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	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 MEGAN’S GRANDPARENTS



	When Megan went down for breakfast, her mother put a cup of tea and a plate of bacon, eggs and sausages in front of her.


	“We have a surprise for you, Megan. Your grandparents phoned last night and said they’d like to come down for the weekend. They will arrive tomorrow afternoon.”


	“That’s great, Mam, I haven’t seen Dad’s parents for ages. How long is it? Two years?”


	“It could be. It will be nice to see them again, won’t it, Robert?”


	“Yes, it has been a while.”


	Robert got on well with his parents, but they lived quite a way off in St. David's, West Wales, so he had gotten used to not seeing them often. He had grown up on his parents’ farm, but had left the village to go to university. He didn’t like big cities, but he knew that he could never go back to the isolation of a remote farm again either.


	With no other successors, they had sold their farm when they had reached sixty-five and could not be bothered to run it any longer.


	They were not angry with him about it, although they were disappointed and he felt guilty for not following in their footsteps, but there it was. He had always justified his decision by telling himself that he had his own life to lead as they had led theirs.


	They had done what their parents had done, which was to farm. They considered that that was normal for people like them, but they could also see that the world had changed since they were young and so had never tried to stand in their son’s way.


	Robert phoned every week, but they didn't write, except to exchange cards on religious holidays. Robert and his family had not gone to stay with them since the sale of the farm, because they simply did not have the room and this was the first time that they had ever asked to come to stay with them too, although when they had had the farm, they would not have been able to get away anyway.


	He wasn't worried about any tension, since he was sure that they would all enjoy themselves, although his parents were a little dour. They were Baptists, but not strict, they did believe that people should enjoy themselves, but they had forgotten how to do it since Robert had left home.


	Robert realised this and it made him feel guilty about that too, but he was pleased that they had sold the farm and received a good price for it. He hoped that they would start enjoying life again in retirement. He had mentioned a cruise several times recently, but they had replied that they were 'not the kind of people who went on cruises'.


	Robert insisted that they were exactly the kind – a retired couple, who now had more free money and time than ever before. He was hoping to get them to sign up to a cruise for their fortieth wedding anniversary.


	They would arrive on Friday afternoon and stay until Monday morning, as they had nothing to rush back for, not even a dog.


	All in all, everyone was looking forward to a family get-together, although Suzanne was also hoping that they were not coming to give them bad news, not that she had any reason for suspecting that one of them was ill.


	They arrived in Feyton by train at four thirty, so Robert finished work early, picked Megan up from school and they all went down to the station to meet them.


	They both looked older and greyer than Megan remembered them, but they still stood erect and looked fit. They thought that Robert looked tired and that Megan was a lot taller, which she was. Since they had last seen her, she had grown from a chubby eleven-year-old girl into a lanky thirteen-year-old teenager.


	They greeted Robert and Suzanne as if they had last seen them a few days ago, but they hugged Megan as was their custom. Her day would come too, when they would not treat her like a child any longer. However, for the time being, Megan and her grandparents enjoyed the status quo.


	She sat in the back of the car in between them and felt the  warmth and the love that they thought it improper to show in public. It was the old style, the old Welsh style that Robert was struggling to break out of with Megan, although without much success.


	He felt that he had let Megan down over the affair of the mayoress’ cat and so he had promised her and himself that he would not let it happen again. However, he was doing just that. Nothing had changed. He knew it and Megan knew it. Robert felt guilty again, but Megan was just used to it. Now he could see the source of his problems in this regard in the rear-view mirror. Tradition again, and the fear of what others thought, even when it affected their own family; and Megan, like her father before her, promised never to let it happen to her and her children when the time came.


	“Do you want to go home first, Mam, and drop your things off? Then we can either go to the seaside for a coffee, or have one in the garden at home and go out for a meal later, or even both, if you like!” said Robert.


	“What do you think, Pop?” she asked her husband. “Are you tired? Do you need a sit-down and go out later or are you raring to go?”


	“I can go with the flow, Mud. I’m not tired, but I couldn’t run a marathon either. Let’s just put ourselves in Bobby and Suzi’s hands.


	“What do you guys want to do, son? Did you have a plan for us?”


	“No, not really, just a few rough ideas. Suz can cook if you like, or we can go out tonight if you’re not tired and she’ll cook at home tomorrow or we can have a barbecue and all chip in.
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