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On a journey…

Continued from previous issue…

Things had not been going well
in the UK. We’d moved back to
‘settle down’ when Alexi was
due (1996) and had set up a business importing items from Russia where we’d been living until
just before she was born. But,
honestly speaking, my heart was
not in it. Saying that, until the
moment I’d got pregnant, I was
very much in it and enjoying the
trading world, but with the hormones of pregnancy and perhaps
the influence of the karma of
the child growing within me, the
course of my life was to change…
I believe that when you have children, you merge your lifelines together and as a group, your paths
mingle with each other, influencing each other. When Samuel was
born 12.5 months later, fate took
its own course, as the day I went
into hospital to give birth to him,
our staff walked out on us, taking
our entire client contact base with
them, essentially folding in the
business, well at least for us. This
pre-meditated plan led to the disintegration of the company, massive debts and hence creditors on
our back.
Albeit with a newborn and 1
year old child, I tried to reassemble the business as best I could, but
destiny had other plans in store
for me. The day I gave in, let go
and locked the door to the little office, I walked away promising myself that I would never ever again
do anything so untrue to my being
as to chase money. How we have to
learn the hard way! And my spirit
was ready for it. Although it made
little sense at the time, I swore I
would turn to my creative side
and start writing, no matter how
much I didn’t know about how to
do it! Having consulted a friend,
who had told me, “You write by

just writing… buy a notebook and
start jotting down ideas and take
it from there,” I started. The children’s’ father was more insistent
though and wanted to continue
doing business and this formed
the essential split in our relationship. Until then we’d been doing
everything together and now we
were spinning off along our own
forked routes. His business took
him to the port of Rotterdam and
I followed, but with my notebook,
not calculator, in hand. And, it
was during the year we spent
there that I connected to the route
I’d been waiting for the whole of
my life.
I remember it started when
I was about 13 or 14 years old.
Every New Year, I would sit alone
somewhere and ask myself, “Will
the thing that’s meant to happen
to me, happen this year?” One
year, a reply came spontaneously
to my mind, that I would have to
wait until I was 28 for it to happen, but of course I didn’t believe
such a flippant retort coming from
my immature mind then. When I
finally met His Eminence Chogye
Trichen Rinpoche in Kathmandu
at the age of 28 years old, I had
already spent 3 years pouring my
heart and mind out onto pages of
volumes of notebooks. I was writing stuff that I had no idea where
it was coming from, digging into
my mind, mining knowledge and
trying to interpret it accordingly.
So much so that when I arrived
at the feet of the Master, I was
already prepared for the spiritual journey he would now take
me on.
Standing at the port of Calais
today, I remember these events
in a flash; the year in Rotterdam,
calling out with all my might into
the Universe for a Master to guide
me on the spiritual path that was
revealing itself to me through my
writing, realising that this was
too treacherous and dangerous a

route of entangled mind to pass
along without guidance. I mean,
in worldly terms, if one were to
adventure into a jungle, it would
be advisable to have a local, or an
experienced person to guide one
through all the potential dangers
that exist there, wouldn’t it! The
year in Rome after Rotterdam and
my job teaching English there, essentially helped me ‘revise’ my
English language grammar and
with my mind in the shape it was,
look at it from a deeply philosophical viewpoint. “Why does English
have three auxiliary verbs whereas all other Latin based languages
only have two?” I would ask myself. I remember observing the
verb, ‘to be’… always used in the
sense of the present tense in English, ‘I am going’, ‘I am doing’, ‘I
am coming’, ie. something that’s
happening right now and I would
ponder over this sense of being
within the present moment having the effect of connecting us
to an essential state; then some
months in South East England
before the final split between me
and the kids’ Dad occurred; and
then, within several months, I
was off to Nepal. I had crossed
treacherous waters to get here,
both in the sense of my life circumstances and also the rapidly
changing space of my mind during
these years. Nothing would ever
be the same again. I had crossed
the abyss.
The Channel lying before me
looms like a memory of that chasm,
but I sleep all the way to London
after landing in Dover and awake
nearby Victoria, where I dial for
an Uber that drops me off to my
hostel in South Kensington. It’s
3am, but I dial the number they’ve
sent me and hear it ringing in the
room to the left of the main door
that’s firmly locked. I ring three
times, no answer. They’d said in
the mail that someone would answer! Then peering through the
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window, I see the issue. The receptionist is sleeping on the sofa
and the phone is ringing nearby
on the table. I ring again, but still
he doesn’t wake up. I then see another way and leaving my bags on
the steps, climb down to the basement and up onto a window ledge
so that I can physically bang on
the window. He awakens with a
start and I scramble back to the
steps near the front door to show
my face at the window.
The next morning I’m not feeling so hungry after the weird
time and space tunnel I’ve been
through on what has turned out
to be a 46-hour journey from
Bosnia to here. But after arriving at my friend, Arabella’s home
in Kensington, at last a sense of
normality arises. Over a coffee
at the kitchen table, I tell her of
my journey and my trip to Bosnia, explaining about the filming
and how my camera broke last
minute, on the last day as I was
taking some final, but beautiful
shots on the Pyramid of the Moon
and Earth. She asks me what happened and I tell her that it’s not
such a huge technical problem,
just that the cassette box will not
accept the cassette into it, reading ‘Error’ every time I load it.
“The same thing happened with
my old Sony,” I tell her, “It can

be easily fixed.” It’s just annoying
that I couldn’t capture the images I wanted to get on the last day
while the weather was nice. “But I
didn’t let that beat me,” I tell her.
For having realised that the camera was just not going to let me
use it this time, I had run back to
my little apartment, grabbed my
digital camera and used the video
function on it to capture the pictures I wanted. “I just don’t know
how I’ll be able to blend that film
ratio into the video images,” I tell
her, but shove that thought into
the recesses of my mind for a later
date when I actually have to deal
with the matter.
For now, I’m here in London
and need to focus my mind towards the Tibetan Book of the
Dead project and the meeting I’ll
be having with the grant organisation sometime soon. Francesca
is in charge of setting up the meeting and I call her to tell her I’ve
arrived and to arrange to get together with her to discuss the up
and coming meeting. In the meantime I give the bunch of crystals
I’ve gathered in Bosnia to Arabella and her two boys and we plan
to make a crystal grid throughout
her house.
To be continued...
Susan’s website may be
found at www.pyramidkey.com
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