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On a Journey...

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

Even though I’m now in the French
Pyrenees, I can’t believe that it’s
only been a month since I flew out
of San Francisco for London; my 2
days there are absolutely full on, as
I hardly have a moment to catch my
breath after arriving early in the
morning on the overnight Flixbus
from LA. Having just recently been
to San Francisco in March, I know
the public transportation system
quite well and am staying in the
same hostel I did beforehand, near
Union Square. After dumping my
bags in the storage room and making a pancake from batter in a huge
vat in the hostel kitchen that’s the
breakfast deal, I make my way
across to Oakland, just missing the
train connection I needed by literally 20 seconds. The next BART
train is leaving in half an hour, so
when I finally meet Cece at Rockridge station, I am extremely apologetic over my tardiness. Mark, from
Cleveland has put me in touch with
her after I’d expressed interest in
visiting the Redwood forests that
are in pockets along the Californian
coastline. We’ll have to drive several hours south out of the city, beyond San Jose to get to where she’s
earmarked the Big Basin Redwoods
Park on the map for us to hike
through. We stop for a snack lunch
in the sweet little town of Saratoga
on the outskirts of San Jose and
then climb up and over the mountainside into another valley. It’s a
stunning vista over miles of forest as we climb through the trees,
winding past entrances to driveways that I imagine lead to fancy
forest ‘cabins’ and second homes
for the wealthy. With the tallest
trees in the Santa Cruz mountains, Big Basin has many that are
over 250ft tall and around 1000
years old!
Cece is a conservationist and has
been working in a job managing as-

pects of the local environment in
the Berkeley area for years. She’s
been here before, but admits it’s
been absolutely years. I would like
to see the largest trees possible and
we ask in the information centre
where they can be found. “The
‘Father of the Forest’ is just over
there along that pathway on the
left,” the park attendant tells us.
Although not the tallest at a height
of 250ft, its diameter is a whopping
16ft 10 inches wide. On the other
hand, ‘Mother of the forest’, which
is also on the loop we’re doing, used
to be the tallest tree in the forest
at 329ft, but lost her top and now
reigns at 293ft. Living up to 1000
years, these insect repelling, fire
resistant giants only have a root
of 6-10ft deep, because they do not
drill them deep into the ground,
but extend them sideways, almost
as wide as the tree is tall, effectively holding hands with adjacent
trees to form a strong underground
web. We wander around the chosen
circuit, snapping picture after picture, chatting vociferously all the
way, then when it’s closing time,
head back into SF later in the evening. The next morning my very old
friend Teddy comes to the hostel to
pick me up. We walk up and over
and around the main roads of the
city, in the manner of SF’s terrain,
which is hilly and compact. It’s a
beautiful day and the city, stunning
and at one point, we can see simultaneously over the Golden Gate and
Oakland Bridge bay areas. It’s Fleet
Week and today is Columbus Day,
so there are celebrations going on
for this festival. We want to catch
up on news, so we decide to avoid
the crowds and settle at a table on
the pavement outside an Italian
restaurant, but can still see the old
planes that are being flown over the
city and parades taking place at the
end of our street. Teddy is insistent that I tell her every small detail
about the Tibetan Book of the Dead
project, which I do as much as possible, mentioning the change of fo-
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cus I’ve had recently after meeting
Rinpoche in France and my latest
idea for its execution. But we don’t
have enough time to really get to
the bottom of it, as I need to get
a train out to the airport to catch
my flight, which is leaving early in
the evening.
My two days in London are
gone in a flash; sorting out paperwork, unpacking, washing and
re-packing. Now I’ll have a Ryan
Air weight limit, one case of 10kg
(but I know they won’t weigh it
as I’ve bought a ‘Priority’ ticket
for 6 pounds extra, which means
I can carry my bag onboard) and
a small rucksack/handbag, but I’m
still mindful about what I’ll really
need. I also get a chance to have
dinner with my brother John and
his partner Sharon, who has also
just returned from LA. Samuel has
just celebrated his 21st Birthday
the previous week and we make a
little ‘do’ of it in a local Lebanese
restaurant whereby the owner
brings over a small desert cake for
the four of us with some candles on
the top. My flight out to Copenhagen the next day is from Stansted,
but at a reasonable time of day for
the GBP 9.99 that I’ve paid for it.
Kirsten is waiting for me at the airport at the other end. It’s been over
a year since we met in Bosnia, even
though she visited our home in the
Indian Himalayas in January last
year while I was still in the UK. Jamyang had given her a tour of our
house and showed her my photo
collage art pieces hanging on the
walls of various rooms and given
her and her friends a cup of tea. We
talk about this as we’re driving into
the city where we’re staying with
Trine, a family member of hers,
on the 3rd floor of an apartment
block, in a comfortable space near
the edge of the city centre. When
we arrive, Trine’s making us a vegetarian meal, while a lovely pot of
tea, candles and décor are already
on the table.
I’ve never really been to Den-
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mark before, only driven through
it to get from Sweden to Germany,
once, many years ago and am still
tuning in. I like the first few days in
a new country as I find myself very
alert to it, as I’m figuring it out, not
focusing on the logistics as such,
which are pretty much the same
everywhere in the Western world,
but the sense of the people and
the culture of the place. However,
there’s no time for hanging around
as the next morning, Kirsten and I
are off at the crack of dawn to drive
through the incredible Autumn colours lining a highway of rush hour
traffic, to the High Tech Summit at
the Technical University of Copenhagen that’s situated in the northern part of the city.
A while back, Kirsten had suggested that I attend it with her for
the sake of the Tibetan Book of
the Dead project, in order to learn
about what’s currently going on in
the tech world, which apparently
the Danish are really up on these
days. The Danish Prime Minister
opens the event that starts sharp
at 9. It’s a massive event with not
only the students of the uni taking
part, but participants and speakers from all over the world. I am
not exactly feeling like a fish out
of water here, but notice that I
am probably approaching it from
‘the other side’. Like an explorer,
I’m going off my usual path again,
keeping rooted in the knowledge
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that everything is possible and that
I have just as much right to be perusing this ‘scene’ as anyone else.
I think that because I’m not fully
immersed in the tech world, but am
brushing shoulders with it all over
the place, I have enough familiarity with it not to feel completely
alienated, but nevertheless am not
really interested in what does not
touch the needs of the project. It’s
like I’m delving into it out of necessity rather than from some general
interest in it, in and of itself that
is. I see that it’s coming and that
to a certain extent it’s already here,
but what really intrigues me is how
it will evolve the consciousness of
humanity, even potentially steer
the future of mankind. My imagination is however, definitely still
larger than the capacity of today’s
tech and I want it to be doing things
that are still a way to go, which is
the most frustrating aspect of it,
for me.
Although I see that there are
many peripheral things that I
should be thinking about, like data
storage and architecture, software
engineering and coding, grant application and project management
etc…, from this exhibition, I’m
mostly interested in learning about
the potential of Augmented and
Virtual Reality.
To be continued...
Susan’s website may be
found at www.pyramidkey.com

