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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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	My thanks to the artist who did the cover for me, 

	Jacqueline Chavarria. 
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	1 THE PUBLIC HOLIDAY

	Megan’s garden was coming on spectacularly well as a result of the constant care and attention she showered upon it. She and Jane liked to take advantage of the privacy provided by the honeysuckle, jasmine, sweet peas and passion flower by sunbathing in their swimming costumes on the grass. This felt perfectly natural to Jane who didn’t mind whether anyone saw her or not, but it was a completely new experience to Megan. She thought they were being very daring not sunbathing at the seaside, where she would have felt much less inhibited.

	This was a result of her mother’s strict moral code. Suzanne had no objection to sunbathing and swimming in public places like the beach or municipal pool, but considered it overly exhibitionist to do the same in the privacy of one’s own back garden. However, what annoyed Megan the most was that she could see what her mother meant, although she didn’t want to and certainly didn’t agree with her. She both envied her friend’s freedom and wondered whether it was a good thing at one and the same time

	She found it perplexing and frustrating. Megan was just about to open her eyes and prop herself up on one elbow to discuss the matter with Jane, when Jane remarked: 

	“You never seem to suffer from spots, do you? What’s your secret?” She opened her eyes and turned to her right to find Jane studying her face from less than a foot away. “Your skin is beautiful, there’s not a mark on it you weren’t born with, whereas I get spots all the time. Come on, what’s your secret?”

	“No secret. I think I do what every other girl does. I do all that stuff we all talk about: creams, antiseptic alcohol washes, every morning and every night. If you do all that as well, then I don’t know why you get them and I don’t.”

	“I do do it all and I give my skin plenty of sunlight – and they say that that kills bacteria too.”

	“Yes, I believe it does, but I spend a lot of time outdoors too, working or sitting here in the garden, walking with Grrr or cycling. Perhaps it’s because I’m physically active most of the time I’m in the sun and you’re usually almost asleep. Perhaps perspiration clears my pores, I mean. I’m not trying to say you’re lazy.”

	“I suppose it could be that, but my body gets more sun than yours because I wear a bikini.”

	“Yes, but you aren’t getting spots on your tummy, are you?”

	“No, why, are you?” she asked almost hopefully.

	“No, not yet. Why, do you think I will? I’m certainly not expecting to get any there.”

	“No, neither am I, but still, there must be some reason why.”

	“Perhaps my body and my skin are not as advanced as yours… you are more mature than I am. I still have the skin of a child, whereas yours is becoming adult.”

	Jane liked that idea and gave it some credence. “Yes, that sounds quite feasible… I imagine that’s the reason. We all grow up at different rates and I am just a bit more grown up than you are… When you reach my stage of development, you’ll probably be covered in spots from head to foot.”

	They looked at each other straight-faced and then burst out laughing. Megan slapped Jane’s shoulder in jest. “Thank you very much. Do you fancy cooling off? Dad fixed up a new gadget for me, I’ll show you. Stay there a moment.”

	 Megan went to the garden tap under the kitchen window and turned it on. A few seconds later, Jane was squealing as Megan rushed back to join her under the cool shower from the sprinkler that was attached to the pine end apex of the shed roof. “Dad set it up for me. Great, isn’t it? Just a few seconds and the whole place is nice and cool.”

	“Yeah, lovely, turn it off now, please. I’m cool enough. I was before.”

	“Ah, come on. It’s refreshing, but I will turn it off. Any more than a few minutes and the grass becomes waterlogged and you can’t walk on it. I love it though.”

	“Mmm, very good.”

	“The only problem is, you can’t use it when you need it most, in the heat of the midday sun, or you’ll boil the plants, Dad says, but before ten and after three is all right.”

	“Yes, it makes a lot of difference. I like it now the water’s off. Is it after three already then?”

	“Yes, about ten past. Why? Do you have to be anywhere nice?”

	“No, I said I’d do some shopping for my mother and get it home by four. She needs some things for my Dad’s tea. Er, a frozen, pre-made quiche flan, six eggs, a packet of sliced ham and a packet of sliced cheese squares to put on top. I love quiche and salad, don’t you?”

	“Yes,” replied Megan, but she was thinking that she had never seen her mother using those ingredients to make it. The thought crossed her mind that one of the reasons Jane had spots was all the processed food she ate, although she did exaggerate so, she never had more than two or three spots, though just one was too many for a girl who cared about her appearance, as they both knew very well.

	“OK, if you’re going, I’ll get a book to read.”  Jane pulled on a skirt and a blouse, slipped into her flip-flops and stood ready to leave by the lane gate, not ever wanting to encounter Megan’s mother unless she had to. The two didn’t see eye to eye on many issues, but especially on the way Jane dressed. Suzanne thought that it was too provocative, especially for a young teenage girl and she hoped desperately that Megan wouldn’t be influenced by her. Megan pulled on her own shorts, showed her friend out and then went to her room for her book, ‘A Beginner’s Guide to Quantum Physics’, which she had borrowed from the library and was enjoying immensely.

	She took the damp towel from the lawn, threw it over the back of a chair to dry and sat at the garden table to read with a can of Coke. She loved the fact that scientists were cottoning on to the idea that something could be in two places at the same time, but thought they were missing the point slightly. She could be on the beach with her gramps while her body was asleep in bed, which made it look as if she were in two places at the same time, but in reality, she and her body were not the same thing. It was only her temporary home, just as a hermit crab changed shells. It would be wrong to say that the shell was part of the crab.
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