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Susan, on walk around London, UK

Samuel on the roof top viewing platform at Tate Modern, London, UK Cover for Susan’s new book, ‘The Living Pyramid’

Billboard with advert for ‘Ready Player One’, London, UK

By Susan Griffith-Jones, Exclusive

The day before flying to India is 
dedicated to meeting Samuel. Al-
beit two days late, he’s going to 
treat me to a Mothering Day lunch, 
but when we meet at Waterloo, con-
fesses that his student loan hasn’t 
quite stretched the full length of 
term, so asks if we can eat some-
where cheap. I let him off the hook 
as the intention is genuinely there 
and tell him he can offer me lunch-
es galore in the future.

We want to eat some ‘real’ Chi-
nese food and head, on foot, to 
China Town where we choose a 
restaurant full of Chinese people. 
I’ve recently completed reading a 
book about Chinese emigrants and 
think about the people working in 
the restaurant and how they’ve 
been able to immediately slip into 
a job on arrival as their communi-
ties abroad are so tight knit. While 
looking at the menu, we reminisce 
our trip to China last year and dis-
cuss the various dishes we were ha-
bitually eating there, fried tomato 
and egg with Chinese cabbage and 
rice being a main one. He tells me 
about the essays he’s been writing 
this term and whips out his laptop 
to show me. I read snippets of them, 
but the politics goes over my head. 
After the meal, we zigzag here and 
there through wide and narrow 

streets towards the City, minding 
the general direction rather than 
the actual route, finding dragon 
symbols everywhere, which I find 
pertinent having just eaten Chi-
nese food! I’m glad I donned my 
walking boots in the morning, as 
I’d had a premonition that we’d 
we end up walking long distances 
around the city, which is what we 
usually do. I’m reminded of a new 
Stephen Spielberg movie coming 
out soon, ‘Ready Player One’, the 
ad for which is pasted on a bill-
board. I’ve just read the book and 
since it’s based on a Virtual Real-
ity ‘Multiverse’, it feels pertinent 
to my Tibetan Book of the Dead 
project.

Samuel’s pace doesn’t ease up 
and I follow at a speed I don’t usu-
ally walk at these days, preferring 
to amble rather than stride in my 
middle age! We dart across the river 
at the Tate Modern and zoom in-
side to take the elevator to the top 
floor where we circumambulate 
the viewing platform giving us a 
360 degree view over London, then 
head a little further east along the 
river to Pickford’s Wharf where 
there’s a beautiful replica of ‘The 
Golden Hinde’ in which Sir Francis 
Drake completed the 2nd circum-
navigation of the world between 
1577-80. I suggest wandering on 
to London Bridge, but that’s when 
Samuel admits to me that he’s feel-
ing very tired. With the essay writ-

ing completion date being just yes-
terday, they had partied the night 
away and he’s only had one hour 
of sleep! Indeed, I find him asleep 
when I return from the counter 
with our coffees in the Nero’s oppo-
site the ship. When we part at Wa-
terloo Bridge, I realise that on this 
trek today, we’ve also completed a 
full circle around this section of the 
Thames and think of all the little 
circles contained within the bigger 
circles we’re physically creating all 
the time, while intersecting and en-
folding each others’. 

The next morning, on the first 
tube out of Central London to the 
airport to catch my 8 something 
am flight, I marvel at having been 
able to see almost every one of my 
close relatives in just a few days! 
Both my bags are slightly over the 
allocated weight, but the lady at the 
Air India desk sends them through 
without comment, sewing machine 
and all! Arriving at something past 
midnight (Delhi time), I get a cab 
straight over to Majnu ka Tila, the 
Tibetan quarter of Delhi, where 
I stay in a habitual guesthouse. 
In the morning at breakfast, the 
Bhutanese woman, who runs the 
restaurant asks me where my hus-
band is and I feel on home territory, 
remembering that this is also a cir-
cle completed since the last time I 
was here. 

I have a load of jobs to get done 
and honestly speaking I’m totally 
out of sync with the flow, flipping 
from one end of Majnu to the other, 
trying to buy a ticket for the over-
night bus to Manali that night. The 
first agent is charging too much, 
then the next is 
telling me that all 
the buses going to 
Himachal Pradesh 
were recently 
bought up by one 
company and the 
ticket prices have 
been hiked. I need 
to buy Jamyang a 
copy of the Tibetan 
Book of the Dead in 
Tibetan and return 
to the other end 
of the main street 
where I think 
there’s a bookshop, 
but then get sent 
here and there by 
various book shop 
owners, till I come 
back to virtually 
where I started. 

In that same 
shop, I also pur-
chase Chogyam 
Trungpa’s English 
commentary on the 
Tibetan Book of the 
Dead, ‘Transcend-
ing Madness’, gig-
gling when I think 
of its relevance to-

day, then finally purchase the bus 
ticket from a travel agent on the 
main street, who slashes the price 
by 100 rupees and tells me the same 
story about the monopolising of the 
bus route, so perhaps it’s actually 
true! Knowing the Indian game, I 
give in and purchase the ticket due 
to time constraint, as I still have 
two other jobs to do that will re-
quire battling the Delhi traffic to 
one office in East Delhi and then to 
another in the south. 

I finally end up at the World 
Buddhist Centre at the Kailash 
Colony in Central Southern Delhi 
with everything accomplished and 
on perfect Indian timing terms, 
I’m only 30 minutes late to meet 
David for lunch here! On the other 
side of hungry now, we jump into 
an auto to a restaurant that he 
classes as the ‘best in Delhi’ where 
there’s a Bengalese cuisine buffet 
and polite waiters. It’s only been a 
few months since I saw him and his 
wife, Dechen in Thailand, but we 
catch up on news and discuss the 
Buddhist teachings taking place in 
Bir, near Dharamshala next week. 
I want to go, but honestly speak-
ing, it’ll mean arriving home after 

3 months, having 2 days there and 
then going away again for 10… 

When it comes to it, I just can’t 
do it and decide to stay at home now 
I’m back at our place in the Kullu-
Manali valley. It’s feels far from the 
world I’ve just been in, but also so 
familiar to what I know. I write up a 
timetable of jobs to complete so as to 
start getting through some backlog 
of projects that have been on hold 
because of all the travelling I’ve 
been doing in the past 6 months. 
The list is just too long, so I stagger 
out the work and start by focussing 
on just a couple of projects, splitting 
them up into segments so that each 
day I will accomplish something. In 
the meantime, I get a message from 
Samuel. He’s decided he wants to 
come to India for his one-month 
uni spring holiday. While saying our 
goodbyes in London, we’d briefly 
discussed his plans for this period 
and I’d casually asked him if he’d 
like to come to India. The seed has 
sprouted and I check around for 
decent ticket prices, finding an in-
convenient, but inexpensive route 
on which he’ll have to go through 
Belgrade and Abu Dhabi to get 
here. He says he doesn’t mind, so 

we book it up.
I seriously need to com-

plete the editing of my 
book, ‘The Living Pyra-
mid’ that I’ve been writ-
ing for the past couple of 
years now. It deals with 
the very intricate and 
detailed journey I experi-
enced between 2005-8 to 
make my film, ‘The Circle 
of Immortality’ that can 
be viewed at www.pyra-
midkey.com. The book 
only needs a final edit, 
which may sound easy, 
but once I start reading 
it, find that much work is 
required on the text. Plus 
all the designs that were 
hand drawn on lined file 
paper and subsequently 
scanned into the computer 
are only temporarily posi-
tioned and need to be pro-
fessionally drawn and set 
into place. And the photos 
need editing and trans-
forming into greyscale…

To be continued...
Susan’s website may 

be found at www.pyra-
midkey.com
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