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Susan and Samuel on the rooftop terrace at Naggar, Kullu-Manali val-
ley, India

Susan in her attic office, with new bookshelves, Shanti Bhawan, Kullu-
Manali valley, India

Susan and Erika, at Susan_s exhibition _Universal Osmosis_, London, 
Nov 2016

Breatharian Conference in Romania, Summer 2018

Our 3 cats_ Zema, Tashima and Dumbu, Shanti Bhawan, Kullu-Manali 
valley, India

By Susan Griffith-Jones, Exclusive

Painting the puja room is not as 
simple as it seems. There are so 
many fiddly bits, like the book-
shelves, the window frames and my 
shrine that is made up of 3 levels of 
ply board fitted as layers into one 
corner of the room. By contrast, the 
larger wall areas are easy and take 
moments to brush up and down. To 
take my mind off how much work 
there is to do and not feel like I’m 
not advancing the Tibetan Book 
of the Dead project one inch, as I 
paint, I listen to a book on Amazon 
Audible, on neuroscience and am 
enthralled by both the complex-
ity and simplicity of the brain. Al-
most 5 days on, I’m done, nauseas 
from the constant smelling of the 
paint and turps, even though the 
windows are open and the next 
day, when I smell Jamyang clean-
ing off the brushes, I instantly  
feel repulsion.

Cleaning and replacing each 
item one by one, I then give Sam-
uel’s room a good going over, ready 
for him to arrive the next day. Af-
ter both rooms are spic and span, 
I feel like a deep cleanse has taken 
place within me too. Since land-
ing in Delhi, he’s been staying at 
the home of a Tibetan friend of his 
from Manali school days, in Majnu 
Ka Tila. Because it’s the Easter 
weekend, his group of friends gath-
er there and he ends up staying a 
week and I joke with him that he’s 
not going to get further than Delhi 
for his entire stay! But for the next 
10 days, he’s with us and it’s a re-
laxed period of time. He has exams 
when he gets back to the UK and 
wants to study while he’s here. One 
morning, we visit a rooftop terrace 

café in the upper part of Naggar, 
a village just 4km from our home. 
Overlooking the valley below, we 
enjoy the morning, coffee, cakes 
and all. We’ve both brought work to 
do; Samuel, his revision notes and 
me, a book to read, but we end up 
talking a lot and getting very little 
work done! 

Back in January while I was 
staying in Berlin, I received an in-
vitation to a programme in Roma-
nia this summer. Originally I met 
Erika from Brussels, at Pyramid 
Valley in India, and after that, she 
came to visit my exhibition, ‘Uni-
versal Osmosis’ in London. She is 
a ‘Breatharian’, which means she 
doesn’t eat food, or drink liquids as 
a general habit, but can do just to 
be socially polite on occasions. Plus 
she’s more than 80 years old! Cris-
tiana is the organiser of this Pranic 
Festival, as they call it, in Romania 
and after receiving Erika’s mes-
sage, I feel an instant wish to con-
nect with her. However, it’s taken 
me this long, til now, to actually do 

so and I instinctively know why. De-
spite the fact that I totally believe 
it’s possible to live without food 
and drink and understand the sci-
ence behind living on pure ‘prana’, 
I am simply not willing to give up 
food. I mean, why should I? They 
say you will become free of disease 
and fully energised when feeding 
directly off the cosmos, in other 
words, no more second hand food 
that’s been processed by plants or 
animals; just pure, fresh prana, 
made of perfect cosmic energy. My 
argument is a bit lame, I know… 
so I think I need to acknowledge 
that I’m just slightly panicking at 
even the idea of completely turning 
my world upside down and at what 
kind of cold turkey 45 years of eat-
ing food and drinking liquids would 

cause! I mean, just imagine the 
knock on effect! No eating, means 
no shopping for food, no cooking, 
no meals and all the time all those 
operations take, not to mention 
spending much less money - I don’t 
mind that! My mealtimes are like 
little markers in my day, islands 
around which I organise my time, 
staggering out a seemingly endless 
space stretching out ahead. I think 
I may get lost without having a next 
destination to reach, ie. breakfast, 
lunch, dinner or tea break, plus the 
social implications it would cause 
and having to justify it everywhere 
you go. And, by courtesy of not eat-
ing, one sleeps much less too. How-
ever, I’m deeply curious why I keep 
running into people from this com-
munity and it’s not just these days. 
Over the years, I’ve had various 
brushings with ‘non-eating’ people, 
like sun-gazers too and once again, 
the Breatharian world is knocking 
at my door. Am I the stubborn one, 
just not listening to the informa-
tion coming to me!? Not be closed 
minded about it, I fix a Skype meet-
ing for next week with Cristiana.

Our two resident female kittens, 
who are 8 months old now, are all 
fired up on heat during March and 
getting chased by a male cat from 
the village, who we think is one of 
ours who strayed. It’s honestly dif-
ficult to tell as their faces change as 
they get older, but he’s very friend-
ly when I call him and he lets me 
stroke him and gobbles down the 
plate of Whiskas I put out for him. 
I think we can expect more kittens 
within a couple of months. People 
ask me why I don’t get them steri-
lised and it’s a simple answer. The 
kind of vetrinary service we have 
around here gives the females a 
50/50 chance of surviving the oper-
ation. The stakes are just too high. 
Also they love having kittens. I’ve 
never seen a feline happier than 
when she has a litter. But it’s true 
that they don’t last so long either. 
Whether it’s from having kittens, 
or getting some kind of disease, I 
can’t be sure and we just can’t get 
them treated properly here in the 
mountains. We’ve now got only 3 
cats, as Monkey, our main female 
cat disappeared sometime in the 
late winter and I suspect she may 
be no more, whereas Snoopy’s liv-
ing somewhere down in the village. 
The males tend to stray as they go 
searching for females and now we 
have only one male left here, Dum-
bu, who was neutered a number of 
years ago, as the operation for the 
males is not so difficult and chances 
of surviving, nearly 100%. He was 
born in this house in 2010 and is 
now the longest living cat we’ve 
had at almost 8 years old. It’s true 
that this is not how I learned to look 
after pets in the West, so it’s taken 
me years to accept that here we just 
have to follow the road, give them 

love, shelter and food, as long as 
they’re here. 

Jamyang has now put on his car-
penter’s hat and is making me some 
new bookshelves for my attic office. 
Right now, I just have a small shelf, 
a table and lots of things piled up on 
the floor, including books. We meas-
ure out one length of wall on one 
side of the room, but when he comes 
back from the local village carrying 
a pile of ply board that’s been neatly 
sliced into ready-to-build segments, 
he tells me that he’s going to make 
two, one more on the opposite side 
of the room for symmetry, as well as 
for more space. In the coming days, 
I hear sawing and banging and then 
it goes silent as he paints the wood, 
adding a nice trimming to the edges 
to finish them off. As it turns out, 
I have actually got so much stuff, 
that all the shelves are immediately 
filled, but the room opens out a lot 
too. It feels neat, tidy and spacious 

like this, so I’m glad he did it.
Jamyang’s yoga student, Mike, 

who came here last year with his 
wife to study with him, has trans-
lated my film, ‘The Circle of Im-
mortality’ into Italian. Last year, he 
showed it at the centre in Switzer-
land where he gives a weekly talk 
and we’d made a rough transla-
tion for that and we’re now tidying 
it up so I can attach the subtitles 
to the actual visuals. This is the 
fourth language we’ll have the film 
in now; English, Chinese, Russian 
and Italian! The film is also very 
much on my mind these days as I 
continue to edit my book, ‘The Liv-
ing Pyramid’, which has taken on a 
complicated turn in its middle sec-
tion, as it forces me to correlate the 
meaning of line, circle and spin into  
one explanation.

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

found at www.pyramidkey.com
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