	Saffron Summer
By Jo Ann Schaffer
The salon kicked into high gear with the arrival of summer, and it was late afternoon before the exhausted young stylist stepped outside for a quick smoke.   

The crescendo of heat on his A/C-chilled body left him dazed. Resting his head against the wall, he lit a cigarette.
With the shops closing for the night, there were few people around. Content in his idleness, he gazed absently at the figure strolling towards him. Slowly, the cigarette slipped from his fingers. With a soft smile and joined hands raised to chin height, the Dalai Lama bowed, and continued down the street. 


