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	DEDICATION


	This edition is dedicated to my wife, Pranom Jones, for making my life as easy as she can. She does a great job of it.


	Karma will repay everyone in just kind.


	 


	 




 


	 


	INSPIRATIONAL QUOTES


	Believe not in anything simply because you have heard it,


	Believe not in anything simply because it was spoken and rumoured by many,


	Believe not in anything simply because it was found written in your religious texts,


	Believe not in anything merely on the authority of teachers and elders,


	Believe not in traditions because they have been handed down for generations,


	But after observation and analysis, if anything agrees with reason and is conducive to the good and benefit of one and all, accept it and live up to it.


	Gautama Buddha


	 


	------


	 


	Great Spirit, whose voice is on the wind, hear me. 


	Let me grow in strength and knowledge.


	Make me ever behold the red and purple sunset. 


	May my hands respect the things you have given me.


	Teach me the secrets hidden under every leaf and stone, as you have taught people for ages past.


	Let me use my strength, not to be greater than my brother, but to fight my greatest enemy – myself.


	Let me always come before you with clean hands and an open heart, that as my Earthly span fades like the sunset, my Spirit shall return to you without shame.


	(Based on a traditional Sioux prayer)
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1 THE FAMILY CHOOSES A HOLIDAY



	Megan’s father had been suffering from fatigue and RSI recently, but had recovered sufficiently to go back to work, although he was still not in tip-top condition. One evening, he returned home from the office carrying a bulging plastic bag. Megan met him at the front door as usual.


	“Hello, Daddy, how are you today? Let me take your bag and briefcase,” She reached up to kiss him on the cheek, as was her custom.


	“What’s in the plastic bag? I’ve never seen you go shopping on your own before?”


	Curiosity was getting the better of her, so she was about to look inside, although she knew that it was bad manners to pry. Robert took the bag from her before she could open it, but allowed her to carry his briefcase.


	“What’s for dinner tonight, I wonder? It smells like… casserole – my favourite!”


	“Oh, Daddy! Everything is your favourite!”


	“Everything is my favourite sometimes. Casserole is my favourite today, but it might not be tomorrow.”


	“What will be?”


	“I don’t know yet… I’m a very capricious person, but I’ll have a think about it and tell you when I get in tomorrow evening.”


	Megan took his hand and slapped the back of it in recognition of his humour and they laughed easily together as they always did. She led him into the lounge and put his case on the floor beside his favourite armchair.


	“Everything all right, Suz?” he shouted to his wife as he passed the kitchen door. She appeared in the doorway with wet hands and puckered lips. Robert kissed her.


	“It smells lovely! Casserole, is it?”


	“Yes, give it an hour. Megan, pour your father a cup of tea, there’s a good girl, I’ve got wet hands. It’s been a hectic day, what with one thing and another, but not a bad day… not a bad day at all. How’s yours been?”


	“Oh, about the same. Can you spare five minutes to have a cup of tea with us? I have something I want to show you.”


	“Yes, OK, Robert. Make that three cups, Megan, and three fairy cakes out of the tin. I made some fresh this morning.”


	When they were seated around the coffee table, Robert slid the contents out of the plastic bag onto the smooth glass surface.


	“Megan will finish school for the summer holidays in a few weeks, and I think that we all deserve a holiday. What do you reckon?”


	“That’s a great idea, darling, but these brochures are for holidays abroad… France, Spain, Portugal. We’ve never been abroad before as a family.”


	“No, so I thought that it was about time we did. Now we only have to decide where we want to go and how to get there. I can get a fortnight off, so we can either fly or drive down. What do you think?”


	“Oh, Daddy! That’s a dream come true! I don’t mind how we get there. Whatever you both decide is all right by me.”


	“I agree, it’s a smashing idea, Robert. I suggest we go to France, because we can all speak a little French, but none of us can speak Spanish or Portuguese… and I think we ought to fly down. Driving on the wrong side of the road for hundreds of miles a day can’t be very relaxing, can it?”


	“No, if we take the car we won’t have to hire one there, but we’ll lose four days driving there and back. However, we would see more of the country.”


	“Yes, OK, but you need a complete rest too, dear! You don't’ want to be driving all those miles back and forth.”


	“All right, so we can sort these out and put all the non-French ones back in the bag. If we can’t find anything we like with this lot, we can start again with the others later, because if we’re going to fly we can go anywhere… Italy or Greece even. Except the language, of course, but that’s all part of the fun. It doesn’t really matter if you can’t speak any of the language.


	“If we plan to go in a month’s time, that’ll give us plenty of time to learn a few phrases from a book. I’m glad I don’t have to drive down there though, thanks, girls.


	“I suggest the south of France – Le Midi, they call it, around Montpellier on the Mediterranean Sea. It’ll be hot, but there'll be a breeze coming in off the Med. and we can cool off in the sea. What do you say?”


	“Sounds good, Daddy, but I want to read everyone of these brochures from cover to cover. Oh, this is so exciting! My first foreign holiday. I can’t wait to tell everyone!” Megan drank her tea and finished her cake.


	“Can I take this brochure upstairs to read and check where everywhere is on the map? Just give me a shout when dinner’s ready and I’ll come down.”


	“Yes, all right, dear.”


	Megan took the brochure she had been leafing through and disappeared out of the door before her parents could think of reminding her not to run. The sound of her clattering up the stairs was a good indication of the level of her excitement, but her mother was not impressed. She tutted.


	Megan jumped onto her bed, apparently waking Grrr as she did so, and sat by her head, so that she could show her the pictures of where she would probably be going in the next four weeks.


	When she had looked through it once, she checked the locations on a map on the Internet and then her father called her down for dinner.


	“What do you think so far?” he asked her.


	“The whole area is really beautiful, from Spain to Italy…”


	“Yes, but concentrate on campsites that are not too far from airports. We can hire a car if we want to go further afield and we can take taxis and buses into town, but a campsite will have security so we won’t get too worried if you want to wander about on your own, ‘though we’ll have to have a few rules as well, all right? Like no wandering off the campsite alone. We also want somewhere close to the sea… very close. Ten minutes walk, tops, OK? 
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