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CHAPTER 1
It has almost been seventeen full years since Tiffany Juliana Conrad encountered for the first time the cool Yukon sun.  They have been exhilarating years, fast-paced learning and many adventures that always amazed Tiffany because of their dramatic developments.

Why was she thinking about this now anyway, she wondered.  Her eyes shut tight, her quick mind engaging in rich visual images from her short but busy life, her heart pounding hard, and her breathing shallow.  She relived vividly her unexpected trip to planet Xiboris, long extinct now, its exploded dust cloud scattered throughout the universe, three galaxies away.

It was here she learnt some of her marvellous healing powers unknown yet to humans which she applied sparingly in her numerous journeys across the planet.  Her emotions suddenly amplified hundred-fold when her mind shifted to Sontao Komanjero, the young black warrior from the Tanzanian Serengeti.  They’ve been separated for several months now and her heart was yearning for him.  

She recalled with a shy smile her numerous trips over the years from the Yukon to the Serengeti, ever since she was eight, just for him, just to be with him and her relocated godfather, the spiritual leader of the Maasai community.  

A high school graduate for almost four months now, on her last trip to the Serengeti she asked her godfather for a dangerous assignment where she could help people.  Lying idle, mentally and physically, was sure death for Tiffany.  She needed to do something, to participate and help the needy.  Being gifted with these wonderful talents and also acquiring many new ones over the years, with her absorbing and curious mind she was convinced that she could make a difference.  

This is how her rescue mission in Guatemala came about.  There were two visionary Mayan children’s lives were in jeopardy, all the government forces backed by high paid mercenaries were trying to find and kill them at any cost. If the mercenaries had succeeded in trying to suppress the Mayan people’s awakening identity, started by these prophetic children, the Mayan nation would have died along with the children.

Narrowly escaping sure death several times and after many months of intensive struggle and armed confrontations with the army and the paid killers she managed to sneak them into Belize where they were safe, for now.  

Her mission was accomplished and she was preparing for her departure.

Opening her eyes she took in again the thick Belize jungle where two beautiful Guatemalan children, holding hands watched her with teary eyes.

***

CHAPTER 2

Departing from loved ones was a difficult task for Tiffany Juliana Conrad.  It always felt like a piece of her stayed behind and lingered for a while, making her feel torn, incomplete.  This time around was an especially difficult undertaking.  The toughest she ever encountered in her young life of seventeen years.

Sitting motionless in a Buddhist position on top of the small mound in the Belize tropical jungle her assertive eyes took in for the last time the wild landscape.  The lush of the bushes and trees around her were so dense only allowing slivers of the bright sunlight to penetrate narrowly through the tight and tall canopy.  The colourful flowers sticking out between bushes had an intoxicating aroma of life lived fiercely in this dangerous place.    

Last but not least, her eyes finally landed on the two small children standing a few paces back from her, watching her with tearful eyes.  She wanted them to be the last visual impact of this extraordinary time she spent here and in Guatemala.  She wanted to lock them forever in her heart and mind, a refreshing and exhilarating memento of the high adventures that unfolded on this wild and perilous land. 

“We’ll never forget you, Tiffany,” cried out Carmella Isacio, the little girl, as she waved her final goodbye toward Tiffany.

“Come and visit us sometime,” Benito Huarez, the little boy added, trying to bravely hold back the tears welling in his black focused eyes.

“I love you, kids,” Tiffany said with a sad voice.  “We’ll meet again but I have to leave now.  Take good care of each other,” she said, then with a visible effort she closed her eyes and prepared for her departure. “Good bye,” she said quickly and suddenly raising altitude she whooshed through the tight opening of the tree canopy disappearing in moments from the children’s visual field. Her soaring soul was torn in opposite directions, making her travel dangerous.  She was jolting upwards with frightening speed. Sontao’s pull stronger than the Earth’s gravity forces.  

A moment later, her unsettled sheer energy yanked her back with a brutal force, making her descend several dozen miles, back toward the children.

Back and forth.  

Several times until the enormous energy invested in her travel started diminishing, making her float torn in the upper levels of the stratosphere.  She realized that she was in a dangerous position.  If she didn’t manage to identify the conflicting energies she was facing she would lapse into a ‘freeze-out,’ a deadly suspended state that would take her bouncing aimlessly through open space until her energy expired its propulsing power.  

And that would be the end of her journey—imminent death.

Clearing her thoughts of all debris that suddenly built up in her soul, she took a good look at her immediate past events.  She didn’t have to think too hard—Benito and Carmella’s innocent faces jumped into her awareness.  She instantly understood.  She left a part of her heart with the two children she grew to love and respect so much.  And that powerful energy pulled her back from her journey.  

Relaxing somewhat since she identified the danger, Tiffany shed a virtual tear and promised herself that she would reconnect with the children in the future.  It was rather amazing the intense pulling power of the little people’s aura.  She never would have thought of the hidden inner energy radiating toward her from them.

I miss you too, she responded to the intercepted distant longing.


Refocusing her somewhat recharged energy she blasted into the open space taking an intense and direct flight pattern straight to the Tanzanian Serengeti.

*


Her inner eyes fluttered nervously when she spotted from high above the Savannah the scattered red spots colouring the grassland.  The Maasai tribes.  Her aimed target was dead on, she realized.  Taking a quick glimpse at a couple of Leopard Sausage trees standing out in the open grassland, she noticed a herd of elephants nearby fighting off with fury a pack of six hungry lions.

Tanzania, here I come, she sighed to herself and her remote and pulverized heart jolted its scattered molecules when she noticed a young Maasai waling thoughtfully through the grassland.  


His long spear pointing in front of him ready for an instant defence, his red cape fluttering in the light wind, Tiffany’s soul melted into sub-molecular dimensions.  For a wild and blissfully painful moment she thought she recognized Sontao.  Watching the red cape she slowed down to a crawling glide, she tried to get closer to him, her fragmented DNA strings and body molecules suddenly caught up with her.  


Distracted, she realized in a glimpse of a second what was happening.  At this moment her body parts were almost all attached, their mass generating a serious gravity pull making her collapse hard into the billowing grassland.  Checking her limbs and body she pulled herself up moaning in pain.  There were no serious injuries, only scrapes and bruises and a large tear in her Guatemalan dress.  She was now furious with herself.  Especially about the dress.  And to top it all off, the handsome Maasai who distracted her landing procedure was not Sontao.   


Bummer.    


Shaking her limbs loose she started walking fast toward the Maasai compound, her heartstrings racing long ahead of her.   She reached the village compound in minutes and waving a brief hello to the young guards who instantly recognized her, she entered the village heading straight for Deruz Boonkadu’s white roundhouse.   Her heart pounding in her ribcage, a hot flush on her cheeks, barely controlling her emotions, she stormed into the house like a hurricane.  To find nobody.  Nobody was home.  The urge was powerful and almost overwhelming to seek out Sontao but she knew that would ruin their long-awaited reunion.  


She had to see Deruz first and give him a detailed account of her completed assignment.  It was an all-important mission and he had the right to know first before she could follow her heart and melt in Sontao’s powerful and welcoming arms.  Hold him tight and breathe in his aromatic hair, his smooth skin against hers, his mouth passionately seeking hers . . . ‘Oh, where is that godfather of mine!’  


She was out on the path, waving hello to the villagers, most faces familiar to her.  Pacing back and forth in front of the house, not knowing what to do, where to go, she looked lost in thought.  Her energy level was high, she felt that if she didn’t control it somehow, she would start levitating and end up god knows where.  


“Can I help you, Miss?”

The deep, powerful voice carrying tones of excitement and delight came from behind her, startling her.  She spun around and landed in Deruz’s outstretched arms.  He held her gently, caressing her curly hair, and then pushing her away at arm’s length looked at her with delight. “You look unscathed, thank goodness,” he said simply, reassured he let her go.   


“Grandpa.  It’s so good to see you again.  Believe me this wasn’t an easy assignment,” she said.  “I did it.  I took those kids to safety.”


“And you did a fabulous job too,” he added, really happy to see her back.  “I got really worried about you a few times during the journey.  Especially when they shot you,” he said in a soft voice.


“It was a heck of a learning experience, I tell’ya.  Assignments dealing with humans are by far the most dangerous ones, just like you warned me,” she said smiling shyly.  She went silent for a while looking intently at Deruz.  He read her thoughts clearly.


“Sontao is not here, Tiffany.  He’s on an important assignment on his own,” he said gently, knowing that it was going to be a blow to Tiffany.  She suddenly turned very pale, her eyelids fluttering uncontrollably, two facial muscles twitching under her right eye.


“Assignment?  Where?  Why?”



“He’s down in Asia.  Tibet, to be exact.  Up, I should say, in the foothills of the Himalayas,” Deruz said watching her.  


“What’s he doing down there?” Tiffany asked him with a hard-edged voice, almost like blaming the warrior for his departure. “Up there, I mean,” she corrected herself with an angry edge in her voice.


“Big problems up there too, similar to your assignment, Tiffany.  A nation is torn apart. Very sad,” Deruz said casting his eyes.

A light thrill of curiosity and a taste of the unknown challenge flashed through her eyes for a passing moment not missed by the spiritual leader.

 
“And what exactly is he doing down . . . Up there?” she quickly corrected herself looking at his black open face.


“Very similar to what you did in Guatemala.  Trying to save the life of a visionary future leader of the Tibetans.  A little boy, eight years old who is leading a revolutionary underground army against the Chinese Government.   The Chinese have trapped and taken him hostage . . .”  He paused for a minute checking Tiffany’s current state of mind.  She was calm and contained.  “They want to execute him in the next few days, to set an example to the Tibetan people rebelling against the government.” 


“But didn’t China invade and occupy Tibet a few years ago, systematically destroying their self-esteem and national unity?  I was following that on the Net, a while back.”


“Yes indeed.  There has been many killings and tortures since then,” Deruz said, his voice charged with a deep compassion that startled Tiffany for a moment.  She looked at him and he read her eyes.  “It tears me apart.  It’s almost genocide,” he said in a humble voice.


“I want to go up there and help him.  The two of us have a better chance to save the kid.  There’s little time left.  What’s his name?”


“Tshe-Wang.  It means Powerful Life in Tibetan.”


“How appropriate.  He is Buddhist, isn’t he?” Tiffany asked Deruz.  He nodded.  


“A young priest.”


“I want to go up there and help, Deruz.  Please?”  

The Maasai warrior took a long look at the beautiful young girl in front of him, studying her openly and curiously.


“Its very dangerous there, Tiffany.  There’ve been a lot of killings lately.  A lot of unrest and military force encounters.”


“It doesn’t matter.  I’m not so green anymore.  That Guatemala assignment was quite an eye-opener, trust me,” she said looking directly at him with her piercing blue eyes.  Deruz held them in his and read clearly her determination and compassion.   He also saw a glimpse of unstoppable love —targeted at Sontao this time.  He already knew that no matter what he did, he couldn’t stop her from going there, save the child hopefully, and join her heartthrob.  


“So be it,” he gave in.  “There are a lot of details I have to run by you.  Important details for your survival,” he said leading the way into his house.          “You hungry?”


“I’m starving,” she replied and followed him smiling to herself.  She was happy now.  Good deeds, a little love, a lot of danger and challenges.  It suited her schedule just fine.

***

CHAPTER 3

The sunny exuberance of the Serengeti had a marvellous effect on Tiffany this morning.  Eagles stalking the high, clear sky while down below in the grasslands life spilled out from every cell of the living creatures—animal, plant or otherwise—turning the day into a hot celebration.   As Tiffany and Deruz Boonkadu walked passed the main gates of the compound, several lions roared in the distance, stamping the day with the thrills of the unknown dangers.


Tiffany’s spirits were high.  The large flow of detailed information Deruz poured over her during dinner set her young mind racing.   She was thrilled by a number of key factors—seeing Sontao shortly, meeting the beautiful, spiritual people of Tibet, the call of the Himalayas, the young Buddhist priest whose life was hanging by a thread, the melancholy knowledge of the proud nation annihilated by the power-hungry Chinese neighbour, . . . 

“First of all, I’ll locate Sontao and learn of the current status-quo.  Then we devise a rescue plan, that’s if he hasn’t already got one and then contact our friends in Ngary and Damxung.  That done, we’ll try to bring him to Kathmandu, Nepal . . . And try to stay alive in the process,” Tiffany said smiling to a worried Deruz.   “That’s not a bad spot, over there,” Tiffany pointed to a small rocky mould a few hundred yards to their left.  They tried to locate a safe place for her departure.  She needed Deruz to watch over her during her disassociation stage, which was dangerous with all the predators roaming the grasslands.

“As you know from your previous assignment, the trick is to connect with the locals, become one of them and the doors will open for you.”

“I know that, Deruz.  Besides, this is a chance of a lifetime for me to explore that marvellous little country.”

“It’s a very special land and group of people, indeed.  Very spiritual and beautiful,” Deruz confirmed with passion.

“You sound like you spent time there before,” Tiffany said looking at him.  He smiled shyly.  

“I’ve been there a few times before.  Many years ago,” he said in an almost dreamy voice.

“This is it, grandpa,” Tiffany said in Maa as usual.  “I’ll try to catch up on my Tibetan when I get there.  I’m ready now,” she said simply looking at him while taking her usual Buddhist position on top of the small mound of rocks. 

“You look after each other.  You’ll find Sontao has changed a lot since the last time you saw him.  He’s matured so much.  Anyway.  Good luck and I’ll see you two back here soon,” he said, a sliver of concern creeping into his voice.

“Thanks.”

That was all Tiffany said from her rock mound.  Closing her eyes, she started tuning into her energy levels, preparing herself for the transition.  Deruz Boonkadu couldn’t take his eyes off this prodigy child so dear to his heart—she was motionless now, her eyes closed with eyelids slightly fluttering under the infusion of an almost overwhelming new mass of energy, the familiar whirlwind started developing around the mound of flat rocks, carrying leaves, grass and small sticks.  

Tiffany’s vibrant body started fragmenting: big chunks of her precious Guatemalan dress were dissipating into molecular sizes along with random sections of her body.  The whirlwind turning now into a local tornado started funnelling the contents of its hold upwards—body parts, clothing and local debris all mixed together into a rainbow-like ascendant draft.  Within moments she was gone along with the Serengeti particles. 

A loud and short thunderclap followed and at the same instant the tornado disappeared as suddenly as it arrived to the grasslands.  Loose debris started raining to the land seemingly from nowhere.  Deruz, his neck cranked toward the sky, shook his head in wonderment.  A broad smile on his face while an ephemeral white aura surrounded his black body, he raised both his hands toward the sky holding them into an open cup.  As if containing and protecting Tiffany’s vanished body and soul from the future danger and harm.

“I’ll see you soon, children,” he said in a clear voice and lowering his arms turned around and without hurry started heading for the village.

*

The initial jolt of the journey was more violent then anticipated and while searing upwards at frightening speed, Tiffany analyzed her state of mind and emotional energy.  It took less then a second.  She imagined that if she had a body and a face attached to her right now she would be smiling from ear to ear. 

The turbulent departure was nothing less then her eager young heart charged with powerful longing energy, amplifying multi-fold the precisely allocated energies.  

Reckless.  

Passionate.

Hungry for him.

Longing.

Her inner eyes wide open, all sensory receptors alert and active, she blazed upward angling to the left.  There was nothing close to this feeling of ultimate freedom of motion and terrifying speeds.  Dangerous.  She surged rapidly several thousand miles above the Earth’s stratosphere.  When she finally trimmed down her excitement and checked the distant blue planet more carefully, she realized that she overshot the whitecaps of the Himalayas by several hundred miles.  Smiling to an inner thought she changed course again and zapped around the planet, lowering her speed and altitude.

She decided to cruise around the earth’s orbit one time, calm herself down a bit and absorb the breathtaking beauty of the Global Village.  And the view was astonishing.  This beautiful and colourful planet stretched out underneath her triggered curious and passionate patterns of thoughts in her mind.  We are so very lucky, she thought and her humble heart would have been broken to pieces at the thought of not belonging to this precious jewel of a planet tucked away in the Solar System.  

Stabilizing her thoughts and young emotions, she started focusing on her trip.  She just entered Asia and luckily the tallest mountain chain on the planet was an easy aerial visual reference.  She was heading for Northern Tibet, the Chang Tang high plateau.  

Her mind focused on her new assignment now, she took a quick detour and checked out the majestic Mount Everest.  Diving lower and deeper into the Nepal territory, locating a clear route toward Kathmandu.  She was pleasantly shocked by the beautiful, green open spaces lying underneath her.  From her altitude it remotely reminded her of the Tanzanian Serengeti.

Circling around the territory of Nepal and Southern Tibet a couple of times she tried to visualize all the details she could retain.  Then, as the restless energy started building up in her again, she changed course and aimed for the Northern territory of Tibet, Chang Tang.  

She was flying low and slow this time, once again watching and mapping the land she was flying above.  The bright sun was burning high as she advanced through the deep and long valleys banked by steep rocky mountains.  Then in a blink of an eye the landscape change sending her into wide-open spaces and gentle rolling hills.  She also noticed that as the land started climbing toward the high plateau the vegetation became scarce, with the exception of the vast grasslands.  The rocky mountains and valleys were spotted with destroyed monasteries and small half-nomad villages.  

By now there were no trees in sight.  Occasionally she flew over large bodies of water, giant lakes, which she will learn later, were salt water lakes perched more then fourteen-thousand feet above sea level.  As she glided at about four thousand feet above the land she watched intrigued, curious.  A deep-rooted peacefulness settled into her soul.  Her eyes and senses tuned to the land she shortly realized that it was coming from the plateau itself.  It was a refined synergy of people vibration and the wisdom of the timeless land itself.

It felt eerie and wonderful.  

Lowering her altitude to a few hundred feet she was nearly overwhelmed by the intensity of this pure emotion.  It felt like a distilled and pure source of crystallized energy frozen in time allowing her to penetrate its essence.  Her hypersensitive preceptors triggered, she suddenly traveled thousands of years back into ancient Tibet with its mighty dynasties, fearless warriors and powerful female spiritual leaders. 

The feeling so uplifting and powerful, she tuned every fibre of her ground molecules into the rich images unfolding in front of visionary eyes.  She wanted this unique experience to never end.  Just enjoying the rich history of this magic land with all her senses, immersed in the timeless knowledge and transcendental wisdom.  Transforming.   Becoming.

Becoming a Tibetan.

It felt so good that Tiffany lost her track of where she was.  When she started refocusing and looked around trying to identify the region she was in she shortly realized that she had drifted deep into the territory of Mongolia.  

 Turning around and suddenly raising altitude to several thousand feet, she stopped and watched the majestic spread of people and nature fused together in a breathtakingly beautiful composition.  Her soul vibrating high now, she felt like crying.  And she would have if she had a body attached to her.

Deep, timeless passions and strong emotions started surfacing in her soul, nearly suffocating her with their mighty authority.  They were not commanding her by any means but their pure presence and depth of wisdom made her whole being jitter.  Her personal experiences and short but intense life blending in so smoothly with the higher powers made her feel welcomed.  Made her feel like one of theirs.  A proud Tibetan

There was a new and high-pitched vibration present with her now.  It felt like it had been with her all these years but she had to come to this spiritually rich land to trigger her hidden doors of perception.  Her soul and mind in tune with one another, the strong emotions crystallized somewhat and gaining shape and focus, Tiffany Juliana Conrad was, yet once again, reborn.  Taking a last penetrating and all-absorbing look at the land below her she started lowering her altitude and focus her search for a town or large village where she desperately desired to make contact with her male and female soul mates.  And through them she will connect, again, with the mighty heartbeat of the Universe itself.

Re-energized and restless to get into action she chose a proper height to glide from where she could scan a large chunk of the wide valley and mountains underneath her.  A large lake came into focus almost instantly.  Getting closer to the giant body of water situated about twenty thousand feet above the sea level, she looked for Tibetan settlements in its neighbourhood.  A short search revealed indeed a fair size village spotted with numerous white and brown permanent structures, and only a few miles to the north, she spotted a gonpa, a Tibetan monastery at an almost impossible to reach height on one the mountain cliffs surrounding the lake.

***

