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			With love 
for my grand-daughter Lyra 
and the children of the world,
that they may see the magic…

		

	
		
			Invitation from 
Honey Angel

			Dear Reader, 

			Would you be excited to go on an adventure knowing you might meet the yeti — the mythical beast of the high Tibetan plateau?

			Then, this story is for you.

			Yup, you might think the yeti scary, but he is like the amazing monster in your mind, an inner yeti perhaps, who sees all things as you would love to see them — flawless…enchanting…awe-inspiring…

			And, like all magic, it’s not whether he exists that’s important but the believing in him…!! This holds your dreams. Makes life fun and intriguing. Helps you create things. And pushes you further than you thought you could go…

			So, I invite you to pause with wonder along the way of this story, and also along the way of your life… To feel the magic. To know the love. To see further…

			But, whatever happens, don’t blame the yeti!

			See you along the way… 

			HONEY ANGEL
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			Something was astir in the angelic realm. A new arrival. Unusual rowdiness… 

			“Jumpin’ jellyfish!! What on Earth’s going on?”

			“Nope, not ‘on Earth’, but you’re safe now,” Honey Angel smiled comfortingly, her silky gown and long raven hair shimmering like candles on a cake.

			Her new apprentice had arrived. 

			She soothed his shock, talking with her honeyed voice until he grew calm and focused enough to notice that behind her he could see large golden wings. 

			“Are you an angel?”

			“Yup.”

			“Coolish!” He glanced behind him hopefully to see if by some miracle he’d acquired wings too, but was disappointed. “Am I an angel?”

			A honeyed giggle was all that came back to him.

			The new apprentice didn’t remember much before that: long black claws dragging him along the ground. And fear – a whole load of fear. Then his mind yawning as though someone had just pressed the TV remote on all the channels at once. An explosion of colour. A very bright light. Then blackness. Nothing else. Till a gentle voice was saying “he’s awake”. And many pairs of shining eyes were looking down at him in a kindly, loving way. 

			“Uh-oh!… So if this is where angels live…where am I?”

			“You’re in Angelic Realm School.”

			“School? That’s for kids and fishes. Not my sort of thing.”

			“School for guides.”

			“But I’m only…”

			“We know what you are. You’ve done well and worked hard on your character. You deserve this opportunity to help humans.”

			“Uh-oh!…”

			“Yup. And as my apprentice you’ll learn new skills. I’ll teach you to be a guide – an invisible guide. We have an important mission for you.”

			“Jumpin’ jellyfish!”

			The training started the next day. Well, soon after anyway, as everything seemed to be without any sense of time. He found he could speed things up or slow them down just by thinking them so. It was confusing, but fun.

			“You need to try to keep a sense of the time that humans use,” Honey Angel said, her face shining with loveliness. “That way you’ll find them easier to work with. Why don’t you concentrate on what’s happening and not worry about past or future? It makes things happier.”

			The new apprentice was puzzled. It wasn’t easy to forget how he felt – the fear of something really scary, even though the memory of what it actually was seemed to have disappeared. Come to think of it he couldn’t even remember who he was…

			“Don’t worry,” Honey Angel comforted. “Who you were isn’t important. It’s now that matters. You’ll soon get the hang of it. I’ll be here to help you.” She wrapped a wing softly around his shoulders. (If you’ve ever been hugged by an angel you’ll know it makes you feel utterly loved…)

			So the new apprentice relaxed. Here he was with his own enchanting angel on tap. What more could anyone ask for? 

			“Firstly, I want you to practise thinking thoughts to create things,” she said, her golden eyes sparkling. “This is much easier here than on the Earth Realm. Most humans take a very long time to get it. So…take a deep breath and let go of any worries. Then see yourself as calm and peaceful, and imagine something lovely, like…floating on a serene sea at sunset.”

			That was easy. Also, it was fun. Before long he was ducking between waves and spotting darting silver fish, watching little bubbles of sparkling air. It was very real. He felt supremely happy.

			“Well done. Good try. Though more control would be good,” said Honey Angel. “And remember, helping humans has to come from being steady; otherwise it won’t work.”

			“Right, I’m ready. I can do this!” He had no idea what ‘this’ was but felt so full of joy it didn’t matter.

			“Okay. Now…we need to practise what’s called shifting. You need to move your awareness down into the solid Earth Realm. It has to be done through an egg-of-light.”

			“A what?”

			“An egg-of-light! It’s the most useful thing you’ll learn. It can help any situation… In this case helping you shift. How you do it is by surrounding yourself with love, and then seeing it as light. Start off imagining it and just let it happen.”

			“Uh-oh!…”

			 “Go on…make yourself an egg-of-light.”

			The new apprentice tried imagining the love he felt when being hugged by Honey Angel. Then painting it with sunshine colour, and finally moulding it into an egg-shape around him. 

			“Easy! Well done. Then set the trigger word, ‘tumble-rumble’, and simply imagine exactly where you want to be. Hold my hand. We’ll do it together this time. There’s a human I want you to meet. You’ll be her invisible guide. She’ll be the only one able to hear you. All in her mind.”

			There was a sensation a bit like jumping out of a plane – sort of somersaulting. And barely had he said “tumble-rumble” than he felt Honey Angel drag him along to a city marketplace. 

			The air seemed heavy on the Earth Realm. It was raining.

			They watched…
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			A beautiful, dark-haired girl sat wide-eyed on a stool, listening to a story. It was about escaping across the mountains and it was told by a young man at the back of his market stall in London, grey, busy and traffic-ridden as usual. The girl loved living here because it was her home city. And now it was his too.

			“The scary thing,” the young man, Tenzin, was saying, “is that being hunted freezes your heart.”

			The rain was pouring down in buckets, making a deafening noise on the awning above them. He’d added heavy plastic to cover most of the enticing things for sale. Normally the girl liked looking at them, with their colours of chocolate, muted gold and rust reminding her of treasure. But few people were venturing out to buy today. It was a perfect time to listen. He wrapped her in a soft shawl, patterned like his wool jacket, and talked. It was as though the time had come for his heartbreaking story to be set free.

			“The dark was so…so…bitter, Squirt,” he said. “I couldn’t see the mountains rising steeply up, but felt the cold as it rolled down, engulfing me like an avalanche. My choice was either the dangerous slope or bullets from the Invader soldiers chasing me. Then I came across a narrow crack deep in the snow and I managed to hide. If found I’d have been trapped. Even then I couldn’t lie down and shut my eyes, for the cold would’ve brought certain death to a sleeping body…”

			The girl was enthralled with the terror of this real-life adventure, not least because he’d been twelve years old. The age she was now – able to do nearly everything for herself, though admittedly still scared of being alone.

			She loved Tenzin like the big brother she’d never had, partly because he insisted on fondly calling her Squirt. She preferred it to her real name, Torma. Kids at school would always tease her and say “Here comes Storma Cry-baby. Watch out for the angry rain!” She knew she cried a lot. She couldn’t help it, but wished she’d been called something cool like Elsie or Bess… She just wanted to be accepted by the other kids. 

			As he talked it was as if she was there with him. She could feel the snow on her boots kicking each step…and sense the icy wind on her cheeks, trying to keep an exhausted, starving body alive. And then there was the hiding and the listening to something dreadful that he couldn’t talk about.

			She didn’t want to know about that bit anyway.

			What bothered her was the way Tenzin now kept looking around at the dark shadows behind the canvas of the market stall. It was impossible to tell if perhaps there was someone there listening too. Why would he be worried about that? It made her jumpy.

			Yet there was something about his moon-like face and the surprising calm smile in his eyes that seemed to connect them and hug her deep inside with the feeling that all was well.

			She’d hung out with him many times after school when her Granny, who she lived with, went to buy food, and she always begged to be allowed to stay with him, but this was the only time he poured his heart out. It made her feel important. And she loved him even more for it.

			She moved the stool closer to the comfort of his body and strained to hear above the noise of the rain. She didn’t want to miss a thing he said.

			“After the escape I badly wanted to go back, Squirt, but dared not because I’d promised my mother I never would. She told me, ‘You’ll find freedom and education… If you come back to our country, now occupied by Invader soldiers, you’ll be put in prison and tortured…and your family as well. Those that have escaped are always severely dealt with.’”

			Torma didn’t understand why Invaders would treat local people so badly, or what it would be like being told never to come home. She just knew she’d never want to leave Granny, her only family, like that.

			“So why would you ever want to go back?” she asked. 

			“I need to know now, after ten years, that the heart of my country still beats. My country is my land, my family… It’s part of me.” He tapped his hand fiercely on his chest. “I need to feel it, Squirt.”

			She nodded. She felt his pain. Somehow she recognised it.

			“And another reason…” he said intensely.

			She looked up. Surely there couldn’t be anything else as important.

			He went on, “I also made a promise to my tiny sister that I haven’t kept.”

			“But you were only twelve at the time,” she said, knowing full well that age was no excuse for breaking a promise.

			“Not too young to know the way of my people –”

			She raised her eyebrows questingly.

			“– That if there is opportunity to help someone, without hurting others, then it must be done.”

			“Tell me…”

			“Well, you might think it’s foolish.”

			“It’s okay. Tell me,” she insisted.

			“I’ve never told anyone…”

			“Go on…” It not only made her feel special; it made her want to help.

			“All right,” he glanced furtively over his shoulder. “Well, I loved my sister dearly. When she was tiny she was frail and I was always looking for gifts to make her smile… I’m not sure I want to tell you this…”

			She kept quiet, sensing there was something he needed to get off his chest. So she tried to be accepting, like a pet hamster, so he would feel safe enough to bring up what he needed to say.

			“Okay, well… One day when my family were visiting some foreigner’s camp I found a soft-toy penguin…and…I stole it!”

			“You stole a penguin?” She laughed.

			“Well, the old people of my land don’t believe that ‘stuff’ is important like in the Western world. And things sort of belong to everyone. So I took this penguin I’d been allowed to play with, put him on our nomad cart and brought him home to our tent for my tiny sister.

			“Oh, I see.”

			“But I never felt right about it.”

			“You did it because you wanted to help your tiny sister.”

			“Yes, the intent was good. But others may have got hurt in the process. It seemed a very special penguin. As though it had heart.”

			“And your sister loved it?”

			“Yes, she was inseparable from it. Till the fateful day of the raid.”

			“What raid?”

			“Invader soldiers came to take our livestock – our yaks, sheep and horses. They said they had instructions to move us into a nice new home in a town. My father was very angry. There was a fight. He was hit hard on the head with the butt of a gun. I never saw him after that. The soldiers took him away.”

			She stared at Tenzin, still not understanding but feeling his heartache. She tucked the shawl tighter around her shoulders as if it would help.

			“During the fight my mother hid with my tiny sister in a dry river-bed and something happened in there that spooked them. My mother wouldn’t say what. But during the chaos my sister lost the penguin.”

			“How?”

			“I dunno. She said it was some sort of an animal that took it.”

			“Oh!”

			“She was distraught… I promised I’d find it for her. But after that my mother could think of nothing else but getting me away before the Invader soldiers came back. She sent me to my uncle’s camp with a message that I was to join a group crossing the mountains. That was when she made me promise not to come back. And never to get in touch…”

			She could see Tenzin’s eyes glistening with tears. How must it’ve been? Could she go through pain and fear like that?

			She felt that was all he was going to say. He looked drained. His story had been wrought from deep within himself.

			Could there be a reason she had to hear this? Could she help him? Without hurting others, of course.

			A voice came into her head. 

			There’s always some way to help.

			He needed to search for the heart of his country, and for a lost penguin. He couldn’t go back across the mountains. But…but…perhaps someone else could do it for him… Maybe she could be that someone…? The thought made her feel both excited and scared. Certainly there was longing…

			They carried the same blood, she and Tenzin. He was Tibetan – from the magical land of Tibet, across the great Himalayan mountains. Her Granny was Tibetan. Did that make them family? Certainly that made her a quarter Tibetan. Were her roots calling her?

			While her mind was thinking, her mouth just blurted out, “Tenzin, I’ll go back for you, across the mountains. I’ll search. Find the answers. I promise.”

			“It’d be dangerous, Squirt…”

			“I’m not afraid,” her mouth lied.

			His smile sealed her promise, though she had no idea how such an impossible thing could ever happen.
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			“See how easy it is to be a voice in her head,” Honey Angel said.

			“Jumpin’ jellyfish!” said the new apprentice doubtfully. “She didn’t even know we were standing right next to her.”

			“Well, that’s a good thing,” said Honey Angel. “Think how scared she’d have been if she knew. Once she’s used to you things’ll be different.”

			“She didn’t reply.”

			“Nope, but she heard your words, There’s always some way to help, and it affected her promise.”

			“Uh-oh!…”

			“I must admit I did give her a little angelic sparkle as well.”

			“Coolish! How did you do that?”

			“That’s an advanced technique…known as moonbeam music…but let’s just get the basics sorted first shall we? Next time I want you to implant the words by yourself.”

			“But what if I get them wrong and mess up?”

			“So long as you always do your work with love, seeing an egg-of-light…then you can’t go wrong. And anyway, human kids are very good at hearing voices in their heads – unlike their adults. They think of them as imaginary playmates.” 

			Honey Angel put a shiny wing lovingly around his shoulder. 

			“C’mon, let’s shift and listen carefully to our girl’s thoughts. We’ll learn what’s going on and where we can help.”
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			Oh poo…! Torma was thinking. 

			She had to speak to Granny about her promise to go to Tibet, but had no idea how to do it. Even though Granny was Tibetan, she knew it would be difficult.

			She usually didn’t listen when Granny explained about the family and why she was part-Tibetan. It made her feel she didn’t belong anywhere. Like being lost. Yet Granny would always tell her anyway in her kind and gentle way – except when Torma made her cross, and then she’d go red in the face and swear bringing up her grand-daughter tested her self-control to the limit. But she’d soon recover.

			Torma knew Granny was loving, or compassionate as the Tibetans call it – the sort of person who, on finding a slug in the lettuce on her plate of food, rather than screaming and throwing it down the toilet, would pick it up carefully, saying, ‘Oh you poor sweet thing, have you lost your way?’ and carry it outside to place in a window-box full of flowers – usually the neighbour’s one, as Granny didn’t have a window-box. 

			Hmmm, agreeing to a trip to Tibet might need more than compassion for slugs.

			Torma’s thoughts rambled uncertainly through the family history, wondering how it might help her promise:

			My great-grandparents came out of Tibet over the mountains with thousands escaping after the invasion. Hmmm, maybe crossing the mountains is in our blood. Came to England…their daughter was Granny…who grew up to marry an Englishman called Grandpa…settled in London. That’s why I live here.

			Then the story gets really sad, she thought. They only had one child, my mother…death of Grandpa from heart-attack broke Granny’s heart…so she retreated into not going out much…worse when my mother became pregnant and died soon after my birth…never knew why… So Granny brought me up…typical English upbringing, fish and chips, that sort of thing…though Granny’s so fiercely proud of being Tibetan she often speaks to me in the Tibetan language…and tells me yeti tales… I love her dearly… But, annoyingly, my family history makes me feel different from other kids at school. 

			For one thing, other kids know who their father is – even those who don’t actually live with him. Nobody tells me about my dad, and I can’t keep asking Granny ’cos, on this bit of the family, she always goes into a silent sulk. He must have done something really bad for her not to tell me. I don’t know if he’s alive. I don’t know if he’s Tibetan – can’t tell from my looks. Granny always says I take after my English grandpa, but with high Tibetan cheekbones, though kids at school tease me about my narrow eyes and mountain skin.

			Torma sniffled. Tears were welling up.

			I always feel different from them, she thought, like something important is missing… Maybe it’s ’cos I don’t have a parent to take me to exciting activities I want to do, like gymnastics or hamster classes – just a granny, who doesn’t even drive… I stay in my room for hours every day and read adventure books…love reading… But I feel I’ve missed out on having fun. Too shy to make friends anyway. Luckily I’m always able to talk to playmates in my head. They’re always on my side. They don’t mind if I’m not brave…

			It didn’t all add up to much chance of Granny taking her to Tibet.

			She thought she heard then: 

			You’re fery frave. It’d fe foolish fo fo across the fountains. 

			Maybe it was another mind playmate in her head being an idiot. More likely it was the wind.

			But the voice went on. 

			Imagine the end fesult fith all your fight…

			“Go away,” said Torma. If it was a new playmate, it sounded too stupid. If it wasn’t, it was just annoying.

			But it persisted. 

			Fon’t forry ‘fout fow it’s foing to fappen. The fetails fill fort femselves out. Frust the froccess.

			Save me! she thought. That’s all I need: a brainless playmate with a lisp…
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			She talked about it during break-time at school with the one friend she did have, another misfit, a girl with goofy teeth and glasses named Violet. She was the only one who knew about the playmates in Torma’s head. 

			“Why don’t you ask the new one what his name is?” she said.

			“’Cos I’ve always called each one LangLang, the only name I could say as a baby, which stuck,” Torma said. “So with an f letter lisp this one would have to be FangFang. Not sure I can live with a playmate called FangFang!” They both collapsed in giggles.

			“Maybe he’s speaking in code,” Violet said. “Fee, Fi, Foe, Fum – like a giant!… Maybe he’s really coolish.”

			“Coolish? Coolish, not foolish… Yay, Vi!!. You could be right… It’s an f letter code. Listen… ‘It’d be coolish to go across the mountains. Imagine the end result with all your might.’ We’ve got it!!! And so I have to imagine the journey in my mind travelling over big mountains. And feel it inside.” She danced up and down with excitement. “How clever is that!!”

			“Don’t see how that’s going to work,” Violet said.

			“Me neither, but FangFang said ‘trust the process’…”

			Violet giggled. Then looked concerned. “How d’you know you even should listen to him?”

			“I don’t.” Torma shrugged. “But I like what he says… I’m imagining the journey, over and over, with all my might. And it’d definitely be coolish to go across the mountains…”

			“Anyway, how’re you going to do that? You’re far too young.”

			“Well, Tenzin did it at age twelve. I just know that’s what I want to do… I feel it inside me.”

			Violet giggled again and they played attacking aliens on the swinging bars until the end of break-time.
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			Granny always met Torma after school to walk back home to their flat, a cosy little two-bedroomed place overlooking tiny gardens at the back. She loved it, as it was their hideaway from the world – just her and Granny – though sometimes she’d see Granny looking wistful saying, “One day we’ll have open spaces and freedom,” and she wouldn’t understand, but it would set up a yearning in her for something she couldn’t grasp.

			Today Granny met her at the gate with her usual enveloping hug. She wore the same long dress she’d worn for as long as Torma could remember, with her grey-streaked black hair braided and tied up with what looked like a bone, and a simple necklace of bright-coloured stones. She looked exceptionally happy.

			“What is it, Granny?” Torma asked as they walked, even before “What’s for supper?”

			“We’re having visitors. My sweet sister-in-law, Ani, and her friend Yuhu, great-aunts to you, are coming over to stay. They’re not Tibetan. They’re from Hong Kong, but have some special work preparing for a journey into Tibet in a few weeks. I’m sure they’ll be no trouble, but you’ll have to move into my bedroom with me. Hope you don’t mind?”

			FangFang’s voice, was jumping up and down in Torma’s head. She had trouble listening to Granny and him at the same time. He was trying to blurt out:

			Fee fow easy it is?

			It took all of five seconds for the penny to drop. Her great-aunts were going to Tibet. Would they go over the mountains? Would they take her with them?

			She tried to look normal. 

			Granny looked pointedly at her. Torma had forgotten that the person who brought her up and knew her better than anyone in the world, would sense she too was excited inside.

			“No Granny,’course I don’t mind,” she said, and rushed on ahead.

			How could I mind? she thought, though I wouldn’t want to leave Granny…and would she let me go with them? 

			Anyhow it all seemed too good to be true. Was there an angel conspiring to make things work in a certain way? 

			It seemed so, even though she’d never spoken to an angel. But she had always felt she might do so one day. After all, she spoke with mind playmates often enough, and they always talked about angels. This day was turning out to be exciting! 

			Incredibly, Granny was in such a good mood that she suggested going to play in the park. How often did that happen! Cool!!! Torma went running and jumping and FangFang dared her to go for the hardest challenges, like leaping over a muddy pond and climbing a dodgy fence, as though they’d been best friends all their lives. It was impossible to feel alone with him around. But in spite of the recklessness, she felt she should trust him. 

			Even so, she ended up cross with herself for falling out of the fairy tree where, according to FangFang, a lot of nature fairies hung out. And how was she to explain to Granny about the tear in her school uniform, the blood all over her leg and the frog-like state of her hair? Well, the uniform shouldn’t be a dress, she thought. She liked baggy hoodies, long shorts and bare feet. School was the only time she ever wore a dress, outside dire emergencies – like Granny saying she couldn’t have ice cream unless she did.

			FangFang came in: 

			Your fardian angel fill always fook after you. Angels, fike fature fairies, fan felp fith fings. Fey fan fix fings. You fave to ask fem for felp.
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