William Keyte

(Arr. Lyndon Piddington

Salutations to the River Red Gums
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If you plant ten mill -ion trees None would grow like these, these.
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2. Harken to the west wind, that blows from across the seas,
The wind that filled the sails, and brought axes to the trees. ---> Chorus

3. Harken to the north wind, that dust from the soil does burn,
Once so rich and fertile, when it's gone it can never return. ---> Chorus

4. Harken to the south wind, that comes from the icy cold,
Rips across an empty moonscape, that's grown so tired and old. ---> Chorus ---> Coda



