Ckmptcr 4

Ha(kir\g towards téour
North Star

mission a.nd ful.j'd( Lt

- Mother Teresa
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Despite walking the same

route e.uert:)dauﬁ, this walk
Seemed Jij'ferent.
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T"\ouu%h‘:s and ideas bubbled in
her brain and swished around
her chest. A Little S-Lu.ﬂxr emenbec\
When o Stroke of aenius brashed

a(sag'mst her head.
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Bertic {lew above her shoulder
N sdence, careful nob to interrupt

the creative juices errupting below.
He didn't Say o woerd until U\ej
Mmode ik to the park bench ond

Docdle pulled o f(a.skfrom e bag.
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IR v e e

5"\6 Pou\'e.c\
hot tea into

two Muags and
sunk \r)ackwards.
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“Lovelg mMoon owb
bonignt > called
- owt bnhe fox as he

~—

The Pawr mumbled

n o.ﬁreem ent.
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75

s wanted to \orif\g You

here to qek o better view
of the stars, 2
Said Berbtic.

He ratsed his bcak to
the Sktﬁ.
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oo
Sometines, when we're

busxj worRing; We veer ojf
course. LIt's onl,\j when we
look wp, we realise how far
we've come. and what we

tr (.LLB want. 3
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(14
What do wou
Want, Bestie?”

Y 7 S
\

“I Wont to spend
every muute T have

‘ : 2
Ca.run% for ms fncnds.
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DoodLe rested her heod on Bertic's
shoulder ond they looked up at

the stars.

(14
Let me help vou, Doodle. What's Your
" Nortin S{'—a\'?g,

“ A
% 1 want to spend every Minute L

have (J\)'vwo5 a. creative US(, Soe 1 ¢an be.
ha;ﬁ:\) and fJulfilled — beingy My best sel§

to make others arond me ho.ﬁns..n
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“T think that's o Noble

purpose, Dood Le. Do you have

2
0~n\5 Maere £€G&? s
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“ Plen t%.”
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Ch(LPtCF 5

ExPe.r'me{:Lr\s and

douunentm3
2;1 eiionaii ‘M””__.._.‘_._, :
MD/:‘/,M«»"”’w e I-‘; had been a CoupLC. 05'
/» “PLQS s the weeks since Doadle had £ried to
\> ku)ke st form of > wreike o book.
(—; r ese,arch.” \ 7L
&N " Albert Einstein B In thot Eime |, She had
m,‘;q;? g made an Q:Sforb to en)o3 ch
'\;1;\,. . )
N S + (e &tLVQL \5)

Lndu.d.i.ncb +-

83 84



mind fulness evercises,
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KnLH:mS "
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a-nd )ouu-ﬁaﬂing
in her c\‘co.\'(j, 1/41 ‘Ax
S R 4




e Just because she was

s

her book-, (b ddn't meon she
had stopped wribing all Jcozset‘f\cr.
In fo»(.t, she had written more
in the Last couple of weeks

than she had in montw

93

)( ¥
A Ltble Spo.\'k 0‘} 303 Shimmered
every time she openned her
)ourﬁol, becomse she Vhad pLGt\j

oj* new @xperia\ces ko write aout.

A
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One of her favourite topus was

creotiviby. sShe was certacn
bhak she was oping bo write her
firsk book about creabvity and
Brak it wouwd help milicns of
Lke minded animals o wanked
bo live a Ufe ful of art,
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She dotted the Last
Senkene and ran over to
Bertic's house ko 5hare b
Ldeo. -gof her firsﬁ book.
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