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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.


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 THUNDERSTORM



One morning during the summer holidays, with nothing better to do, Megan had her breakfast and walked down to the big park by the coast. She liked to walk in the Park and the woods in it, looking out for unusual plants and wildlife. Grrr walked alongside and she talked to her whenever she thought no-one was watching. However, the fact was that many people saw her from their homes or cars and just assumed that she was either singing or talking to herself, although the less generous of spirit thought that she was probably doolally tap. If they had all known that she was talking to her friendly ghost tiger, there would have undoubtedly been a lot more who thought that. However, Megan thought no more about walking in the park with her Siberian tiger than other people did about walking with their dog.


They ran down the slip road from the street into the Park singing loudly, or at least Megan was, then they turned right, into Mill Wood. She was half-hoping to catch a glimpse of the family of once-domestic cats that she had seen before by the Old Mill, but that had been months ago and she knew that the chances were that the family had split up or at least that the kittens had already left home to seek their own territories and their own lives. She had been back to visit them a few times, so she knew they weren’t frightened of her or Grrr, if they could see her, but they hadn’t been there for a while. She sat on a rock, stroked Grrr and waited for them to notice that she was there. If they were in the vicinity, she was certain that they would come to say hello.


They waited fifteen minutes, listening to the doves and the brook gurgling over the stones, but no animals came out so they moved on. She thought she’d walk down to the beach and throw some pebbles in the sea. As they passed the large forest on the right, she saw thousands of bluebells amongst the trees nearby, but when she looked up into the trees for birds, she became aware of several dark clouds some way off. It looked like someone was going to get a lot of rain, she thought. She checked the wind with a blade of grass. There wasn’t much, but it was blowing towards them. Megan had no idea how to work out or even guess, how long it would be before it rained, but she thought she’d have time to get home if she started making tracks at that moment.


So, instead of continuing on to the beach, she walked up the slight incline into the forest and amongst the bluebells and turned back towards Mill Wood keeping sight of the road at all times so as not to get lost. It was a slower route, but infinitely prettier and more aromatic than a concrete road. She was a romantic at heart, she loved the woods, the atmosphere and the air of mystery. She half-expected to see fairies dancing among the flowers, because she definitely believed that they existed, and if she was right, then they would surely live there too, she thought. It was an ideal place for them, although she had never seen any yet.


Yet! She kept saying to herself, it was only ‘yet’, because she was sure she would one day.


Why not? She had talked to Tree Nymphs, ghosts and Spirit Guides, so why not fairies as well? As she carefully picked her way through the clumps of blue-and some whitebells, she didn’t notice that the sky was getting darker, because it was already darker among the dense trees than on the road. The wind had picked up as well, but she hadn’t noticed, because she was sheltered from it by the trees.


Megan imagined herself to be Little Red Riding Hood out picking flowers for her Granny, although she herself never picked wild flowers. When she reached the point where the Big Oak marked the entrance to Mill Wood, she came out of the forest and crossed the road to go up and out of the park back to the street above. It was immediately obvious that the sky had become much darker and the wind had picked up, hurrying the storm clouds before it. It wasn’t that she minded getting wet, she actually quite liked the rain, but she had been told that it was more dangerous to be around trees during a lightening storm. Grrr had picked up on her concern and was sticking close by, although she couldn’t even get wet or be hit by lightening. Megan hurried up the slip road, noting how it always seemed longer and steeper going up.


The overhanging trees had again obscured a further reduction in light, but she was less than a mile from home now and out of danger. Suddenly her mobile phone rang.


“Where are you? Why didn’t you pick up when I called earlier?”


“I was in the woods, but I’m back on the street above Mill Wood now, heading for home, Mam.”


“Good! You’ve seen the storm then?”


“Yes, I was walking in the Park and saw the clouds.”


“OK, well don’t dawdle, see if you can beat the rain home.”


“Yes, Mam, see you soon.”


Megan walked on, unconcerned whether she beat the rain home or not, she just didn’t want to get struck by a bolt of lightening, but since there were houses with chimney stacks on both sides of the street, she thought that that was extremely unlikely. Suddenly, the street went dark and the sky was a deep indigo, a very pretty colour, thought Megan, not at all menacing, as it was usually described in story books. The sight was quickly followed by the first few raindrops.


She was three hundred yards from the top of her street, so she quickened her pace as the amount of rainfall doubled, tripled and quadrupled in as many seconds. When the first sheet of rain hit, she was right outside the children’s play area at the top of her street. Swings, a slide, a sandpit and a small shelter for the parents to sit in and watch their kids play. She took refuge in there and watched the natural spectacle unfold.
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