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Susan at the Central train station, Berlin, Germany

Tate Modern Gallery, London, UK

Susan taking a walk along the river in Berlin, Germany

Alexi having treatment with the Chinese doc-
tor, London, UK

By Susan Griffith-Jones, Exclusive

I quickly and easily settle into my 
room at Clapham Common. My 2 
Polish and 1 Lithuanian flat mates 
are respectful and easy going and 
there’s never an argument about 

who should be using the one bath-
room or kitchen space at any time. 
Plus, they’re out most of the day 
and the place is mine between 9 and 
6pm. I delight in the space to ex-
plore my Tibetan Book of the Dead 
project, letting my mind travel in 
all directions, scribbling down any 
and every scrap of idea that comes 
into my head or out of phone con-
versations, into a 200 page ruled A4 
notebook. Good old pen and paper!

During this time I brush shoul-
ders with friends from nursery 
school days; one, whose Mother has 
just passed away the week before, 
another whose father is starting to 
get dementia and sends me a mes-
sage saying “We must try to cast 
our cares and trust that God has 
our backs” and another, who I make 
a meeting with at London’s Tate 
Modern Galley for later in the week. 
I tell her about my new project in 
the café there, after which we swing 
on the chairs dotted across the Tur-
bine Hall, the current installation 
in place there. When I’d first seen 
the swings before Christmas on my 
first trip back to Tate Modern this 
time, to be honest I was almost dis-
gusted at the waste of space spent 
on it, when a good exhibition could 
be showing there! I mean, why put 
up a bunch of swings in the place 
and call it “Art”. But it’s when Car-
ragh and I are merrily swinging 
next to each other that I realize 
this is not an ordinary experience 
at all, but is lucidly transporting 
us back to childhood. As we switch 
our minds to the park in Fairford 
where we went to school together, 
we are suddenly competing for who 
can swing the highest, laughing 
with joy at the exertion and almost 
jumping off from the highest point 
when we realize we’re actually in 
the Tate and it’s a good 40 years on 

and if we did leap, we’d probably 
seriously injure some middle aged 
muscle or bone! To be honest, it’s 
exhilarating and Carragh remarks 
that this is perfect for bringing 
out the inner child in people. As I 
glance at others experiencing the 
treat, meeting friends, a lover or 
swinging their own kids, I suspect 
that everyone is walking away a lit-

tle lighter hearted than when they 
came in. It’s certainly extremely 
popular and every swing seems to 
be occupied at all times.

Talking of aching muscles, my 
body is feeling better now. I was 
extremely tensed up after the 
Christmas period and suspect that 
along with carrying my bags eve-
rywhere, house to house, spending 
maximum 3 days in a place at any 
given time, along with the pains 
and torments of each of the homes 
I went into with their general anxi-
eties and concerns about life, some 

greater than others, I have not only 
stretched my portering abilities to 
the hilt, but am full to the brim 
with the range of suffering that 
humans may experience at any one 
time. As a sounding board, I have 
been listening and returning com-
ments, not passing judgment, but 
just being there as a mode of relief. 
It’s hard not to get involved though. 

Alexi’s shoulder has also been 
hurting and on the last day of her 
stay in London, we’re introduced to 
a ‘mad Chinese doctor’! I think it’s 
just an embellishment, but from 
the moment she arrives, it is abso-
lutely true to say that she is ‘dif-
ferent’. I’m wondering if the kind 
of crazy quality she has will make 
her treatment special, so we go for 
it, following her to her little studio 
that I would have believed to be 
true if we were in Kathmandu or 
somewhere in India, but in London, 
seems very out of place. I watch as 
she pours two types of liquid onto 
Alexi’s legs, rubs it in and then 
wraps them in plastic bags held in 
place with cellotape and then heats 
them with a hairdryer. When that’s 
done, she then uses a cup on her 
back that sucks the skin up and 
then produces a loud popping noise 
when released, followed by huge 
red circular marks appearing on 
her back in places where the cup 
has been applied. She then proceeds 
to work on ‘straightening’ Alexi’s 
spine, which she says is tilted and 
why the shoulder pain is there and 
then orders me onto another table 
beside her, whereby she repeats the 
entire operation. Three hours later, 

and forty pounds gone, 
the two of us leave 
bruised and slightly in 
pain, but we know that 
you can’t ‘get better 
without getting worse’. 
Now, a week or so later 
on, I have to admit that 
I do feel much better, 
but whether it was the 
treatment or the fact 
that I’ve had some rest, 
I don’t know. 

Clapham Common, I 
find out, is an excellent 
location in London. It’s 
easy to reach the east-
ern, central and west-
ern parts of the city 
as train lines converge 
here and the common 
gives a spacious feel to 
the area. Plus there are 
a ton of good supermar-
kets and general ameni-
ties very nearby. I go to 
the Charity shops to 
search out a new suit-
case. The one I bought 
only last June to go to 
Bosnia, is trashed, as 
the wheels no longer 
go round and the han-
dle part is pretty much 

unamendable. None of the nearby 
ones have what I’m looking for, so 
I end up buying a new bag from 
an Indian shop elsewhere, where I 
feel better having haggled the price 
down 5 pounds, which I would have 
done in India! I’m happy to have a 
new case, but discover when I get 
home that I’ve bought an abso-
lutely enormous one – what was I 
thinking of, it’s another 4 inches 
longer in length that the one I al-
ready have!

Anyhow, it’s simple to wheel and 
also, so I discover, much easier to 
find my clothes in when I have it 
parked up in the dorm room I’m 
now staying in at the ‘Happy Hos-
tel’ in Berlin. It’s a lively environ-
ment, but quite intense, as many of 
the people are permanent residents, 
workers from Eastern Europe com-
ing to Germany to earn better 
wages than in their own countries. 
I overhear conversations and listen 
in to the general talk, which is often 
in English as the common language 
and discover how they feel about the 
‘richer nations’ of the EU. There’s 
so much disparity in its structure 
and it needs to be reformed on so 
many levels, but how they will do 
this is a mystery to me. I still feel, 
however that to stay together as 
one unit makes Europe stronger 
in the long run and that the whole 
phenomenon of Brexit is a ploy 
by someone (and I honestly don’t 
know who) to weaken the whole re-
gion, in order to increase their own 
international power… but, it’ll be 
so much easier to connect the dots 
later, after events have unfolded.

I am focusing on getting a meet-
ing with the exhibition company 
and ring them first thing on Mon-
day morning to fix the time. I’ve 

already spoken to someone there, 
but need to secure the date. The 
meeting is fixed for Wednesday and 
when I go along, am a little disap-
pointed when I don’t get to meet 
the Managing Director, who I met 
last time and with whom I’d con-
nected well with. Instead I meet a 
lady who’s their PR and Communi-
cations Manager and the one with 
whom I’ll be coordinating the pro-
ject. I understand that the MD can-
not handle all the projects going on 
in the company and after calming 
my instinctual pride at being sent 
down the line, understand that 
this gesture of passing me along 
means we’ve already advanced. 
The meeting is going well, ideas 
are flowing and we’re exploring 
many avenues, until she mentions 
the word ‘Money’. She seems to be 
under the impression that funding 
is in place and when I tell her this is 
not so, everything seems to wrap up 
pretty quickly. Whether that’s just 
my habitual perceptive interpreta-
tion of what happened or not, in a 
slightly punctilious Germanic way 
- albeit done nicely, she tells me that 
without any money in place, half 
an hour with a technician to show 
me a Virtual Reality kit and an-
swer some basic questions so that 
I can compare it with Augmented 
Reality will be about all that we 
can do before starting to clock  
up a bill. 

She invites me to go along to see 
the exhibition at the Brandenburg 
Gate Museum that their company 
created, to give me an idea about 
an Immersive Experience and what 
they can produce. 

To be continued...
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found at www.pyramidkey.com
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