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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 MEGAN IS INSPIRED


	One afternoon, when Megan was sitting in the back garden of her friend and neighbour, Mrs. Temchenko, drinking black Russian tea and admiring the flowers, Megan asked, “So, you don’t mind if people call you ‘Babushka’?”


	“No, not at all child, it gives me a warm feeling in my heart. It means ‘Grandma’ in Russian, so why should I mind?”


	“I don’t know, I just thought it better to ask. If I said to an elderly lady in English ‘Excuse me, grandma’, I wouldn’t be sure how she would take it, but if I said to an old man ‘Excuse me, granddad’, I could be pretty sure he would get offended”.


	“Yes, I see what you mean… perhaps it would be the same in Russia, it would be safer to call him ‘dyadya’ or uncle”.


	“Oh, you couldn’t say that to a stranger here! You would have to say ‘Excuse me, sir’ or ‘Excuse me, mister’. Aren’t customs strange? May I call you Babushka as well? It sounds so much friendlier than Mrs. Temchenko”.


	“Yes, Megan, I would like that. You would be the first person in the world ever to have called me that to my face. I have no family in this country… and perhaps I have no family in Russia any longer either… I have no way of knowing”.


	Megan watched sadness take a hold of her both in her features and in her Aura.


	“You know, when I talk to myself, it is still in Russian even after all these years, so if I accidentally call you dyevotchka or dyevushka, they are only the Russian words for a female child, a girl. You won’t mind will you?”


	“No, Babushka, I would like to learn some Russian”. Tears formed in Mrs. Temchenko’s eyes and she dabbed at them with her hanky.


	“That sounds so nice, Megan, you cannot understand how much that makes me feel as if I fit in for the first time since I have been here”. Megan stood up, put her arms around the old lady and gave her a hug from behind. Mrs. Temchenko patted Megan’s clasped hands as another tear escaped. It was the first time anyone had touched her for three years, three very long years. She relished the moment but it was also painful to realise how much she had missed human contact. “Another cup of tea, child?”


	“Yes, please,” and she retook her seat as the old lady leaned forward to operate the tap on the samovar, “Your garden always looks so exquisite, Babushka, how do you do it? You don’t seem to spend much time working on it”.


	“Oh, I do, my dear. Perhaps not as much time as I used to, or I would like to… my old bones won’t permit that any longer, but I do as much as I can and that helps me keep as fit as ever I am going to be at my age. I used to spend about half my time cleaning the house and the other half cooking and tending the garden, but since your mother helped me, I have a home-help come in to do the dusting and the W.I. will bring a meal any day I book one – ‘Meals on Wheels’ they call it, it's very good – no Russian food yet though… Sometimes, when you get older, you can’t be bothered to cook just for yourself and then some weeks I used to cook my cakes and pirozhki and didn’t eat them… I’d give them to the birds… but not any longer, eh? Now I can give them to you and my kind neighbours, the home-help, and the ladies from the W.I.


	“You and your mother have made my life so much happier. I’m even thinking of joining the over-sixties’ club and going there once or twice a week to play whist! What do you think of that? I used to enjoy a game of whist with my dear departed husband”.


	“I think it’s a great idea. I’m sure you will enjoy meeting new people in the club”.


	“Do you have a garden, Megan?”


	“No, not of my own. My father grows some vegetables and I help him from time to time, but I can’t really get enthusiastic about potatoes and carrots”.


	“No, perhaps not, but they are very important. You should not overlook or underestimate the value of growing your own vegetables. I grow my own too”. 


	Megan was astounded. “Where? Your garden looks nothing like my Dad’s”


	“Perhaps not, but come with me”. She led her down the path past a pergola of wisteria and a short avenue of rose bushes and buddleia. “There, look, potatoes, carrots, beetroot – they are so important to Russian people. You haven’t tried my Borsch yet, have you? I will have to make some for you when they’re in season. My vegetable patch is not on display, because their beauty is underground, so I put them at the back. They still get the morning sunlight, and the flowers get it in the afternoon. I love to sit out here in the afternoon when the sun is on them, especially in the Spring and Autumn, when the mornings can be a little chilly for me now.


	“So you see, you can plan your garden so that you can have vegetables and flowers. However, when you plant this much on the poor soil that we have around here, you must help it as much as you can, so I have a compost heap here and I recycle everything from the house and put it back on the garden; and this bin here holds my stock of horse manure. I haven’t been able to get any for many years, but that nice Mr. Bryant from across the road has offered to get me a sack once a month”. She lifted the lid, “and there it is rotting down nicely”.


	“Your compost doesn’t smell horrible though…”


	“No, why ever should it, child?”


	“I don’t know, but my Dad’s compost smells like… well, horrible”.


	“I suppose it depends what you put in there, how wet it is and how you take care of it. I’ve probably got more time than your father, but compost doesn’t have to smell bad, certainly not… though I wouldn’t wear it as a perfume either,” she chuckled.
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