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The promenade of small squat juniper trees lead me down the dusty hillside where I have been communing all afternoon with the sweet smell of sun-drenched alfalfa grass high up on the hills of Harbin Hot Springs. This is the ceremonial ground where our tribal Indian ancestors led their sacred medicine circles. My brown skin is wrapped in a simple white sarong, pulled comfortably through my legs and round my waist like a loin cloth. My breasts are free to merge with the intensely clean hot air. Black hair laps down my back cooling me, warding off the flies as my sandaled feet roll over the loose dry stones. My mind is a warm pasture of pleasured peace. 
The path changes into flatter land and the heady scent of fresh figs draws my hands up to the large black succulents that hang provocatively above me. One, two, three, maybe four I absorb into the well of my body relishing the vibrancy of their historic life. Passing over the little broken arched bridge the stream sings to me, reminding me that soon it will be dark. I tread carefully stepping over a coiled snake asleep on the woodland path and find that I am chanting `om mahne padme hum` over and over again. 

The strong pungency of sulphur comes wafting in as the sound of heavy running water reaches my ears. The baths await me in their simple temple of stone and antiquity. The worn wood decks are dotted with a few others sitting alone or in groups, their naked skin as much a part of this holy landscape as the old bay trees that shelter us. I wash off the dust and enter the sanctuary of the steaming hot mineral pool as it pours ceaselessly from deep beneath the earth’s surface. It is twilight, my favourite time, when the veil between the worlds seems to open invitingly. Someone has placed fresh flowers above the mouth of the spring and candles flicker in the fading light. The small enclosure holds the energy of the space in a natural peace where no-one speaks in words, just smiles and sighs. I move slowly onto the first step down into the water and pause to breathe, the heat penetrates with an intensity that takes courage to receive. At each new step down I pause and allow my body to adjust to the seething temperature that seeks out the resistance, enticing me to accept and let go. Inch by inch I edge into this magical cauldron that melts every atom of resistance, of interference from my body and mind. I am standing up to my neck, leaning against the worn soft stone wall immersed in the power of these healing waters that quenches every part of me. I am liquid fire, burning like molten rock, dissolving the dross. After a while I wade the short distance to where the water flows in and place my head beneath its abundant baptism.

Reborn, like the phoenix, I rise up out of the fire waters and lie flat on my back on the old oak bench to cool. My skin dries instantly and I am so relaxed, purified, weightless, boundless and blissful, luxuriating in this Garden of Eden. After a while I move toward the cold pool sheltered amidst a labyrinth of trees where I submerge and re-balance my whole being. Sensational fireworks explode through me as my pores close and blood rushes to my head.

On the deck the yoga practice is beginning as the dusk holds court in the crystal clear mountain air. The emerging postures pay homage to the sanctuary of this timeless territory and we equally breathe the living and de-composing molecules of life with unreserved acceptance. My heart sculptures the syllables of this heavenly moment, resonating in feelings of gratitude and thankfulness. The body prayers move to our throat and lips which chant the symbols of a vibrational language that bridges country and culture and sound the universal words of the soul.       
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