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			Homage

			With heartfelt gratitude to my precious gurus:

			Les Sheehy, extraordinary source of inspiration and wisdom;

			Geshe Acharya Thubten Loden, peerless master and 
embodiment of the Dharma; and

			Zasep Tulku Rinpoche, precious Vajra Acharya and yogi.

			Guru is Buddha, Guru is Dharma, Guru is Sangha,

			Guru is the source of all happiness.

			To all gurus I prostrate, make offerings and go for refuge.

			May this book carry waves of inspiration from my own gurus

			To the hearts and minds of countless living beings.

			May all beings have happiness and the true causes of happiness.

			May all beings be free from suffering and the true causes 
of suffering;

			May all beings never be parted from the happiness that is without suffering, the great joy of nirvana liberation; and

			May all beings abide in peace and equanimity, their minds free from attachment and aversion, and free from indifference.

			Prologue

			How can I describe the vehicle that was driving slowly across the courtyard of Namgyal Monastery? Like none I had ever seen before, dear reader. Extremely long – three times the length of a regular sedan car – it was a great, gleaming hulk, somewhat military in appearance, but colored hot pink. Like a spaceship from another planet.

			Plenty of heads were turning. These included the usual mix of tourists who’d come to photograph the splendor of the monastery temple, set against the soaring, ice-capped Himalayas. Monks making their way to and from their nearby residence. Traders at their gate-side kiosks, selling all manner of food and drink to passers-by. All of them stopped and gaped at a vehicle that seemed designed to grab attention, as it slowly rolled to a halt.

			No movement was evident behind the darkly tinted windows. Then a door opened and there was an eruption of laughter, as ten glamorous young women came tottering out in high heels, arms extended as every step was accompanied by a flurry of selfies. Group selfies. Individual selfies. Selfies juxtaposing the temple roof and looming mountains, at just the right angle to showcase a sparkling piece of merchandise – a handbag, bracelet or some make-up item – alongside their brightly beaming faces.

			“This is all so spiritual!” they cooed as they glanced around, relishing the attention of onlookers.

			After the initial jolt of surprise, things in the courtyard began returning to normal. Namgyal Monastery may be tucked far away in the Himalaya foothills, but being the home of the Dalai Lama, people here are quite used to extraordinary visitors. The most recent arrivals were taking it in turns to be photographed at the front of the limo, its dazzling fuchsia color in giddying contrast to the muted gold of the temple and icy transcendence of the mountain peaks.

			Not everyone, however, was indifferent to the new visitors. Returning from a meeting at the monastery, the moment His Holiness caught sight of the pink apparition, he pointed towards it and burst out laughing. Accompanied by two bodyguards and a huddle of monks, he wasn’t visible to onlookers as he steered his group towards the vehicle, curious to inspect it more closely. I was following in his footsteps, a short distance behind.

			Approaching from the back of the vehicle, His Holiness reached out with childlike curiosity to tap the gleaming bodywork with his knuckles. To study the glistening reflective glass of the tinted windows. On the far side of the car from the young women, he caught sight of them gathering, their backs towards him, preparing for a group photo. A mischievous twinkle appeared on his face.

			Edging further up on the other side of the car, the Dalai Lama stepped out from behind, just as the chauffeur, acting as photographer, counted down: “Three! Two! One!”. It was a classic photobomb, dear reader! The chauffeur was the first to react with laughter and amazement. The young women were turning. Recognizing who it was, they screeched with excitement before clamoring towards him.

			His Holiness’s bodyguards – huge humorless warriors, always on the lookout for a security breach – had soon closed around him, wanting to verify the identity of the visitors. The fashionably dressed occupants of the hot pink carriage were quick to brag that they were none other than India’s Top Ten Social Influencers Under 30, with a combined online audience of over one hundred million followers. They were on a three-day tour of the Himalayas.

			“Social influencers?” mused the Dalai Lama, meeting their exultant eyes as soon as his security detail stepped aside. They were zeroing in on this unanticipated and truly sensational photo op.

			A tall dark-eyed beauty in a crimson dress was waving her gold clutch bag excitedly. “You know,” she wanted to make sure he understood, “Instagram. Digital media.”

			“Yes, yes,” said the Dalai Lama. “Lots of friends like this,” he mimicked, scrolling on an imaginary device.

			“You see!” They were enraptured.

			“Tell me,” His Holiness reached out to gather the hand of crimson girl on his left side, and that of a young woman in a lemon-yellow sari on his right. “What do you use your influence among this hundred million people to do?”

			“To sell stuff!” Crimson girl laughed, brandishing her clutch bag, showing off the distinctive interlinked gold letters of a well-known luxury brand.

			A woman directly in front of the Dalai Lama in emerald green gazed at him, as if the two of them already had a deep, shared understanding and knew better than this. “I help women discover their sacred sexuality,” she brought a hand to her heart. “To attract love into their lives.”

			If His Holiness was in any way surprised by this intimate revelation, he gave no sign of it.

			To his right, yellow sari woman was determined to have her say. “I show people …” she raised her voice shrilly above the rising clamor, “that they can be whatever they want to be!”

			The women were vying for the Dalai Lama’s attention like the raucous teenagers that some of them still were. Crowing about how influential they were. Seeking advice. Wishing to take selfies to share with their millions of followers – as fast as possible! The noise level quickly rising, during the hubbub one of them cried out, “Let’s ask him how to manifest stuff!” as if he wasn’t even there.

			There was a new surge of gleeful babble before a feisty young woman in shimmering sapphire shoved emerald-green girl forcefully to one side as she stepped before him, brought her palms theatrically to her forehead and bowed very deeply. “Your Spiritual Highness, please teach us about the law of attraction.”

			The noise level receded as he regarded her with benevolent amusement. “The law of attraction?”

			“You must know it!” One of them was calling from the ruck.

			“How to manifest things in your life,” sapphire girl was explaining. “By affirmations. Getting the universe on board to create abundance.”

			“Oh, I see!” His Holiness chuckled, exchanging a glance with Oliver, one of his Executive Assistants who was accompanying him. The two sometimes discussed the curious ways in which Eastern ideas were packaged as pseudo-spiritual commodities, by Westerners seeking to make their fortunes.

			The Dalai Lama met sapphire girl’s blazing eyes with a compassionate expression.

			“In Buddhism, we say that reality is all mind’s creation.”

			“Yes, yes!” she nodded fervently.

			“The way we are experiencing things right now is only arising because of our minds,” he was looking at the young women’s attentive faces. “And each of us is experiencing a somewhat different reality.”

			“So how can we experience a reality with the new diamante sunglasses …” crimson girl named a designer label, “which are so hard to come by?”

			“Or the perfect boyfriend?” Emerald-green was pushing back.

			“Or your ten millionth online follower?” Yellow sari wanted to know.

			The Dalai Lama regarded their flushed, animated faces, his forehead wrinkling. “This materialist approach,” he nodded, “seeking to change what you believe to be entirely outside you. It has many problems. For example, why must you constantly postpone your happiness?”

			India’s Top Ten Social Influencers Under 30 were taken aback by this question. Staring at him, their eyes filled with consternation. Postponing happiness was something they most definitely wanted no part of.

			“For example, if our happiness depends on having the new diamante sunglasses,” he chuckled. “Or the perfect boyfriend,” he beamed from the crimson girl to the emerald-green one. “Or having ten million followers,” he nodded at yellow sari. “What do we do until then? If we are constantly yearning for material things that we don’t have, then our happiness is always around the corner. Or at the top of the next mountain. Why do you not wish to be happy here and now? Without needing anything else. Happy as I am?”

			As always when he spoke, His Holiness communicated with more than words alone, so that he also conveyed an experience of what the words meant – with inescapable significance. His audience was quite mesmerized.

			“Moreover,” His Holiness held up his forefinger emphatically. “How long do we get happiness from the new sunglasses? The new partner? The tenth millionth follower? A few weeks? Perhaps months? And then,” he smiled at emerald-green girl, “no more honeymoon! Perhaps there are new sunglasses from another designer and the old ones are out of date?”

			Something was shifting among His Holiness’s audience. It was as if he were giving voice to a truth they had already experienced, but hadn’t been able – or perhaps willing – to face. In just a few sentences, he had quietly demolished the entire basis of a reality they’d never questioned. Gone was all the giggling and the fake bravado. The swagger and the contrived poses. Now they were just a group of young women, open and unaffected, hanging on his every word.

			“Influence is power,” he continued, his expression thoughtful. “And power can be very dangerous if not used carefully. For example, we may create envy among others by parading the things we have.” He was studiously avoiding looking at any of them in particular. “If our followers feel they are missing out on the good fortune we have, we may cause them pain. This is unfortunate. It is the opposite of the true cause of happiness, which is to give happiness to others. And it is a karmic cause for us to suffer the same kind of pain in the future.”

			Some of the women were looking at the ground. Tears were welling in the eyes of others. But the young woman in the yellow sari wasn’t so easily swayed. “Are you saying we should give up on our hopes and dreams?” she asked, voice choked with emotion.

			“No, my dear,” the Dalai Lama turned to her, shaking his head decisively, “that’s not what I am saying. Worldly ambitions, especially when you are young, can be motivating. Useful. But we must see them for what they are. It is wonderful to enjoy mundane pleasures when we have them,” he nodded towards the stretch pink vehicle with a chortle. “But ultimately, such things are not really so important, so meaningful.” As he shrugged, a sense of non-attachment to worldly things felt as palpable as the mountain breeze that was gusting across the courtyard. And his words as self-evident. “Better,” he observed, “to be ambitious in other ways.”

			The women began to huddle, seeking comfort in one another from the challenging shift in perspective delivered so gently but with such undeniable consequence. Emerald-green and sapphire girls, looking down, met each other’s eyes and reached out to one another. The others followed, unguided and spontaneous. In the next few moments, they formed a circle of joined hands, connecting to each other – and to His Holiness.

			“In what way should we be ambitious?” Crimson girl asked.

			The Dalai Lama smiled. “We should all wish, very much, to develop our hearts and minds,” he told them, the radiance of his expression lifting their faces so that, one by one, each of them was meeting his eyes again.

			“When we see that all other sentient beings are truly just like us, that we all wish for happiness and we all want to avoid suffering, then our own love and compassion quite naturally arise. Sometimes,” he tilted his head musingly, “when we open our hearts, the most remarkable surprises can occur.”

			With His Holiness’s words resonating, I decided that this was my moment. Slipping among the legs of several monks standing behind him, I rubbed myself against his legs, before taking my place in the middle of the circle of young women, looking up at them.

			“The Dalai Lama’s Cat!” Several gasped in amazement.

			“She really exists!”

			“Absolutely beautiful!”

			I took in their youthful, wonderstruck faces, recognizing that whatever luxuries they had known as India’s Top Ten Social Influencers Under 30, whatever incredible extravagances they had experienced, none of it compared to this simple moment, here and now, standing in the courtyard of Namgyal Monastery with the Dalai Lama – and the Dalai Lama’s Cat.

			Across the circle, there was a question that sapphire girl just had to ask. “If the law of attraction isn’t about getting things, or relationships, what is it to attract?”

			His Holiness was nodding. “It is to attract the inner qualities we need for transformation. Virtues such as equanimity, authentic loving kindness, wisdom. When we train our minds correctly, we abandon the tiny view we usually have of ourselves as mere bags of bones seeking this thing or that, and become aware that our real destiny is as fully enlightened beings.”

			The young women beheld him transfixed. Awe-struck by his pronouncement. And yet at the same time – perhaps because of his presence – the alternative ideal of themselves as awakened bodhisattvas seemed not only desirable, but achievable too.

			“Where to begin?” Crimson girl asked ardently.

			“Are there any Buddhist secrets?” Sapphire girl wanted to know.

			“We begin,” the Dalai Lama spoke clearly, “when we have a strong wish to turn away from constant dissatisfaction. When we recognize the limits of worldly activity. On that basis,” he looked over at sapphire girl, “we engage in the practices of bodhichitta and shunyata. When these are perfected, our job is done.”

			The truth of his words was as radiant and all-embracing as the charge that surged through the circle. For a few moments, the power of his inspiration caught them all up in a state of transcendence as real as the courtyard where they stood, the temple and the towering mountains in the distance – even the bright, pink limo nearby.

			Reaching my front paws before me, I stretched out in a luxuriant sun salutation. Given my advanced years, it was a creakier version than when I was younger. And because my life had become somewhat more sedentary, my talons were longer and more pronounced as they extended from my paws.

			“Those claws!” exclaimed sapphire girl.

			“The claw of attraction!” chimed yellow sari and everyone burst out laughing.

			“Never forget this teaching,” His Holiness twinkled. “About the claw of attraction!”

			Bodyguards were stepping between him and the young women on either side, slipping their hands apart with the smoothness of practice, and guiding the Dalai Lama to his next appointment.

			“That was …” Crimson girl was shaking her head, moments after he had gone. “There are no words.”

			“I’ll never be the same!” declared emerald-green effusively.

			For the longest time they stood in uncustomary silence, trying to absorb what had just happened. Then, fully stretched, I began following in His Holiness’s steps.

			And as I left, I heard yellow sari observe ruefully, “We didn’t even get selfies!”
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			Chapter One

			When it comes to food, there is nothing that we cats like more than novelty. The beguiling aroma of some unexpected morsel rising from one’s bowl. The intriguing flavor on sinking one’s fangs into a new and flavorsome treat.

			That morning Tenzin had arrived to serve breakfast, His Holiness being away on a visit to Sera Monastery. From his satchel he produced a brand of cat food I had never seen before. On disgorging its contents into a saucer, a pungent tang of seafood instantly filled the room.

			“There you go, HHC!” Tenzin always addressed me with a certain formality, using the initials by which I was known in official circles, an abbreviation of His Holiness’s Cat. He placed the saucer on the floor in front of me, with an expression that rarely crossed the face of such a consummate diplomat. He wasn’t even trying to hide his revulsion. Had I been able to speak, I might have passed on the Dalai Lama’s frequent reminder that nothing is inherently pleasant or unpleasant from its own side. It is merely your karma that forces you to see it as so.

			Had I been able to speak, however – even if for this one and only time in my life – I wouldn’t have. As soon as the saucer touched the floor my face was in it, inhaling the ripe and unusual deliciousness as I took my first, noisy mouthful.

			“A medley of cod, sole and shrimp,” Tenzin was reading aloud from the packet above me, “presented in a lavish, briny sauce.”

			Quite why he should find this of interest, I neither knew nor cared. The succulent scrumptiousness of the food was all that preoccupied me.

			Food has been my constant obsession from the time that I first arrived in Dharamsala as a tiny kitten. And one person understood my cravings better than anyone. That morning, dozing in a room which felt empty and forlorn without the Dalai Lama’s presence, my thoughts turned to her quite naturally. To the treats and morsels that she constantly bestowed on me. The effusive welcome I was always guaranteed. High time, was it not, to visit His Holiness’s VIP Chef, Mrs. Trinci?

			Until recently, such a visit wouldn’t have been possible – she lived too far away. As I padded out the gates of Namgyal Monastery, I recalled the unexpected and quite enchanting discovery that had brought my number one fan within my ambit.

			Mrs. Trinci’s daughter Serena and her husband Sid lived only a short distance away at 21 Tara Crescent. Further up the same road as Namgyal, they had a raised, rambling bungalow with white walls and a spacious wraparound veranda, its most distinctive feature being a crenellated tower that rose up two stories and was shrouded in ivy. Near the top was a room with wide picture windows on all four sides – a viewing chamber in which I had passed many an evening, taking in the spectacular vistas and communing with the sun, the moon and the ice-peaked Himalayas ranged far above and behind the house.

			In the time they had lived there, Sid and Serena had made numerous renovations to their home, before the arrival of their first child, Rishi, nearly three years earlier. Because it was such a large block of land, its terraced lawns leading to pine forests stretching far into the distance, they were continually unearthing new aspects about the property.

			One such revelation had occurred on an afternoon last summer. Serena had decided to take Rishi for a picnic somewhere they’d never sat before, on the far boundary of the garden. Vast bushes of crimson and purple bougainvillea marked the end of the terraced lawns and the beginning of the forest. Or at least, they seemed to.

			Sid had emerged from the house to join them. No sooner settled, he received a business call. Getting up to talk, he circumambulated the dazzling tangle of bougainvillea. Which was when he noticed something. Urging Serena to come take a look as soon as he ended the call, within moments she had joined him behind the unruly profusion. Ahead of them lay a stretch of flat ground, recently turned over. At the end of it, twenty yards away but before the forest began, rose a magnificent and singular tree all on its own.

			“An Italian umbrella pine!” Serena had exclaimed, eyes gleaming. “Just like in Ravello!”

			Mrs. Trinci had often talked of retiring to Ravello, high above her beloved Amalfi Coast. It was a fanciful dream of course, her own life and that of her daughter’s being far too well-established in McLeod Ganj to seriously contemplate such a change.

			But in nostalgic moments, especially over a glass of Chianti or Vermentino, her dark eyelashes would flutter closed as she described the sublime vistas of her childhood: the wide, unruffled cobalt of the Mediterranean rolling towards infinity. The languid gold light of summer evenings, heavy with lavender and a choir of cicadas. And soaring upwards, like coastline sentinels, Italian stone pines, their vast canopies offering sanctuary from the heat and the rain, their branches always a-whisper with secrets immemorial.

			“But I love my trees!” she would wail, if Serena was ever too heavy-handed in suggesting permanent retirement in McLeod Ganj.

			“What about my trees?” she would dare those who suggested it was pure sentiment that still attached her to the old country.

			The trees in question were Italian umbrella pines, pinus pinea, for which she’d had a fervent affinity since childhood. And now, unexpectedly revealed here in McLeod Ganj, a most imposing example, lofty and distinctive.

			Sid told Serena that he’d recently asked the gardener to clear the patch behind the bougainvillea of the dense thicket of vegetation that had taken root there. And how the removal had for the first time exposed, in all its towering glory, the tree beyond. Serena walked right up to it, mesmerized, before turning to face Sid. Which was when a fresh brightness lit her face.

			“Do you know what this is?” she’d asked, with some excitement.

			“What?”

			“Come and look from here!”

			Walking over, Sid stood beside her, turning towards the bougainvillea. Like Serena, he noted a symmetry that wasn’t obvious from the other end. Rhododendrons stretched tall on either side of the newly cleared ground. A hint of sandstones marked the borders of onetime flowerbeds. Closer by and strewn with leaves, a small, paved area. A moss-filled dip.

			“This used to be a garden!” surmised Serena.

			Astonished, Sid strode purposefully towards the mound of bougainvillea. He crouched, peering inside the thicket, shoving away its thorny branches. “And if I’m not mistaken,” he turned back to her, “this pile of rubble was once a cottage. Small. Just a couple of rooms.”

			She joined him, pushing back strands of flowers to look beyond. It didn’t take them long to find the remnants of a wall. “A beautiful cottage could be rebuilt right here,” mused Sid. “We already have the established garden. The pine tree, just like Ravello.”

			“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” Serena’s eyes were alight.

			“How could I not?” Sid shrugged, with the enigmatic air of the maharajah that he was. “It’s written in the stars.”
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			Within a day of Serena and Sid’s discovery, Mrs. Trinci had visited to inspect the rediscovered garden for herself. Venturing behind the bougainvillea. Surveying the emerging borders of mature rhododendrons. Most extraordinary of all, marveling at the stately Italian umbrella pine, tears rising to her eyes as she approached, as though towards a much-loved and yearned-for friend with whom she was being reunited after decades. Putting her arms around the trunk, she had held there for the longest time, communing with a fellow compatriot who had also put down roots in this Himalayan village, so far away from home.

			There and then the decision was made. Within weeks, plans for Mrs. Trinci’s new cottage had been agreed, approved and a builder appointed. Because the project wasn’t a major one, and because Sid was well-connected, it wasn’t long before the new home was built. Small and simple, designed to her specifications, its open-plan living area and kitchen leading to a sitting room, then veranda, all facing onto the verdant lushness of a newly laid lawn. And at the far end, a centerpiece, upright, soaring, unmistakably Mediterranean, the guardian spirit of her new home.

			For my own part, I had kept a keen eye on developments up the road, usually visiting the construction site at twilight when the hubbub had died down, taking in the strange, harsh scents of building materials. When needed, making use of the extensive sand piles. Over the weeks I had watched as foundations had been dug, walls emerged from the ground, then rafters and a roof appeared.

			The time of greatest curiosity for me was after Mrs. Trinci had moved in. During the course of a single weekend, there was suddenly a whole new house of furniture to explore. And because Mrs. Trinci was my greatest benefactor after only the Dalai Lama himself, and frequently called me The Most Beautiful Creature Who Ever Lived, there was no question of my being able to explore it.

			The afternoon of this particular visit, I headed down the side of the house as usual, entering through the sliding doors which led from sitting room to veranda. Mrs. Trinci would keep them open so that prana could circulate.

			“Oh, tesorina! My little precious! You are also coming to tea?” Behind the glistening kitchen benches and wearing an apron, Mrs. Trinci was doing what she did best of all – preparing a delicious indulgence.

			I chirruped. I had no idea about a tea gathering, but the aroma of baking that emerged from the oven was promising; whenever Mrs. Trinci treated her friends and loved ones, I was sure to be included.

			Heading to the sofa closest to the kitchen, I hopped onto the seat, then arm, then back, where I could sit, watching her work her magic. Dark hair swept from her face in a bun, gold bracelets clashing noisily about her right arm as she moved; she was immersed in what she was doing.

			I had been a regular observer of Mrs. Trinci my whole life, mostly in the kitchen at Namgyal where she prepared meals for the Dalai Lama’s VIP guests. In the early days, she had been operatic, and on occasions, tumultuously volcanic. One of her conversations with the Dalai Lama, from my first days as a kitten, had been of special consequence. Having been invited upstairs by His Holiness after a most successful lunch with several United Nations delegates, Mrs. Trinci had seemed awkward, even reluctant to accept his thanks. When he had used the phrase ‘loving kindness’ when talking about her work, she had even objected.

			“If only it was loving kindness, Your Holiness!” she had rebuffed him.

			The Dalai Lama had regarded her with some surprise – as well as compassion. Raising both palms, he urged her to go on.

			“I have listened to your teachings and read some Dharma books. There is much talk about the mind of infinite altruism. But I cannot lie, this is not my mind. If only it was!” Her eyes had widened as she regarded him woefully through dark, mascara lashes. “I live on my own. I do little to help others. I think mainly of myself. All day long!”

			“But you work here,” countered the Dalai Lama. “And in a voluntary capacity.”

			She shrugged.

			“You give great happiness to my guests. And of course,” he rubbed his tummy with a mischievous smile, “to me!”

			Mrs. Trinci was ambivalent. “Sometimes, perhaps, you are being kind. Polite.”

			“But not this one,” His Holiness gestured to where I was following the exchange, sprawled on the sill, an empty ramekin beside me. With a chuckle he added, “She doesn’t pretend.”

			Mrs. Trinci’s expression lightened. “True,” she said.

			His Holiness regarded her closely for a while before asking softly, “You do not think of what you do as practicing loving kindness?”

			She shook her head.

			“Not even when you are cooking for us?”

			“I am too busy concentrating,” she replied.

			There was a long pause before he spoke again. “In that case, I have a formal request,” he said, his gaze turning suddenly very serious. “From now on, I would like you to add a special ingredient to every meal.”

			Mrs. Trinci’s expression was grave.

			“Bodhichitta,” he said. “You know it?”

			“The wish to attain enlightenment for the benefit of all living beings,” she quoted the definition.

			He nodded. “By making this meal,” he mimicked stirring a pot, “may all beings have delicious food. May their everyday needs be met. May they be free from suffering,” he proposed.

			“For the main course?” she queried.

			“For every course,” he replied. “Every action in the kitchen. Outside the kitchen too. As much as possible. Whenever you are able to think, recollect bodhichitta. The wish to attain enlightenment to free others from suffering.”

			A look of hesitation passed across Mrs. Trinci’s face, as if she was about to say something, but thought better of it.

			“What?” he met her eyes.

			“Bodhichitta is all very well,” she admitted after a while. “But just wishing for something won’t make it so.” 

			The faintest twinkle came into his eyes. “It will change what happens in your mind. You think only of yourself, you said? This is not a cause of happiness. But what happens when you think of helping others with kindness?”

			She didn’t need to reply. Already a rueful smile was appearing on her face.

			“What happens if you train to keep thinking this way?”

			“I suppose it becomes part of who you are.”

			“It changes who you are, yes? First the thought to help others. Then the action.” The Dalai Lama smiled, reaching over to squeeze her hand. “Never forget the special ingredient.”

			Since then, Mrs. Trinci spent much of her time in the kitchen recollecting bodhichitta. She added the special ingredient to every course of every meal she cooked for His Holiness and his guests. To every batch of scones that she made for his staff. She incorporated it into the pots of tea she sent upstairs to the Executive Assistants’ office, or brewed for Serena and herself, at work or home.

			And over the years, she had become a less Wagnerian version of herself. It was as if those powerful surges of negative emotion had transmuted to positive ones, the compassionate energy that sometimes overtook her every bit as elemental as the displeasure once so forcefully on display.

			Perched on the sofa, softly purring, I could tell she was adding the special ingredient right now. She was guiding dough from her bowl into a baking pan, lips moving very slightly and a particular expression coming over her face.

			Just as His Holiness had said, not only had her bodhichitta become instinctive. She had come to focus on those around her with such compassionate attention that there were times when her very presence seemed to permeate the space around her with a benevolent sparkle, not much different from that of the Dalai Lama himself. She would always be Mrs. Trinci – demonstrative, bracelets clanging, larger than life. But as well as that, she had developed an open-heartedness, an impassioned generosity that drew people to her like bees to one of the extravagant bowers of rhododendrons running down the length of her rediscovered garden.
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			I can’t, dear reader, claim that afternoon’s archaeological discovery was entirely of my own making. That while exploring a well-established but long-hidden garden, it was I alone who had pushed through the unmapped undergrowth to make the most remarkable finding. The way it happened was like this. 

			At four o’clock precisely there was a knock on the front door, and Mrs. Trinci opened it to welcome the first of her guests, Serena, Sid and little Rishi. The moment Rishi saw me, he squealed with joy. Face alight, he rushed across the sitting room in my direction.

			Something about his energy sent a jolt through my system. After a languorous afternoon, I found that I was suddenly frisky. Instead of waiting for him, I sprang up and raced outside. Rishi chortled, gleeful at the game. Paying no attention to his mother’s warnings not to run too fast, he pursued me across the veranda and onto the new lawn.

			I scampered down the garden in the direction of the
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