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On a journey…

Continued from previous issue…
By Susan Griffith-Jones, Exclusive

Along with the cumulative psychological input of thousands of people,
monks, high lamas, visitors and locals, the weather is really volatile
throughout the 3 days of the Enthronement Ceremony of the 42nd
His Holiness Sakya Trizin, turning from blue skies and sunshine

ing is with us and will be staying
at our place for the next couple of
months now. It’s much colder than
what we’ve been used to down in
the foothills so I request a heater
from the fellow at the reception
of the hotel. In the morning we
awake to what sounds like a team
of paratroopers pounding on the
tin roof above our room. Monkeys
galore !! I draw back the curtains to
a wondrous view of the Himalayas;
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to fierce thunderstorms at a moment’s turn.
I am also on tenterhooks. I am
practising a special form of meditation taught to me by some of the
masters present at this function
and although I had been convinced
of some improvement in my process, I somehow go to pieces in their
presence. Are they showing me how
arrogant I am to think I am really
getting to the bottom of this? Or am
I looking into the mirror honestly,
in their environs?
The event itself is back to back
with events, programmes inside the
main temple followed by teachings
from the high lamas and cultural
events. Jamyang tells me that a
group of them had to revive some
old dances from Tibet that only one
man alive today still knows and has
now passed on to the next generation... these sort of functions have a
multi-purpose !
On the way home, we stop in
the old British hill station, Shimla.
Jamyang’s Auntie from Darjeel-

forest, mountains and Himachal’s
capital city, Shimla in front of me.
I don’t have much time before I
have to leave India again and am
not so happy about it, but this is
the flow of my life and I just simply have to go with it, be with it,
while understanding that its essence is both a quiet dripping at
the source while simultaneously
existing as a huge gaping estuary
at the mouth, emerging into this
moment of ‘Now’. I spend much of
the time I have left at home trying
to find a way to get to the 4th International Kailash conference I’ve
been invited to in Tibet. This year
they’re hosting it at Mount Kailash
itself and the conference wants to
highlight the ancient knowledge of
the region. I have chosen to present
a paper on the phenomena of Naga
beings as this is the topic for my
next photo collage art piece and I
need to encourage myself to both
research about them and discover
how I will create it. Lake Manosarovar that lies close to the pyrami-
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dal shaped mountain on Kailash,
is mythologically speaking meant
to be an important home of these
beings and I’m going to find out as
much as I can about their world.
My last trip to Kailash was a
very different type of journey to
what I am expecting to make this
time. Then, in local transportation
I made my way up the Karakoram
Highway of Northern Pakistan
and crossed the Kunjarab Pass
into West China, a remote, endless
stretch of 400km of No Man’s Land
between stamping my passport out
of Pakistan at Gilgit and into China
somewhere across the pass. When
there was no other means of getting
to where we needed to go, my friend
and I reluctantly hitched a lift in
a petrol tanker and spent what
turned out to be 5 blissful days
winding our way 5 days through a
roadless track of dust and dirt all
the way to Darchen, which is the
little town at the start of the famous kora (circumambulation) of
this special mountain after which
time I subsequently did a retreat
in a cave overlooking its peak for
several weeks. This was in 2004. I
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sents the union of non-duality and
for Buddhists it’s essentially highlighting the same end, but using
different terminology.
I seriously start looking into the
worldwide presence of Nagas in
mythology and traditions around
the world. It seems that the snake
lurks beneath every stone of history, a universal symbol that has been
coined by definition simultaneously
as ‘wisdom’ and ‘evil’ as well as ‘benevolent’ and ‘harmful’. I suppose
that continues to highlight the
non-duality of everything, just as
the very shape of Kailash expresses.
Sergei sends me details of the
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contact Sergei who is the head of
the Russian section of the Kailash
conference group. He is passionate
about Kailash and will be seeking
new pathways around the central
part of the mountain on this up
and coming expedition. Hindus and
Buddhists both revere the place. In
Hindu terms, it’s the abode of Shiva
and his consort and physically looks
like a ‘lingam and yoni’ that repre-

trip they’ve organised through
an agent in Lhasa. It seems like a
reasonable deal, so I propose to Jamyang and the kids that they come
along too. We purchase our flight
tickets to China, Samuel and I to
Beijing from London and Alexi and
Jamyang to Kunming from Delhi,
since Alexi needs to return to India first with all her possessions as
she’s moving back to the East to
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start her course in Kathmandu later
in the year.
I notice that I am pushing hard
to try and stay on my previously
laid out blueprint of track of this
year. Vietnam has been cancelled
and I am intuiting that this trip
to Kailash may not be as easy to
work out as I had previously envisaged. The leap of faith I had to
muster up to go to Berlin earlier in
the year is carrying me beyond the
boundaries of my previous expectations and has shifted the dynamic
of each and every other event I had
potentially designed. I just have to
go with it. This is the suffering of
change and potential entry onto the
‘higher’ path. Shedding the skin is
also what the snake does, I muse to
myself. My focus on the Naga beings has many layers.
If I move with this new project,
then I have to let go of the rest of
the things that were forming in
potential. I have to focus my mind
on these things, have to pierce
through the beginning and ending
aspect of everything, allowing it all
to just be at a stage of flow, seeing
always where it has come from and
where it is going to, birth and death,
round and round, just like the endless cycle of water demonstrates to
us in openness. The Tibetan Book
of the Dead is working as deep into
my own life, just as it is into this
project. “I have two things to get
done today,” I think to myself as I
stand outside the Indian Embassy
in Berlin for over an hour in minus
five degrees to achieve the first of
my tasks.
To be continued...
Susan’s website may be
found at www.pyramidkey.com
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