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By Susan Griffith-Jones, Exclusive

My two cousins live in neighbouring 
houses, which are strictly speak-
ing separate properties, divided by 
a gate in the middle, with stables 
and outhouses, an aviary and gar-
dens in between. I have less than 
two days with them, but that can 
also be a long time and many things 
accomplished. I stay at Annie’s and 
oscillate between the two houses, 
meeting each one alone, or in the 
space where all we come together 
at meals. Jo’s 9 doggies need walk-
ing each day, 4 of which are little 
sausage dogs, which for some rea-
son over recent years, I have come 
to absolutely love as a breed. I sit 
with one or another of them on my 
lap and cuddle it as if a cat - albeit 
much heavier than a cat - stroking 
their soft, velvety ears between my 
fingers, as I engage in conversation 
with my cousins about the world 
and its intricacies.

Perhaps it’s the conversation 
we get into about a sea-plane that 
came down over Sydney harbor 

and all 5 people, including pilot on 
board, gone that prompts me into 
tipping point about setting course 
on the route I do this year, when I 
frustratedly realize that there are 
generally so many question marks 
for people hanging over the ques-
tion of death. I have always found 
it obvious that our consciousness 
rotates around, life after life, trans-
migrating through the subtle and 
gross realms of existence, taking on 
the sum merit of where it left off in 
the previous physical body, paying 
our dues, reaping our rewards and 
striving towards a purpose beyond 
the wheel. I suppose that’s why I 
ended up studying with the Tibetan 
Masters. It also seems to me that 
it’s because we’re now in the physi-
cal realm that we pay so much im-
portance to it. I mean, when we’re 
asleep and dreaming, we think 
that’s as real as being awake!

Jo has a book on our family his-
tory that she got from my brother. 
Although I don’t have time to read 
the whole thing, I’m absolutely 
hooked from Page 1. Our ancestor, 
Anthony Stoddard, went over to 
America in 1639 on one of the first 
ships and became ‘a townsman of 
Boston’ where he was granted a 
lot of 100 acres. I also learn the de-
tails about the return of my Great-
Grandmother to Scotland in the 
mid 1800’s and in this same book 
there are letters that were sent to 
and from the family on both sides 
of the Atlantic, as they were often 
travelling backwards and forwards 
on the ship from Liverpool to Amer-
ica, to visit relatives there. Contain-
ing snippets of information about 
their daily lives, the letters are 
mundane, but to someone living in 
our era now, are like priceless gems 
of insights into how people thought 
and what they did in those days. 
They display much sincerity and 
bonded feeling, wrapped up in the 
simplicity of the much ‘slower’ lives 
they led. I think of today and how 
technology has turned the world 
into a village, yet at the same time, 
this is the first moment in recorded 
history that we are almost living 
together as one race, a simple fact 

that is also driving people further 
apart, as we are dealing with all 
the complexities of diverse cultural 
ways and perceptive values. 

After a heady couple of days of 
again feeling the coils of my DNA 
buzzing with delight at being wok-
en up by ancestral memories, I bus 
it back down south to Birmingham, 
where I stay with Simon for a cou-
ple of nights and see Mummy again. 
She’s well, but not very communi-
cative and I sit next to her while 
she nods in and out of sleep, con-
tinuing my patchwork of knitting 
that is fast becoming a large blan-
ket. It’s my way to bear the long 
moments of silence between us or 
hours of repeated conversation that 
has been reduced to a sentence or 
two now. I then return to London 
and meet the kids, as they’ll both 
be going off to their various uni-
versities within the next week and 
there’s shopping and organizing 
to do in the meantime. I’ve given 
myself until the 12th of January 
when Alexi will go back to Nepal, 
to decide how I’m going to proceed 
with things, but I’m pretty sure I’ll 
start putting my focus into the Ti-
betan Book of the Dead project now. 
I’ve still got nearly nothing to go by 
and must find a direction to course 
it along and firstly need to just get 
started. To do this, I want to spend 
some time ‘alone’, allow the ideas 
to pour through me as and when 
they come and to act on them when  
they do. 

I book into a hostel in Central 
London next to Hyde Park and 
start reading a commentary on 
the book. It’s inspirational and I’m 
tired too, so I don’t go out much, 
only to wander in the park, spend-
ing the days reading and dozing 
and allowing myself some rest after 
a long month of running here and 
there all over the UK. It’s obvious 
that my starting point is to revive 
the connection with the exhibition 
company in Berlin that I met last 
year in January that can bring the 
whole project together for me, as 
well as design and produce some of 
its technicalities. 

I check my British Airways miles 

and can get to Berlin for 17.50 
pounds from London City Airport 
and spontaneously book it up. 
Bringing the company there up to 
date with the project will also make 
me focus on writing a concept pro-
posal for the project, which is what 
they need in order to proceed and 
that which I’ve been putting off 
for ages, as I didn’t have a clear 
space of time to really get my head 
around it, like I do now. I check a 
notice board at the Hindu Temple 
near Oxford Street as I’ve seen 
rooms for rent advertised there be-
fore and ring up a couple of them. 
This gets me going as I realize that 
it won’t be so difficult to rent a 
room even for a short amount of 
time, so I also sign up to a housing 
rental website and miraculously 
find a place in Clapham, right next 
to the Common there that’s avail-
able for 12 days, from now until the 
exact date I’ve booked the flight to 
Berlin; Marvelous! I take it. It’s a 
bit more expensive than staying in 
a hostel, but I’ll have my own room 
and space to think, make calls and 
reach out to whoever and whatever 
comes into my mind. 

The text is an amazing piece 
of literature and within the next 
week, the concept and proposal is 
starting to sprout, plus advice and 
information, coming to me from 
all over while I’m listening and 
putting the pieces of the puzzle 
together. On the surface, the text 
reads like instructions to a dying 
person, and there are also those 

that are whispered nearby the body 
of the deceased, whom the Tibetans 
believe can hear them as their con-
sciousness is so clairvoyant at that 
stage that they can be brought to 
them at calling. Receiving this ad-
vise is meant to be very beneficial to 
the person who’s wandering in the 
after death state and can help them 
choose a good rebirth. But under-
neath this veneer are sharp, clear 
instructions for how we should be 
living, how we should be attending 
to our awareness of what’s going on 
around us now and how to pierce 
through the surface to the depths 
of our consciousness. In a sense, it’s 
a wake-up call, to remind us of who 
we are and where we come from 
beyond the physical sense of ances-
tral DNA. Believing so strongly in 
the solidity and permanence of the 
outer physical world and our per-
ception that solidifies into concrete 
hard judgments about it at every 
turn, I think it’s true to say that 
we’re completely distracted from 
these basic, essential aspects of our 
conscious truth.

As I prepare for my trip to Ber-
lin, I’m feeling a bit in awe of the 
whole thing, to be honest and the 
way the project is emerging, the 
way the teachings are screaming 
to be heard, is making me dizzy. I 
just know that I need to keep calm 
and listen and I will find the way 
through this jungle.

To be continued...
Susan’s website may be 

found at www.pyramidkey.com

Continued from previous issue…

On a journey…


