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On a Journey...

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

In order to achieve the goal of the
Tibetan Book of the Dead project,
we have to create the mobile game
with a ‘vibration’, a beat or rhythm
that matches people’s consciousness, as our work will only be met
by and interacted with as many
people as can receive the mirrored reflection of this particular
compounded energetic structure,
in terms of sound and light. This
means that the most powerful mirrors of all have to be embedded deep
inside the game, and you also need
to merit getting to those levels too.
But because the question has been
put to you as a challenge, you are
eager to solve it! And in doing so,
you will be learning and embedding the symbolic meaning, flow
and effects of the varying states,
like peaks in your everyday reality into your mind stream, where
you are both this and that, where
you are not sure if you are coming
or going. You will now be able to
sub-consciously, at least, see those
moments that hold golden opportunities for breaking through layers
of your own conscious reality, shifting perception to a more holistic
viewpoint, and ultimately from the
viewpoint, then from within the
whole of manifest appearance, as
everything, within everything.
During the time Edward and
Lucy are staying over in Naggar,
we meet to have pizza together in
Manali. This is when they tell us
they’re getting married in September this year and that we are
invited to the wedding! They’ve
decided to go back to the UK a few

weeks early, as they’ll spend the
first week or so visiting respective
members of their families and sharing the news with them before going to their home in Scotland. However, before they go off to visit other
parts of Himachal and in particular,
McloedGanj, home of His Holiness
the Dalai Lama, they are going to
spend a bit more time at our place
with us. During these days, we try
to go to Manikaran, to visit the hot
springs in the bowels of the Sikh
temple there, but there are landslides that have blocked and closed
the road due to incessant rain in
the past few days. We literally get
less than 10km down the valley before we know that we can’t go any
further, and instead spend a few
hours at Kais monastery, one of the
largest Tibetan monasteries in the
Kullu-Manali valley, before turning
back for home.
On one of the only blue-sky days
during Edward and Lucy’s whole
stay, we decide to visit Bijli Mahadev. The reason why we’ve chosen this place today is because it
stands at the end of the ridge that
runs one side of the valley above
Kullu, in the most fantastic position, forming a kind of peninsular
jutting out into the valley where the
Kullu-Manali valley meets the Parvati valley below and it would not
be worth going there on a foggy or
low cloud day, as you need to be able
to see the vista. We park the car and
walk along a road and then up, up
and up through the straight trunks
of deodars and forest pines, blotting out much of the valley below,
but then you come through, onto a
long and wide plateaued meadow
that has a slightly curved ridge to
it, in its centre. We pass through a
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‘street’ of tented shops that are
just opening business for this year
and supplies are being brought in
for the season to come. Then as we
reach the top of the open stretch to
get to the actual temple, the snow
gets almost ankle deep, every step
of the way enjoying the multi-dimensional views across the snow
peaks far, far into the distance. We
take in the scene, one side to the
other, each photographing it in our
own way. The pujari there tells us
that the temple is still officially
closed, but opens the doors anyway
for us to have ‘darshan’ – ‘vision’
of the deity. But to do this, we must
take off our shoes and walk across
the snowy, icy surface outside, barefooted, which is absolutely freezing!
We make two last trips just days
before their departure, one to what
we’ve come to term, ‘the village at
the end of the valley’... It really is,
and no less these days, as we have
to walk the last stretch because the
village has been cut off by a massive
landslide. Pulag lies at the end of
the valley where the two melas we
went to took place. The pilgrimage
here feels like dotting the i’s and
crossing the t’s for this valley and
if the conditions of the steep slope
up into the forest behind the village
hadn’t been quite so slippery, we
probably would have walked on a
bit further, beyond the village, into
the intriguing landscape ahead! By
coming here, we’ve formed a kind
of positional triangle, if you were
to draw lines between the places
we have visited in this valley and
I don’t know why that should
seem important, but somehow it
makes sense.
There’s another side valley on
the opposite side of the main Kullu-
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Manali valley, pretty much directly
ahead of the valley where Pulag is.
This is a ‘new road’ for Jamyang
and I too and we tentatively follow
signs up to the Fazal hydroelectric
plant. It’s pretty much like a gorge
down there, and the road climbs
quite steeply up and into the valley. This is a picture out of ‘Tales
of Shangri-la’ if such a book exists,
but it’s not a good time for photography, as the sun has already set
behind the mountain and the light
is dead. We’ve decided to go as far
as we can until the road doesn’t allow us to go any further. There are
houses and villages dotted on the
other side, seemingly on cliff edges
that honestly I cannot even imagine how people get to them. When
the road indeed gets too bad for us
to drive on in our car, we park it
and walk a bit further, following the
line of a chiseled out track indenting the cliff face, winding off and
up into the distance, with our eyes.
A local fellow tells us that one day
that road will get to Dharamshala
from here, but they would probably
have to build a tunnel some of the
way. Dharamshala is actually not
very far from us as the crow flies,
but since high passes and snow
peaks are smack in the way, getting there by road takes 10 hours,
because you have to go all the way
down to another main valley at
Mandi that can take you across to
Kangra at the end of another valley, where you catch the main road
that takes you up to Dharamshala
and McloedGanj.
During the time Edward and
Lucy are away in Naggar, they pop
round to Shanti Bhawan on several mornings and then when they
return to stay with us, I continue
going through each of my photo collage art pieces, including ‘Mirror of
Space’, ‘Rainbow Symphony’, ‘Key
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of Life’ and the ‘Circle of Immortality’ art piece. The ‘Circle of Immortality’ was made around the same
time as the ‘Two Keys’ and ‘Pure
Vision’ and is a 3D art piece showing us how our perception mirrors
into appearance. Several years
on, I made the photo collage art
piece, ‘Mirror of Space’ that is in
the shape of an ‘AUM’ (commonly
known as OM), but really AUM, because the actual word is made up of
3 Sanskrit letters and may be understood as the three basic layers of
reality. In order to exemplify these,
I use pictures of water in varying
states of solidity, ones I’d been taking during the years I was filming
on the River Ganges for my movie
‘Crossing Bridges’ that I was making with Dr Dass and Leela Sarup
in Mussoorie, Uttarakhand, India.
The ‘A’ represents the emanated
world, that which is appearing solidly as if it were real and uncannily looks like a ‘3’ in devnagari
script. It’s made up of pictures of
snow and ice, water in solid form,
to enhance the effect. The ‘U’ then
encompasses pictures of water as
liquid, the surface texture of water,
as this blueprint state of reality is
the cauldron of the subtle manifest
world of light, sound and shape that
I’ve curled around to look like a ‘2’,
whilst the ‘M’, made up of pictures
of clouds and rainbows in the sky,
represents its dissolving gaseous
state, the invisible, non manifest
part of ourselves that looks like a
1 with a 0 above it, in the middle.
3-2-1-0 blasts off to dissolution!
And likewise, 0-1-2-3-4-blasts off to
manifest form!
To be continued...
For all previous editions of
Susan’s story, ‘On a
journey...’, please go to:
www.pyramidkey. com/
readsusansarticleshere/”.

