-up leaves in the Forever 

Winds.  

 

Spinning and spinning, faster and faster until they were both dizzy and 

breathless, they finally stopped and held each other up in a long embrace. 

 

“Papa,” said Anna, breaking their silence after catching her breath, “I have 

an idea…let’s bake Gramma’s famous banana bread tonight!” 

“That sounds like a delicious plan, Anna-banana. I know your Gramma would 

approve.”  

Laughing out loud and kicking up leaves, they both danced a light-hearted,  

double jig the rest of the way home.    

 

     The End. 

        And the Beginning. 
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Going Deeper 
 
Here are some gentle suggestions for both adults and children to begin conscious 

conversations about this story of death and life:  
 
1. How did you feel when Anna asked Papa her first question about Gramma, “Tell me 

again…what does it feel like to die? And where did she go?”  Were you sad? Curious? Scared? 
What does the subject of dying feel like for you?  Do you want to avoid it? Run away and 
never talk about it? If so, ask yourself what might be making you feel afraid to talk about 
death. 
 

2. Do you have a nickname, like Anna had “Anna-banana”? If so, who gave you that nickname? 
Why? 

 
3. How do you think it would feel to sit quietly and listen really hard...to the wind, the rain, the 

birds singing, a babbling brook, the thunder rolling in the distance, or to the trees? 
 
4. Have you ever stopped to “listen” to nature? Have you ever “talked” to plants, animals, 

flowers, trees, stones, crystals, or the water?  If you have, what questions did you ask? What 
‘messages’ did you hear?   

 

5. Why do you think it is important to listen to the trees? How do you know they are really 
“speaking” to you? 

 
6. When it is time for someone you love to die, (make their transition from one way of being to 

another) how do you face that inevitable fact? Did the leaves help you understand that death 
might be a great feeling of freedom and joy for your loved one? 

 
7. Do you like homemade banana bread? (just a silly question to lighten the energy!) 

 

8. Do you know the names of your ancestors? How far back does your family tree go? Do you 
know your great grandparents or your great, great grandparents? Who are your favorite 
‘elders’?  What are some of the wise, memorable lessons they have taught you? 

 
9. What might be an important lesson you would want to teach someone else so they would 

still remember it after you die? 
 

10. Could you imagine Gramma’s heavenly ballroom gown? What did it look like to you? What 
do you imagine a “magical ballroom” on the ‘other side of this life’ might look like? Could 
you picture lots of different colors, cultures, and many different kinds of people happily 
dancing together? 
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11. If you were a tree, what tree would you be? What color leaf ‘gown’ would you wear for the 
big Dance of the Forever Winds?  

 
12. Did this story help you understand that people do not have to wait until they die to get along 

with people who are different from them? Can you accept others for who they are, especially 
if they look, act, and think differently than you do? 

 
13. What does “an eternal blanket of love” mean to you?  

 

14. What might it feel like to let your spirit soar and fly free without a body? Did you know you 
can feel that way while you are still alive, and that having a daily meditation practice can 
help you experience that? 

 

15. Do you know how to meditate?  

 

Here’s an easy way to learn: Take a big deep belly breath in through your nose. Fill your 

chest, lungs,  heart, and tummy with that breath. Hold it for a few seconds, then let your 

breath out very slowly, either through your nose or through your slightly opened lips. You 

can count slowly while you do this, or not. Empty out all the air as much as you can. Pause 

for a few seconds before you take your next deep breath.  Do that 3 more times. 

 

Now just relax and begin to breath in your own normal rhythm again. Sit quietly and be very 

still. There is nothing you need to think about or do. This is what Anna and her Gramma 

used to do when they went into the forest together!  Be still and listen to all the sounds 

around you. You might also be listening closely to the silence in your head. Do you feel calm 

and comfortable now? Can you relax enough to feel like you are floating or flying, even 

though your body might be sitting or lying down? Congratulations! That’s the first step to 

learning how to meditate.   

 

16. Can you imagine that it might feel like this when someone dies? 

Do you remember how the big ancient tree told Papa and Anna that it didn’t hurt the leaves 

when they finally let go and fell to the ground? They felt free and happy. 

 

A meditation practice can also help you learn how to be very still… and listen closely to 

nature whenever you need answers to your questions. Keep listening. Keep Dancing. And 

remember, we are always connected. 
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Contact Linda 

www.insightout-healing.com      

linda@insightout-healing.com 

 

www.GOODoftheWHOLE.org 

Linda@goodofthewhole.org 
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