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	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.
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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 A WELCOME SURPRISE


	The article on the front page of the Thursday ‘Herald’, the local paper in Feyton, reminded its readers that the Radio One Road Show would be holding a two-day outdoor broadcast from Feyton beach the coming weekend. Megan was studying the news story with great interest because Radio One was her favourite music station. She was hoping to be able to go, because all of her friends would be there as well.


	She had known that the road show was coming in August, because she had heard of it while listening to the radio months before. She had even made an entry about it in Outlook’s on line diary, but that had apparently failed to do its job. Megan looked at her phone for the time. Three o’clock, she could find out what Jane’s plans were.


	“Hiya, what are you up to? Me? I’m sitting in the garden reading the local. Guess what it says on the front page? No, it doesn’t... It says in big letters: ‘Radio One Road Show Comes To Feyton Beach’... blah, blah, blah... double event covering the whole weekend’. Isn’t that fantastic? Why don’t you come over now and we can have a chat about it? Ok, see you in five minutes.”


	Megan put the paper down and went into the kitchen to prepare some blackcurrant cordial in a jug, which she topped up with ice and took outside with two glasses and a packet of biscuits on a tray. Just as she started to sit down, she heard the lane door rattle.


	“Hang on a sec, Jane!” she shouted. “Sorry about that I forgot that it was still locked. Come on in, I’m sitting at the table.”


	“Why aren’t you sunbathing? You’re missing all this glorious weather. You don’t mind if I do, do you?”


	“No, you carry on... Mam’s out too for another hour at least.” Jane was wearing flip-flops, very short shorts and a T-shirt, which she proceeded to take off, revealing her bikini top. “But I wasn’t missing the sunshine, I was outside. Anyway, I had to go down to the Crescent to get the Herald.” She pushed the newspaper across the table. “Take a look. Great news, eh? Something to do at last. You are going, aren’t you?”


	“Give me a chance, will you?”


	Megan poured the drinks, opened the packet of biscuits and waited.


	“Yes,” said Jane, as if she were considering some very weighty matter, “I knew about it, of course, but I just needed to check some details. Yes, I’ll be there... all of both days, I should imagine, unless something more important crops up.”


	“Oh, Jane, really! You are such a poser sometimes, aren’t you? This is the biggest social event of the year except birthdays, Christmas and New Year, and you say that. I’m going anyway, unless Mam stops me, Heaven forbid. She probably won’t let me go all day though... and I’ve got to work on Saturday until twelve. What time does it start again?”


	“Twelve.”


	“Well, I won’t miss much, except my lunch with Mrs. Williams, although I really enjoy that.”


	“Do you think your mother will let you go?”


	“Oh, yes,” she replied unconvincingly, “I’m pretty sure she will. What will you be wearing?”


	“I should think I’ll go something like this. I’ll take a T-shirt and take it off. If I have my bikini on underneath, then I’m dressed for anything... a swim, beach volleyball, sunbathing, dancing, you name it. Surely, your mother can’t find a reason not to allow you to wear your swimming costume on the beach? Come on now!”


	“Mmm, I’ll worry about that later, let’s just get permission to go first, eh? Have you been to one before, Jane? I remember they came here two or three years ago, but, well, I wasn’t allowed to go then.”


	“Oh, yes, I was there all right.”


	Megan wasn’t sure. She sensed and could see in her friend’s Aura from the splodges of grey that she was not telling the whole truth. She wanted to test her skills.


	“Are you saying that your parents allowed you to spend all afternoon on the beach alone when you were ten or eleven?”


	“Well, no, but I didn’t say that, did I?”


	“You implied it.”


	“And you inferred it. I only said that I was there. If you must know, my Dad took me for an hour on both Saturday and Sunday afternoons. Satisfied now?”


	“Yes, more so anyway. I do wish you didn’t feel the need to play these word games with me... I like you as you are, you don’t need to talk yourself up to me... you should know that by now... It hurts me that you think you have to as well. Not only that but you haven’t got a snowball in Hell’s chance of getting away with it because your Aura gives you away. When people lie, their Auras get grey to black patches on them - it is not a pretty sight.”


	“You’re a witch.”


	“No, I’m not...”


	“No, you’re not, sorry, Megs.”


	“Well, I might be... I think that people like me were drowned and tortured as witches hundreds of years ago, but it’s not witchcraft, there are no spells or anything like that. I was reading somewhere once about White Witches and Black Witches... I’ll have to read up on them again. It is really interesting, if you like that sort of thing.”
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