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Susan at Chapel of Sacred Mirrors, Up State New York, USA

Alex Grey, Robert Thurman and Allyson Grey, Chapel of Sacred Mir-
rors, Up State New York, USA

Entrance to Harvard University, 
Boston, USA

Old streets of Boston, USA

By Susan Griffith-Jones, Exclusive

Getting on the flight to Boston is 
not as easy as I had expected. I get 
to the airport on time, check in my 
small bag – I’ve left the monstrous 
sized bag with the rest of my stuff 
at my friend’s in London – and 
wander along to the departure hall. 
I call Jamyang and the truth hits 
me. I’m flying west to America, in-
stead of East to my home in India 
and what on earth for? Why am I 
embarking on this crazy route, like 
just walking blindly into a fog, what 
am I doing with this project? They 
call the last passengers for board-
ing and I hang up and get onto the 
flight. I’m almost on automaton 
here, just following my own foot-
steps. I know I have to go, I have 
chosen this route, but right now it 
all seems so ridiculous.

Seven and something hours lat-
er, we land in Boston. The weather 
looks about the same as London 
here. I follow the route into town 
from my GPS, it’s easy to get there, 
just a couple of stops on the sub-
way. It’s a beautiful hostel, one of 
the nicest I’ve stayed in with a fully 
equipped kitchen and a great buf-
fet breakfast. But, it’s expensive 
compared to the hostels in Europe. 
I haven’t been able to complete a 
transfer into my Indian credit card 
account, so I’ve got a potential 
problem with money, and I want 

to check my online banking state-
ment and make the transfer, but 
can’t get into the site. I wait until 
it’ll be the next day in India and 
still can’t get a connection. Then I 
begin to understand it may be the 
firewall setting on my computer, 
but can’t change it. I have to get 
money onto my credit card other-
wise I can’t hire the car to get out to 
my meetings in Up State New York 
this weekend. Finally, I do it over 
the phone, instructing Jamyang at 
the other end, who has the website 
up and running on his computer in 
India. It takes a while as there are 
so many boxes to fill in, but we fi-
nally complete it successfully. Later 
I realize that I should try changing 
wifi server, so I go out to a place 
nearby and I’m right. Somehow, the 
access to my online banking site is 
only blocked at the hostel. Manag-
ing my money from account to ac-
count is very important for me to be 
in control of.

Somehow, the meetings I have 
tried so hard to arrange with two 
companies in Boston are just not 
materializing. I am not doing well 
here and feel like everything is cav-
ing in, problems with getting access 
to money, now the meetings. I find 
one more company in the city, one 
that sells EEG headsets and decide 
to just walk into their offices rather 
than being rejected at email level. 
At least I would already be there! 
I decide to walk; it’s a journey over 
the Boston Common and through 

streets that feel like the more 
traditional part of town. It’s a bit 
trippy to be here, and I imagine my 
ancestors arriving here centuries 
ago and putting down their roots 
somewhere near here. Although I 
really don’t know much about the 
place, it lends a sense of belonging 
to me. The ice is just starting to 
melt on the river and as I’m walk-
ing across the bridge spanning the 
Charles River, several trains pass 
me. This is one of the key subway 
lines into central Boston. After 
the 20 mins meeting, at which the 
young woman informs me that they 
only sell medical grade EEG head 
sets at 25,000 Euro a piece and that 
we would need a license to purchase 
such an item, I walk up to the cam-
pus of Harvard university and think 
to myself that at least I’m making a 
start, I’m talking tech and trying to 
understand the parameters of these 
things, while at the same time, still 
waiting for the pieces of this puzzle 
to reveal themselves. Anything bet-
ter than blank space is better right 
now, I have to keep on exploring 
all avenues and digging down into 
rabbit holes that may lead me any-
where and everywhere. No amount 
of exploring is wasting time.

I get the subway out to the air-
port and hire the car with mini-
mum fuss, taking out a near com-
prehensive insurance policy that 
is the only thing that is costing me 
money here as I’ve used air miles 
from United for the actual car 
rental. I drive out of Boston. The 
weather today is finally gorgeous 
and the blue sky accentuates the 
winter landscape of barren trees 
that stretch for miles in Massachu-
setts and then Connecticut county 
highways. Finally, I enter Up State 
New York and arrive at the Chapel 
of Sacred Mirrors where the Book 
discussion with Robert Thurman 
will take place this evening. It’s 
not exactly how I’d expected; an 
old, large, lonely house in the mid-
dle of its own grounds. A talk on 
Permaculture is going on when I 
arrive, but I have work to do with 
Nelida over the phone, so I tuck my-
self into the dormitory upstairs and 
spend the next few hours speaking 
to her, tidying up the proposal for 
the grant that has to be in by the 
middle of next week. We’re nearly 
there, just completing the last sec-
tions and editing some of the main 
body of the text.

I go down before the event starts 
and Robert Thurman is already 
sitting on a chair, on a makeshift 
stage, waiting for the event to start. 
He has a bandana on his head and 
removes it as I go up to him, intro-
ducing himself by saying that some-
one told him he can charge his third 
eye by holding this special stone 
embedded in the bandana, next to 
it. I lay into the project, giving him 
the 2 minute pitch and he asks me 

some questions about myself and 
where I’m from. I go with the flow 
and respond and make comments, 
and after the event at which they’re 
discussing an elaborately designed 
comic book about the life of His 
Holiness Dalai Lama, I feel like I’ve 
made some headway with him, as 
he says he’ll be available for me to 
connect to with any issues regard-
ing the Tibetan Book of the Dead. It 
snows the whole evening and night 
and there’s about 5 inches on the 
car in the morning. The main roads 
have already been cleared and the 
snow lends a wonderful picture 
drop to the scene. I have to get over 
to meet His Holiness Sakya Trizin, 
whose US base is just 30 minutes 
drive from here. 

I have 30 seconds to tell His 
Holiness about the project, in the 

middle of which he interrupts me 
and ask me to come back, day after 
tomorrow to meet him properly. I 
tell him I can’t, I’ll be flying to San 
Francisco that day. He raises his 
eyebrows and I ask him to bless 
me to be able to overcome the ob-
stacles, which I recognize are only 
in my own mind, but nevertheless 
come up. He takes my hand. As I 
leave, I feel his wind following me. 
To ride on the wings of his bless-
ings will take the project to another 
stage, this is not the first time I am 
experiencing the result of sincerely 
requesting a great Lama to give me 
blessings. I drive back to Boston 
feeling renewed. This weekend has 
been a success and now I have the 
next day to visit the Boston Muse-
um of Fine Art and to complete the 
project for the grant. 

I am perplexed when I enter 
this huge gallery. I just don’t know 
where to start. When I find out 
there are some tours going on, I 
take the next 4 over the next 4 
hours and discover that this is an 
excellent way of seeing a gallery, as 
you are literally guided to various 
pieces of interest and at least you 
get some really detailed informa-
tion about lots of different art. I 
suddenly have a sense of how con-
sciousness has progressed through 
the ages, preserved and displayed 
in the type of art dominating each 
of those eras. How Christ and the 
Madonna were depicted in Byzan-
tium style and then during the Mid-
dles Ages and in the Renaissance 
and then finally, we went beneath 
the surface of our consciousness 
and started to get more abstract. I 
find myself interpreting modern art 
as scribblings of the sub-conscious 
mind, no less pertinent than those 
that mean something, whereas 
previous centuries, millennia were 
devoted to symbolism. This last 
century, artists have ripped off the 
surface of the 3D world and tried to 
paint their emotions, traumas and 
feelings. Now art is leaping another 
step further with projects like what 
I am doing with the Tibetan Book of 
the Dead, where I’m going to both 
draw the symbol of the mind and 
get people to immerse themselves 
into its actual meaning.

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

found at www.pyramidkey.com

Continued from previous issue…

On a journey…


