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                CHAPTER ONE








I should have had on my Indiana Jones hat.  I did wonder  about bringing it with me,  but I thought it would look stupid.  It's really an Australian hat which, unfortunately, was made for a place where they don't see much rain and I was told the monsoon would just flatten it.  So I arrived in Siliguri, my first Indian city on my first day in India, without the hat.


Being in the back of this landroveresque motor  as it swept down from the Nepalese border into this Indian city was just like being in the movies. Apart from the buses, and taxis, and vans,  and bicycle rickshaws,  the big space we were driving into had millions of extras, the funny clothes, the fumes, the dust, the murderous heat,  and cows wandering all over the shop.


But you don't get the weather  in the movies.  Not the weather that crawls all over you.  It was beeling hot.  It was closer than close.  Sick, panting heat.  Waiting for the monsoon.  But it had been like that all day though it didn't seem so bad most of the way from the Nepalese border.  Maybe we'd  made a sudden drop in altitude.  Maybe it just didn't seen so bad till you had to move.


When the four or five Indians standing on the tailgate jumped off, I got a better look at all these thronging people and wondered what the fuck they were all doing there. The bus and taxi and jeep and van and bicycle rickshaw station at Siliguri is really teeming with people when we arrive. They can't  all be passengers. There are just too many of these people standing in all the spaces between  the vans and the taxis and the buses and the bicycle rickshaws.  The place is fucking chockablock. What with the heat and fumes and all that, you've got to think there must be better spaces in Siliguri to stand around in. But we'd  arrived at our destination, my first Indian city. Me and the twelve  other passengers in the back of the motor, the front of the motor and hanging off the outside of the motor,  had to get off and join the melee anyway.


Hands were reaching up and pulling at my kit bag as I hauled it off the top of the four wheel drive.  At the back of your mind you know all these millions of foreign people could take away your kit bag and scatter its contents, scrambling and fighting over the entrails, leaving you to scream or weep because there's really fuck all you could do about it.  It was always reassuring at moments like this not to be alone.  The Big Bad Wolf had come from the front seats and was reaching for his bags more or less at the same time.


    --------------------------------------


The voice you have in your head right now is in some way mine.  Usually, you have another voice that talks to you.  It might say things like why don't you just roll yourself another stick?  Or, why didn't I get out that book about tantric sex? Or, I think I'll go to bed.  This voice we somehow associate with ourselves.  Sometimes you just feels things, like fear, before you put a label, on it, but usually you think of your self as being somehow connected to the wee voice that monitors what's going on, and adds little suggestions, gives reassurance, or otherwise.  


This voice is particularly convincing when you're hung over, or coming down from whatever chemical soup you've been dunking your brain in.  It's great at articulating bummers.  It is very convincing under these circumstances, but you must remember that it's also a lying bastard.  For instance, it tells you it's alright to have another drink when three pints ago you would have been hospitalised if you hadn't been wearing your Viking helmet. 


------------


		So that's what this book is going to be about. The wee voice in your head being pushed out of the road so that this wee voice can go on about how I went on a shambolic Buddhist pilgrimage to India and Nepal when  I wasn't   even  a Buddhist and really knew bugger all about Buddhism. Also, it's a kind of guide on how to have a cosmic revelation  when you don't  believe in heaven, souls, religion, God, or fuck all like that. What with some added digressions into who or what we really are, you might be entitled to think that my wee voice is already turning a bit schizoid, a wee bit fragmented here.  That's probably just a first impression, but first impressions are important.  I have not donned the Viking helmet at the moment. You can imagine me in any headgear you like.


------------------


I can't remember  exactly when we decided to go on this trip.  We were talking about India.  He said he'd always wanted to go to India, but what with all the virulent illnesses and mortal diseases abounding in the subcontinent, etcetera,  he couldn't go till his kids were grown up.   I said he might be dead by then. He didn't  like the sound of that. You don't want to wind the Big Bad Wolf up, even inadvertently.  Immediately, he said let's go to Kathmandu... This sounds like a drunken conversation to me. Stoned and drunk, or, at least, drinking.  He said we could go on a Buddhist pilgrimage starting at Kathmandu.  He said pilgrim sounded much cooler than tourist. I said where the fuck's Kathmandu?  Nepal, he said.  It seems he always wanted to go to Nepal even more than he wanted to go to India.


When I had long hair and didn't wear socks most of the time, the idea of going to India was kind of around. A large slice of the dope dealing expertise fucked off from Edinburgh to the subcontinent in the early seventies.  But I did not want to go around staring at poor people, no doubt covered in suppurating sores and all the other things you have when you aren't a rich country or don't have a welfare state. I wanted to go to California then. But when  the Big Bad Wolf said he wanted to go on a Buddhist pilgrimage starting at Kathmandu,  well,  by then I had an interest in Eastern philosophy and meditated  for hours every day. Also, a publisher had recently agreed to advance me some money for a dirty book I'd written. So I could probably just about swing it. 


But you can't just decide to go to Kathmandu.  You've got to get a credit card and ask people if you're allowed.  You've got to settle it up with the Domestic Bliss, but you've  not to say anything until the Big Bad Wolf has said something first.  You feel in conspiracy already,  but you might as well keep your trap shut for a while because it looked as if it might be trickier at his end. He and his wife hadn't spent more than a couple of nights apart in over twenty  five years. He said he would just tell her and she'd have to accept  it.  It wasn't  going to be up for discussion. I'm going on a Buddhist pilgrimage to Kathmandu with  McKenzie next summer, he said.


-------------------------


Some people say when the Buddha left his palace to go and find the answers to a few questions he had about the suffering of the human beings, it was the morning after a bit of a party, the kind you maybe have in a harem with tons of georgeous babes up to their eyeballs in MDMA, wearing nothing but tassles and bits of string ... well, it sounded to me like the Buddha had been at that kind of a party.  So he wakens up and probably feels a bit scunnered, maybe a wee bit sick what with the all night revels and as many babes as you can handle in a drug squad free zone, etcetera.  Anyway, he wakens up to find himself surrounded by snoring, farting ... well, babes not longer endowed with the qualities he'd attached to them the night before, but morning after babes.  So he decides that he's had enough of the parties and that he's going to find the answer to all this suffering that was going on.  Not that he seemed to be suffering much.  Maybe a wee bit of a hangover, something like that.  So he thinks he'd better go and say cheerio to his wife.


The thing I love about this story is that he says cheerio to his wife and then goes.  No mention from the wife about what he'd been up to the night before while she was lying in her kip with the babe in arms.  That was understood.  She did not say, 'Where the fuck have you been, Guatama?'


You could try this sometime if you've pots of money.  Edinburgh's full of brothels, sorry, massage parlours, which nobody ever seems to go to.  So they must be full of people with not much to do.  I suppose if you'd enough money you could engage these people to put on the kind of party that the Buddha was at.  Try telling your wife or whatever that you're off to this party and then come back and tell them that you've had it with all this suffering and you're away till you find the answer to it all.  Some people I know would end up hirpling into Accident and Emergency if they told their wives much less than that.  On the other hand, it's amazing the crap some other women will put up with.


------------------


The point is that his penis was not attached to his emotions.  Not all the time.  Having a penis attached to your emotions might be a bit awkward if you're,  like the Buddha, a prince with plenty of time to spend banging all the best looking babes in the kingdom.  A certain sense of detachment  is required here.  Him and his wife seemed to have understood this.  The bastard was in heaven anyway!  He's living in a world of hot and cold running sex and no sexual jealousy.  Most people would settle for that.  But not the Buddha.  Off he goes to nearly starve himself to death and have a horrible time just like the rest of us, except worse.  It's because of this man behaving like this that we were able leave our partners for a while and say we were going on a Buddhist pilgrimage to Kathmandu.  In retrospect, it seems that maybe two of us left, but there was a bit of us never came back.


- ------------------


So I'm reaching up to pull the kit bag off the roof of the landroveresque vehicle, and all the hands are stretching up with me, and the Big Bad Wolf is coming into my periferal vision from one of the front passenger seats to execute the same manouvre with his bags, and we were being dead unhesitatingly functional in our body language.  Focused somehow.  Doing the business.  I pulled and swung the kit bag down and round,  completely ignoring the helping hands.  Suddenly, there was someone standing right there at the other side of the kit bag.  Amongst the bedlam, in a weak voice he was trying to say something to me.  He'd only have reached my shoulder, so I leaned towards him to hear what he was saying.  It only took a few seconds before my heart sank, and I was saying to myself, Holy Sweet Jesus, whit the fuck is this?


 --------------------------


He didn't have a name.  My name is Herman Hossilpoppil, but that is not my real name of course. My real name is John McKenzie, but  no one who really knows me, apart from the people at work and my family, ever calls me John.  My big brother, when he's had a few, sometimes calls me McKenzie.  That's about it.  The interesting thing about John McKenzie is that it doesn't change.  If it doesn't change,  maybe it's just a mental concept and not something you'd bump into in real life.  It's a label to cover a bit of a shifting sands situation really.  Maybe to lend an illusion of stability.  Fair enough, but the John McKenzie you might have an impression of when you read this book is certainly not the John McKenzie who is writing it at this moment.  And the John McKenzie who will be writing it tomorrow will certainly not be quite the same John McKenzie who is writing it today.  If anyone tells you sometime that they know John McKenzie, you can tell then from me that even John McKenzie doesn't fucking know who John McKenzie is and leave it at that.


---------------------------


You might have a wee problem with characterisation if you're writing in the first person and you're not sure who or what you are.  But we've got a name.  Herman Hossilpoppil.  Of course, there's no problem giving Hossilpoppil a character if I wanted to.  I could give you four characters, all sitting within his skin, and you could take your pick.  Here's a bit of one.  Hossilpoppil was capable of murder.  He knew that about himself and he knew that about all his brothers.  They were all killers at heart.  This was because part of Hossilpoppil was descended from a long line of unremittingly murderous Northern Irish bastards.  Worse than that.  He looked a bit Scandinavian.  He was descended from a long line of unremittingly murderous Northern Irish Viking bastards.


The Big Bad Wolf had all the Scottish bits and none of the Irish.  This made him a dour faced Scottish bastard, the kind you find all the way up and down the east coast of Scotland.  He was all that could be produced by hundreds of years of wind and rain and greetin faced Presbyterianism.  And he came from the Scottish archetypal two brother  family in which nobody seems to actually like anybody else.  They don't have proper smiles any of these Scottish people.  They do not possess open friendly faces.  They kind of laugh at you instead of with you at other people.  They can snigger and sneer, but belly laugh they cannot.


Unlike the Big Bad Wolf, Hossilpoppil was a master of human relations and got on wonderfully with everyone as long as he wasn't  in a bad mood.  I suppose he would have liked to see himself as being a wee bit like Clark Kent.  The mild mannered school librarian regularly murdered himself with physical jerks of one kind or another.  Boxing training three or four times a week, except it was in his kitchen and there was nobody else there.  Sit ups and squat jumps, press ups and skipping and shadowboxing.  Maybe you could say that this boy was demonstrating by such frantic activity a deep underlying fear of death.  Whatever it was, Hossilpoppil realised he did not behave like a normal forty five year old person.  When he wasn't doing the boxercises, he'd be standing on his head or tying himself in knots.  Then there was the Tai Chi stuff he was learning in case he ended up in jail.  If it hadn't been for the smoking and drinking and regular drug abuse, Hossilpoppil would have been in good shape.


The Big Bad Wolf does not look like one of your regular fat bald middle aged men in suits either.  He looks like one of these scary big tall skinhead bastards.  And any minute now he might don the pointy ears, the beady eyes, the shiny teeth, and give vent to that terrible lonesome cry.  Then he just might pull off your head and piss into your lungs.  You just can't tell with some people.  I suppose we make comfortable assumptions, but you shouldn't have to bother too much about character  or characterisation  in a book about travel and Buddhism, cosmic revelations, leaving your wife, and whatnot.


------------


Of course, if you were a person in a war book, you might give the Joe in the trenches with you a very close look.  You would want to know how far you could trust that person to behave in a so-called honourable way, whether or not that person would risk their lives for you, or run like fuck, etcetera.  Of course, these personal qualities might be more manifest depending on who you were in the trench with.  A bit of personal commitment  is what we're looking for here.  If you were a middle aged person in the trenches with your family, you might quite spontaneously risk your life for your children.  You might think once or twice with a husband or wife.  Are you more or less brave as a character  if you'd dive into a shark infested swimming pool to save your child, but were in a bit of a dilemma when your wife fell in next?


------------------------


I gave the Big Bad Wolf some very close looks in the months before we set off.  I thought I might end up in the trenches with him.  I didn't know.  Makes you think.  Once over twenty five years ago we were crossing the road when a car unexpectedly swung round the corner, the way they sometimes do when you're crossing the road a bit out of your face.  Suddenly I'm standing there like the human shield, gripped on both sides and unable to move.  Screeching brakes.  Excuse me.  Fuck sake.  I was about to jump out of the road there.  Never saw such an exhibition of self preservation in all my natural.  So before we went away,  I already knew he was a selfish cowardly bastard more disposed to flight than fight, but then again so are most people.  So am I.


------------------------


The trouble with character is that you won't know how far the cat will jump until you put the blowtorch to its arse.  In normal times you probably don't need too much character to get along.  It's only when you do something out of the ordinary or something critical occurs that  you're  ever really going to know.  Only when you committed the murder did we really know who you were.  Or maybe what you were capable of.  A bit late by then, but afterwards you could look down the line at all the things the Joe had said or done and reconstruct the picture.  No one does anything out of character.  Such a thing is not possible.  We do not have fixed characters.  We have maybe traits, habits, and propensities.


----------------------


Of course, in books you might find characters with permanent attributes.  These characters do not exist in real life.  They exist in your head.  All you get in books are arrangements  of the alphabet.  It's just a little bit of me and a whole lot of you.  You will not find any people in here.  I did go to Nepal and India with a friend of mine, but he is not a dour faced Scottish bastard and he is not in this book.  There's really just me and you.   I'm going to tell you about going on my holidays with the Big Bad Wolf. I wanted to make him a rabbit, a Big Bad Rabbit, because Watership Down practically outsold the Bible at one time, demonstrating that the book buying public can't resist a bit of anthropomorphism.  Maybe we have here a bit of anthropomorphism in reverse.  


Anyway, the Big Bad Wolf is too long to keep writing down so I'll shorten it to Glenda.  Glenda told me once that  he thought it didn't matter if you were a faggot or a lesbian, or even a man or a woman, for ninety percent of the time.  You would notice no difference.  For the purpose of this book then I have cut his penis off.  It now rests in a phial of formaldehyde, hanging on a chain round his neck.  I might make this because he is going to fall in love with a lesbian and has to change his sex to get her into bed.  How romantic.  Really, I think it should be cut off because it is too closely attached to his emotions.  Having your penis attached to anything at all can get you into enough trouble without attaching it too closely to your emotions.  Maybe a wee bit attached is alright.  Maybe sometimes attached  and sometimes not.  That would be even better.


-----------------------


Of course, there are some things you just don't want to get attached to, some things you could do without getting stuck in front of your face.  The person in front of me was very small.  I kind of leaned down into him.  He was very thin.  He was very small and thin.  He had some kind of light wrap round his waist.  A lot of people were wearing those and nothing else.  But I leaned down towards his face and his voice still seemed to be far away.  Around us was beep, beep, bang, clatter, shout, dust, heat, sweat.  The white mark I was staring at in the middle of his face turned out not to be a mark at all.  He didn't have a nose.  His head moved to the side and he said something rather weakly and lifted his arm a little.  A very shiny billy can hung from his wrist.  It was amazingly shiny.  At the bottom of it were maybe forty grains of rice.  The billy can was hanging on his wrist because there  wasn't  a hand there to get a grip on it.  There were just some gnarled bumps left.  Same with the other hand.  I was well onto the oh my god stage by this time.  Then the feet.  You've got it.  No feet.  Not what you or me would call feet.  Christ alone knows how he got as far as me.  I was so stunned I just stared, stared and stared for a good few seconds.  I was not expecting to be confronted by leprosy. I did not know that leprosy existed anymore anywhere. Have you ever felt really sorry for someone?


                    -----------------------------------------------


�
			CHAPTER TWO





 The mind game is evidently the only game in town. You'll never understand why I came to be confronted by this leprous person when I could have been lounging on a sun bed on some Mediterranean beach unless I start to introduce you to the mind game.


 Do you ever close your eyes to have a look at what's  going on? You only see the back of your eyelids, but you might get some kind of view as to what your mind is up to. Like, what thoughts arise in your mind? Are they good or bad, useful or merely half-focussed fragments?  Do you know if you can normally remember what you were thinking about five minutes ago, or do you often daydream and forget  more or less straight away? When was the last time you sat with your eyes closed when you weren't trying to fall asleep or listen to music? Nobody ever does that. I was about thirty four years old before it occurred to me that attempting such a thing might be a good idea.


Still, instead of drawing attention to yourself by seeming to read a book with your eyes closed, you could imagine being a Chinaman instead. Or a Chinawoman. If you are already one of those, you could go for someone else. It doesn't really matter  as long as you can imagine being asleep. Not dreaming, but in deep sleep. You know, the black stuff? Say you're Siamese, or anyone who doesn't speak English, and it's about a thousand years ago. You're asleep. You're about to waken up. Imagine you're just going through that point before you realise the bed is soft and warm, before you start scratching yourself, or rubbing your nose. What is the difference between your mind and the mind of a Siamese person a thousand years ago at this point?


-----------------------


                  Nothing. No difference. You can only differentiate between your mind and somebody else's when there's something in it. It might be a consolation to know that Albert Einstein wasn't  any smarter than you are when he wasn't thinking. Or when he was between  thoughts. Or when he was waking up and hadn't had the time to think of anything yet. It's stuff like that I'm interested in. I'm not really what you'd call a religious person.


------------------------


I'm not really a religious person, but you've got to think a religious person is going to feel sorry for someone standing in front of them with no fingers and no toes, and not even any nose, but just forty odd grains of rice at the bottom of a billy can.  You've got to think if Jesus Christ was standing looking at this guy then he's going to feel sorry for him.  Jesus Christ is definitely a religious person.  If a leper was lucky enough to be standing in front of Jesus Christ, then he's got to think all his Christmases have arrived at once.  Of course, Jesus Christ would feel a bit sorry for him and then he's going to cure him, isn't he?


I'm talking here about the Jesus Christ who is supposed to have suffered and died for me.  Even if you don't know what was going on with all this crucifixion stuff, you're liable to say things like Jesus Christ suffered and died for me if you count yourself a Christian.  Anybody who's not a Christian probably thinks that's very fucking stupid by the way.  How could Jesus Christ suffer and die for you when he'd never even met you, when he doesn't know you from Adam, or anyone else who lives on the Panderosa?


Of course, Jesus Christ suffered and died for me because I am a human being.  Whatever else he might have turned out to be, Jesus Christ was also a human being, so he knew the score.  He was just the same as everybody else in that he had a body, five senses, some emotions, some thought processing, and whatever else it takes to make  you a human being.  Jesus Christ is not much different from the leper in actual fact.  At least, they would have started out pretty similar, what with the skelps on the bum and the screaming and all that.


---------------------------


Compassion is what the human beings are supposed to feel for each other once they've  realised that they're more or less just about the same.  At least, we can imagine what the suffering of the other Joe might be like since they've only got the same kind of body, more or less, the five senses, the thought processing, and all that.  But you don't have to imagine or think anything much when the leper is standing unexpectedly right in front of you.  Say there was one right outside the next door you go through.  You can be a dike or a faggot, or have any other  possible sexual orientation that you like to conduct this little mind game by the way.  Would it make any difference?  You've been thinking about your dinner and you open the door and walk out.  Once you've accepted the images and whatever  flooding in through your five senses, you won't have to imagine or think about anything.  You'll feel something.  Amongst the shock and horror and maybe some disgust, even Genghis Khan might eventually have felt a little compassion.


But I don't think the leper was expecting me to cure him.  He was feebly gesturing towards his billy can because he was maybe hoping I'd put something in it.


-------------------------


No way was I having that.  That's begging. If you give beggars anything, you just encourage the bastards.  Everybody knows that.  If people hand grains of rice to lepers, they'll start breeding like rabbits.  Normal, healthy people will be hacking bits off themselves, right, left, and centre.  Before you know it the tabloids will have pictures of them lying around in the Ritz Hotel, snorting champers through the nose holes and taking the piss out of all you people who felt sorry for them.  That's the way it is with beggars.  Everybody knows that.  Luckily, I was only in Siliguri on the way to Darjeeling.  By all accounts Darjeeling was up the hills and the lepers weren't  going to get up those hills with feet like that.  Glenda says lepers are well known for their flexibility and would be able to perform oral sex on themselves, so no need to worry about them anymore.  Goodbye lepers.  Let's  keep the tone light and get this journey started.


-------------------------


  We met up one morning at the end of June in Waverley, Edinburgh's main train station.  He was there first and I had no trouble recognizing him.  You'd know the Big Bad Wolf if you saw him.  He has pointy ears and beady eyes and big white shiny teeth.  I asked if he'd brought any condoms with him.  He said no with a wry smile and told me he had gotten himself a terrible hangover after some woman had jumped on him the night before.  This woman was evidently not his wife.  I think I felt more comfortable changing the subject.


 Big Bad wrote in the journal he kept that I was his confidante though I didn't want to be.  You don't want to be anybody's confidante. If someone's got a secret, they should tell everyone or keep their traps shut.  The last thing I want is for them to come and tell it to me.  The other problem with being someone's confidante is that the secrets they tell you might not be true, or not wholly true, or maybe they've got a few porkies mixed in.  It's hard to tell, so when Glenda seemed about to lay some confidences on me, I usually didn't say much.  When he mentioned the woman jumping on him the night before, I just kind of filed it away, knowing he'd tell me all about it, including the few porkies and the bits that weren't really true, later on.  Right then we had to go looking for the platform.


---------------------------


The Poisonous Toad had come to see me the night before.  Although he is my deep dear friend, Poisonous is also a psychopathic wee bastard who looks like a short arsed cross between Peter Lorre in the Maltese Falcon and Mussolini.  When he wears his shades, he looks like the kind of guy who makes his living out of torturing political prisoners.  Last New Year he was up Princes Street for the bells and someone greeted him with Happy New Year, you strange looking person, you.  He came to see me afterwards, wearing the black snap brimmed fedora and a black scarf, a long expoliceman's black overcoat, black trousers, black socks, black shoes.  Cynicism in black.  Poisonous is not the kind of guy to go around wishing anyone happy anything.


But he has an interesting sense of humour.  He said I should offer Glenda a stick on the railway platform.  Just for a bit of a laugh.  Once upon a time, Glenda had been standing minding his own business in Waverley Station and this plain clothes plod put his hand on his shoulder and asked him how he was getting on these days.  That kind of thing could make you have a heart attack, but it had happened to Glenda when he was still a student and now he is totally respectable, so that's okay.


Poisonous had come to see me the night before because we were waiting for the Pizzaman Dope Delivery Service.  He'd only grass.  Total bummer.  You couldn't eat it.  It was stringy and compacted at the same time, the kind you had to mix with tobacco.  Total bummer for someone who saw the nicotine withdrawals sign shining out in dayglo colours every time he had a joint.  Still, Hossilpoppil hadn't had a fag for over two years, so he thought a wee joint on the way ... I had prerolled four or five.  So we're on the platform waiting for the train to London and I take out this joint, spark it up, and say do you want a toke.  Glenda said no.  Just a little flicker of apprehension maybe crossed his face there.  But happy days.  We're all going on a summer holiday.  Leaving all our cares and worries behind us.


----------------------------


If he'd had a toke on the joint, I wouldn't have been so out of my face when we sat down in the train and tried to get comfy.  He jammed the headphones from his Walkman over my ears a little unexpectedly.  Immaculate Fools, he said it was called.  I felt a bit confused.  I was half expecting Country and Western, stuff he'd started listening to over the last wee while.  I was never sure of that was a sign of his age or just brain rot. 


 Then we were in London waiting for a train to the airport.  The sign said Kings Cross Thameslink.  There are video cameras keeping a look out. I was going to have a joint at every juncture and I asked Glenda if he wanted a toke.  No. I'm about to make for a quiet spot at the end of the platform away from the video cameras so that I can light up an illegal substance when this amazing announcement  comes over the public address system.  Extinquish cigars, cigarettes and illegal substances, it said.  Video cameras and hidden fucking microphones!  I waited till we got to the airport.


------------------------------------


Then I was standing in the fresh air watching the planes landing and taking off, and having a toke.  Serious Bob Hope in this joint.  Maybe a little worried about presenting myself as the glassy eyed, pale faced dope fiend as I'm heading for the security scan on the hand luggage and the wee doorway you have to go through for a metal check.  Surrounded by men in uniforms.  Suddenly, I'm thinking where the fuck's the dope?  Did I leave it in the bacofoil in my shirt pocket?  Will the alarm bells ring?  Am I going to make an arse of myself even before I get out of Blighty?  You don't want to look paniced and guilty here.  Straight through the doorway after a bit of a fumble with the hand luggage.  The dope was in one of these wee black plastic film containers.  Fuck sake!  Pull yourself together here.


------------------------------------


Before going away, I'd watched the start of a movie called Alive.  An aeroplane crash, which takes ages and ages, starts the movie.  Then they're all stuck up the Andes and start eating each other.  I never got passed the crash.  Over the Andes in a storm and whack, whack off a few mountains and then become somebody's lunch.  The Andes is nothing of course.  A row of mere pimples.  We were going to fly across the Himalayas during the Monsoon.  Isn't Everest about 26,000 feet?  Can planes fly that high?  Maybe we'd have to fly through the mountains.  In a big cloud through the mountains.  Great.  I don't like flying.  I've not got a phobia.  I just think it's an improbable thing to do.  We flew over or through the Himalayas without seeing any mountains at all, just clouds.


-----------------------------------


The plane was half empty.  There are some very neatly turned out Nepalese on this plane.  They all wear blazers and flannels and look like middleweight champs.  I'm not fighting one of these guys.  Any of these people look at me twice and I'm on with the parachute and out the back door.  Fucking Gurkhas.  These guys get VCs for killing huge numbers of the enemy while suffering from having had an arm and two legs blown off.  They seemed very nice as well.  Makes you think though.  We're going to start a Buddhist pilgrimage in a country that breeds some of the best soldiers in the world.


 ------------------------------------


This isn't any more of a contradiction than going on a Buddhist pilgrimage when you know bugger all about Buddhism.  Hossilpoppil wasn't even a Buddhist. He'd looked at a Religious Education exam on Buddhism that summer and he couldn't answer half the questions.  He didn't even know what half the terms meant.  If anything, you might describe Hossilpoppil as a very, very lapsed catholic.  Hossilpoppil was brought up a catholic in a catholic church where the priest turned his back on the congregation and performed the magic in Latin.  All gone now of course.  There is a long journey of a different sort here of some thirty odd years from being a catholic kid who loved God to becoming and agnostic, then an atheist, then the kind of sceptic who goes on a Buddhist pilgrimage.  By the time he got on the plane for Kathmandu he was so sceptical he was sceptical about scepticism.  He was a thoroughgoing sceptic.  But he did not believe in believing in things.  The Catholics had done that for him.


---------------------------


                            I went to chapel a lot when I was a kid. My maw probably sent us because it was easier to walk around the living room when me and my wee brother and big sister were not there. We were the bottom end of the family and the floor was generally all we had to sit on. But when I could go to places on my own, I went to chapel on my own. The chapel was the best looking place I was ever in. There was marble and arches, statues and columns, a mini cathedral in fact. I must have started going to things on my own when I was eight or nine. Soon after you stop believing in Santa Claus, God's right there in the chapel waiting for you.


       		I used to go to Benediction on my own. I can't remember much about Benediction except that it was shorter than mass. I remember the incense. You had that at Mass as well. You could see the boy waving the thing about on the altar and then you waited for the smell to reach you. Stations of the Cross were good as well. You got to follow the priest around the chapel while he went from station to station. I don't remember  there ever being many people there when I went to Stations of the Cross. It wasn't a sacrament  or anything. You didn't have to go. By the time I was eight or nine, I must have been quite an enthusiast.


------------------------------


I did not send my kid to a catholic school partly because I did not want her brainwashed.  I did not want her lied to.  I thought public education was secular, so I was a bit surprised when she told me she'd been to church one day.  Unlike myself, I did not expect the kid to get any religious stuff at all.  Especially from a Presbyterian.  Especially from a Calvinist.  Calvin believed in predestination.  This means that God, since he knows everything, created human beings he knew were going to end up in hell.  Why the government allows anyone who can believe in fucked up stuff like that to be within a mile of my child is beyond me.


------------------------


		When you got to be seven, you reached the age of responsibility. This means you can commit sins. They tell you about venial and mortal sins. Mortal sins are really heavy, but they  don't tell you about mortal sins just for the sake of it. They tell you about mortal sins and venial sins because you're going to have to go to confession. This was a bit of a worry because you had to confess all your sins. If you didn't confess your sins, you were screwing up the sacrament and that was a mortal sin right away. If you die with a mortal sin on your soul, no amount of pleading and greetin and screaming is going to get you out of spending eternity in hell. Fuck sake!


-----------------------


			You haven't much choice when you're a kid. Nobody asked me if I wanted to start going to confession. If they had, I'd probably have said some other time. But confession is a wonderful thing. It's the one sacrament the catholics get spot on. Once I got the hang of it, I was practically there every Saturday night. You had to wait in a queue and think about your sins. Then you told the man behind he dark screen and he forgave you and gave you a wee penance. Five Our Fathers, five Hail Marys, that kind of thing. After that you were as free as a bird. What a weight lifts off your shoulders!


			The only problem was Father Kelly. He had the whitest hair and a walking stick. His leg must have given him terrible jip. Father Kelly frightened grown ups, far less children. You told Father Kelly you'd stolen turnips and the amazement of the man at this depth of depravity was incredible. WHAT? he'd bellow. Everyone could hear him. Going to confession with Father Kelly was not an altogether private affair. If there was a choice, you went to one of the other priests. Father Kelly would sometimes come out of his confessional and wave down the sinners who were sitting row upon row, waiting for someone else.


--------------------


			Wanking, of course, screwed up confession for me and, no doubt, millions and millions of other wee catholic boys. You can't sincerely confess to sins you're going to repeat, not if you think you're going to repeat them. Not even if you think you can hardly help it. Once you've become a wanking addict, you're religion is out the window. It was a mortal sin. It had three conditions. It was a grave matter. That's what the first priest said to me. This is a grave matter. That's catholic code. Grave matter. The priest told me it was, so it was. Full knowledge. The second condition is full knowledge. The priest had just told me, so I couldn't say I didn't know. All you need then is full consent and you're fucked for an indeterminable length of time. Down there with Old Nick and the screaming, eternal agonies.


		This other priest was a bad tempered bastard. He had a sore back. Father Kelly had a sore leg and a bad temper, but you never thought he was a bad bastard. The one I later confessed to should never have been a priest. If you're a catholic and you believe wanking sends you to hell, when you get there, say hullo to him for me.


---------------------------


		A wee while ago the pope said wanking wasn't going to send you to hell after all. Sorry about that, boys. A little change of interpretation maybe. I think I deserve a personal apology.


---------------------------


			What about Origen? If you're a fundamentalist as far as the bible is concerned, you might want to say a wee prayer for Origen, a man whose work might have gone some way in deciding which stuff went into the bible and which stuff didn't. At least, he was one of the most learned of the early church fathers. He didn't make saint probably because he cut his testicles off. What a cop out.! He must have gone to the same kind of priest as me.


       ---------------------------


        I'd more or less come to terms with wanking by the time the school chaplain came  into the classroom and said he'd like to have a wee chat to us about mortal sin. This is when the soft soaping and backsliding really set in. He says they've now changed the rules on mortal sin. He says instead of three conditions - the grave matter, full knowledge and full consent - there are now four conditions. Four conditions? What was the fourth condition? Circumstances, he says, have to be taken into account. He said imagine you were a businessman.


		How we were supposed to imagine being a businessman was beyond me. I thought the kid whose father was a rent collector was middle class. Most of the kids sitting with me had fathers who were working in the steelworks. Some still worked in the pits. At the time the place where I came from probably had the biggest percentage of Labour votes in the country, even counting the Socialist Republic of South Yorkshire. Well before I was sixteen, I knew businessmen were exploitative, capitalist bastards. A businessman was practically the last thing I wanted to imagine being.


		Anyway, we get this story about some businessman going on business to Amsterdam. So he bangs a prostitute and this in not a mortal sin because he hadn't intended banging this prostitute when he left his wife and kiddies back in Blighty. What? This is something to do with circumstances. We'll leave aside the Amsterdam scenario for the moment though at the time none of us would have known that prostitutes sat in window display mode in Amsterdam. Don't ask me how the priest connected Amsterdam with prostitutes either.


		What really bothered me was the fact that the catholic bastards had been lying to me. It was okay for a businessman to go to Amsterdam and happen to put on a nice suit so that he could then take it off and accidentally fall on top of some prostituting person. What about all these demented wee bastards who thought they were all going to hell for having a wank? And I did not fail to notice that we were told this about mortal sin in fourth year when, even in selected schools, in those days a great many pupils left when they were fifteen. Full employment, I think it's called. They were all stuck with the original three conditions. Probably still are.


------------------


		About a quarter of a century later, I was sitting in the school library of an excellent catholic comprehensive listening to a catholic theologian discuss sex with the religious education staff, which was practically everybody of course, except me. The rector of this school, who attended the same high school as me about six years previously, asked the theologian if the matter being discussed constituted a venial or a mortal sin. The theologian shook his head a little condescendingly. We don't have those anymore, he answered.


------------------


		The answer that put me off being a catholic was no. We'd been primed for a bit of a volte face here. Or a development. The school chaplain used to talk to us about this Pill stuff. A bit of backsliding and soft soaping going on here alright. There were classroom debates. The priest said sex couldn't just be for procreation since old people had sex. This was not something I think I needed to know at the time. Anyway, we came down in favour of the Pill as we were supposed to. Then this bastard with the sore back stands up and says we're not into the Pill after all and that you're supposed to follow your conscience in these matters. But your conscience has to be a true conscience, and a true conscience is guided by the church, and the answer is no. Could you run that one past me again? What kind of conscience was that? The answer still came out no whichever way you looked at it. Saying you don't know is a much better answer.


--------------------


		Being a catholic when I was a teenager was very good for me because it made me think. You're not supposed to do that of course. You're supposed to accept  whatever  you're told to accept and be humble. Getting rid of the Tridentine Mass was really the last straw. Fancy trying to perform a miracle in English. No hocus pocus, no mumbo jumbo, or anything. They were turning into a bunch of happy clappy  people by the time I decided I'd had enough. I stopped going to Mass as soon as I left school. 


               Malcolm Muggeridge promised I could get into sex and drugs if I went to Edinburgh University. That's the way the place had been advertised on the telly. He said the whole generation was besotted with sex and drugs and he wasn't going to be their rector because they wanted him to ask for condom machines in the lavvies, etc. If you're still a virgin sitting in Bellshill going to a single sex catholic school, Malcolm Muggeridge made Edinburgh University sound just dead brilliant. It would have taken a miracle to get me going back to chapel round about then.


--------------------


Christianity was started by this man who went around performing miracles of course. He went around healing people for one thing.  I'm not talking here about people who were blind because they saw something nasty in the woodshed one time.  I'm not talking about hysterical people here.  I'm talking about lepers and stuff like that.  People with bits missing, bits that had rotted away and dropped off.  To get these bits back onto people we're talking more than elastoplast here.  We're talking about human beings performing the seemingly impossible.  They told us a lot about stuff like that when I went to school.  They told us a lot about saints and miracle workers, I suppose, because they wanted us to emulate them and become saints too. 


       ------------------


		I remember this guy we were told about.  He used to go to chapel every day and kneel there praying for hours and hours.  In order to make this particularly uncomfortable, he had the knees cut out of his trousers so his scabs would chaff against the rough wooden kneely things.  Then he had a heavy chain tied round his waist next to his skin, which he never took off.  One imagines a heavy chain rubbing against your skin constantly could make quite a mess of you after a while.  Especially if it got rusty.  He never told anyone of course.  One supposes that had he let this out of the bag, the men in white coats would have had him under the Mental Health Act before you could shout Opus Dei.  Who'd want to emulate a loony like that?  That's the kind of saints they sometimes told you about, the depressive, psychotic, nuttery ones.  No, saints in my book have got to smile.  Giggling, laughing, smiling.  Good humour is the mark of saintliness. Beaming, radiating saintliness.  Happy, smiley bastards.  Even if they can't cure lepers.  


       -----------------------


 The Catholics have got all kinds of saints of course.  In fact, the Catholics have a register with about two thousand saints on it.  That's about one a year since the first Pentecost.  Pentecost is, of course, the start of Christianity.  Pentecost is the big thing.  You might be able to conceive of Christianity without the crucifixion or the resurrection.  You might even be able to conceive of Christianity without Christ.  Without Pentecost all you have is a big sign in the empty room saying GONE BACK TO THE FISHING.


-----------------------------------


For those of you without the benefit of a Christian education, Pentecost is when the Holy Ghostie Men showed up and the apostles went out to preach.


-----------------------------------


The trouble with the catholic saints is that they're all dead.  You don't get canonised until you're dead.  Two miracles required.  This boy in Easterhouse got cured of stomache cancer.  Just like that.  Spontaneous remission.  That counted for somebody getting canonised.  Must have been a Scottish person.  I kind of missed that since I wasn't  a catholic then.  But I doubt if we've got any more than one.  Maybe two.  When I was a catholic, there weren't any.  I'd like to point out that one or two saints in over maybe fifteen hundred years of Catholicism in Scotland is not a lot.  And dead ones at that.  Your Scottish catholic might say that we have a paucity of saints here because Scotland is full of heathen Protestants bastards.  Yes, and where are your Protestant saints?  You don't hear of too many Presbyterians going around curing lepers, and floating around, and all that. Of course, there will be some stupid bastard reading this who is going to think ... what about John Knox? It is hard to imagine John Knox giggling.  It's hard to imagine John Knox even smiling.  If I believed in the kind of God these guys believed in, I wouldn't smile either.  God as a big bastard.


---------------------------------


I should admit before I go any further that as a teenager I met a Catholic saint more than once.  Though she'll never be canonised or anything, she's still a saint to me.  She was a nun who used to come to our house on a motorcycle.  Of course, I did not realise she was a saint then because I did not know what to look out for.  But the goodness and joy just beamed out of this woman.  She got that way, I assume, by praying a lot.  Praying a lot and loving God.  So I'm not saying it can't be done that way.  It's just that I couldn't do it that way and neither could anyone I know.  God to me has got a big white beard.  God to me is a bit like Santa Claus before the CocaCola Company gave him the red coat, the big hohos, and a sense of humour.  This idea of God is stupid to me.  The idea of heaven is stupid to me.  The idea of hell is stupid to me.  To me, it seems a bit silly to pray to a man with a white beard who lives in heaven. 


-------------------------


 If someone had told me when I was growing up that this old man with the white beard stuff was maybe just an image, a symbol for something basically unknowable, then I might not have got so fucked up.  This is not to say, however, that praying to an old man with a big white beard might not work for some people.


---------------------------- --------


Religions are much better if you can customise them.  A bit of cherry picking has to go on and you end up with what you're comfortable with.  Though he knew little about Buddhism when he stepped onto the plane for Kathmandu, Hossilpoppil knew enough to know that you could ignore the three hot and three cold hells, the formless realms, the wrathful dieties, and all that finger snapping, hand clapping, gong banging juju.  Hossilpoppil was interested in the ideas which he sometimes came across in Buddhisty books, weird ideas about non-self and emptiness.  But he hardly had time usually to read books what with the physical jerks, the yoga, Tai Chi, the illegal substances and the occasional heavy drinking. 


But he did manage to meditate for about three or four hours most days.  No wonder things started getting a little weird.  One time he seemed to have had this amazing cosmic revelation and he hoped he'd maybe find someone to tell him what the fuck was going on with this in some Buddhisty kind of place.  Also, he fancied getting zapped.  He had read books about people getting zapped.  Initiations.  Some deathless delights getting zapped down your electrics by some wee or big fat baldy guy.


-------------------


We'd decided to go to the Hotel Garuda.  The Lonely Planet Guide said it was well run, clean and excellent value.  I'd bought the Lonely Planet Guide, but I'd given it to Glenda to help stoke his enthusiasms over the winter months.  I knew bugger all about Nepal or Kathmandu.  Somebody said it was the least developed country in the world.  This can't be true.  Glenda  insisted that Kathmandu being a capital city was bound to have everything you'd want. Pizzahut, MacDonald's, the Hilton, in fact, everything to make a whitey feel at home.  At least, we knew it had a Garuda Hotel from the book, so we decided to go there.  This gives you a purpose as you're leaving the wee airport.  We breenged out the main door.  Arrivals.  You just put one foot in front of the other.  You don't know what the fuck's out there.  Then a line of policemen are holding back a crush of rabid teenage timeshare salesmen.  They're all shouting and waving their arms to attract attention, but one of them has a sign saying Garuda Hotel.  Purposeful, unhesitating body language.  We said Garuda and the boy with the sign said Garuda.  We piled our stuff into the boot of the taxi, trying to ignore the hundreds of helping hands.  Fucking bizarre already.


---------------------------


This taxi is falling apart. This is not a taxi. This is a fucking  jalopy.  Hands are reaching in through the windows, seemingly from under the floorboards, from behind and under the back and front seats.  Flappy hands everywhere.  Everybody wants a tip.  Change, change, they say.  Good idea.  Your change is no use till you get back to Blighty.  A bag of change out the window and we could have a scramble. You're getting rid of all your change while wondering if your luggage is still in the boot.  Then it's beep beep and off we go.  It's warm and there's a constant drizzle.  Maybe a wet, crumbling, quaint kind of rat town at first.  Bits of green.  A big, wide road.  The two young men in the front are being funny.  They show us a leaflet from the Garuda.  It's well out of date.  They say the Palace is there.  Do you like having a king?  Yes.  Really?  No!  Ha, ha, ha.


-----------------------------


The Garuda is in Thamel, a tourist part.  There are potholes in the narrow streets, banners across the way advertising beer and beer nights, wee shops all along, and all kinds of traffic everywhere.  The doorman outside the Garuda gives a big smile and salutes.  He's probably got medals for biting to death millions of the enemy, but he smiles fantastically and salutes and says Namaste whenever you go by him.


-----------------------------


Glenda was right about the hotel.  We'd each got a double room with bathrooms and satellite teevee for about twelve quid a night.  After he'd dumped his stuff and came back through, we read the sign on the door.  The sign on the door gave a very large list of all the illegal substances the management  did not wish you to  consume in the room.  I take this as a good omen, an indication that it might not be too hard to score in Kathmandu and offered Glenda a smoke right then.  He looked a wee bit surprised.  Maybe a bit askance.  He didn't think I'd taken it on the plane.  He didn't see me smoking when we stopped in the Persian Gulf.  I thought he might get a bit nervous.  But nobody is going to expect you to smuggle dope into Nepal.  Only an idiot would risk it anyway.  So we had a smoke.  Then we thought we might venture outside for a wee bit of a reconnoitre before having something to eat.  We weren't  in the street ten seconds before somebody was offering to sell us drugs.


--------------------------


�
                             CHAPTER THREE


'Do you want to buy some drugs?' he might have said.  I reeled back at the very idea, the very suggestion that I might want to buy illegal substances.  From a total stranger as well.  What a nerve.  Actually, I felt wrecked and suddenly not in any fit state to speak to anyone.  The Pizzaman had brought me some of this Dutch stuff with the tweaked genes.  Every now and again you suddenly realised you were out of your face.  Then the guy looks like a young Jack Palance in a cheap dark shabby suit that doesn't fit him.  And he's smacked out of his head. Fuck sake.


He can't seem to quite get the words out and we leave the boy in the cheap suit muttering away there.  We'd only taken about four or five steps by this time.  Then we seemed to be in a wet muddy warren.  We went to the right, then up a wee hill and left down the road a bit.  Soon we were in a place of old, old tenements, open gutters, snuffling pigs.  Sixty odd years before there had been an earthquake, but nobody has got round to plastering over the cracks yet.  Despite the occasionally alarming fissures and bulges, you could see that at one time these old tenements must have really been something with all those small, neat bricks and the ornamentation, and whatnot.  I'm still not moving in.


It disappeared anyway.  We'd only gone a few minutes walk up and round and down a bit, but we never came across it again for days and days afterwards.  I don't think I ever did see it again.  But there was at least one pig and one woman in a bright green top and bare midriff banging some clothes off a big stone.  You always see them doing that on the telly.  Usually they're beside a river.  I kept looking over and trying not to look.  It seemed like bloody hard work.  Get yourself a washing machine, missis, I kept thinking.  Then I felt really stoned again.


But you don't know if you'll be attacked or not.  The tenements start to get a bit freaky.  Why is there no one in them?  The windows are all dark.  There's nothing much going on here anyway.  Why don't we go back to the hotel before we get lost and end up captured by some people who do not like us?  Good idea.  We were just out for a preliminary, tentative reconnoitre and then back to the hotel to find a meal and a good place to hide.


So we're going down the wee hill towards the hotel when one of the dope hustlers came out of a doorway and spoke to us again.  This street hustler looked like he was pretending to be an extra in a Carry On Up The Khyber movie.  The one in the hotel lobby.  Maybe the older person who worked the lift.  The one in the pill box hat.  Deferential.  He had a wee moustache and the funny wee hat and he was weer than both of us, which also helped.  Neither was he completely out of his face like the other guy who approached us. Local colour.  This is more like it.  Let's try to score and have some fun.


--------------------


The Buddha said that suffering was caused by desire based on ignorance of your own true self. Unfortunately, he did not say it in English. Sometimes you might read that suffering was caused by action and delusion based on ignorance of your own true self. Or it might say that suffering is caused by ignorance of the nature of mind and its afflictions. Whatever the boy said, it is the Second Noble Truth, the cause of suffering, which was what he left his wife to find out about in the first place. It is this Second Noble Truth that I am most interested in here.


----------------


The Second Noble Truth occurs after the First Noble Truth, of course. The First Noble Truth just says you're going to suffer. Thanks a lot. You're going to suffer the usual sufferings of elephants falling on you and toothache and stuff. You will also suffer from change in that you may be happy one moment, but sad the next. You will also suffer because suffering is inherent to human existence, in that this whole being born, living and dying trip has suffering as its basis. There are millions of different ways you can suffer according to the First Noble Truth. Fuck sake.


----------------------


Most people don't want to know about all this suffering shite. They want to have a good time. They doubtless hope and think that the suffering is for some other Joe, and they're probably right. Some people maybe suffer a bit and some people loll about in blow job heaven. That's just your donald duck, right?


------------------------


Where's Paradise?  That's what I want to know.  I'm standing there in the car and bicycle rickshaw and bus, etcetera, terminal in Siliguri and Gautama is up there on his soapbox.  He's rabbiting on about suffering.  Okay, I'm a fucking leper.  I know all about suffering.  If this honky bastard hadn't fucked off and chased after his big pal, I might have copped a few rupees and not be suffering quite so much.  But where's Heaven?  That's what I want to know.  The suffering, I know all about that.


----------------------


Well, the Third Noble Truth says that the suffering can stop. Well, we knew that, didn't we? Of course, it can.  We've seen it in the movies.  The G.I.'s been shot in the belly.  He wriggles about for a bit, moaning and groaning and saying he wants a drink of water, and then he makes some horrible faces, then dies.  His pal might say, well, at least his suffering is over.


Even becoming dead isn't going to get you out of it according to these boys. According to these boys, you've lived and died millions of times, so fucking dying isn't going to get you out of it. No way. You can get turned into a hungry ghost if you don't watch out.


--------------------


But there is a way out of it. It's the Fourth Noble Truth, sometimes referred to as the Eightfold Path. This is the stuff you're supposed to do, but I can't remember what they all are right now. Right Views, Right Speech, Right Meditation, etc.


---------------


You just have to have a wee look at the Noble Truths and you can see right away that it's much easier telling someone that if they covet their neighbour's ox, well, they're fucked. These Noble Truths don't appear at first to be very true for one thing. How can suffering be caused by desire based on anything when an elephant has just fallen on your leg? You might be wriggling about, crying blue murder and suffering like hell, but will not have desired the elephant to fall on your leg. Some people desire six inch nails to be driven through their penises, but most of us do not desire stuff like that and it is quite unusual to actually want an elephant to fall on your leg.


To get into how suffering might be caused by desire in this kind of instance, you have to delve into reincarnation, and the cravings and clingings you might have had with regard to the possession of a human body. This, of course, takes us into the area of belief and since I'm a sceptic I don't see the point in believing in any other body other than the one I'm sitting in just now. And since I have some teeth in my head, I accept that I will suffer in this body. I will, no doubt, get sick and die and this will almost certainly be very depressing. But there's fuck all we can do about that. The kind of suffering we can think about relieving  without believing in anything is, of course, mainly psychological. Then we can ask ourselves some questions, such as, am I a happy, smiley person or a greetin faced bastard? And if I'm a greetin faced bastard, can I turn myself into a happy, smiley person? 


------------------


When you first start finding out about Buddhism, there doesn't seem to be any sweeties in it at all.  It seems to be asking you to look at life in a certain kind of way and it seems to be asking you to renounce it.  That's it.  The boy's up on his soapbox and the first thing he says is that life is a bummer.  The second thing he's going to say is that the reason it's a bummer is because you've got your head stuffed up your arse and it'll stay a bummer as long as you keep it there.  These days I think that's more or less the second bit about suffering being caused by desire based on ignorance of your own true self.


-----------------


It took me a while to come to the understanding that suffering was caused by going around with your head stuck up your arse. This, of course, is bound to be a bit uncomfortable, but is it suffering? You've got to remember that the boy wasn't speaking English. I think the stuff might eventually have been written down in Sanskrit or Pali or something, but suffering is a translation of dukka or dukkha, or something like that. You might feel entitled at this point to ask if dukka, or dukkha is caused by desire, what does desire cause?


------------------


Say you wanted to get a play produced.  Imagine you'd written a play about people eating bits off each other and  everyone you showed it to told you they did not want to do your play about people eating bits off each other because the concept was somewhat dated, if not completely stupid. Instead they'd like to do a play about a bunch of people who wanted six inch nails driven into their penises, or about Scottish peasants being driven off the land by Vikings/Saracens/rat poisoning, or just the usual Scottish landowning aristocratic bastards.  Well, you might feel a bit miffed.  You might feel a bit frustrated.  Suffering, hardly.  Not really.  Frustrated, yes.  Now, if the Guatama boy had said that you're going to feel frustrated and desire will lead to this, well, everybody's on board there.  If you want something and don't get it, you don't feel so good.  If you get it, you realise that it isn't what you thought it was going to be, or you get fed up with it and soon want something else.  Everyone can see the ceaseless interminglings of desire and frustration, so maybe we have something we can work with here, remembering that the boy was speaking two and a half millennia ago  in a foreign language to people who had a culture of which we know little, if not bugger all.  But we do know that desire leads to frustration.  Even if the desire is satisfied, that satisfaction will not last long and you eventually feel frustrated again.  It's easy stuff this now.  You're motoring.  It's maybe not just suffering as we usually think of it.  Maybe it's frustration as well. Well, that's okay. Then all you have to do is not desire anything.  That's easy.  Just try spending ten seconds without wanting anything.


-----------------------------


Like some reassurance on the dope supply front.  You try to remember what you know about street hustlers.  Rose Street, Edinburgh, 1969.  Morocco, 1974.  The guy offered us an immense array of drugs.  The whole pharmacopoeia.  Of course, the first thing you remember about street hustlers is that they've never got any drugs on them.  They're trying to find out if you want any.  A quarter ounce, I said.  A quarter ounce of hashish.  I said this in perfect English with the loud voice one has to use with foreigners to make sure they understand.  He seemed to be able to speak English. He was speaking to me with Glenda a little to the side. He says he'll take us to his restaurant. He said he'll take us to his restaurant, I said to Glenda.  He hasn't got a fucking restaurant, Glenda replied.  Morocco, circa 1985.


 Glenda was not above making your feel like a complete prat. He did not display much tolerance of the shite that sometimes comes out of people's mouths. Also, smoking this Dutch stuff with the tweaked genes was not liable to improve your intelligence. Most of the time after six o clock at night in Kathmandu, Hossilpoppil must have had an IQ of about 40.  No fucking sense of direction either.


-----------------------------


As soon as we left the road we were on, we were lost.  A few twisting and turnings and we were up another alley and into a restaurant.  We ordered tea.  Glenda and I had tea without milk.  There was no butter in it, or salt.  Tea.  I did not fancying wriggling around in bed for five days with noxious effluent erupting from every orifice.  Everything consumed was potentially poisonous.  But just tea.  We had to wait.  The first thing you learn is you always gotta wait.  For a while, the only other person apart from me and Glenda in the restaurant was the man up at the bar wearing the dirty simmit.  He looked like the kind of guy who would turn out to be blind from birth if the police ever asked if he'd seen anyone.  But he did not look too happy either.  The street hustler came back.  It turns out we still have to wait a while.  His English is not so good after all.  He nods a lot and says five minutes.  Some guy arrives to speak to him.  A moment or two and the guy's away again.  Then another five minutes and another two guys appear.  Some other guy goes hurrying away down the wee road we can see out the window.  This is a lot of human effort for a quarter ounce.  More guys appear and go away again.  Glenda and I are liking it less and less.  They're all in their late teens, these boys, or early twenties.  It looks like West Side Story and the New York Jets, except not quite so well dressed.  The whole of Kathmandu seems to be in on this quarter ounce.  I ask the guy what the problem is.  It seems they're trying to find the guy with the second key.  They need two keys to open wherever.  They're opening the fucking warehouse for a quarter?  It turns out the boy seems to think our order was somewhat more excessive than I'd intended.


I tried to get through to the boy that it was a quarter ounce we were wanting and not two fucking tons.  He laughed with relief and said that was fine.  If we just waited a little while.  Five minutes.  Weak protestations as we leave, but the New York Jets are in a bit of a feeding frenzy outside.  There's about eight of them.  The guy with the slicked back hair and the bum freezer yellow denim jerkin does most of the talking.  He looks less Indian, more Chinese.  We're walking down one alley and we've  got Jets to the front, rear, and side.  Lots of jabbering, but we're huge.  We're walking on and ignoring them sometimes and talking sometimes.  We're lost.  Completely fucking lost.  Maybe we're not standing close enough together.  Maybe that's when I realised I was still stoned.  You can always tell when the paranoia checks in. 


 There aren't any addresses.  Glenda's got a map with street names on it, but nobody ever bothered to put the street names up on the streets.  We weren't in a street anyway.  We were walking about looking for a street.  Glenda is hanging back with about six of the New York Jets sprayed around him. He's telling me they want us to follow them up this even smaller alley for the drugs.  Glenda is into it by this time.  No point in upping the ante on him.  He's off down the alleyway to get robbed and stabbed to death without a second glance.  No fucking way am I going down that alley with eight fucking guys, says I. Let's get to fuck out of here.


We hit a main road in the touristy part.  It's not drizzling by this time and it's getting dark.  The main road is really a big alley and you can get run down there by almost any kind of vehicle you like.  Tanks would be too wide.  Beeping and honking and where the fuck have all these people come from.  The Jets are still with us, but they're really nervous and agitated.  I don't know why they were nervous.  Maybe they were scared of something.  Oh, could it be the police?  They remind me of packs of hunting dogs.  They have animated conversations then one of them hurries after us.  Trailing youths and pretending to be dead casual even with these three wheelly beepy things running up your arse.


I'm mainly negotiating with the kid with the slicked back hair and the yellow bum freezing denim jerkin.  I'm telling him he hasn't got a problem. I want to buy drugs.  But l'm going fucking nowhere with him.  I'm going back to my hotel, which Glenda and I had probably walked passed two or three times already.  I took out five hundred rupees which is under five quid.  I'll give you this for ten grammes, I said.  There are Jets jetting all over the place after this.  Always ready to hurry.  The kind of guys you want working in a garage forecourt.


The boy appears at my side, eyes everywhere, looking totally wired by now.  But he's a tough guy and showing obvious leadership qualities.  He's got the dope.  After all this time and talk, I'm faintly impressed.  He hands me the dope and I give him the note.  It has been a good day for you, I said with a big smile as I handed it over.  And it has been a good day for you! he retorted.  He's off like a flash.  Brilliant.  Right after that, Glenda found the hotel.


--------------------------


Already I was having a wonderful time.  I'd only been in Kathmandu for a couple of hours and had managed to score, get lost, get freaked and get back to the hotel in one piece.  Also, it felt as if I'd been in a couple of different places already.  The part we'd been wandering lost in with the restaurant and the busy wee roads and all the people seemed completely different from that place with the cracked tenement buildings.  Did we see a pig?  Was there a hairy wee brown pig snuffling around that tenementy bit earlier on?


 ---------------------------


It wasn't quite what Hossilpoppil had been expecting.  He'd been expecting the monsoon though he didn't know quite what that was.  He'd asked an Indian teacher at his school.  Did it rain solid for a couple of hours during the monsoon?  Five or six days, she'd said.  Once she'd been in a room where she felt wet just walking around, the air was so moist.  You try to think what you know about the rain. I had spent a year in West Australia once.  It rains very hard in West Australia during the winter.  The force of it can beat you into a soggy mess in twenty seconds flat, but it doesn't last for long, or happen too often.  Fancy five days in that?  Or hiding from that? So far all I'd seen was the drizzly stuff.


Hossilpoppil had been told it was the wrong time of the year to go to Kathmandu and there would be few tourists there.  Cool.  He was going to sit and meditate in a hotel all day.  At night he'd get wrecked if he could and watch teevee, read a book, do some yoga.  That's what Hossilpoppil expected to be doing in Kathmandu.  He expected to spend most of his time sitting quietly doing nothing in his hotel room.  In between these meditation sessions he hoped he'd be able to go for a wee walk and maybe see some interesting foreign stuff.  If he found someone to talk to about having an IQ of 500 for a few seconds, that was alright.  If someone zapped some deathless delights down his electrics, alright as well.  But he was going to Kathmandu to meditate.  He was hoping to meditate between four and eight hours a day.


-----------------------------


After a couple of hours in Kathmandu, it didn't look as if it was going to quite work out that way. Still, I was eventually back in  a hotel room with the dope and the satellite teevee and the pile of books. That was one of the reasons why I wanted to sit in a hotel room for a while.  Read books.


 ---------------------------


I'm ready to sit down in this hotel room with quite a list of books.  Had them in the shoulder bag.  The Beginners Guide to How to Get Enlightened.  Maybe tell you something about books in the next chapter.  Also, some stuff about Glenda, the Second Noble Truth and  more mucking about among the foreigners. Maybe this isn't the travel book you were expecting. Let's hope you were looking for something a wee bit different,


                          -------------------------------


�
                    CHAPTER FOUR.


 


 Although it is often a lying bastard, the wee  voice  that comes into your mind can also be very useful.  It might help you stop behaving like an insect.  You can say to yourself, I'm behaving like an insect.  Stop that.  Also, it helps you maintain a strong sense of self.  If you didn't have a strong sense of self, it's hard to see how you could keep away from the dinosaurs.  Holy fuck, let's run for it, boys!  You can say this to yourself even if you're on your own.  Let's run for it, boy.  You give yourself encouragement.  Like, come on. Come on.  You think you're talking to somebody.  This might be useful until the dinosaur is eating your leg and you're saying things like I'm fucked!  I'm totally fucked!  It might be better to have a different sense of your self at that point. 


                    It can also be very useful to have a wee voice in your head when you've done some powerful hallucinogens, and you see the big horrible spider in the comer.  You can say, it's just the acid.  And that's very reassuring.  Sometimes you might see the words lining up in front of your face.  It's just the acid.  Then they might form themselves into a ribbon and disappear.  And then you'd think you'd lost your little pal, and there would be just you and the spider left in the room.  If your wee voice didn't come back quick, you'd be really fucked, wouldn't you?


---------------------


                  Sometimes this voice shows up when you'd really like it to piss off and leave you alone.  That's the voice that stops you getting to sleep at night.  It might say you're going to get to sleep now in that gritty determined way.  No chance.  It winds you up.  If you haven't slept well one night, the next night might be worse.  You're exhausted.  It gets worse.  You can get really strung out on sleep deprivation even if there's no one depriving you but your own wee self.  You say it's stress.  It must be stress.  At least that's what it's called.  I knew the meditation was supposed to get rid of stress.  It said so in this book I read about transcendental meditation. 


                    Some friends of mine had paid the transcendental people good money to find out about this meditation business and had been given a secret magic word.  Superted, the cartoon character, has a secret magic word.  When he says his secret magic word to himself, he changes from being an ordinary teddy bear into Superted, who can fly and everything.  The bastards, who had paid good money, would not tell me their secret magic words even after I got them pissed.  I must say I became a little bit frustrated by this secret magic word bullshit.  Fuck your secret magic words, I said.  You quasi masonic bastards!


--------------------------


 Apart from the sleeplessness, Hossilpoppil was interested in meditation because he was dissatisfied with his atheism.  He did not feel comfortable reading books by Samuel Beckett.  He did not like the angst. He didn't know what the angst was, but it didn't sound too hot. He thought he'd better find out about the angst because he'd read somewhere that the angst was what you had to deal with if you were an atheist. I'd better tell you how he got the atheism which precedes the angst as a means of lending motivation to this characterisation here and helping you understand why he wanted to go to a far off place sitting quietly doing nothing in a hotel room all day.


--------------------------


                    At the beginning of the seventies, Hossilpoppil was sitting in a student flat with Poisonous and coming down off the acid.  He'd gone well past the catholics by this time, but still clung to a belief in God. You'd get quite a sneer from Poisonous if you told him you believed in God. But you've got to talk about something, so Hossilpoppil gave him the first cause argument they'd taught him at school.  If everything is caused by something, at the end of the regression something must have caused the first thing.  The first cause, in fact, is God.  St Thomas Aquinas might have lent his giant brain to this one.  St Thomas Aquinas even with his giant brain lost interest in things intellectual after having some kind of cosmic revelation during a mass in Notre Dame one day, so he must have come up with the first cause argument before that.  He could have said, of course, that there was an infinity of causes, but in a time conditioned framework it's murder trying to get your brain round that, if not impossible.  Anyway, Hossilpoppil gave Poisonous the first cause argument for the existence of God.  Poisonous said the answer to the first cause argument is that you don't know.  If you don't know, the answer don't know shouldn't be called God just because there's nothing else to call it.  Huh.  Sneer, sneer.


-----------------------------


                    I was definitely in the don't know camp for a while after that.  I'd already lost the miracles.  They were just stories.  If you get lots of scientific stuff at school, you don't really have miracles anymore.  You have hypotheses.  You have experiments.  And if you don't believe in God anymore and tell yourself you're an agnostic that might seem a bit limp.  After saying he was a don't know for a while, Hossilpoppil had to admit that he was an atheist.  There wasn't an old man with a beard up in Heaven with the seraphim and the cherubim, and all the other people in night clothes making up the heavenly hosts.  When the world stopped being flat, there wasn't even an up there.  


                   By the time Hossilpoppil decided he was really an atheist after all, he could have been ready for the angst, but he was really far too young then.  You really need a strong realisation that some day you're going to be dead.  Young people do not think they are going to die, not really.  They've got the right idea.  It's not you who's going to die, it's some old bastard.  It's when you get to be an old bastard that the angst might start to crawl all over you.


------------------


                    But I don't see how you can really get it in spades unless you've believed in God at some point.  I mean, really believed in God. This belief isn't a belief in a man with a beard and a Roman toga cum nightdress.  It's more like a feeling than a belief.  Like everything in the universe was wonderful because God was there watching over you and everything was going to be alright at the end of the day no matter what. It's almost a presence. When you lose that feeling, you are alone in the universe.  Your big pal has gone and left you alone with just a wee lying bastard of a voice inside your head to keep you company.  


                    But you might not notice anything much at first.  By the time you tell yourself you don't believe in God anymore, you probably haven't believed in him, she, or it, for ages anyway. You want to stop it right there. If anyone ever brings up the subject of God, or death, or religion thereafter, just tell them you're sorry, but you're just not interested in any of that shite. It's better not to go delving among the implications of atheism because you might catch the angst. What the fuck is the angst?


----------------------  


                    I tried for ages to find out about this angst business, but I couldn't understand the words in the dictionaries. Then the boy in this Encyclopaedia of French Literature said angst was what you got in the godless universe.  An atheist was in the position of some Joe or Josephine standing with toes curled over the edge and staring into an abyss.  You look down into it.  Being an atheist, you accept this as a perfectly honest assessment and look at the implications. I must say it gave me a wee bit of a frisson.  My anxieties were pretty free floating till I read that. The angst. Got it in one. The abyss.  Personal extinction is the expression I'm looking for.  No heaven, no hell.  No fuck all.  An elephant falls on top of you and...  Zippo.


-------------------------


                    Will I die when I go to sleep, daddy?  The black stuff.  The personal annihilation.  But of course you die when you go to sleep.  Your consciousness is completely dead when you aren't dreaming.  You just never waken up again when you're dead.  Non-awareness.  Nothing.  The Church of England recently said that's what hell is.  Annihilation.  Personal annihilation.  Heaven is being in the presence of God.  Or maybe it's being with God.  A bit of backsliding and soft soaping going on here, I think.  But of course, we die every night.  But we don't really die.  Our bodies don't die.  When our bodies are pegged out and slowly dying bit by bit, then we'll see who's smiling and who isn't.  You're just about to lose absolutely everything. 


                     The catholic priests are great on that one, all the terrible death bed scenes they've been to when the non-believers are facing the abyss and terrified of dying.  Angst?  Fuck sake.  Bound to get that old  angsty feeling sometime. Usually associated with hangovers.


--------------------------


                     Buddhist nun joke. How are you today? The novice monky guy says. This nun is knackered. Slowing progressing with the bent back and the stick, a tortoise woman. I'm falling to bits, she said. It's just an illusion, said the novice guy. Wait till you're falling to bits! she cackled.


---------------------------


                    So I was having trouble getting to sleep and I'd read a book because these bastards wouldn't tell me any of their secret magic words.  The boy in the book wouldn't tell me the secret magic words either, but he did point out that the whole conditioning thing was down to punishment and reward.  You're always trying to get away from the sabre toothed tiger.  You want some sweeties.  Your mind likes sweeties.  The boy said if you controlled the language bit of your brain, your mind would slip naturally towards a big puddle of sweeties.  So it was a suck it and see offer.  Can you find the sweeties?  There's got to be a hit in it somewhere. 


-------------------------


                     Shortly after finding out about the angst, I read the Varieties of Religious Experience, which I remember thinking was an absolutely wonderful book. I can't be bothered re-reading it now, of course. It was written by William James who was apparently a famous philosopher. He had a famous brother who was a novelist called Henry and another famous brother who was an outlaw called Jesse. What chin wags they must have had over the Christmas pudding! But it really is a great book. Something about the non-judgemental tone of it can kind of open your mind. I remember there's all this stuff about boys in caves, praying like fuck and all that. Seems a bit compulsive, a bit over the top, doesn't it? Spinning about to get out of your nut. Starving and all that. But he did say that the freest people were the ones who didn't want anything. Or didn't desire anything?


                     Still, there's got to be a hit in it somewhere. You tell yourself there's got to be a hit in it. Maybe you've got to try and be a wee bit opened minded here. Maybe it's just like going to watch the cricket.


--------------------------------


                    Why the fuck would anybody want to sit around watching cricket?  I know bugger all about cricket, but some people said I should go and watch it in this big park out the back near where I live.  It was the West Indies versus Scotland. The sun was splitting the trees.  I'd eaten a big bit of dope and had on my shades and hat. And my Walkman for the rock and roll.  You couldn't see what was happening anyway.  It was too far away. 


                     Then a murmur went through the crowd.  This elegant dude from another planet strode out and threw a ball which completely missed.  It went at least two feet over this batting boy's head.  The second ball he threw missed completely as well.  The batter had managed to get his head a bit more scrunched up faster.  The elegant dude must have been totally frustrated at missing the batter with the ball all the time because the next time he threw an apple.  Then I think he got sent off.  He left anyway.  But the crowd loved it.  There were streakers.  The park was invaded twice.  We won.  It was nothing to do with cricket.  Everyone except me was getting pissed out of their heads.  The Fruechtie Cricket Casuals understood the apres lunch agenda.


------- ----------------------


                    So there's no point in saying all this hanging about in caves and this meditation stuff is a lot of shite.  Cricket is a lot of shite as well, but there must be some reason why people watch it. There must be something to like in it or they wouldn't like it, would they?


 --------------------------


                    Before I go any further I must remind you that this meditation stuff could drive you completely mad.  You could end up running up and down the Himalayas making a total arse of yourself.  So if you have a voice in your head which is a bit out of control ... Like maybe you think it's somebody else's voice.  Like maybe this voice seems to have developed a completely different personality from that which you recognise as yours.  If you are such a person, for instance, who has a rabid bastard of a voice, the kind that tells you an alien has substituted itself for your wife, or something even weirder, then maybe you'd better not try this juju.  Maybe this juju is for normal people.  With normal interior monologues. 


----------------------------


                    I might have been William James who made me feel  pretty open minded about the meditation, but no way was I going to pay money for a secret magic word.  I decided I'd get my own secret magic word even if it wasn't going to be secret or magical.  I knew these closed mouthed bastards said something to themselves.  Something repetitive.  I closed my eyes and tried Manitoba.  You'll try anything when you're that strung out from lack of sleep. But Manitoba sounds alright.  Manitoba, Manitoba, Manitoba.  How about Chicago?  Could you get off on Chicago?  San Franscisco.  It must be all these American songs.  Coca Cola.  I settled on Sussquehanna. 


                     If it was supposed to be controlling this language centre thingy, surely anything you liked the sound of would do.  No point in saying pig shit to yourself.  Got to give you a bummer that eventually.  Sussquehanna was mentioned in this book I was reading at the time.  The name of a river.  Robert Louis Stevenson said it was a beautiful name for a beautiful river.  Isn't that nice?  Sussquehanna.  It sounds nice as well.


------------------------------


                    So I sat in here and repeated the sound of sussquehanna to myself.  You feel a bit silly.  Sitting there with your eyes closed saying your secret magic word.  Except it's not a secret and it's not even magic.  But if like me you were to repeat this sound to yourself for ten minutes a day, after a week you might notice that something different is going on.  If you've the history in multiple drug abuse, you recognise this something different and say to yourself, that's the hit.  Then, of course, you've lost it.  But having the history of multiple drug abuse might help you recognise it when it comes on.  It's not acid and it's not dope and it's not uppers or downers, or eccies.  It's another state of mind.  You might notice it as a warm safe feeling at first.  The big spider has gone away.  The sabre toothed tiger is in its bed.


-------------------------------


                    Hossilpoppil knew for sure there was something funny going on when he noticed one time that he was hardly breathing.  A wee voice crept into the void and said you're hardly breathing.  Then he said his name was Hal.  Hullo, my name's Hal, and it was gone again.  But it seems very strange when you realise you're hardly breathing.  Your breath will never have been that low before.    Even if it's just turning yourself into a fish.  In a quiet pool.  Not even the thought of a shark.  Your diaphragm is hardly moving at all. 


-----------------------------


		That's a miracle. I remember being quite impressed. I thought I'm going to start believing in miraculous events if I keep this shite up. Your breathing shouldn't become that shallow just by repeating a sound to yourself. If it becomes that shallow by repeating a sound to yourself, how do you levitate? By sticking a finger in your ear?


--------------------------------


		I decided to see if I could stay sitting quietly doing nothing with my eyes closed for an hour. Some of us live sad lives. I was doing a wee bit every day, but I started trying to do an hour in a oner on Saturday afternoons before the footie preview came on. You've got to make yourself a good seat with pillows propping you up and everything. One day I was doing this when suddenly it felt as if I'd been plugged in. A blast of white light like it's almost giving you the shakes. There's something rigid about this. You're almost holding your breath. You manage to keep your eyes closed when it goes away, but maybe suck in a couple of deep lungfuls. What the fuck was that? Is this meditation going to give me a fit?


--------------------------------


			Probably not. It wasn't mentioned as a side effect anyway. I felt a wee bit uneasy for a while after that though. But I stuck with it every day and tried to get up to an hour at the weekends. Carumpff. I didn't know what it was, but I started looking for it. Sometimes it was red. Red blasts from the bum up. This was not particularly relaxing. These red flashes going up your body, or your spine, or just up are not deeply relaxing at all. They are somewhat puzzling though. Still, soldier on. I decided I'd better learn how to sit properly, so Glenda and I ended up going to the Iyengar Yoga Centre where the wonderful people teach you not only how to sit, but also how to stand on your head.


-------------------------


		It was five years before I could meditate in a lotus. If my older brothers and sisters had never left home, I'd never have gotten a seat in that house, and then maybe when I tried to sit still with a straight back and crossed legs in later life, it wouldn't have been such fucking agony. Back to twenty minute sessions at max. But I was doing them three times a day and this was very good. Lots of whitey blissy stuff usually showed up on the third shot, though not much in the previous two. All this went very nicely even when I was drinking myself to death. Lots of blissy whitey stuff. What's all that about?


-------------------------


                    I was up to usually an hour and a half a day. This is starting to get freaky. It's the white room. It doesn't go carumpff! It doesn't go anything. It seems to rise like the moon. Sometimes it just slides in, interrupting a daydream. What can you say about it? It's whitey. I think of it as the white room. When it comes on, sometimes I say,  This is the white room, and it doesn't go away. Of course, it's not a room. No sides. And, of course, you lose it. Sometimes you can recognise its various phases. Sometimes it feels as if your plugging your tail into the cosmic mains. Sometimes it does feel like that. Sometimes it's very blissy. Sometimes it isn't. Like everything else, it changes, though occasionally it seems to maintain a certain stability. But when that happens it gets a bit freaky because you don't know what the fuck this is.


----------------


                      It makes you smile when you wouldn't have before. When the wee bastards are winding you up in the school library, where usually you'd give them the yelling and threat staring, sometimes a wee smile stops you doing that. Smiling and being pleasant is called virtue. When you are nice to people they are generally nice back. You notice this trait arise in very small kids. Unless they're ill or something, very small kids are happy if you're happy. Everybody operates like that a wee bit. Once you're getting into these white room situations, you probably won't be able to stop being nicer to be around. It's effortless. You shouldn't have to try. It's called effortless virtue. It's also called giving the other bastards a break. 


-------------------------


			Other things might happen when you start regularly hitting these blissy whitey room situations. A bit of exuberance maybe. You can go around goading your friends with the secret magic words, for instance. Getting any white light? Getting any bliss? Come over to the bright side, boys! You've got the wrong fucking word! Years and years of muttering your secret magic word to yourself and no white light? A bit of relaxation. Fuck all! Go and ask for your money back.


-----------------------


                    Glenda told me the night after we got to Kathmandu that he wasn't going to do any meditating while we were on holiday.  Why the fuck not, says I? We were supposed to be on a Buddhisty kind of pilgrimage after all, even if it looked as if it might be a pretty stoned one.  He said he'd been reading that you had to have the right moral discipline or it was no good.  It's the usual stuff. You're not supposed to hanky panky where you're shouldn't oughter, or get pissed and all that.  He had a real downer on him.  He said he'd have to sort out his life first before he started to practise that. What a bummer!  Ages I'd spent trying to get this bastard to meditate and now he tells me he can't do it because of some nonsense about his willie.  I should have told him it was round his neck in a phial of formaldehyde, but what can you say?  He mentioned the bevvy.  You're not supposed to bevvy either.  That's your typical greetin faced Calvinist bastard!  That's what happens when you come from the psuedo religious side and don't approach from the point of view that this meditation business might be akin to some superior kind of substance abuse.


--------------------


                    I was trying not to bevvy while on holiday.  After I'd scored off the New York Jets, we were sitting in the wee restaurant bit of the Garuda.  Glenda orders a beer and is brought a big bottle of the ubiquitous San Miguel.  And two glasses.  I tell him I'm not drinking.  He drinks the beer and orders another one.  It's hard to sit there and not have a beer.  Then he pours some beer into my glass.  Sorry, it's okay.  I'm trying not to drink.  I'm trying not to drink, but the beer looks fucking brilliant what with the sparkling yellow colour and the beautiful frothy stuff on the top.  Something familiar.  I'd just eaten a vegetable curry because I'd been told the vegetable curry would not result in me spending day upon day with noxious effluent squirting out of every orifice.  I don't like curry.  I like beer.  I'm sitting across from Glenda desiring a beer like hell.  Why should desire cause suffering?


---------------------


                    It was drizzling pretty constantly the next day.  Glenda had his map out and wanted to go someplace called Durbar Square.  I didn't care where I was going.  Glenda said he wanted to go somewhere and I said I'd come too.  To us travel writers one place is much the fucking same as some other place.  Durbar Square?  Okay.  So we get on the shower proofs and start walking towards Durbar Square, trying to avoid being flattened by the bicycle rickshaws, the taxis, and the wee three wheelly beepy things running up your arse.  Along the way there's wee street shrines to pull your attention among the mayhem and confusion of the still weird maelstrom.  You still don't know fuck all and are watching everything.


                    Then we're suddenly in this Durbar Square place and it's like you've suddenly, unexpectedly walked onto the set at the end of Apocalypse Now, the bit where the protagonists are up river and the banks are lined with weird people, pagan temples, heads on spikes, and whatnot.  You might have been having a few problems with reality up till then, but Durbar Square in the drizzle is mind blowing.  It's not a square for one thing.  At least, not what we'd think of as a square.  You couldn't drive through it anyway.  It's jampacked with the strangest looking templey places.  They seem to be made mainly of wood, with carvings all over them and pagodaesque roofy bits.  People were intermingled with the architecture.  Maybe that's why I thought of the end of Apocalypse Now.  It's folk eating their dinners and sitting about under the carvings, etcetera, that does it.  Also, some big monkeys climbing over the roofs and jumping about.


                    It was such a surprise, Hossilpoppil was getting eye strain trying to take it all in.  There's a guy whose face is plastered with grey stuff and he's got a red dot on his forehead. He's got the long grey hair and he's just he's standing there in a Neptune outfiit with the trident and everything.  This boy seems to have come along to the wrong fancy dress party. He should have been doing street theatre at the Parthenon. Just standing there staring about with the googly eyes. What a guy!


--------------------------


                    I went down to Durbar Square an my own the next day.  It was sunny and the place was busier.  It's no use if you have an expectation.  The boy with the trident wasn't there.  Durbar Square seemed quite ordinary by then.  It just shows how quickly you adjust.


------------------------


                    If you go someplace a bit different, you give yourself as much reassurance as you can.  Once I came out of a tent in Algeria and looked up at the hill, and thought it looked just like Peebles.  On the first night I was in the Geruda, I lay in bed out of my face waiting to go to sleep.  There was a narrow alley and then a patio restaurant on the rooftop just across the way.  Two men struck up a conversation in the chinesey type voices.  It was just like the movies.  I was expecting to hear that terrible lonesome cry and then the voice pretending to be one of us.  I'm wounded, Johnnie.  I'm hurting, Johnnie!  Johnnie, I need a drink of water!  Please, come and help.  You know you're just trying to wind yourself up.  There are bolts on the inside of all the windows.  There are bolts on both sides of the toilet and shower room door.


                    When you first notice wee bolts on the outside of the toilet door, it doesn't quite look right.  You wonder if they've put them on the wrong side.  Maybe that's so they'll know where the spare is.  People outside could lock you inside the toilet.  Makes you a little uneasy maybe.  Check under the bed before you go to the lavvy.  Inside the toilet shower room, it's all tiles, and there's a wee window looking down onto a bigger alley, which leads onto what passes for the main street outside.  There are bolts on the inside of the little windows.


                    If the Thief of Bagdad were able to rope trick his way up three floors, he might just somehow get through the bars on the wee window and fall onto the toilet floor.  I bet he'd feel really fucking stupid when he realised he was locked in the toilet.  So there's nothing to worry about when the chinesey voices start conspiring across the wee alleyway from where I was lying in bed.  I had all the reassurance I needed.  If the worst came to the worst, Poisonous had lent me a knife with which you could easily disembowel an elephant, so that was okay.


 ------------------------


                    I needed him when we visited the stupa at Bodnath.  The stupa at Bodnath sits on the edge of the city and is shaped like a big giant bell.  Or maybe it's more like a big white cake with sides billowing up from the base from level to level.  It's solid.  There's no inside.  It's a kind of monument really and it's crowned with these big eyes painted on and staring about on all sides.  You can walk round it twirling prayer thingies and Glenda did that three times while I stood out of the way of the razor sharp sunlight.  Then we were standing up on one of these levels staring about.  I was looking up at these big painted eyes and then I noticed this wee man was standing beside Glenda.


                    He could have jumped straight out of Lord of the Rings.  He was still in the middle ages.  He was carrying a staff.  He had the raggedy robe wrapped round him, the bare legs and feet, the grey head, and the major receding gum problem.  He smiled broadly, but seemed quite shy.  He just smiled, nodded, looked quite happy to be there and didn't say anything.  I thought I should engage him in conversation.  Since I realised he probably wouldn't know much English, I tried to show him how one should enunciate the words in the usual loud voice you have to use with idiots and foreigners.


                    'Have you come to visit the stupa then?' I asked.


                    It turns out he'd only got to Kathmandu the day before.  Someone had ripped off his bundle while he was sleeping, but a Buddhist monk had given him a bit of robe cloth, so that was okay.  He still had the staff and quite a big smile.


                    'Are you a Buddhist then?' I asked.  This is the kind of thing you might ask since you've met this guy standing on one of the biggest Buddhist stupas in Nepal.


                    The boy says he's a Hindu and has been wandering about since he was fifteen practising being dead holy.  Yoga was mentioned.  I'd taken lyengar Yoga classes for about eight years by then, so I knew that the word Hatha and the word Yoga could go together.  Hatha yoga?  I said.  That set the boy off with the smiles and nods and a long recitation of a lot of other words that go with yoga. 


                    I asked him about Varanasi, which seems to be where Benares is.  At least, if Benares is Varanasi then the deer park should be near there.  The deer park is where the Buddha stood up to spout the Four Noble Truths after becoming enlightened under the tree in Bodh Gaya. We were hoping to go to both these places, or at least one of them over the three weeks we had. The wee man said not to go to Varanasi.  He said they had big mosquitoes in Varanasi.  He said the weather was horrible and all these bodies were getting burnt in public all over the shop.  Don't go there. 


                     I asked how to get to Darjeeling. I thought the Dalai Lama stayed there. He says Darjeeling is very good.  He says you cross the border and get on a toy train which will take you all the way there.  Glenda shows the difficulty he has with the shite coming out of people's mouths at this point by the incredulity with which he greeted this. The man insists that there's a wee train, but he did not know too much English no matter how loudly you spoke to him. I changed the subject.


                    Kopan was mentioned. I'd heard it was this big Tibetan monastery and was very keen to go there. He gets very enthusiastic over this Kopan.  There is a Tibetan monastery there.  It's only four miles.  Four miles, he says.  He'll take me there.  We can walk.  It's only four miles.


                    I was dying to go to Kopan.  In this Tibetan monastery Hossilpoppil would have found a wee fat baldy guy who would have been able to tell him if he'd had a genuinely cosmic experience once or was, in fact, going off his fucking head.  The wee holy man presented the perfect opportunity.  At this point, Hossilpoppil was supposed to turn to Poisonous and Glenda and say, see you later, I'm off to Kopan.  I'll be back in a couple of days.  They might have been a bit hacked off about this and told me to effing stay in effing Kopan for as long as I effing liked.  But there would have been two of them left behind.  They could have kept each other company.


                    Unfortunately, Poisonous had no time whatsoever for any kind of juju and had refused point blank to go to Nepal on any Buddhisty business at all.  So I was stuck with Glenda halfway up this stupa, and he's already said he doesn't want to do any meditating, so there's fuck all reason for him wanting to spend a few days in this monastery. He wants to go home for his dinner.  If it hadn't been for Glenda, I'd never have been in Nepal far less half way up a stupa, so fair play to the boy.  Since he wanted to go home for his dinner, I should accompany him.  We were supposed to be on holiday together after all.  So it's fair enough that I went back with him to have my vegetable carry instead of going off with this wee holy man for a few days of bliss.  Fuck sake!


                    The wee holy man told us he was forty five.  So were we.  He looked at least twenty years older than Glenda.  Obviously, going around India being dead holy knocks fuck out of you, so I gave him a couple of quid in rupees as we left to go home for our dinner.  When he saw the amount of money I had on me, his eyes went into cartoon mode.  After I gave him the two hundred rupees, I wondered if his nervous system was going to be able to handle it.  He seemed to wobble.  It's hard to imagine how poor you could be, especially when you're flashing around your rancid huge big whiteness and trying to buy bottled water with the equivalent of ten thousand pound notes.


-------------------


                    So I was staring at the leper and the billy can and feeling gaga with helplessness.  I couldn't do anything about the no fingers and no toes and not even any nose.  He was so thin.  His collar bones were jutting out.  He looked half starved and thirsty as he kind of nodded towards his billy can.  I had no money on me. We'd got into India, but we didn't have any Indian money on us.  You might think this is not too smart, this arriving in this big Indian city without having any Indian money, but this is the kind of travelling fuck up that Hossilpoppil was forced to put up with.  His Domestic Bliss would not have arrived in an Indian city without adequate currency.  Poisonous would have had the notes neatly folded.  Unfortunately, Glenda was just as hopeless as Hossilpoppil, but Hossilpoppil thought it was his fault since Hossilpoppil was not a responsible person.  Almost everyone who knew him would vouch for that.  Besides, Glenda was being the man on this trip.  He was making all the decisions and Hossilpoppil thought he should have had the money sorted out so he didn't have to stand looking at this leper with fuck all to give him.


                    I had some Nepalese money.  I stuck a note into the billy can and fucked off after Glenda who was striding purposefully towards the road.  The road leads over the bridge and the big Indian city is really over there.  A lot of beep beeping and honking and bicycle rickshaw peddling is going on here.  There are people wherever you move.  I'm still trying to catch up with Glenda when I hear this horrible deep throated raucous squawking noise coming from down by my thigh.


                    Amid the noise and the horrible heat and the billows of dust, there was this big naked baby running along beside, beseeching me with outstretched arms for god knows what.  He's very dark and running like fuck to keep up, darting passed the tangle of legs and in between these bicycle rickshaws.  The fucking hell. Jesus.  The outstretched arms and demonic vocal cords.  I'm walking away from that as well.


-------------------


                    Sometimes reality can be tricky enough even when it looks the way it should.  The next chapter will be about what it's like when it doesn't.  I was supposed to write something in this chapter about the books I was reading in Nepal, but I forgot.  Maybe I'll do that next.  Maybe I won't.  How about a musical interlude?


---------------------                  -


�
                                       CHAPTER FIVE


                    It used to be a sign of being a bit well off if you had a piano in your living room.  Some people had very nice pianos.  Some people had crap pianos.  Almost nobody could play them.  What is the point of having a fucking piano if you don't practice on it?  This is getting to be a bit like the godslot that used to end the evening's viewing on terrestrial teevee. Late Call.  Somehow, I've got to connect pianos with Jesus Christ and then bang in the message at the end.  Well, if you're going to play your piano anything like as good as Jesus Christ, you'd better get fucking practising on it, that's all!


----------------------


                    The mind game is evidently the only game in town.  If you like the altered state and this leads you somehow into sitting quietly doing nothing for long periods of time, then sooner or later you're going to have to look at what these Buddhisty boys have been up to.  Because they've been playing the mind game a lot longer than most people.


                    You could go and visit the Samye Ling, a kind of Tibetan buddhist cultural centre and monastery, down in the borders, though not the borders of Tibet.  The Samye Ling is one of the wonderful places in Scotland and you can check into a wee room there to meditate anytime you like and no one will say boo to you.  There's really just the wee room with the double glazed windows and the only sound is the tick tock of your clock.  There's nothing to do but meditate your legs off and read books.


-------------------- 


                         So I was reading this book called The Heart of Buddhist Meditation, one of my first proper big Buddhisty books.  The boy said you didn't have a soul.  It's really quiet there in the middle of the night.  Just the wee clock ticking.  You don't have a soul.  That's what the boy said. This is another guy with a giant brain. This is the message. You don't have a soul. Maybe he said that everything is interdependent on everything else, that everything changes, that nothing possesses any inherent, unchanging substance, but I don't think he did. He just said you've got no soul. You've got no soul and  you've got no God, and there's nothing that isn't in flux. This did Hossilpoppil's head right fucking in. What kind of religion is this when you don't have a God and you don't have a soul? Fuck sake.


---------------------


                       It's a very eerie feeling.  Even although Hossilpoppil hadn't thought about his soul for years, he didn't like the feeling that he was losing it.  As he was reading this stuff, it just seemed to seep away.  So what have you got left then?  Maybe just the memory of a quotation about gaining the whole world and suffering the loss of your whatever it is.  Who said that anyway?  What doth it profit a man ... it sounds like God to me.  Hossilpoppil used to say that to himself a lot when he didn't want to have a job.


-------------------


                     I couldn't read any more of that book then.  I went to sleep instead.  I'd been encountering a few problems with this meditation business already.  I'd decided to really go for it with the New Year resolutions. No smoking of the horrible tobacco. Get up every morning at six and meditate for an hour and a half before you had to see anyone.  Then you might not feel like killing people.


                    When you do this meditation juju, it maybe possible to plant little notions in your head.  Such as, smoking will kill you in a stupid and horrible way. This might not work any better than anything else of course, in that you're still going to be subject to major bouts of crabbitness and all.  But the meditation might help, especially if you tell yourself it will.  


                       But this getting up in the morning routine on top of the hour I did already started to produce stuff of a different order from any I'd experienced before.  I started going out to work in the morning, with the dark and the cold and the sleet, grinning like an idiot.  I knew that repeating a sound to yourself over and over could make you feel better than good, but this was rocket fuel, the wind under your wings to help you sail through the day.  It was also a bit disturbing.  He did not understand what the fuck was going on. Then his soul stole away in the silence of the night and by the time he got back to the Domestic Bliss he was in a right old state, jabbering away in an only semi-coherent fashion about all this bloody suffering shite and not having any soul. 


--------------------


                    You think sometimes you might be trying too hard.  After a few months of not smoking, Hossilpoppil rewarded himself with a visit to the Holy Isle, which is really an extension of the Samye Ling these days.  Glenda came to.  There's a derelict old house with the windows sometimes covered with plastic sheets to keep out the wonderful Scottish winter weather.  But we were there during the Easter holidays and on the first morning when we were supposed to be helping build this dry staned dyke, we only got the sleet and the snow and the wind and the rain.  Because it was Easter the sun came out as well though it was certainly not what you'd call hot.


                    Then we were in this wee outbuilding with the warm stove and the tea break.  There are three novice monks there, all Brits.  I'd been trying rather awkwardly to engage this monk in conversation.  He was from England, the middle somewhere.  He's wearing the monky robes and the big wellies.  He's got on the woolly balaclava and the oilskins as well.  He's standing there looking like a frozen snotter.  I'm asking him about this monky life.  He's been living on this God forsaken Scottish island all winter in these less than palatial accommodations.  I'm finding this quite hard, he says in a quiet voice.  Quite hard.


                     The gaffer monk is a tough wee bastard from England, the north somewhere.  He's finished his tea and thinks we should go back to work.  The frozen snotter hardly moves. The other monk was brought up not a spit from me, near Bellshill in Lanarkshire.  He begs to demur when the gaffer monk mentions that we move again,


                    'Ah'm no goin' oot in fuckin' that!' says he.  'It's no as if we're gettin' paid fur fuck sake!  It's fuckin' freezin' oot there!'


Loved him for it.  You can't take Bellshill out the boy.  After the disputations were resolved when both novices walked off the job, Glenda and I went outside to persevere with the gaffer monk.  It was nice and bright.  Ten minutes later we were back inside and half blown away by the rain and the sleet and the snow. After a while, I proceeded to my tent. I'd gone to the Holy Isle to meditate really. Fuck this dry stane dyke carry on. I spent the next two days hiding in my tent, meditating my socks off, completely unconvinced of the uplifting qualities of manual labour.


 ----------------------


                    So you stagger home from the luxury of the Samye Ling thinking you've maybe been trying too hard.  Hossilpoppil ate a big bit of dope and said fuck this.  He wasn't getting up at six in the morning, not the next morning.  He was going to lie in his bed.  So it's the next morning and I'm just crossed the road out there and moving round the comer when I say my secret magic word.  Immediate huge grin.  Rocket fuelled from the day before.  Maybe that's what you're supposed to be left with when you lose your soul.  A big grin.


---------------------


                    But I'm still a bit worried about this going to work in the morning with the big smiley face. Can't be right. It's not natural. You must be going off your fucking head.  Then I tried to read this book by Anagarika Govinda.  Even if you thought you were an intelligent bastard, you might still have a few problems understanding The Psychological Attitude of Early Buddhist Philosophy.  Right over the top of my head.  But on page sixty four he said that happiness is a characteristic of progress.  Made my day!  These buddhisty people go on about the suffering because you don't have to put up with it.  Some people in dog collars might tell you that suffering is good for you.  Or suffer in silence.  Or maybe God likes you the more the more you suffer.  It seems much better when people say forget about God and bugger the suffering.


-----------------


                    I had the Tibetan Book of Living and Dying with me in Kathmandu and this is a very good book and, unlike the Psychological Attitude of Early Buddhist Philosophy, can be read and enjoyed by even an idiot like me.  In retrospect, I think this book might have had a huge effect on me. It might be in that book that the boy says you might end a meditation session by giving whatever it is you've got to everyone else and muttering something about emptiness.  Giving everything to the flatheided lazy bastards who are all walking around not practising their pianos, but pouring drink and drugs into them, is not an easy thing to do at first.  But the emptiness bit was alright since I didn't really understand what that meant. It's something to do with interconnectedness and things being empty of any unchanging stuff.  I'd read somewhere else that on top of the Eightfold Path and all that you might hope for a bit of non-self and emptiness.  For everyone else and emptiness.  Maybe if you ask for something, you shouldn't be too surprised if you get it.


--------------------


                    But just how interconnected can you get? Once I was given some money because I spent some time doing this. Writing. Free money, sort of. Immediately I spent sixty five quid on underwear, always a good move since you're almost bound to waste the fucking rest. Anyway, I was thinking about how this money accrued. Surplus value is when you sell your labour to someone and they take a little bit off the top, a profit if you like. This is a bit of the old Karl Marx maybe. Surplus value. Where did the sixty five pounds come from to pay for the underwear?


                     Everybody along the line got a little bit eaten off. The woman at the cash register who sells the book. The guy who cut down the tree to make the paper. The guy who made that guy's saw. The guy who built the doorway of the workshop where some other guy was making the handle for the saw. Etcetera, etcetera. We have a bit of interconnectedness here. Maybe a bit of interdependence. This is the argument Proudon used in Property is Theft, although what with all the brain damaging chemicals, the passage of time and whatnot, it might have been a wee bit different.


----------------------


                     You can easily convince yourself that you're interconnected with everyone and everything else.  You can easily convince yourself that everything that you are is constantly changing.  Alternatively, you could just as easily convince yourself that nothing ever stays the same.  Despite however much we might go around wishing for some permanence from our little selves, obviously we have as much permanence as a snowflake.  So that's more or less the understanding you're supposed to start with if you want to get on in this Buddhisty business.  After you've grasped this intellectually, you're supposed to have some sort of a realisation of all this.  


But it's very difficult to know what a realisation of interdependence, impermanence and whatnots might constitute unless you've actually had one.  Fortunately for you, I have had one, so if you've ever been interested in mysticism or the altered state in general, this is going to be for you.


------------------------


                    The first thing you have to do to get a realisation of non-self and emptiness is go out and get pissed.  That's what I did anyway.  The dope drought at the start of the year when Glenda and I went to Nepal will be memorably imprinted into the minds of all us deprived souls who were forced to find solace in the alcohol dens of this beautiful, wonderful city.  It didn't matter whether dope was legal or illegal at the time.  There seemed to be no dope to be had for love nor money either way.


                    After he'd given up the fags, Hossilpoppil decided to see if he could give up drinking for a year.  Then he started drinking again.  It's hard work at first after a year off.  Pouring huge volumes of beer down your throat is actually pretty disgusting if you've spent a whole year giving yourself a bit of a scunner for it.  Still, I'd had a year off and, what with the dope drought and that, I hoped to go for a bit of a middle way with the pints of beer. Only imbibe the government's recommended dose of two pints of the black stuff. Be sociable and that.  


 			So Glenda and I got into the pub about one o clock on Saturday afternoon and got out of the pub about midnight.  No one will ever know what went on for most of the eleven hours Glenda and I spent in the pub, but it was something he insisted on that brought on the realisation. 


--------------------------


                    But that was really the second realisation.  I didn't count the first one because I'd had a snort of coke and a few sticks before it came on, but there was definitely something happening in my box that was nothing to do with the drugs.  I kind of noted it at the time, but tried not to worry about it.  This is always good advice to someone if they think they might be losing it a wee bit.  Don't worry about it.  It probably wasn't anything really.


-------------------------


          Glenda and I were rapping away at this party.  I'd just finished reading Tibetan Book of Living and Dying. The boy in the wonderful Tibetan Book of Living and Dying might tell you that you're a bit of wave rising and falling on an ocean. If you thought your consciousness was a bit of a wave rising and falling on a big ocean of concsciousness, that your consciousness had somehow intruded into or become entangled in matter or flesh, and was supported somehow by this big ocean of consciousness, then you might feel reassured when you think of yourself as a wave. Of course, if there's no ocean there, going about thinking you're a wave might seem a bit silly.


---------------------


 			So I was rapping about to Glenda about the Tibetan Book of Living and Dying. I was saying you had to think consciousness.  There didn't seem to be any other way to get round this Buddhist shit. You had to think collective.  There was one Big Mind supporting all the little minds and if you didn't think collective consciousness, I didn't see how you could get it.  Of course, this is a very stupid thing to say.  I should have said that if you mixed the oneness of everything with a touch of Proudhon, you had as good a basis for left of centre politics that I'd ever heard of. Glenda was away talking to someone else in a minute anyway.  How can you think collectively?  You've only got the one mind.


-----------------------------


                    Suddenly, all the people in the room looked as if they were the one thing.  I looked around at the same old tired crew, but I was different and so were they.  That's something I could see.  They'd lost something and gained something. A little bit of separateness had slipped away.  There was a kind of cohesion.  So that's how it works, I remember saying to myself.  After a moment, I went back to being me again, and not being a part of us.


                      This is a very strange feeling as the separateness just slips away.  A bit freaky.  You stay the same thing, but you've really become part of something else.  Maybe in these few seconds you could say that you'd realised that you were part of something else.  After all.


----------------------


                    So then Glenda was sitting in the pub insisting that nothing existed outside your own mind.  He'd read this in a buddhisty book, he said.  Was he trying to tell me there was no objective reality to anything?  I think he was. Maybe this is somewhat extreme. Whoever wrote this down in the book might be described as a mentalist.  As in, it's all mental, man.  I was talking to Poisonous about this.  What if it's all happening inside your mind, Poisonous?  I might have asked.  Poisonous insisted that it didn't matter either way since you still had to deal with it whatever the fuck it was.  


                This sounds good, but it isn't true since you have emotional responses to events and if these events are really only occurring in your mind, then getting annoyed or angry at them must be a bit stupid surely.  Fortunately, whether things have as much objective reality as they seem to have or whether they have none, or maybe some, just not as much as you think they have, doesn't matter a toss.  Because if you meditate regularly for about nine years, do all kinds of drugs and then reduce your brain to mush by boozing all day, then you might get a wee trip and you'll wonder what all the fuss is about.  Of course, nothing can exist outside your mind.  It just depends what you mean by mind.


--------------------------


                    So Hossilpoppil was sitting at the issue desk of the school library cataloguing some books.  He was in the process of cataloguing all the books in the library because there was no catalogue to speak of when he got the job.  You've really got to be a librarian to realise what a fuck up this is.  You've got books but no catalogue.  You haven't got a library.  You've just got a pile of books.  In this case, what was left of the non-fiction stock after the Vandals and the Visigoths had visited the shelves.  Somebody should do something about Scottish school libraries. There should be a law.


                    But it is a good day.  Hossilpoppil had managed by looking incensed and appalled in turns to get this AppleMac to appear on the issue desk and he was kind of sitting working at this when he got the cosmic revelation.


                    How can nothing exist outside your own mind?  This little question arose in Hossilpoppil's consciousness just as he was leaning a wee bit to the side and writing something on the date stamp label of the book.  He looked up and over at the little island of soft seats where some pupils were lounging about.


                    It arose.  I do not know why it arose, but it arose.  And lifted up my face with a huge grin.  You're in the electric wonderland.  Everything is beautifully connected to everything else.  There is a consciousness running through everything and you can see that.  You're looking at it.  It isn't electricity, but it's something like that.  It's flowing through everything and not just the people.  It's in the wood on the desk in front of you and it's viscous in the air.  And everything is in flux.


-----------------------


                    Hossilpoppil looked over the pupils in the soft seats. I think I stood up. Around their bodies were maybe flowing goldeny edges.  He focused on them and the quality of the air between where he was and they were changed, and he thought, that's how it works.  Non-self and emptiness. Empty of an unchanging substance. And so was I. There was only one thing.  I was part of the wholeness in flow.  And so were they.  Such feelings of delight and wonderment.  I was the dude with the sense organs to perceive all this.  Bully for me.


----------------------


                    You've got to think, what the fuck's going on here?  It raises as many questions as it answers.  I had no idea what it was.  When my visual field returned to normal service, I spent the first couple of minutes just trying to get the big stupid smile off my face.


----------------------


                    So I managed to outpace the huge baby and we were on the bridge with all the rest of the ants crossing the muddy river.  The bicycle rickshaws flow past in double lanes.  Occasionally, a man will nod to the seats at the back, but I'll shake my head.  I've got a kitbag strapped to my back and the bag with the books.  I'm also carrying a plastic bag because you always end up carrying one of those no matter what.  It's clammy hot and sweaty and we could ride with the men for almost nothing.  They must think we're fucking mad.


                     'Did ye see the giant fucking baby?' I said to Glenda.  The giant baby had done my head right in.


                    'Let's get to a bank,' he said. You can't say it sounded terse. This boy was totally cool. He just said it.


                    There are cement block buildings and cement block pavements in front of wide open shops with the front walls rolled up.  We're trying to make our way along.  The traffic is unbelievable.  There doesn't seem to be any way you could turn into it and break the bumper to bumper flow, but people manage.  People also manage to miss each other by a hairsbreadth and there is a lot of honking and beeping and fumes and everything.  We find a bank.  It's up some stairs.


                     I'm trying to stop the barrels of this shotgun from pointing up my nose.  It's slung over this man's shoulder.  I'm staring at millions of people milling around in front of the metal grills.  The place is fucking chockablock.  The man with the shotgun is telling Glenda that the bank doesn't do foreign currency and he's directing us someplace else.  We walk along a bit.  It was the same in this other place. We end up where there's a bit of an alley and the end of one of the cement block pavements.  I'm going to look after the bags while Glenda goes off in search of the right bank.  My head is still done in from the leper and the giant baby and I'm quite happy just to sit there and mind the bags. 


                     I always mind the bags.  That's my job.  So I'm sitting there minding the bags and feeling completely exhausted already.  I close my eyes for a few moments thinking I'll just say my secret magic word to myself for a bit when I hear something and open my eyes.  There's another fucking leper standing in front of me.  He's on crutches and he's got parts of a car tyre on what are left of his feet.  I shake my head.  I haven't even got any Nepalese money left.  He hobbles off.  Within a few minutes eight other lepers have gone passed me and I'm getting a bit of a scunner on here.


                    This other Indian comes over for a word.  He's got the waist wrap on, but wears a red shirt and has all his bits.  He wants to know if I need a taxi.  I tell him my friend is off looking for a bank.  He nods and squats beside the bags to wait.  I felt as if I'd suddenly got protection.  I closed my eyes and didn't open them again until Glenda got back.


--------------------


                 I just wasn't ready for Siliguri.  I was off the pace.  You might think Kathmandu is a bit of a maelstrom, but it's not going to get you ready for Siliguri. Maybe nothing is.  It's an ant heap.  But we were only there for an hour or so that time.  When Glenda got back with the money, we hauled our bags into the back of this wee jap van and in no time were climbing the hills to Darjeeling.


-------- ----------


          I thought we were going to Darjeeling because the Dalai Lama lives there.  Unfortunately, the Dalai Lama does not live in Darjeeling at all, but in another place thousands and thousands of miles away.  There must have been other good reasons for visiting Darjeeling.  Anagarika Govinda got zapped by a cosmic Tibetan there one time.  Apart from that, at the moment I can't think of any other good reason for going to Darjeeling except that it wasn't Varanasi.  I suppose if you're going to be a travel writer you might as well go somewhere and visiting the place where the Dalai Lama stays is probably a fair stop on a Buddhisty type pilgrimage.  Pity he lived somewhere else completely different.


 -------------------


                    We could have found out where the Dalai Lama stayed from the monks at Kopan monastery.  We got there one beautiful sunny day five days after arriving in Kathmandu, the day before we were about to set off for Darjeeling.  For Hossilpoppil it was maybe a couple of days too late, but everything so far had gone very well.  Neither of us had fallen sick.  I had the skitters which you might expect travelling anywhere strange, but none of the rolling around going oh no, oh no. Everything was manageable and even the weather had been kind. I would have had more trouble with the climate in Majorca.  The drizzle was warm and when the sky cleared, it wasn't too hot, but the light was clean and sharp.


                    Not too far from the Bodnath stupa, the metalled road gave out.  The big puddles checked in.  The taxi driver had to give up, so we paid him off and walked on.  Paddy fields.  It's a bit exotic this with the wee villagey bits and the snuffling pigs and all that.  Then you get to a wee bit of metalled road again as the track climbs up the hill passed the big curving wall and up to the monastery gates.  They're open and I walk on in with Glenda trailing a little bit behind.  I'm walking in there thinking this is great.  I'm moving to the side to have a look down at the Kathmandu valley stretching out there, so I'm not bothering my arse about what's going on with Glenda.  He was always at my back.


                    The dwarf monks streamed down from the right towards him with some exuberance and in great good spirits.  They were dressed exactly the same as the full sized monks, but were only about seven years old.  Absolutely gorgeous wee boys, all armed with something like lumps of bread dough.  Gleefully, they ambushed Glenda as soon as he set foot in the place and pursued him towards where I was sitting by a wooden table, little blobs of bread dough flying about his head.  They knew a Big Bad Wolf when they saw one alright.  They ran out of ammunition just as he reached me and dashed off somewhere looking delighted with themselves.


                    We asked at this wee cafe bit by the gate it we could see the temple and the boy said okay.  We asked if there would be a puja on at any time and we were told the monks were all pujaing away down at Bodnath.  We'd chanced upon a puja when we'd been to Bodnath before.  Worth the air fare in itself.


--------------------


                    I took my shoes off and slipped into the goldeny red browny glow of the temple.  I'd been to pujas before though never one which involved so many monks. All sizes, all ages.  They sit on little cushions facing each other with a rectangular space in between.  At the end, there's something I can't make out from my place in at the wall at the side.  I can only see the bottom part which looks about fifteen feet high.  They're not messing around when it comes to the statue in this temple.  What I'm looking at is the part up to the knees.


                    It must be a kind of recitation.  Sometimes it sounds like statements and responses to statements.  The voices rise and fall in different strands of the same thing.  It's a kind of symphonic wailing with the odd hand clap and snap of the fingers thrown in.  You're sitting there in at the side at the back with your eyes closed, appreciating the coolness and letting all this beautiful noise wash all over you.  Then they start giving it laldy with the gongs, and the crashing cymbals and these big monster horns.  A cacophony.  You're not going to sleep during this service.  Then it suddenly quietens and the chanting gets going again, and it's absolutely wonderful to be there.


--------------------------


                     We'd been puja hunting. We found a temple near the stupa which belonged to the same sect as the Samye Ling people.  Three o clock the boy said, but it was a desultory affair. They were having their tea.  We just went in the door at the back and sat down in the middle ages.  They must have been using some electric lights, but they could have managed without them.  There's a big pillar just before where I'm sitting on the floor at the back, so I don't see too much of the temple itself.  There's a row of adolescent monks down behind the wee low tables at the side.  In the aisle in front of these, there's a dwarf monk sweeping the floor with a witch's broom.  He occasionally makes probably not very complimentary comments to the adolescent monks.  He's winding them up.  Another dwarf monk appears in front of us and pours us out some tea.  I take a sip from the wee cup and it tastes absolutely delicious what with the butter and salt and whatnot.  When salt tastes that good, you've got to be dehydrated.  The chanting got going and I closed my eyes again.


--------------------------	


                    The monks were streaming past at the end of the puja. None of them had any idea we were there until they came passed.  Big smiles.  Two huge grins went by one after the other. I was impressed. I think that's what it's supposed to do.  Give you the big open smiley face.


--------------------------


                    The old monk at Kopan had the big open smiley face as well.  He was so well passed his sell by date. Obviously, just off the set of one of the Star Wars sequels.  Before we left the monastery, I'd suggested to Glenda that we might ask someone how to get to Varanasi, or Bodh Gaya, or Darjeeling, or some kind of buddhisty place.  Being Buddhists, I thought these boys might know stuff like that. 


                     The old monk was in the wee cafe bit as we were walking towards the gates.  He's nodding and smiling away there, the totally bald head and tortoise neck sticking out of his robes.


I got round to asking him if it was a good idea to go to Varanasi.  He said it was a good idea if I wanted to go.  Wasn't the weather horrible?  The weather was no problem if I wanted to go there.  Same with Bodh Gaya.  Same with Darjeeling, if we wanted to go there.  Nothing was a problem anywhere.  I could see that specific travel arrangements wouldn't be forthcoming and the conversation stalled for a second or two.  Hum.


                    Why did you come here? he said.  I started whittering away about buddhist pilgrimages and finding somewhere quiet where I could meditate.  It's quiet here, he said.  Why don't you stay here, he said.  This is a quiet place.  For one thing, you can't smoke dope here, pal, I could have said.  For another, I've managed to get myself hooked on nicotine for fuck sake and the first day I spend anywhere without a joint is going to be fucking horrible, I think.  Also, we have to go home for our dinner because there's no way Glenda is going to want to stay in this monastery ducking dough balls for a couple of days, especially since we'd already agreed to go somewhere else the next day.  I told the old monk I'd come back to Kopan when we returned to Kathmandu from wherever we were going to go to.  He said there was no problem with that either.


This old boy had no problems with anything.  Equanimity.  Kindness. It was beaming out of him.  Hossilpoppil could have been sorted right there.  This old boy would have had a few realisations in his time.  No doubt about that.  Hossilpoppil might even have got zapped.  Instead of which, he was off to Siliguri, though he did not know that then.  He wasn't ready for Siliguri.  That was not a nice quiet place.  Not only was he not ready for Siliguri, but he wasn't even ready for the bit that came before that.  Maybe knocking back Seven Ups in the Tom and Jerry Bar of an evening tends to give you a false sense of security.  It took two days to reach Siliguri.  Enter the nightmare.


                                   -------------------------------


�
                                CHAPTER SIX


I thought we were going to fly to India, so I left the Lonely Planet Guide at the Garuda along with a lot of other stuff.  It might have come in handy because we weren't  flying to India after all.  Glenda had made the arrangements in the travel bureau attached to the hotel.  We were flying to Biratnagar which, as I discovered, is near the Indian border.


I was a bit surprised not to see any customs or immigration when we landed in Biratnagar. There wasn't much else there except the airstrip.  I was wondering why we weren't being mobbed by teenage timeshare salesmen.  Nobody was mobbing us.  Hardly anyone around.  We walked out through the shed and there were some bicycle rickshaws and taxis parked there, but still hardly anybody about.  We approached two youths who were hanging around a motor and got them to take us into town.


--------------------------


Biratnawhat?  Birygari?  Where the fuck is this?  I never did manage to fix the names of these places until much later.  What were we going to do in wherever it was?  Glenda says we're going to stay the night in a hotel and then go on to India the next day.  But this place looks more like you'd expect India to look like.  It's warmer and more tropical, muggy, with water buffaloes in the fields we're driving past.  We ask the boys to drop us off at a hotel and they stop before the first roundabout we get to.


-------------------


I've just looked up Biratnagar in the Lonely Planet Guide.  It says it's the second biggest city in Nepal and an industrial centre.  Glenda and I missed Biratnagar.  All we saw was the road out to the airport, the roundabout and a travel agent's across the road and down a bit from the hotel we were staying at.  The hotel was beside the roundabout.  It was called the Himalayan Kingdom.  You could tell right away that it wasn't the Ritz.  You kind of stepped down into a wee room that served as the foyer.  There's the usual fat guy behind the counter, but seven or eight sullen, barefoot young men are hanging around.  They're sitting and standing and leaning up against the walls.  Who knows why they are there?  Only one of them really smiles and he must be the fat guy's wee brother.


Most of them seem to come along as the man shows us the two rooms.  Mine is better than Glenda's.  In Glenda's room there is a fan on the ceiling which wobbles about attached only by the electric wire.  A helicopter accident any minute.  Completely fucking decapitated as you get up in the morning, Obviously, the only place to sleep was under the bed.  My room had whitish grey walls with electrical cables draped along them.  Dingy.  The aircon was noisy and the teevee was black and white.  There was the kind of shower and toilet you'd expect in a not very upmarket jail.  Everything was fine.  It had a padlock on the door.  We went for a walk.


If you ever visit Biratnagar, you could do better than just go for a wee walk along the road back towards the airport.  But it was good enough for a kind of hesitant stroll and look see.  Nobody hustled us.  Nobody offered us drugs.  Sometimes people looked at us and sometimes they didn't bother.  So we strolled back to the roundabout.  The place is full of people and bicycle rickshaws and bullock carts and all the usual stuff you see on the teevee.


 But nobody stops and asks if I want to buy some dope.  I'd left the gear in Kathmandu that day since I thought we were flying to India.  Stupid bastard.  What were we going to do now?  Biratnagar from where we were standing did not look as if it was going to be chockablock with nightlife.  It did not seem to be the kind of place where they'd have a Tom and Jerry Bar.  We thought we'd better find a place to eat and we found one right beside where we were standing.  It was probably attached to the hotel.


When we walked into this dark wee restaurant, the boy who came out didn't half look surprised.  He couldn't have had a customer for about twenty years.  The sense that no one ever ate in this restaurant was not somehow reassuring, particularly after the nice looking restaurant we'd  eaten in the night before. 


---------------------------


There was something supposedly edible floating around on this green puke stuff.  Glenda had wanted to go back to this restaurant because he'd found the green puke stuff rather tasty the night before. He wondered if they'd still be serving it and they were, exactly the same green puke stuff reheated, no doubt with an extra dod of ghee chucked in.  We'd been given a choice of eating outside or within the body of the place.  We choose the latter which was a mistake because a rat was having dinner in there as well.  It lopped around, a big fucker, from under one table to another and back again.  Glenda had convinced me to try this meal, but observing the rat's progress while trying to slurp up the green puke stuff did not help the appetite.


Eating in that place gave me a bit of a scunner for anything that wasn't tried and tested, so I'm sitting in this other restaurant in Biratnagar and I'm picking at this vegetable curry, and I think this is it, I'm fucked this time.  Forcing it down your throat, hoping it's not going to kill you.  Polished it off and looked at the empty bowl.  No seconds for me, thanks.


---------------------------


There are sliding bolts on the inside of my door, which looks kind of ramshackle.  It's the kind of door you might put on a hut and it's a bit frayed looking.  Still, sliding bolts.  I turn on the telly and it's some flickiness with some Indian movie maybe trying to get through the snow storm. I switch it off. I'm just back lying on the bed, thinking I'll read a bit, when the door is rapped.  All the boys with the bare feet are standing out there, blocking the door.  They stream past.  The one who smiles is pointing to the telly and he's going to fix it.  A major electric socket redistribution is going on here.  Heavy duty plugs are being ripped out and stuck back in.  The whole place is obviously being set up for an insurance claim, while all the rest of the barefoot boys stand around looking sullen.


One weighs up the risk.  Six or seven barefoot young men in a room with one honky on the bed who has enough bread on him to buy everyone they know a pair of shoes.  But the honky thinks, I'm going to look dead relaxed here.  I'm leaning back with my feet up on the bed and I smile and say thanks very much when they all troop out, leaving the telly picture as bad as ever.  Slip the bolts home and settle in.  I was worried about leaving all the nicotine behind in Kathmandu, but it's a cinch.  No worries.  I could have handled the first day in Kopan no bother.


--------------------------------


I came upon a book called Mysticism by a person called Happold about six months after I got back from Kathmandu.  There's a chapter on the characteristics of mystical states.  This is very handy if you think you've ever been in a mystical state, but aren't too sure really what the hell was going on.  Happold names seven characteristics and you can go down this check list to see how you score.  The first one he gives is ineffability This apparently means that you cannot explain it in intelligible terms to someone who has not had an analogous experience.  Apparently, this is the same with any states where feelings predominate. 


                     However, since the nineteen sixties all over the world millions of people have been popping hallucinogens of one kind or another and a couple of hours into such a trip is analogous in certain respects.  You've poured some chemicals into your brain and after a while everything looks, feels, tastes, etc., well, different.  The world may have stayed more or less the same, but your perception of it is definitely altered.  But it is true that if you try to explain an LSD experience to someone whose never had one, then you're as well trying to explain it to the fucking wall.


---------------------


The boy then says these states have a noetic quality.  This apparently means that one is absolutely convinced of the truth of the insight, or whatever, even although it might be hard to put whatever it is into words.  Well, I was in there with the wholeness in flux and it was bloody convincing alright. Totally convincing really.  Much more convincing that the truth of the world as viewed through a miserable hangover.  Two out of two. 


                     Then he says these states are transient in that they don't last for long.  I didn't know how long my wee illumination lasted, but it couldn't have been ten seconds.  Later, I tried to work it out.  Probably seven seconds anyway.  Then he says they have a passive quality.  Too right.  Just whacked me one.  I was doing a bit of cataloguing.  But the big one to me is the fifth characteristic which is the consciousness of the oneness of everything.  Maybe everyone at some time has felt conscious of the oneness of everything, but I imagine it's a matter of how deep the feeling goes.  Oneness in spades. 


                     Then there's the timelessness.  Well, the experience I had wasn't timeless in that events were happening.  Nobody froze.  The pupils on the lounge seats continued to move.  But as the boy says, it was out of clock time.  It was a good while before I could decide the experience had lasted only seven to ten seconds.  Of course, the last characteristic is the clincher, the conviction that the phenomenal ego is not the real I. So if you get the oneness along with the conviction that the phenomenal ego is not the real I, what we have surely is non-self and emptiness described somewhat differently.


-----------------------------


What a relief! This stuff is happening all over the place.  It's not just me. And it's not just Buddhists.  Happold talks about Christians, Hindus, just about everybody.  Something that can happen to a human being.  So I was reassured.  Also, the event was brought on by thinking about a paradox, as in, how can nothing exist outside your own mind?  Zen seems to be into paradoxes.  The wee fat baldy boy waits till he thinks your mind's due for a bit of a revolution and then hits you with one.  In Zen maybe the wee fat baldy boy is as liable to hit you with a paddle or a big stick, but maybe even that is a bit of a paradox.  The experience in Zen is called Satori, I think.  Same thing, different people.  


----------


But what exactly have we got here?  Let's call it another altered state.  Let's assume as far as altered states in the mystical path go, we're at base one.  It's maybe like a pack of cards.  Hossilpoppil got to turn over one card, or one card was turned over for him.  I assume the Buddha got to turn over them all, any time he liked.  Happold says although the mystical experience may be passive, it may also be controllable and in some life styles occur frequently


Unfortunately, Hossilpoppil's wee experience occurred during a dope drought.  And he wasn't smoking fags, and he was hardly even drinking regularly.  This is the bad news.  If the heavy duty sweeties are dependent on a clean, drug and drink free lifestyle, well, what a bummer!


------- ---------


Anyway, imagine you had the kind of lifestyle where you were frequently falling into one of these so called mystical states.  Well, the first thing we must remember about what we know about this so called mystical state is that it's variable.  Not only are we talking about subjectivity in spades here, we're aware that these states, or realisations, occur with varying degrees of depth.  Becoming one with the same old tired crew was different from the intermission in cataloguing.  But imagine you were used to these mystical states coming upon you.  I assume once your mind starts hitting the pattern, it starts to recognise it, reinforce it, and comes back to it because the feelings involved are so awesomely wonderful.  Well, are they controllable?  Are these states somehow controllable once you find yourself in them?  And, perhaps more importantly, are you able to control when you go into them? Or how passive do they have to be? Or maybe the question should be posed as, Is one controllable when one finds oneself at one?  Surely, if this was the case, then we are entering the realms of magic.  We are in the land of miracles.


-----------------


Just a thought.  Hossilpoppil had never performed miracles.  He was brought up to be think that magic was a lot of old superstitious shite.  So he does not know anything about miracles or magic.  What he does know was that he went into an altered state once time without apparent help of any chemical agents.  Imagine he'd managed to find himself in this altered state without ever having taken part in the huge, uncontrolled chemical experiment which has been playing out in western society for the last  forty odd years.  Without having the consolation of knowing that everything would return to normal once the chemicals had worn off, he'd realise that the way he perceived things in this state was certainly different.  He'd have to think he was at least in some kind of variation of the normal view.  Of course, he could not think that the altered state was somehow more real than normal, despite how it felt, particularly since his perceptions seemed normal enough the rest of the time.  However, since he'd felt that the altered state was at least as real as the normal state, he could quite easily conclude that the normal state and the altered state were equally valid.  In effect, neither state is more real than the other. Or, if the altered state is an illusion or a hallucination, so is the usual one. All we have is appearance, or in this instance, a variation of appearances. The emperor has got no clothes.


---------------------------------


This is when you start to go mad.  Like images in a dream, thus must we regard all things, the Nagarjuna boy said.  


 ------------------


Say you were Jesus Christ.  This is my Jesus Christ.  Your Jesus Christ might be different, but my Jesus Christ is a mystical kind of a guy.  My Jesus Christ can get into and out of these mystical states whenever he likes.  He's playing with the full deck.  Not only that, he can probably run up the spades, or the hearts, or diamonds, from the ace to the king if he wants.  And hang around there for a while.  Maybe he can even fool around with the systems controls and change the appearance of things to the usual Joe.  Say he was in one of these non-self and empty states for most of the time.  Maybe he could have been in it all the time.  He has lost his sense of self.  He is the universe.  So some guy comes up to him in the street and asks him what he's going to do if some other Joe comes up and biffs him one.  Well, Jesus Christ has got to say turn the other cheek because biffing yourself once is pretty stupid, but biffing yourself twice is well past the idiotic.


---------------------


The reason why we think that some Christian injunctions are not sensible is probably because we aren't very spiritually developed.  Unlike Jesus Christ.  But you've got to try to understand this Christianity stuff from Jesus Christ's side.  If you say he's God and maybe God's unknowable, that doesn't really get you very far, does it?


---------------------------


Hossilpoppil had been sitting at his issue desk, surrounded by and a part of a universal consciousness.  But to go from there to say this was a realisation of God immanent in the universe is maybe jumping the gun a bit. Maybe it depends on how you define God.  If you said God is everything we are ignorant of and can encompass everything we know and everything that can be known, all possible knowledge, then maybe we have a concept we can work with here.  Not knowing makes us feel anxious, alienated, separated, and vulnerable.  We only know enough to know that we do not know what is going on here.  Have we got a bit of suffering coming up?


While having a realisation, which includes a feeling of special knowledge, you feel the opposite of anxious, alienated, separated and vulnerable.  You will certainly not feel vulnerable if the parameters by which you measure yourself have been blown to hell. You cannot, for instance, possibly fear death in this altered state. The thing that was going to die has disappeared, both intellectually and perceptually, at least for a wee while in my case.  You could say during one of these realisations you felt closer to God, as in God being knowledge from its side and ignorance from yours.


You could say what you like, but once you start involving God in any deliberations, you end up talking shite.  And it's hard enough trying to get your head around this self business without bringing fucking God into it.  It's not really a useful term in this instance.  I've tried my hand at God and I can't get it to work. All you can say about God is not true, as the man said, so we're just as well forgetting about all that God stuff. 


 It's the Second Noble Truth that's the problem here.  Suffering brought on by desire based on ignorance of one's own true self. You've had a realisation of non-self and emptiness. You seem to become informed of the knowledge that you might not be what you thought you were. What the hell are you then? And if you keep grasping onto this false sense of self, how do you stop doing that? 


      ----------------------


We'd have been as well forgetting about heading for the Indian border if I'd bothered to read the Lonely Planet Guide about Biratnagar before we left Kathmandu.  The Lonely Planet Guide said the border along the road a bit from there was closed to tourists.  It just goes to show that you shouldn't believe anything written down in books.  You should investigate yourself. That's what we were unwittingly about to do the next day as, piling our stuff into a wee jap van, we headed for the border at Kakarbhitta.  I do not know how long it takes from Biratnagar to Kakarbhitta because I fell asleep in the wee jap van and didn't waken up till we'd arrived.


----------------------------


One of these days Kakarbhitta will be just like Minorca.  There will be MacDonald's and Pizzahuts all over the shop.  You will be able to get fish and chips in Kakarbhitta.  One of these days is when you should spend a day in Kakarbhitta and not right now.  There's a muddy, potholed and puddled kind of quadrangle where the traffic stops.  Quite a few damp people are strolling around there and some of them try to speak to Glenda and me as we head for the barrier across the road, evidently the border.  We've been trained in the big city and focus mainly at the spaces between faces.  We say no thanks and don't stop, but walk over the puddles and mud using the big strides, trailing folk for a few paces and then leaving them behind.  There's a couple of jerry built shops and some stalls selling food just before the pole across the road.  Between two stalls there's a wee path up to the Immigration Office, which is twice the size of your normal garden shed and probably looks a bit older.  I'm thinking that the place has a kind of encampment feel to it, like a comer of a muddy field at the edge of a rock concert, while Glenda leans into the hut to speak to the man.  The border is closed.  Fucking brilliant!


-------------------------


�



                               CHAPTER SEVEN


I was standing on the doorstep of the wee Immigration Office, which is at the end of a path between two al fresco food joints, with the tarpaulin covers, the calor gas, the burners and all that.  The touts we'd strode passed caught up with us. Several young men with bare feet were bidding for attention and there's a general hustle going on with Glenda trying to speak to the man while I'm trying to speak to Glenda, and all these other people are trying to speak to me.  I decided to try and speak to this Japanese guy who'd obviously been there for a while and was just standing looking spare, unmolested and minding his own business.


There's always a Japanese guy.  The last time I met this Japanese guy was on the border between Morocco and Algeria.  Everybody was being held up for some reason.  The Japanese guy had a bike with him then.  He said he'd cycled from Cairo.  He was looking a bit dusty, but by the time I caught up with him again he was looking a bit drookit and had lost his bike.  It had taken him over twenty years to get from Morrocco to Kakarbhitta, but I greeted him like a long lost friend.  What's the story with the border being closed and all that, pal? Even Japanese people who speak English can't understand a fucking word I'm saying.


A strike!  A fucking strike!  Communist bastards!  Glenda and I are hauling ourselves away from the Immigration Office out into the main road and Hossilpoppil was giving it full volume about the communist bastards after Glenda had told him about the strike.  What do you mean there's a fucking strike?  What do you mean the border's closed?


Hossilpoppil had been on strike himself once or twice before and had always thoroughly enjoyed it.  He had no objection to people going on strike and probably thought that, on balance, everyone should go on strike every once in a while.  But not when he was trying to cross the fucking Indian border, they shouldn't!  Hossilpoppil would have stood there singing the Red Flag if he only knew the words and thought it would have made any difference.  But it wasn't going to make any difference.  Same bastards had put up the price of petrol and nothing was moving.  The prospect of spending the day and night in some muddy comer of a pop festival after everyone else had gone home was not too enticing right then.  We hung about for a bit, out in the open space where the touts were more manageable, then we went back to the Immigration Office,


If you ever want to speak to an immigration officer, this is the one.  Unlike British immigration officials who are known throughout the world to be a shower of complete bastards, what a nice man this was.  He's sitting there in his wee hut with his bare feet up on a chair.  Two huge tomes, obviously registers of some kind, are sitting closed on the wee desk.  He's wearing a grey shirt, which his belly is trying to get out of, and has on a pair of grey trousers.  He could have been wearing what's left of the school uniform on day two of Lord of the Flies.  But he's saying nothing about hotels.  The touts are jabbering away there, hustling us continually, and he's not stepping on anyone's toes. 


  I suggest to Glenda that he goes off with a youth while I mind the bags.  Then when it quietens down, I'll hustle the man.  So Glenda goes off to be offered a room, which had some people already in it, with the added bonus of being able to watch the telly on the living room couch with the tout's mum.  The immigration officer looked a bit tired and jaded, but was a very nice man.  As soon as the touts lost interest, he gave me the gen on the hotel situation no bother.


-------------------------


The Rajat Hotel is not the best hotel in Kakarbhitta.  I was told it was the second best hotel and we'd be lucky to get a room in it.  I'm in the room sitting on the bed across the narrow floor space from Glenda's bed.  We're getting chummy.  We're sharing a room.  After the previous hotel, we thought this might make us feel more secure maybe.  Fortunately, both Glenda and I were hatha yoga fans and could sit comfortably cross legged on the wee beds for hours at a time.  This was just as well since there were no seats in this hotel room.  Just the two beds really and then the bog.  There was no satellite teevee. There was no teevee at all.  There was no aircon, just a fan on the ceiling.  There were no fly screens on the windows.  The man gave us something to burn to keep the mosquitoes at bay.  The walls were a kind of indiscriminate reddish colour.  Maybe they had been red at one time.  Just behind where I was sitting, a streak of deeper red had stained the wall.  Glenda said it looked like blood.  A squirt, a fountain streak of blood.  Be a great place to shoot up junk this, he said.


We were going to have to wait there throughout the heat of the day and then wait some more until it got to be bed time.  We checked it out.  There was really no place else to go.  We sat up on the beds and read stuff then wrote stuff, then read stuff.  We hardly said anything.  Glenda's not the kind of guy you need to jokey along.  Quiet and stoical.  Perfect for this situation.  I meditated a lot.  The first thing you learn is you always gotta wait.  Calm abiding, it's called.  This is being able to sit quietly doing nothing much for ages and ages.  But if you'd once managed to have a good time shut up in a wind battered tent on the Holy Isle, of course doing a day in some hell hole hotel in Karkabhitta is going to be a piece of cake.  If you're into meditating the way Hossilpoppil was, every time you have to stop can be looked on as just another opportunity to get out of your box.


------------------------


Ever since Hossilpoppil had been getting regular doses of the white light and blissy stuff, the project had been to get into this as fast as possible.  That seemed to be the obvious way forward.  He would have liked at some point to be able to go from being the normal Joe walking around with his eyes open to having his mind awash in these wonderful sweeties soon after closing them.  Of course, Hossilpoppil meditated with his eyes shut.  This is probably because he'd taught himself to meditate and didn't know how to.  The Tibetans meditated with their eyes half open and half shut and they must be right.  How could you aspire to see everything as it really is with your eyes shut?  It's stupid.  But when Hossilpoppil meditated with his eyes open, at first they grew tired, so he realised he couldn't be doing it right.  Maybe he was trying too hard and staring at the object instead of just resting his eyes on whatever it was.  Once you get the hang of it, your attention might be drawn to apparent distortions in your visual field.  The whorls and blurs and impressionism without the perspective stuff starts to kick in after a wee while and then whatever you're looking at might disappear into the rather flat, blotchy indistinctiveness.  Hossilpoppil had no idea why things in front of his eyes started disappearing, but wondered if it was somehow connected with chariots.  He'd been having a few problems with chariots not long before they'd decided to go to Kathmandu.


---------------------


So you've got the wheels and the chassis and the bodywork and all that.  These are separate things which, when we put them together, we call a chariot.  The problems seems to be that we see a chariot there when there isn't really one there at all.  There are bits put together.  You cannot, for instance, put your hand on the chariot.  You can put your hand on the wheel or the bodywork, or a bit of the chariot, but you cannot put your hand on the chariot even if you have very big hands.  It's an amalgamation of things.  The chariot is in your mind.  This gets even trickier when someone drives the chariot away.


I still don't get this stuff.  Maybe these boys are trying to tell us that our minds are filling the world with concepts and so-called realities which don't really exist in any inherent sense.  Certainly not independently. Of course, the chariot's shape is dependent on gravity and things like that.  And it is changing in front of your eyes though it doesn't look as if it is.  It looks like a fucking chariot.  The solid fact of a chariot, though tiny particles are zinging through it as if it wasn't there at all. Perhaps we could say that the world, or our understanding of this chariot, contradicts itself and is therefore appearance and not reality. It might be helpful at this point to ask what the Buddha sees when he looks at this chariot.  Fuck knows. 


          This boy from Tibet seems to have got the hang of it though.  After spending years and years in retreat, he pisses off on his lonesome and starts to live in a cave, thinking about chariots and no doubt wondering if one will pass by soon now that they've all been privatised, deregulated, and whatnot.  After fifteen years or so, a chariot finally passes by and he says that although we take phenomena to be real, they are in fact nonexistence arising as appearances.  This doesn't stop him hopping on the chariot, by the way.  What a guy!


 -----------------------


I was trying to get more into meditating with open or half shut eyes in Kathmandu.  I had plenty of time to try some tricks.  I'd probably manage about four or five hours before tea time at night.  We usually ate that in the, Garuda.  Once or twice we went out and Glenda would have a couple of beers maybe in a bar.  Normally, Glenda would come up to my room for a smoke after his dinner, but after a couple of joints he normally left me to sit there with my books, and dope, and satellite teevee. The boy's not really a pot head.  I'd read, write, meditate, watch teevee, do some hatha yoga, and get out of my face. 


 The main book I was reading was Creative Meditation and Multidimensional Consciousness by Anagarika Govinda.  What a book title!  It was a bit of an eye opener.  One night after reading it, I decided to forget about trying to concentrate on points in the body, visualising dead saints and all that stuff.  The Govinda boy said there were four degrees of absorption.  At terminus is something called Samadhi.  White light and bliss are in the first two degrees of absorption.  Nothing anyone can do about that.  It's something common to the human beings.  Once you're into these degrees of absorption, you just have to put up with the wonderful feelings.  Too right.  This is for me.  The boy said you could do the whole thing on breath, concentration on breath.  Concentration on something.  You don't need Buddhism, the Four Noble Truths, or any of that stuff.  What you need to do is get absorbed. 


------------------


Hossilpoppil tried to have a chat to Glenda about this chapter in the book, but Glenda was most obviously not interested.  He blows his nose and looks away.  Fair enough.  But Hossilpoppil was motoring after reading that.  And he wasn't having to spend much time messing about before the white stuff was up there.  He could even do it when he was stoned.  This was a bit of a shock at first, but Hossilpoppil's brain didn't usually fall apart when he took cannabis.  You could have a conversation with him.  He could remember what a telephone was called.  He could focus.  Of course, he could focus better when he was straight, and due to the increasing tendency of the mind to become distracted, trying to meditate after you'd eaten big lumps of dope was a bit stupid really. But it was also good fun.


---------------------------


What about these sadhus? I don't think I saw any of these sadhu people, but some of them go around bare arsed naked. Some of them hang weights from their willies which makes them really long but incapable of erecting. The Edinburgh Festival Fringe is just made for these boys. What street theatre! But if you take the sadhus to be holy men, being holy doesn't mean you can't periodically disappear behind billows of dope smoke as these boys seem to often do. Chilums as well. Maybe if they came to the Edinburgh Festival, they could explain to the Edinburgh constabulary that by disappearing behind huge wafts of dope smoke and hanging weights off their willies they were merely exercising their human rights to religious freedom.


-------------------------


Of course, we wouldn't have any human rights unless we made then up.  We needed something to stop the power mad people throwing folk to the lions, or cutting people's heads off just because they didn't like them.  I think we're talking about a different kind of enlightenment here, maybe the one which involved guys like Voltaire, Thomas Jefferson, Montesquieu, David Hume and all those kinds of people.  Once the divine right of kings is out the window and the guilottines are getting sharpened up, you've got to think of something or anybody could get their heads pulled off and their lungs pissed into.  Even although you might not be a religious kind of person, it must be easier thinking up these human rights if you've got God in the background.  A lot of people believe in God even if you don't.  So you've got God and you've got Judgement Day and you've been made in God's image and likeness.  Trying to think up a few human rights to stop the power mad bastards throwing you into jail or torturing you for fuck all would be a piece of cake if you started with a basis like that.  But if you think there's no God and no human soul, things might get a bit trickier.  Maybe if you've any power over people in this world, it is better for them if you think there's a God, people have souls, and Judgement Day is just around the comer. 


----------------------


Say you caught the sadhu with the weights hanging off his willie and the billows of dope smoke doing his street theatre during the Edinburgh Festival. Well, if you were a Buddhisty kind of person, what are you looking at when you look at this guy? You're not looking at someone made in God's image and likeness, that's for sure.  The Joe's got no soul.  He's subject to suffering, impermanence and egolessness.  The light resisting organism could be seen by you to be merely a temporary collection of coordinating aggregates.  Maybe you could investigate further and give aspects of this light resisting organism names, such as, feelings, consciousness, corporeality, perceptions and the mental formations which include volitional impulses, and whatnot.


You might even remember that this particular light resisting organism started off as, more or less, a wee tottie thing, a single cell maybe.  At some point in it's progress to becoming the huge big  thing with a weight hanging off its willie, it was thrust into a cold hard world and soon shouted Gies it!  Or if he was a Scottish sadhu, he'd have probably shouted that. These are the first words that a lot of Scottish kids utter.  'Gies it!' roughly translates as 'give it to me' for the benefit of the evil bourgeois, cultural imperialists and other English bastards who have not had the benefit of a traditional Scottish working class upbringing.


By the time the wane can shout gies it, it has surely developed a strong sense of self and knows what it likes and wants, and what it doesn't.  Its head is by this time half way up it's arse already.  It has developed a self which has desires which will lead surely to frustrations.  Also, when this self is frustrated, huge waves of afflictive emotions may arise to overwhelm it, at least temporarily.  Say you're beating the bedcovers and shouting don't die!  Don't die!  The poor bastard in the bed doesn't want to die either, so he's wriggling about there and trying not to die.  Of course, he dies anyway.


Then there could be huge weepings and wailings, and renting of clothes and massive head hangings going on here for ages, and ages.  You might think that this sense of self which you have developed and which is now being assailed by these horrible emotions is in some ways the essential you.  You may think this is the human being.  You won't just stop at the body, consciousness, feelings, perceptions, and mental formations.  You will almost certainly think there's something else there.  And there is.  It's your false idea of self.  Your stupid fucking ignorance.  You will most certainly cling to this idea of your self.  You will most certainly want to preserve it, giving you terrible emotional and mental problems, as the Edinburgh constabulary lead you off to the cells.


------------------------


I haven't  got a term for this idea where you've created a psychological entity which desires stuff and is going to fuck you up.  Ego might not be good enough.  We need a word here because you're liable to start talking about two selves, the one which is going to fuck you up and the one which would be there eating its dinner anyway.  Or at least, would still be sitting there eating its dinner once it's lost its false idea of self.  The fact that the first self, the psychological entity, exists and develops is perfectly obvious to anyone who has ever looked after a baby.  Once the wee thing comes to realise that everything isn't a part of it and isn't completely under it's control, it starts going raj.  Some things will make it happy and some things most decidedly won't. 


  It is also pretty obvious that if the baby wasn't  like that, it would die.  Without the development of attitude and intention, you're probably looking at a very short life span on an intravenous drip.  But does this mean that if the grown up Joe eating his dinner loses this personally developed idea of self, that what you've got left here is a moron?  Is the light resisting organism going to lose it's sense of hunger and satiation, for instance?  Is it going to just switch off and die?  Maybe sit there drooling for a bit first?


 ----------------------


This moron drooling in front of his dinner does not resemble the archetypal giggly smiley bastard whom I spotted hanging about these Buddhisty temples in Nepal.  Someone has told the wee fat baldy guy that his suffering is caused by desire which is based on ignorance of his true self, and he has managed to turn himself into a giggly smiley bastard.  The question is how did he do this?  He has accepted that he is impermanent, egoless, and subject to suffering.  He has also excepted that he is made up of the coordinating aggregrates of body, consciousness, perceptions, feelings, and the mental formations which will, of course, include volitional impulses.


What this particular wee fat baldy guy is going to deal with is the so called mental formations.  Perhaps by dealing with them along the way he can at least weaken this false view of self.  The mental formations he can get some control of. What he thinks and the way he thinks it is his responsibility. Our wee fat baldy guy probably reckons he can get at this kind of suffering through understanding the juju and meditation.  A wee bit of wisdom allied to method.  The wee fat baldy guy is, in effect, playing the mind game.


------------------------


Of course, being a human being, he must act.  Sitting there drooling over his dinner is not an option.  Actions will occur even if he is sitting very still. Also, it is hard to see how desire can cease if one has to act.  You could be desiring to sit very still, for instance.  I think the answer to one of the problems with the second noble truth must lie somewhere round about here.  It must rest with intention somehow.  Desire will not vanish and the possible harmful consequences must be ameliorated by the way in which you desire things, or in the things you desire. But everyone's going to want something.  Or not want something. 


-----------------------------


 Say your kid has fallen into the shark infested swimming pool and almost spontaneously you'd hauled the wee bastard out. You're sitting there gaga with disbelief, goggle eyed and sucking in huge lungfuls of air when you see the wifie thing begin to slip and fall into the shark infested water.


If you were a buddhisty kind of a guy, we've already noticed that you might be disinclined to ascribe any God given human rights to this Josephine.  He may look on her as merely a light resisting organism made up of temporarily coordinating aggregates.  While the fear and terror is building in the wifie thing, the buddhisty kind of guy observing all this never for one moment doubts that the wifie thing is there, hopefully.  All these events do not exist only in his mind.  


Though he understands that most of what he takes for out there is in fact arising in his mind and sinking back into it, he is not a complete mentalist.  He is not that fucked up.  In fact, he's in the middle way between thinking the world is as it seems and telling himself it's all just mental projection. The light resisting organism is there alright in some form and might even fall on top of him to remind him of this, lest he forget.  There are causes valid enough to have produced her just as the multifarious causes produced him.  How he reacts to the light resisting organism falling in among the sharks no doubt will be determined by what kind of guy he is, what kind of person she is, and maybe how they have related to each other previously.


-----------------------


In a moment or two, after the huge splash, we might begin to ask this Joe to do the right thing.  We might present him with a list of all these things you have to do to be regarded as a good person and right on top of that list is going to be the bit about diving into the swimming pool to save your wife from the sharks.  If you'd been soaking up this Buddhist philosophy stuff for a while, the people entreating you to jump in after your wife because it is in itself a good thing might just give you the big hee haw. 


 What you must never do is expect the Buddhisty kind of guy to do the right thing.  There are no right things and wrong things to this guy.  There are no absolutes, such as good and bad.  Maybe some actions are skillful and some not so skillful in terms of how they affect the mental formations.  He might not even see the world in terms good and bad, but as a series of causes and effects, or maybe in terms of preconditions, conditions, and retributions.  Talking about things being right or wrong at a given moment might not make much sense to this guy.  He might even have decided that he is the kind of guy who has progressed beyond conventional morality, beyond the social conventions of right and wrong.  What a guy!  Wouldn't that be something? Once you've started out on this Buddhisty stuff, who knows how you'll end up?


----------------------


One day you could end up in a hell hole hotel in Karkabbitta.  It's been dark for an hour or so.  It's still hot.  Your bed at your side of the space is strewn with things out of your big sausage.  You don't know too much about what's going on outside.  When it gets dark sometimes wee fires get lit, or braziers come to life round the edges of the potholed big square for buses stopping, etc.  The place does not seem festooned by street lights as you look out from the doorway of the Rajat Hotel before deciding there's definitely nowhere to go at night either, and you might was well go back to your room.


       Glenda is in there reading.  He is sitting across the wee space between the beds from me and I am also reading.  Then the lights go out.  The room is plunged into darkness and the fan stops going round in the ceiling.  Suddenly, it's hotter.  We sit quietly for a moment or two listening out for the infernal drums.  We do not hear any since these are cliches from another continent.  You just get the usual crickety noises and whatnot.  But nothing seems to be moving.  Nothing seems to be moving towards the door, or the windows.  Nobody seems set for attack right at that moment.  I'm fiddling amongst the stuff strewn on the bed beside me.  There's light enough in the room for Glenda to see the blade of the clasp knife being snapped open.  Then I switch on the dinky torch that Poisonous had leant me along with the weapon, and wobbled its beam over the blade.  I waved the torch.


'Armour plated,' I said.


----------------------


�
                            CHAPTER EIGHT


Only Poisonous would possess a teeny weeny  armour plated torch.  A gadget man.  I promised him if anybody gave me money for this book, I'd finance a trip to South America. Fortunately, I was drunk at the time so it doesn't count. But being in the thatched hut in Ecuador with this wee bastard might be worth while just to see what the fuck he could pull out of his bag at the vital moment.  Maybe an intricate device for extracting the venom from frogs.  Batman eat your heart out.  An armour plated wee torch and a disemboweller was enough for me, but no one attacked and no snakes crawled under the mosquito net during the night.  The lights were back on soon enough anyway.


-------------------


The next day the border was open again.  I'm staggering among the offers of vans for hire right beside the border pole, and I've got the big sausage strapped to my back, and the arms waving, and the big shout of 'Get tae fuck!' as some foreign person makes an offer I can easily refuse.  This is because I am a boorish, big, honky bastard.  As I'm waving my arms around telling people to get to fuck, Glenda is getting us a lift.  He has discovered that the price isn't negotiable.  You don't have to haggle.  There's a price per vehicle.  If there are six passengers, it's divided by six, and so on. 


            This is what the communist bastards had done to the transport system at the border between India and Nepal.  They'd fixed the price, and no doubt it was a fair price which allowed the drivers to make a living without the risk of being undercut by people with no arms and no legs, who would no doubt carry you on their backs for hundreds of miles for a few rupees.  


           This price fixing was probably enforced by means of the big stick.  The strike the day before could easily have been enforced by the threat of the big stick.  Although I am a Scottish person with human rights hanging out all over the place, I don't really have any problems with the communist bastards enforcing price fixing or strikes by means of the big stick.  The first human right is the one that gets the food into your mouth.  When folk are that poor, they need the communist bastards because no one else gives a fuck.


----------------------------


Of course, once you're esconsced in the back of the landroveresque vehicle and have crossed the border into India, you might be headed for Siliguri.  What a treat is in store for you there!  Siliguri is full of temples and pleasure palaces, bejewelled elephants, peacocks pacing along the shaded lawns and nothing but nice, well fed, rich bastards, the kind who are not embarrassing, do not ask for money, and are great fun to hang around with.  Before long, however, you might have to drag yourself away from these fleshpots and head into the hills for a bit of rest and relaxation.  You might be a Buddhisty businessman free from mortal sin. You might have your secretary coming along with the family. You might hope to find a swimming pool up in them thar hills.  Maybe set for a bit of rest and relaxation round the swimming pool with the kiddie and the wifle thing one afternoon when the family decides to fall in among the sharks one after the other.


-----------------------------


Say just before the wifie thing started to fall, the Buddhisty businessman was sitting there panting and everything from his previous exertions with the kid, and this makes him think of his girlfriend.  She is, of course, much, much younger than his wife.  Men who run away with geriatrics are so few and far between that they're not going to register as stereotypical and will not serve us as a useful example.  Anyway, the panting and everything makes him recollect, for a moment, his girlfriend.  She is, of course, his secretary.  That evening, he'd promised his secretary, was the very one when he was going to sneak up on his wife, pull off her head and piss into her lungs.  She has no idea he was banging his secretary and when he tells her he's leaving her and the kiddie, she's not going to be very happy, is she? 


 Maybe she assumes there is some kind of permanence in this relationship. Maybe she's developed a certain sense of attachment to this bounder over the past twenty years or so which is just about to totally fuck her up.  At least, that part of her which wants things isn't going to have a good time from here on in.  Afflictive emotions of hurricane force are liable to wash all over her.  Just when perhaps a lull occurs in this emotional storm, she discovers that she's terminal with something else.  And that's the lucky part.  Otherwise, she'll end up going around being an eighty year old woman when she's only in her fifties, a case of early retirement maybe, spending all day checking out the charity shops and sipping tea in places where there's no one to talk to.  Fucking awful either way.  You could see that it was merely deeply felt compassion and not cowardice that made the husband forgo the rescue of his wife and let the sharks gobble her up.


----------------------------


This is a much better story with sharks in it. When you take away the sharks and you've just got the swimming pool, it turns out to be more like a big kitchen sink drama, except much more horrible.  The wifie thing falls into the water and manages to flop back onto the pool side unaided.  The Buddhisty businessman shakes his head a little and thinks what a bunch of arseholes this family is.  He can't wait to get shot of them.  Roll on tea time and off with their heads.


-----------------------------


You could see why some people might think this Buddhisty stuff is a bit dangerous.  You can look on people as being soulless, egoless, impermanent, and subject to suffering.  You want to start signing the death warrants now?  You'd be just as well putting them out of their misery.  Obviously, the only reason these people are suffering is because they haven't sussed out the Second Noble Truth, the one about the cause of suffering.  Start filling up the gulags right away, boys. 


 You might get into this evil mental mode if you just read the books.  You might end up dissecting other people when it's probably better to start with yourself, or stick to the chariots.  The spontaneous compassion will not arise just by reading books.  And it is probably not even spontaneous.  It will probably not arise unless you've spent fucking years trying to put it in there.


If you were much further along in this mystical juju, it might be a bit easier.  The hard and fast self might have dissolved a bit and you might see the fat old bag as being connected to you in a far deeper and more meaningful way than you'd previously realised.  You might even understand that this puss bag of resentment which you have nourished over the many years in close proximity to this person was really just the result of bad mental habits, or harmful ways of thinking.  These, of course, will be operating on the basis of your ignorance of what you really are.  You really have got your head stuck up your arse and you're surely driving it further and further up there by wanting the wrong things.  Of course, once the puss bag of resentment has fully grown and is in your face every waking hour, then you might become the kind of person who thinks the only remedy is to walk away from it. Maybe too late for anything else. 


 If you take compassion away from the heart of Buddhism, you might be left with something potentially dangerous, but it won't any longer be Buddhist.


----------------------------------


Still, everyone should be able to leave their wives, or boyfriends, or family, or whatever, if they want to.  It doesn't matter what kind of sex or sexual orientation you have.  If things seem to be that bad, maybe you just have to do something.  Reading up on your buddhisty philosophy might seem like a good starting point to you.  The Buddha fucked off after all.  No doubt about that.  The middle of the night maybe.  When he finally went back to visit Nepal, some say he enlightened his wifie thing.  Some say his wifie thing told him to fuck off, which seems much more likely.  But you really have to become a Buddha if you're going to pull off something like leaving your wife and kid.  Running off with your secretary just makes you look like an asshole. 


     Even if you were to get up on your soapbox to explain that there was nothing else for it. Not only could you not stand the bitch, but you'd gone beyond the social conventions of good and bad, and really in a cause and effect job you're better just pulling off the old bag's head and pissing into her lungs right away.  Gets it over.  Why drag out the misery?  Press the hurricane button. 


  Of course, while you were explaining this, you might get heckled a bit.  Some might say you're just being a selfish bastard, demonstrating by your actions such a character.  Others might say what do you know about cause and effect when your head is still stuck up your arse?  However it turns out, the audience aren't going to like it.  People do not like it when other people run off with their secretaries.  A rent in the universe.  A yawning chasm.  At least, a stone in a pool with a lot of waves going out there.  A bit of interconnectedness perhaps, even in a city famous for nobody talking to anybody else.  You could lose your good name.  You could lose your character, even if you weren't sure if you had one or not.  By your actions, you may in fact have turned into someone else.


---------------


Hossilpoppil wanted to turn into something else when he was in Nepal.  Being a school librarian in Edinburgh is sometimes a bit like being a zebra at the North Pole.  Occasionally, you might ask yourself what the fuck you're doing there.  Her Majesty's inspectorate for schools has refused to set a standard, so most of the libraries have hardly any books in them.  You get hardly any money to buy any and nobody gives a fuck.  I told Glenda I'd have to get out of my job one night when we were sitting in the Garuda.  It was a day or two after we got back from Darjeeling. I'm not too sure what was pissing him off, but he looked seriously scunnered.  I was just trying to make conversation.  We were less than a week away from going home and work, working, families, Scotland was once again beginning to intrude. Something was eating him. 


 I'll have to get out of that job, I said.  I've never worked longer than four years anywhere anyway, I said.  The last person I heard saying that was a complete idiot, said Glenda, looking away.  This is just what you need as a bit of light hearted, post prandial knock about.  Not having a willie seemed to be making him a bit broody.  I think he was having his periods, but I'm not too sure.  Like most men, Glenda was a hypochondriac, but he was worse than most. He compensated for his hypochondria by being occasionally reckless.


When we got back from Darjeeling, he took a drink from the tap.  He might have got a bit sick.  It's hard to say what with him being so Scottish and all that.  The next day he started whacking these antibiotics into himself anyway.  Maybe he was just having a bad time to show himself that he could achieve this without having his wifie thing around.  Maybe everything just went flat when we got back from India. 


------------------------


It took Glenda quite a while to get back from the bank as I sat there in Siliguri with my eyes closed to the lepers, the boy with all his bits and a red shirt squatting beside me.  Glenda had had a few problems with banks that didn't change foreign money and guards without much English, but with big shiny shotguns.  I told Glenda the boy with the red shirt had a taxi and we walked across the road and climbed into another wee jap van.


   Very quickly we seemed to have changed countries again, or maybe just climates.  We're on this narrow wee road snaking up the verdant hills passed the tea plantations.  There are clouds sometimes below us and you can sometimes see the huge drop down by the side of the wee road as we beep beep, honk and hustle our way up and up.  I'm not bothered by the drop into oblivion just a few feet away unless I look in that direction.  Like down by the side of the motor where the mountainside is.  I try to look inside the motor, but all I can see is the driver's two thumbs.  Or three thumbs.  The driver's got two thumbs on his right hand.  There's a wee one and big one, one seeming to grow out of the other.  I wondered why he didn't get the wee one chopped off.  Maybe it was useful for opening beer bottles.


---------------------


So I asked someone why these people from the subcontinent wanted to live in Blighty anyway.  The welfare state, this person said.  This was about twenty years ago, before the propaganda that we couldn't afford a welfare state anymore even although we're a lot richer than we used to be.  Try explaining the concept of the welfare state to this leper in the Siliguri bus, taxi, and bicycle rickshaw place.  Not that he needed anyone to chop his fingers off. Cradle to the grave?  Get to fuck, he'd say, waggling about his billy ban with the forty grains of rice rattling inside.  First of all, I've got to listen to this fucker on his soapbox telling me I'm going to suffer whatever I do, and then this other fucker is trying to tell me about heaven on earth.  Get to fuck! 


--------------------


           There's a train station in Darjeeling.  It's practically the first thing you get to.  There's a train station even although there aren't any trains.  Well, there's a wee railway line runs all the way up the hills beside the twisty road, but it looked kind of rusty and we assumed it was derelict.  The train station looked a bit dinky as well.  There's really just a couple of platforms at the end of the road and a roof.  Even although there probably aren't any trains anymore, a lot of people are crowding and milling about under the roof.  Some of them were wearing woolly jumpers.  They must have thought it was cold.  It was occasionally drizzly, then the piercing sun.  The monsoon hadn't just quite arrived yet. 


        Hossilpoppil was sitting by the road, minding the bags as usual.  A hustler in a raggedy woolly jumper had spoken to us practically as soon as we stepped out of the jap van.  He smiles, says hullo, and looks completely out of his nut.  Glenda had gone off with him in search of a hotel.  I'm sitting by the railway track guarding all the bags and wondering where the fuck I am.  I'm in Darjeeling.  Earlier on that day I'd been in a place called Karibukky or something.  Maybe it was Baradabukky.  Then we'd just been to this awful place full of lepers and giant begging babies.  Barigurli?  Saliburri?  I couldn't remember if I'd had anything to eat that day.


------------------------


They sell Pizzas in the Seven Seventeen Hotel.  At least, that's what it said on the menu.  It's amazing how reviving some grub can be even although the pizza wasn't  a marguarita, but just some chili powder spread stuff on a base hard enough to shatter into pieces if you dropped it on the floor.  But it was civilisation, the Seven Seventeen Hotel.  You could buy chips.  Glenda had kept trading up with the hustler.  Satellite teevee!  Big, expensive rooms!  Eight pounds a night for a double room with a balcony.  This has got to be totally cool.  I can look across the road from my balcony at lots of advocates offices, which are built up the hill on top of shops and whatnot.  You can see the windy road going down to the station.  It's the D. Lama Road.  It's got some potholes and isn't too broad, but with a name like that I can tell myself its got to be auspicious.


------------------------


I was in Darjeeling after all.  But Darjeeling didn't seem like India to me. Siliguri seems like India.  Some of the people in Darjeeling had shorter legs and rounder faces, and they were usually well wrapped up.  The town works up from the station and seems to spread helter skelter over the hilly bits at first.  Some of it looks a bit rickety and wooden.  Maybe it seems initially to be the usual rat town, with corrogated sheeting for roofs, woodeny walls, and some frighteningly precarious looking buildings propped up on stilts.  But as you move up the town you can see why it's a bit of a holiday resort at other times of the year.  Glenda and I had a bit of a walk up there after our dinner and you kind of start panting right away, the air seems so thin.  Then after a bit, you might notice some railings. 


These are British.  You just know these are British.  Darjeeling, of course, was a hill station for those horrible English upper class bastards to get away from the nasty bad weather that everyone else had to put up with.  Well, you would if you could.  Anyway, they've got British railings cutting off bits of grass and trees.  Lots of railings up around here, but the best thing is the church you come upon.  Saint Andrew's Church of Scotland.  Couldn't believe it.  It's the plain wee building with the peaked roof and the bell above the door.  What you might call practical, or unadorned.  A designer classic.  Yes!  I was so somehow pleased to see that the greetin faced Presbyterian bastards, my countrymen, had gotten here first.  Warm feelings arising, I must say, just looking at this remembrance of home.  The greetin faced bastards were democrats, after a fashion, I suppose.  No bishops.  No big fat bastards standing between you and God.  And they relied on a translation of a holy book so they made sure their wanes could read and write.  Just a shame their theology is a pile of shite.


-----------------


  Anyway, I hadn't smoked anything for about three days before I was walking up to the flat promenade part of Darjeeling with Glenda, singing the praises of the presbos and thinking it would be nice to come here with the wifie thing and kid if we could just miss out the bit without any hills on it. We couldn't see the hills for clouds.  Some wee streets led away from the promenade part and there were  wee market stalls all along.  There's a boy in a leather jacket sitting crosslegged behind a wee pile of tatties and a wee pile of carrots.  It's an alcovey shop kind of place.  Marijuana, he hissed as Glenda and I walked passed.


I waved Glenda away and me and the Darjeeling boy sat in behind this curtain at either side of a tiny table inside.  Eight hundred rupees, he says, for a bag of grass. There's about fifty Indian rupees to a pound so the guy's looking for about sixteen quid here.  I want to pay him about four times what it's worth which I reckon should be a quarter of what I'm used to paying.  But eight hundred rupees is just a joke.  You're supposed to haggle.  I hate fucking haggling.  Two hundred rupees, I said.  Seven hundred rupees, he says.  It's two hundred or I'm going home, I said.  But it's from a foreign country, he said.  You've got to smile.


------------------


                 We were looking for Buddhist temples once in Kathmandu.  There's a muddy lane beside the temple wall and we were walking along a bit when I noticed all the marijuana growing.  It's a wee bit exciting this.  You look around to see if anyone is watching as you surreptitiously grab a few handfuls and stuff them into your shirt pocket.  Then you walk along a bit.  There's a gap site.  Where all the nettles should be growing there's nothing but dope.  It grows all over the place.  What a wonderful country!


-----------------


So when the boy tells me the grass he's got is foreign, you've got to smile a wee bit.  Two hundred, I said.  I know the poor fucker will have to sell tons of tatties and carrots to make anywhere near two hundred rupees, so I'm sticking to the two hundred.  Five hundred, the boy says, as if it's killing him.  I told him I wasn't interested.  He wants the two hundred or I'm going.  So he takes the two hundred and I get a sweetie bag full of grass.  Which was very nice by the way.  It made things a bit more sociable when we got back to the Seven Seventeen with the satellite teevee and the shower and the double room for only eight quid a night. The dope made me feel a bit hungry, as it does.  I broke out the MacVities Fruit Shortcake biscuits after Glenda had gone to his room. 


--------------------


If I knew I was going to get this book published, I'd stop right there and write a note to the Fruit Shortcake makers.  Once upon a time they sponsored a rather lucrative Scottish book prize, but were maybe put off one year when the gathering of the great and good dyslexic bastards tittered at the mention of the biscuits.  Well, I can tell you the biscuits were delicious, if somewhat soggy after their joumey from Kathmandu.  Sitting on one's balcony across from the advocates offices in Darjeeling, having seen the Scottish church and found the Fruit Shortcake biscuits, after the hell holes of Kakibakki and Silipussy, well, as you sucked on the joint, you just had to think things were going to improve for a bit.


----------------------


�



                      CHAPTER NINE


The town kicks off early, but Hossilpoppil's first day in Darjeeling started even earlier, the way it should.  He was out of his bed at four and was already meditating before the wrapped up wee men in the woolly bunnets gathered round the water supply in the street, a few floors below his balcony.  That must be their job, filling big plastic containers with water and carrying them about the place.  There's some coughing and hawking, but lots of laughing and joking as they go about their business.  The moslem call to prayer checks in about five and the buddhist horns start giving it laldy somewhere about six o clock in the morning. What a wonderful start to the day!


About ten o clock somebody even gave me my clothes back.  There are signs in the room telling you what the fines are for washing and drying your own clothes.  One peek of your knickers hanging on the balcony and you're in for it around here, it seems.  It's a bit off-colour getting poor people to clean your clothes for you, but if the hotel people are going to go ape because you do your own, there’s not much choice.  I'd handed them in the night before.  What a transformation!  The travel stained was more squeaky clean than ever.  There was a razor sharp crease down the old trousers.  How they did that by battering them off a stone I'll never know.


----------------------------


It was wonderful being in Darjeeling.  After the hustle of getting there, it did feel like being on holiday.  We went to the zoo.  I know we went to the zoo, but I can't remember a damn thing about it.  They must have had a tiger.  I don't even remember the penguins.  Zoos have all got penguins, so they must have had some.  Maybe an elephant.  Being in India, they must have had at least one elephant and one tiger, but I don't remember any of it.  Maybe I didn't go in.  Maybe just a quick shifty around.  I don't like zoos. 


   I do remember the Himalayan Mountaineering Institute.  You might think only honkies ever go up these mountains, but most of the photos there were of Indian people.  There was a piece about an Englishman who wanted to climb Everest to show that fasting for thirty three days has given him supernatural powers.  You can just see all these hindus reading this and laughing like fuck.  Of course, he didn't know anything about mountaineering and kept falling off.  Eventually, the Sherpas had to leave him to it, scrabbling away there.  I think that's maybe why they say you need a guru.  You might end up going completely demented otherwise.


-----------------------------


They say you're not going to hit the spot unless you've got one.  Somebody maybe to zap you on cue.  So who would you like to do some grovelling to?  This is an intense relationship.  A whole lot of love and dedication and being committed to doing exactly what this person says maybe. Some of the early gurus in Tibet seemed to act like complete bastards. Build that house. No, pull it down. No, build it again. Who cares about your horrible sores from humphing all these stones about. Fuck off, anyway. You wouldn't want to make a grovelling commitment to someone who ended up treating you like that, would you? You'd have to watch your step there with this guru business. It could turn out to be as bad as getting married to some people. Hossilpoppil didn't have a guru like the kind you could send postcards to.


---------------------------


I definitely had some kind of revelation, but I haven't got a guru. On the other hand, I've got tons of gurus, just not any I've met. I got some out of another wonderful book I read, The Autobiography of a Yogi by Paramahansa Yogananda. When I found about Tibetan guru yoga, where you visualised gurus and all that, I went back to the book because I remembered there was a lineage of some kind in it with pictures.


	Paramahansa Yogananda had a guru and his guru had a guru. They're my gurus as well. Deciding to miss out the original guru, whom I remembered as a mythical figure, I found the picture of the grandfather guru and worked down. If you want a guru, this is an easy way to get one. Pick a dead guy. You're supposed to try to believe that the guy is really there when you picture him. This could obviously drive you mad. You could end up talking someone who wasn't there. You could easily start believing in wee voices in your head once you've started trying to convince yourself that there's someone there who isn't. Maybe that's why you need a live guru if you want to do this kind of stuff. 


I've been doing this stuff for years and I haven't gone mad yet, but I'm not very good at it. You can think of it as a concentration exercise. But when you read about the kind of three dimensional visualisations these monky boys attempt, you've got to be well impressed. You could customise these as well to suit yourself. How about this one?


     -------------------


 Say you were an orange bastard, or some other kind of weird, post-imperialist, monarchy loving headcase. You could  try to picture the Queen. The Queen will be young once more as she was in those early pictures, sitting in a very majestic throne, wearing the sparkly, very sparkly, bejewelled dress. She will have a sceptre in one hand and an orb in the other. If you were doing this during a bit of a fast, you might have trouble getting the fish supper out of one of her hands, but you know what I mean.


She is, of course, wearing a very sparkly crown. So you have to imagine this perfectly. You can make the Queen smile at you beatifically. You can say I love you to the Queen and she can say I love you back. You can then turn yourself into the Queen. You are sitting there with the sceptre and orb and everything. You can say I'm the Queen. I love everyone. 


This must be very good for you. You will, at least, have demonstrated love for an object that exists only in your mind. If there's a love muscle other than the obvious one, flexing it is bound to do you some good. Also, if you were an orange bastard, such an exercise should keep you occupied for the next decade or so and would thus hinder your attempts to make a complete arse of yourself.


-----------------


	The trouble with this kind of practise if you don't start off as some post-imperialist, monarchy loving headcase, you're bound to find yourself waving and cheering like an idiot outside the gates of Buckingham Palace with all the other ones sure enough one sunny day.


----------------


So I started off the the grandfather guru, the daddy guru, and then Paramahansa Yogananda. What a laugh years later when I found the book again! I'd completely forgotten that the original Joe was supposed to live forever and shuttle about Himalayan peaks with his pals. There isn't some guy hanging about the Himalayas, is there? Is that not the yeti? Was it not Mount Olympus anyway? I keep mixing up Mount Olympus with the Himalayas for some reason. But you've got to remember that this stuff is just exercise, mental exercise. So he went right in first. Babaji is my guru. Why not? This is a bit of your magical realism here.


     ------------------------------------


If someone would give me pots of money, I could go to the Himalayas again, this time looking for Babaji with Poisonous. He'd be a perfect travelling companion because Poisonous generally refuses to say anything unless you say something first. We could go trekking about the mountains this time and I could shout, Hey, Babaji, come down here please, you dead cosmic person, you, and sort out this cynical, mean wee Scottish bastard! I think I'd have to pay Poisonous to come.


     --------------------------


     		     Anyway, I'm telling myself this Babaji stuff is just a bit of magical realism. That's what I'm telling myself as I slot in the everlasting boy. When I get passed picturing the pictures of these dead people, I try to picture some more. After Yogananda, I go on to Sri Chimnoy. Sri Chimnoy is my guru. I was a bit worried about using Sri Chimnoy for a while because he is still alive. A guy I was friendly with went to see Sri Chimnoy doing his stuff in New York and reported back.


----------------------------


Sri Chimnoy has eyes that glow. The boy said his eyes  glowed. I thought this was obviously a trick of the light, or maybe a real bummer. If I'd eyes that glowed, I'd definitely wear shades. Just don't remove my shades or you'll be sorry. Glowing eyes are dead uncool in a guru. But I don't care if his eyes glow or not. He's still on my list.


Speaking of pictures, there's one on my wall with Sri Chimnoy lifting seven thousand pounds up with one hand. The weights are held on a larger version of your usual multi-gym frame, so he doesn't have to lift it from the floor. That makes it a lot easier, eh? Seven thousand pounds comes out at 3.15 tons, by the way, or about sixty bags of coal to those who remember coalmen. The photie might be faked of course, but I don't care. If I'm not really who I think I am, he's probably not going to be whoever I think he is either. But what a guy! That's more like it. To hell with this doubting Thomas shite. If these boys can do tricks, let's see some tricks.


-----------------------


	Then there's the Dalai Lama. I try to imagine beams of light coming out of his forehead, throat and chest, and going into mine. White, red and blue in that order. Another good colour combination for the huns, but really difficult to do. I'd been doing this in my meditation sessions for a couple of years before I went to Nepal, and I'm still doing it, and I can honestly say I have got absolutely fucking nowhere near it. I suppose I should have found a picture of this Chenrezig, the buddha of compassion that the Dalai Lama is supposed to be an incarnation of, but I knew that would be even harder. I still have a problem with the live ones. 


-----------------------


 Fortunately, there's no problems with Jesus Christ since he definitely died. Whether he rose from the dead or not isn't really an issue for me as long as he's dead in the first place. I try to visualise the photographic negative thing from the Turin shroud. I know that was probably made in a Hong Kong basement a couple of weeks ago, but that doesn't matter either. Your attitude is all that matters. So I try to visualise this picture and ask for help for the dead people I know. I try to picture them as well. 


   I must be getting religious. I think I got that stuff from the Tibetan Book of Living and Dying. But even if you can't really do anything for dead people, this juju is a big help when you reach an age when the bastards are stiffening out on you left, right and centre, and you might be having a few problems every now and again with the impermanence and afflictive emotions, and all that. 


-----------------


A year or so after I started meditating, I was wanting to write this radio play about a boy who floated about and came out of his body and went back in. In the Varieties of Religious Experience, William James talks about such a boy. He was called St Joseph of Cupertino. He didn't go in and out of his body as far as I remember, but he floated about. His abbot apparently was the only one who could control the boy. He'd be floating about the treetops. Come down, Joseph, you're tea's oot! Stuff like that. 


 This did not seem very realistic to me at the time, but it did give me a good laugh. So I was wanting to write this play, but even with the usual suspension of disbelief you need for this drama stuff, I didn't think anyone would want to listen to shite like that. So I went to see Basil Spense.


------------------------------


Basil Spense is a famous sea captain and a Scottish writer as well.  Sri Chimnoy is really Basil's guru. He's not really my guru. I haven't even clapped eyes on the guy. Anyway, Basil said you'd come out of the top of your head through the fontanel. This, he said, is where a chakra is. Basil had no problems with people coming out of the top of their heads, which was very reassuring.


---------------------


	Basil told me where the other chakras were, the big ones anyway. The spinal ones start just above and between your arsehole and your genitals and move up through your navel, your solar plexus, your chest, throat, maybe third eye, and just below the top of your head. There are variations on this system. You can also imagine one four foot above your head if you like. These chakras don't exist of course. You can chop people up into tottie wee bits and you still won't find them.


	Of course, the question as to whether these channels, and chakras, etc., really exist or not depends on whichever answer you prefer. If you prefer them to really be there, that's okay. If not, that's okay as well. But they give you something to concentrate on. I read a book recently by Sri Chimnoy about this sort of thing and he says you should concentrate on your heart chakra since it's the least dangerous one to open. Fuck knows why. I have no idea what he’s talking about.


----------


But there's something funny going on here with this chakra business, whether they exist or not. So I'm watching the telly one night and this Indian guy and his wife came on. He's going to pull this double decker bus along this piece of tarmac by his hair. This is a strong looking boy alright, but he's not that fucking strong looking! He hasn't even got much hair, not on top anyway. So his wife applies the magic oils to his hair and makes a wee plat, which is eventually going to be attached to all this pulling tackle. The boy sits quietly for a wee minute then gets up and pulls the double decker bus along the tarmac. The commentator asked him how he did that and the boy said once he'd raised the energy from the bottom of his spine to the top of his head he knew there wouldn't be a problem. He could move the bus. Could have been a trick of course. He might have had an elephant at the back that you couldn't see.


     -------------------------


Then there was a programme about the Shaolin Monastery in China, the place where they invented Kung Fu. Remember the David Carradine cowboy kung fu series which had the the wee fat baldy guy with the white eyeballs? Well, there's this instructor there who says he raises this stuff up to the top of his head and then hits it with an iron bar. His head, that is. So he starts battering fuck out of his skull with this iron bar, then gives you a big smile. It doesn't seem to bother you once you can control the movement of this whatever it is in your body. That is, all this stuff that isn't there going through channels and chakras and maybe other whatnots that aren't there either. Then all these other boys start breaking big sticks over the instructor boy's head, and outstretched arms, etc., and he gives the big smile. What's going on here and what kind of fucking buddhism is that?


-------------------------


                 What about acupuncture? Say you got drunk once a couple of hundred years ago and ended up in China. You've fallen dead drunk off the boat and you've no idea where the fuck you are, but when you come to, there are these pins sticking out of you. The wee chinese boy says with these pins in you the alcohol in your system will be reduced faster due to the lungs expelling a lot more of it than usual. Get away, you little Chinese bastard, you might say.


                 Apparently, some French acupuncturists have worked out a way to sober you up faster. Well, it would be the French, wouldn't it? The Scots were too drunk at the time.But your lungs expel more alcohol. You can test that kind of thing quite easily. You can test it with a breathalyser. Christ, you must have drunk at least four bottles of vodka, the policeman might say. How the fuck did you get into the car after all that? We do not have a scientific explanation for what is going on here yet. If you don't have a scientific explanation, what other kind of explanation could you have?


 Lay aside the obvious question of why you would think sticking pins in someone could be any help in the first place. How long would it take you to work out any kind of acupuncture treatment even if you had millions of pins and as many people to stick them into as you liked? If it works, and it seems to, somebody must have seen the meridians, even although they aren't there and don't exist.  Once you've counted out the suggestibility factor, you're only left with ludicrous explanations.


-----------------


When I was in Nepal and read the Govinda stuff about all you had to do was concentrate on your breath, I managed to keep that up for a bit, but then I had to go back to the stuff I was more used to, the sussquehannas and the pictures in your head, and more or less that was it. If I just stuck to the breath, no way could I do hours and hours of it. But I thought it was only fair to let you know what I was up to because I did get some kind of realisation of non-self and emptiness, and although I don't really know the how, or why, or what, that's the juju I was doing at the time. And I didn't have a guru I could send postcards to.


-------------------


Of course, it would be much easier if there was someone you could trust and go and talk to, especially if things started getting a bit weird. In the Buddhist context it's slightly different, but otherwise how could you tell if the boy was, or was not, the phonus balonus?  If the prospective boy was a hindu, for instance, well, there's a test in the Autobiography of a Yogi. One of his Christ-like pals says if your guru isn't able to go into a breathless state instantly, he's no bloody use.  


You could read that sentence twice.  I did.  Breathless means you're not breathing.  Perhaps you have gained control of the transformations of your breath.  Paramahansa Yagananda makes great claims for what's going on when you're in this state.  I think this is a culminating point in meditation.  Combined with non-self and emptiness, this non-breath state is also a culmination of some Toaist juju as well, according to a book I read.  Quite takes your breath away.  I don't know if being able to attain this breathless state is the same as being a Buddha or not, but it's got to be a good party trick.  


Also something to reflect on while you're standing in the street, maybe hopping about in the stupid outfit they've put you in, trying to sell pictures of some fat bastard who spends most of his time swanning about in private Jets.  But can he sit with a plastic bag over his head for as long as you like?


-------------------------


Glenda was in good spirits in Darjeeling.  He kept speaking to people, which was a bit surprising.  They all said they'd seen the movie Braveheart, so they knew about Scotland.  They said we were just like them.  We panted about the place for a bit, looking for things like the Himalayan Mountaineering Institute.  What's a reference point?  Where are we again?  There's a telescope outside the Institute, a gift to some Nepalese guy from Adolf Hitler.  Hossilpoppil had his photie taken beside the plaque.  Nobody in Blighty is going to keep a gift from Adolf Hitler and stick a plaque up to advertise the fact.  Nobody I want to meet anyway. 


---------------------


On the second evening in Darjeeling, I went looking for the very pleasant carrot and tattie and dope dealer, but it took me ages to find him.  Maybe I took a wrong turn up by the Scottish church, but I was wandering about the hill for hours.  Then I found the right open space and starting heading for the wee alley where I'd met the boy before.  This other guy is walking passed me.  He got on the thin canvas jacket and the cheap, old baggy trousers.  He looks about nineteen.  I look over at him as he sidles passed, whispering marijuana.  Too right.  How can they tell?  The boy starts coughing like fuck before we can discuss details.  Really bad. Hardly an advert for the goods.


Terrible cough that, says I. The boy does not look in great shape.  It is chillier in Darjeeling and the boy does not look warm.  And the terrible cough.  As I agree to follow the boy back to his house, I'm thinking T.B. Don't share a joint for fuck sake.


Normally, I'm not following anybody anywhere, but the boy does not seem like a threat.  Also, good local colour. If you're going to be a travel writer, you definitely need some local colour.  We cut off the alley and start heading down, down the hill.  There's a wee path made of flat jaggy stones and it twists and turns passed some building work.  It's higgilty piggilty.  The house they're building looks quite solid, but there are shacks here and there, some on stilts jutting out from the side of the hill.  Across the way, there's always the deep valley and the big green hills, the clouds, the patches of clear blue.


---------------------


The boy stops at what he describes as his house.  I don't know what it is at first.  There's a big padlock on cupboard doors, which he's unlocking.  Then we're inside.  You can see why you need the stilts for some floor space.  If you haven't got the stilts, you end up with floor space that's a foot wide, then the back wall, which is the hill.  Home is where the cupboard is. 


 There's a bunk sticking out and the sheets are squeaky clean.  The cupboard is cleaner than the boy.  We can just about get the doors closed over at our backs and he's under the pillow for the sweetie bag full of grass.  He says it's eight hundred.  Eight hundred must be what they say to all the honkies.  He says eight hundred, I say two hundred.  I'm looking about.  


There's a wee shrine with a candle.  There's a picture of his mum and dad on the cupboard wall.  There's twice as much grass in the sweetie bag as last time.  Three hundred and fifty, I said.  He told me it was foreign.  Four hundred, I said.  He seemed very happy with that.


Outside and up the first wee part of the path, a youth was standing.  He has on the black leather jacket, which seemed dead fashionable with the young men, and a sullen kind of look on his face.  The fucker thinks he's Marlon Brando in The Wild Ones. I bet you he does. He must have followed us down the hill.  But he's not smiling and is pretending to be a tough guy as I climb up the path towards him.  I didn't even look at him, going passed on this narrow wee bit, almost touching, but then you've got to smile.  Everybody wants to be a tough guy.  I wondered how much of the four hundred was going to be his.


------------------------


There wasn't a lot of begging going on in Darjeeling when we were there. After walking away from the giant begging baby, I could have done with giving money to some beggars.  There was a woman squatted beside the road all the time just up from the hotel.  She had a blankety thing wrapped round her and looked more like an Indian from the Wild West.  She wasn't begging.  She just seemed to sit there all the time. 


 Just down a bit and across the road there's a man with a fast food outlet.  It's a fat filled wok beside the gutter, into which he throws some vegetable stuff covered in batter.  He sold one to Glenda for a rupee.  If that was a honky price, maybe you could eat for twenty or so  rupees a day at local prices. I didn't really know. All I ever bought was fags and skins and bottled water.


Anyway, I started handing out fifty rupees to the woman wrapped up in the blanket even although she wasn't begging.  I couldn't stop doing it.  Every time I went passed her.  We never said anything.  She gave me a wee namaste and nodded and the money disappeared into the blanket.  You can feel as guilty as fuck if there's no beggars around.  You might feel like giving something to somebody.


So one day I gave some money to another woman.  We were looking for the post office.  We're in this narrow alley with people selling all kinds of merchandise from stalls by the sides when this begging woman comes along.  She's mighty rotund and wrapped up in coats, blankets, hats, the works.  Like a stately procession all on her own, she's moving down through the traders and buyers.  A bit of a presence here.  Maybe she was saying something.  A chant, a mantra, a mumble.  I can't remember how I knew she was a beggar.  Maybe just being so wrapped up in those kinds of clothes and the slow way she rocked from side to side as she moved down the alleyway.  She didn't have her hand out anyway.  Closer up she looked like another Indian from the Wild West, or an Innuit.  I offered her some money and she directed this huge beaming smile at me.  Her hand came out.  More leprosy.  How can you smile like that when that's all the hand you've got left?  I wanted to follow her around to see how she did it.


 ---------------------


Maybe some people know a method whereby you could live quite happily in hell.  Of course, to get to hell you have to have some kind of continuity.  Some kind of soul would be a help here, since you're not going to get much physical continuity after they've burnt your body, or buried it, or whatever.  But the Buddhists don't seem to believe in souls and they send you to hell as well.  Or maybe a hell realm.  Or what's even worse, a realm full of hell beings.  Heavy separateness involved in that if you don't see yourself as being a hell being.  Be worse than being caught in a railway carriage with a crowd of drunken Rangers supporters.  But as soon as you start talking about being dead, you have to figure out who or what you are to start with, which brings you back into the trying to figure out the Second Noble Truth.


---------------------


The boy says suffering is caused by desire based on ignorance of your own true self. So what are they talking about?  If the way to understand your own true self is through realisations of non-self and emptiness, then your self is in the body, is in everybody, is everywhere, is apparently everything.  I am It.  Absolute oneness, to quote from the Sufi poem.  Well, I've had my seven second look at that and I think I can understand what the Buddhists call Mind.  You have an individual mind bobbing about in one big mind, or maybe on one big mind. More or less what I saw, so I can buy into that.  But so what? 


After a few seconds you're back to your old self and what are you supposed to do then? If it came at you completely out of the blue, you'd be quite entitled to go and visit your doctor. He might refer you to the shrinks. They might let you out. You'd still spend months and months wondering what the fuck was going on. Of course, if you'd a live guru, you could just ask the bugger. Was that a psychotic or a schizophrenic episode, or what, big man?


Once you've decided you're not going mad after all, what you're left with is the idea that you are maybe not what you thought you were. Or you could say that one time you were more like a wee mind floating about in a gigantic big mind. But now you're back to your old self. If you accept that this is a false, or at least incomplete view, but are you supposed to do about that?


I think you're supposed to get rid of it. It was hard enough to find out what it was, but once you've got an inkling apparently it's got to go. While you've still got it, you'll still have to worry about it every now and again what with those angsty moments and all. I've no idea what it would be like if you lost it completely. I assume you do not go around seeing the air thick with stuff and goldeny edges round people's bodies, etcetera. I assume you do not sit in the corner drooling like a moron either.


But if there is a false sense of self and you could lose it, where does that leave the person who is supposed to be reborn? I think we are entitled to talk about reincarnation or rebirth here since the Second Noble Truth in all its amazing glory is reeking with it.


The idea of reincarnation was invented in 700 B.C., it said in this book.  That can't be right.  But you can see why it's there.  It makes things seem fair, after all.  That's surely one of the purposes of religion.  To make things seem fair, especially to the unwashed and fucked over.  If you're a bad bastard, after you die you spend a few aeons in a railway carriage full of drunken Rangers supporters, and then you get reborn as a frog. Or maybe as a bad smell in the worst public toilet in the Milky Way.  That makes things seem fair. 


 People are also reassured by the concept of reincarnation. It can't be a bad idea if it makes you behave a bit better so that you can gain a rebirth as an even fatter, richer bastard. Also, it allows some people to go around saying they were the Queen of Sheba sometime which is also good because it gives me a laugh. 


  We've already been told that what we all regard as being our selves is but a collection of temporary aggregates, such as feelings, corporeality, consciousness, etc., which are going to disaggregate on your death.  So what's going to be left to be reborn?  Or is left for you to get reborn with when you haven't got a soul, whatever that's supposed to be?


 I suppose once you've got rid of the the body and the senses and the human consciousness, perceptions, etc all you might have left are maybe mental formations and maybe some volitional impulses. Probably all that's left is your stupid ignorance and maybe some mental debris, though I certainly don't know how. Who knows where this stuff could be stashed? But I did see a big thingy out there through and in everything for a few seconds, including me, so I'm not saying it doesn't happen. This big thingy might be up to something I haven't the faintest about. Voltaire said it was no more remarkable to be born twice than it was to be born once. He might have said it a bit more elegantly than that, but it still doesn't take us very far.


 I suppose what the buddhisty boys are saying is if you want to get reborn with your head stuck up your arse, go ahead. The lying bastard in your head might be speaking Swahili, but if you want to know what you'll be like if you're lucky enough to get reincarnated as a human, maybe you should just look at whoever is beside you on the bus.


 --------------------------


Still, you can have even more fun with this reincarnation business than with the Christian death model with the pearly gates and all that. For instance, some people say when they're doing the maths for just after the Big Bang, they have to use ten, or is it sixteen dimensions?  Presumably these all collapsed and left us with the dimensions we know about.  Some guy said there are still ten dimensions out there, but we don't have the sensory apparatus to tune in to them.  Fuck sake! 


 There could be railway carriage upon railway carriage with bugger all in then but hell beings, all supposedly waiting for you in some dimensions other than the ones you can appreciate.  So you slip out of one kind of sensuality into another and what have you got?  Complete horrorshow.  Maybe no memory since your brain's been eating by worms or whatever. No language to help calm you either. That's a brain thing too. Your lying bastard of a pal has fucked off for good. You could be left with just an overwhelming terror.


  Even then you've still got feelings and perceptions when you're talking shite about terror and stuff like that.  How can you see hell beings without having eyeballs anyway?  Maybe the same way you can see them in your dreams.  Sometimes you don't seem to have memories in your dreams either.  Maybe this speculation begins to grow uncomfortable.


Like images in a dream, thus must we regard all things.  Fuck sake.  Just let's say that if it wasn't very nice, you might just want to check out of that as quickly as possible.  Maybe into a human being scene where you could have a proper body and a brain, and whatnot.  Then it's smack, smack on the bum, yell, yell, and fuck sake, here we go again.


Probably just as well you don't remember the bit in between.  If volitional impulses are involved, you're probably trying for something a bit better surely than the state you're in.  Doesn't bear thinking about. Demons sticking red hot pokers up your arse in a dream like state.  Could certainly seem as if it was lasting for eternity that.  No bother.


-------------------------


But you've got to hand it to the Tibetans when it comes to the rebirth stuff. Total commitment to the principle there, I'd say.  Some of them even leave messages to let their pals know where they're going to show up next.  It's dead important.  If they don't get the kid, the lineage is fucked.  Say you were picking up the fourteenth Dalai Lama when he was a. kid.  You've gone looking for him, so there's a big smile on your face at this point.  But what have you got? 


 He's not the same as the thirteenth Dalai Lama.  He hasn't got the same buttocks.  He hasn't got the same parents.  He's not the same.  He's not even a grown up.  According to the Tibetan Book of Living and Dying, he might not be different either.  The boy talks about candles.  Is the flame from the candle the same flame as it was an hour ago?  It is at the one time the same and different.  Is that any help?  Not to me, it isn't.  Then the boy says that it's better not to look at life after life as being like a string through pearls, with a soul thing being a string.  It's more like dice sitting one on top of the other.  Only the most subtle thread of consciousness if involved, the boy says.  I wonder what the fuck a subtle thread of consciousness could be?


  But you have picked up the kid who is going to be the fourteenth Dalai Lama.  I suppose you might have picked up someone with the predisposition to be a good Dalai Lama.  You could hope he would be better than the last one anyway since he's already had thirteen shots at it. I suppose from their point of view if the Thirteen Dalai Lama had sorted out his mental formations and volitional tendencies, then what's going to be reborn is wisdom, and not someone with the propensity to keep their head stuck up their arse. But babies do not seem to be wise.  Maybe potential volitional tendencies are all that's involved here.  Maybe a tendency towards good or bad habits.  Propensities.  I still don't see how it works.


---------------------------


As soon as anybody asks you to believe anything you haven't personally experienced, you have to remember that you're a complete, all round, and one hundred percent thoroughgoing sceptic.  If they insist on pressing their beliefs onto you, you're allowed to tell them you're a Roman Catholic because that'll get rid of most people.  Excuse me.  I'm a Roman Catholic.  It works wonders.  


Anyway, although the Tibetans do seem to turn up some strange wee boys, the only way you can prove rebirth is by killing yourself.  Then you might disprove it, which would be a bit of a shame.  In any case, I cannot argue with the Buddhisty boys on this one because I do not know what they are talking about.  You shouldn't need rebirth to get something out of Buddhism anyway.  The Buddha didn't get reborn.  No question about that.  Enlightenment in this very body is all that matters, he's supposed to have said.  Buddhism's got to explain how things are happening in the instant we're in anyway, the only one we can be entirely certain of.


-----------------------


I think what we're looking for here is some kind of continuity for our own wee individuality.  If you take this to some kind of logical conclusion, surely your differentiation from the other Joes and Josephines, your real claim to individuality, is based on what you're thinking, your momentary thoughts, the mental formations.  Our bodies and feelings and whatnot are more or less the same since we are the human beings.


 But if you were arguing that your real claim to individuality was based on your thoughts, you don't want to be asked if you've ever had an original one.  Hacking about in your individuality is tough enough without going into that. 


 Anagarika Govinda says your individual self lasts for one thought.  Try sucking on that.  Or maybe he said a part of a thought moment.  A sliver.  Maybe you're just a reference point, thoughts for the traversing of.  Whatever he said, you didn't seem to last for very long before you died and had to be reborn in the next thought moment. I suspect we're talking about a different kind of self here. This is an individual wee self that lives in thought moments. Back burner for the feelings, perceptions and whatnot. We're talking hard core minimalist here.


 Anyway, the big mind isn't thinking that thought.  Maybe it's got nothing to think it with.  Except you.  Maybe it's supporting it, but that one momentary thought has got to be all yours.


----------------------------------


Even although the Dalai Lama doesn't live in Darjeeling, there's probably plenty of buddhisty stuff there if you can find it.  If you just walk down from Darjeeling station, you'll come upon this Tibetan monastery built into the hill on your left not too far along.  Across the way there is the big deep verdant valley and there might be mountains stretching up, but you can never see the tops for the cloud covering, which sometimes breaks into blue above you, but always obscures the far distance.  We're standing in the forecourt looking spare when this young monk appears.  He's smiling like fuck as usual, but can't understand a word we're saying.  Hossilpoppil says puja.  Hossilpoppil doesn't really know what a puja is, but the boy smiles even more when you say it to him.  He knows what a puja is alright.  He nods and, wreathed in smiles, disappears round a comer.  We're standing staring up at the big temple doors.  A long steel tongue flaps out from the bottom of the temple doors and is secured to the ground by a padlock through a ring.  After a moment or two, the boy reappears with a key for the padlock.  Puja, puja, he says.  He opens the door and lets us in.


It's awesomely beautiful this place.  Big Buddha statues line the far wall and gaze out as you quietly creep about, the images pulling your eyes round to one after the other, all of them steeped in a brown red syrup of light.  One of the Buddha statues has huge knockers.  A bit surprising in their voluptuousness at first, but if you're going to put knockers on a statue, you might as well go for it.  Still, there was a bit of an atmosphere here.  It made you kind of hold your breath.


 -----------------------------------


You could probably find lots of other Buddhisty places in Darjeeling, but I couldn't find them.  I found some young men smoking dope in a gazebo one time, but that was about it. I didn't go out that much. Maybe a wee walk twice a day  One amazing temple.  I didn't see how they could top that anyway.  


Once we realised that the Dalai Lama didn't live there after all, Darjeeling felt like an intermission.  A rest cure.  After a day or two in Darjeeling, a little tingle of expectation and excitement began to creep up at the prospect of further fuckups among the people waiting for the monsoon in the hot, stiflingly horrible humidity.  We were girding our loins.  We definitely were. Darjeeling was a different world up there in the clouds.  In the real place there were giant chasing babies and fumes and millions of people.  It was down there waiting to swallow us up. Bodh Gaya has got to be the next stop.  Back into the ants nest.  Towards the Capital City of Absorption.  Here we come!


----------------------------------


�
                   CHAPTER TEN


Perhaps the journey from Kathmandu to Darjeeling had a touch of the farsical about it.  Two get lost in India.  But we were  going to do some groundwork this time.  We were going to find out about things.  The best way we'd had for finding out about-things was from the Lonely Planet Guide to Nepal.  I had purchased the Lonely Planet Guide to Nepal.  I told Glenda to purchase the relevant guide for north India.  Instead, he bought a picture book full of statues, some interwoven in erotic postures, monuments, and whatnot.  I knew this wasn't an accident.  


He was being a reckless bastard.  I could have bought the relevant guide in Edinburgh, but I thought fuck that, he should buy it. I have no idea why he wouldn't buy it. Whatever the reason, it results in us standing around in Darjeeling train station wondering how we're going to get to Bodh Gaya when we've got the guide to fuck all.  Although there are no trains to Darjeeling and the track is pretty rusty, lots of people are always hanging about under the roofs at the end of the tracks.  There's a wee office and we go in. 


 The man doesn't seem to want to speak to Glenda.  He kind of turns away and then looks over his shoulder, maybe wondering why we're bothering to stand there.  I reckon this is the only way you could deal with millions of people asking you questions you hadn't the answers to all day.  You can't say no train here, fuck off.  Maybe just kind of pretend you don't know why the interaction is happening anyway.


I think I can deal with this.  I sit down behind the desk and give the boy a big smile.  He comes over and kind of tentatively stands behind his seat.  He just kind of shrugs as I go chuff, chuff, Bodh Gaya, and whatnot.  I start to think he might not be the station master after all.  He's not wearing a suit.  Maybe he just wandered in like us.  Maybe he was the cleaner.  So much for making enquiries.  We kind of drifted out the door and we're standing trying to figure out this old timetable on the wall when a man in a suit starts speaking to us.  They speak English these guys.  Very helpful.


We can get any one of two or three trains the next day from Siliguri to Patna, then change for Bodh Gaya.  Just what we wanted to hear.  It looked simple enough on the map.  We must have checked it out on a nap.  We weren't that fucking gormless.  Just along to Patna then down to Bodh Gaya.  Piece of cake.  All we needed was tickets.  You can get tickets at the train station.  Everybody knows that.  If you want to go somewhere, you just go to the train station and buy a ticket.


--------------------


The taxi driver didn't want to take us to the train station.  He wanted to only go as far as the bus and taxi and bicycle rickshaw station.  I thought this wrangle was a bit odd.  The train station was further away and taxi drivers are supposed to like that.  Of course, not being a responsible person, I had no part in the negotiations and left all that kind of thing to Glenda.  I just heard about this oddness after I'd clambered into the back of the wee jap van.  Then it's beep, beep, honk, honk, and here we go again. 


 The taxi driver was identical to the one who took us up the hill except that he'd only two thumbs.  Similarly fantastic driving skills on demonstration as he slalomed down the mountains, missing the oncoming by a hairsbreadth, beeping and honking and rollicking all the way, I closed my eyes.  I wasn't scared.  We were on the inside track.  It was the other half of the accident that was going to go bouncing and bursting into flames down the mountainside.


--------------------


I was bumping around in the back of this van, but even then when I closed my eyes, it was full on straight away.  Bright white light and a wonderful stretchy feeling waving up and up your back.  Can't say I wasn't a bit surprised, but I'd been meditating from four to six hours every day I was in Darjeeling.  I was brim full of good intentions.  I was going to Bodh Gaya.  I was going to Bodh Gaya.  Leaving Darjeeling without ever seeing a mountain top or having a cup of tea, nothing seemed unresolved apart from the identity of Mr Das.  There was a plaque up in the touristy promenade part.  It invited you to stand In the spot where C.R. Das breathed his last.  It was stranger than that because although the plaque looked official, it wasn't in proper English.  Still, a weird thing to ask anyone to do. Mr Das must have been an outlaw. William James's brother Jesse probably has a plaque up somewhere saying much the same thing.


----------------------


Most of the time going downhill I had my eyes closed.  Once I opened them and what did I see but a wee toy train come chuff chuffing up the hill.  It looked truly fantastical.  Just like being in the movies. Some time ago, it said in the papers that Mother Teresa had died.  I assume in later years there will not be a plaque to invite you to stand on the spot where she breathed her last.  The papers said she decided to help the poor while on a train joumey to Darjeeling.  Maybe she had a stop off for a while and a bit of a looksee in Siliguri.


---------------------


After we'd hit Siliguri, it became pretty obvious why the taxi driver wasn't looking for a fare to the train station.  Only a completely mad bastard is going to want to drive through Siliguri.  You'd have to take drugs.  There's some kind of race going on without very clearly defined rules.  Some kind of stock car event where it's every hyped up crazy bastard for themselves.  Then there were the not very nice places to live.  Drookit looking falling down kind of places made with woven mats, bamboo, and bits of this and that.  We hurtled through a swathe of this netherworld, but Hossilpoppil barely noticed so goggle eyed was he at the fantastic harem scarem driving skills on display.  It was better than the dodgems once you got into it.  Also, something to take your eyes away from the horrible living conditions on either side of the road we had to go along to get to the New Jailpaigura train station.


--------------------------


There are some times in your life when things are going to be not so good.  Then you might have the being awake and the being asleep.  This is no fucking use.  Perhaps when the horribly afflictive emotions are rampaging all over you, you deserve some kind of a break.  Say your husband had gone away and left you and the kids for a younger woman.  The only coping mechanism that doesn't seem to come out of a bottle involves rolling around weeping and wailing, the lamentations, feelings of worthlessness, despair, and whatnot.  Well, you're liable to have to put up with some of that anyway.  


But if during those times when you were able to pull yourself a bit together, you sat on your arse and did some meditating, then you might have a method to try and engender something better going on between your ears.  At least, you could think you were doing something.  Of course, if you wait till the hurricane's blowing before you learn how to batten down the hatches, you're fucked anyway.  You won't be in any kind of state of learn anything then.  But it doesn't have to be so bad.  You could just be waiting for a train.


--------------------


It's about six a clock and I'm waiting in the Upper Class Waiting Room in the New Jailpaigura train station.  I don't know what qualifies you for the upper class waiting room.  There are two old women who sit behind a wee table by the door, but they pay no attention to us as we go in and out.  You do not have to show them an upper class ticket.  Just as well since we don't have any upper class tickets.  


There are a lot of people in the New Jailpaigura train station who are not very upper class.  You can see the bodies lying on the ground as you walk along the open bridges and corridors.  Thin long men in waist wraps stretched out here and there.  Sometimes you come upon them unexpectedly.  But these people are not dead.  Thank fuck for that.  They are sleeping uncovered on the ground.  You do not need a blanket to keep warm in this train station.  You could be bare arsed naked and still fucking boiling.


 We'd trudged passed looking for grills for tickets and queues of people.  I do not think we found any, at least none that were any use.  I ended up looking after the bags down on a platform, sitting on the ground beside this water and biscuits and fags kiosk.  There are a lot of other people sitting along a bit in a big group.  They've all got waist wraps and wee bundles, and the clouds of dope smoke coming from them was something else.


---------------------


Glenda's gone to see a man in an office.  The man says we have to wait. Before the train to Patna comes in, there will be a computer printout telling them how many vacant places there might be in the air conditioned carriages.  Then he might be able to tell Glenda if he can buy tickets.  Glenda returned with zoo class tickets and they cost about four pence.  We could always travel for thirteen hours in zoo class if the worst came to the worst. 


---------------------


We saw a train come in.  The zoo class carriages might not have glass in the windows.  They might not even have windows at first sight.  There are just bits of metal and then all these arms and heads seemingly thrusting out through the gaps for air.  It couldn't have been like that.  It just looked like that.  But for your four pence all you got was nostril room.  When the carriages emptied, it looked alright.  Big old carriages with open benches.  Jampacked with people, it might have got a bit uncomfortable after a while.  You'd have to keep your elbows out.  Glenda refused point black to have anything to do with the zoo class.  He knew somebody who'd spent fifteen hours in one of these coaches and then went to hospital for the next three weeks.


---------------------


So I've been waiting in the Upper Class Waiting Room for quite a few hours on and off already.  There are three fans on the ceiling and you sit there with the sweat running off you anyway.  It feels as if you're swelling up.  If you want to look at something, there's really only men.  The upper class women are in a waiting room down the corridor.  So I'm not looking at anything most of the time I'm there.  The place is a bit run down, but the old wooden chairs are good because I can get my back straight and both feet up on the seat.  A seat of my own.  A space of my own.  And a straight back.


I was getting out of it.  There's this white light blissy stuff full on straight away.  Funny things are happening in my body.  Sometimes it's as if there's a big envelope of light which is rippling like a snake and gorgeously stretching the muscles up your back, and pushing out your chest, and wriggling up your neck, and it's doing this all at the one time.  Hossilpoppil had no idea why this was happening.  It feels as if your tongue is swollen in your mouth.  Your lips feel big.  Other things were happening as well.  Hossilpoppil's eyes were rolling up to the top of his head.  I do not know what kind of meditation this is supposed to be, but sometimes his eyelids opened, and his eyes were rolled up to the top of his head, and it looked completely disgusting.  This is in the Upper Class Waiting Room in Siliguri.  Not only are the eyelids open, but they're flickering.  Glenda told me later that it looked at if I was having a mild epileptic fit.  At the time, he was too polite to mention this of course.  He probably wasn't having a good time at all.


--------------------


Well, you wouldn't, would you?  He has a few problems to overcome since he was being the man, like not understanding the language, not knowing the social conventions, the signals, the way things get done, the attitudes, how to bribe people, and whatnot.  But had put himself in this position of wanting to go to Bodh Gaya.  To become the kind of person who wanted to go to Bodh Gaya and actually get there, he had to do certain things, and behave in the kind of ways which he thought might bring about such a result.


  This involves going down a checking with the man in the office who pretends he isn't standing there in front of him sometimes.  Sometimes, he acknowledges Glenda's presence and tells him to come back later when the computer printout is through, or when the next train is due to arrive, or tells him whatever it takes to make Glenda go away again.  Glenda probably wasn't having a good time in Siliguri train station, but he is a man of few words on occasions like this and at least is enduring.  On top of everything, he's with this bastard who is no help at all, who sits with nothing but the whites of his eyes glaring out, and only moves to go down to the end of one of the very, very long platforms so he can smoke one of his ready rolled, almost pure, grass joints.


-----------------------------


They really have got long platforms at the New Jailpaigura train station.  You can walk along the bridge from the Upper Class Waiting Room, go down the stairs to one of the platforms and just keep going.  You run out of people and the wee kiosks selling the water and biscuits and whatnot, and you just keep going until there's nobody there at all.  There might be cows walking across the tracks.  It's practically countryside.  Well, maybe not, but you can have a joint there and take a wee break before returning.  


Some of the faces stare without interruption and look baleful, perhaps not best pleased to see you, but Hossilpoppil pays no heed and walks back with all the assurance of a nazi ice warrior.  At least, he hopes that's what it looks like.  Or else he's had it.  When he arrives at the Upper Class Waiting Room, he might ask Glenda how he is.  Glenda might say fine then he might go away and try to engage in the terribly frustrating business of getting air conditioned seats to the capital city of absorption.


--------------------------


One time he went away for a while.  I stopped doing the juju and had a slow scan around at the people there, sort of from left to right.  As this slow arc came to an end, I found myself looking at the most transfixed person I'd ever seen.  He had the big staring eyes, the whites of which were completely white.  They were like greasy hard boiled eggs with the nice dark bits stuck in front.  Popping out eyes.  You don't often see someone's eyes popping out.  They were unblinking, unmoving, pointing straight at me. 


 I had on a reddy beard and wondered for a moment if this was attracting his attention.  I didn't realise about the white eyeball stuff at the time.  Maybe the boy thought I was a zombie.  God knows what this boy thought he was looking at.  But he kept looking.  He's only about five feet away.  He's looking at me and I'm looking at him.  Then I look away and start meditating again.  When I scan the room once more some indeterminate time later, I get round to where the boy is, and he's still there, still pop eyed.  I tried not to laugh the third time.  I went back to meditating and I was thinking to myself that I should suddenly jump up, shout Kali!  Kali! and maybe run about a bit.  The boy would not have survived that.


--------------------------


Eventually, we took all our stuff and went down to wait on a platform.  We still did not have any tickets.  I was going to watch the bags while Glenda went to negotiate with the conductor about the air conditioned carriages.  But it's not too uncomfortable right then.  It's been dark for a while and if you'd been sitting in a bath of cold water, it would have been quite nice probably. 


 But I'm sitting on the ground surrounded by the bags and it's a bit of open space at first, but then the train pulls in.  It's a steam train. Well, it can't be a steam train because everything is electrified these days, but it looks like a steam train.  They've got big boilers full of steam which comes hissing out all over the fucking shop.  Clouds of the stuff come billowing out from the under the carriages and cover you up for a bit.  But if it's steam, it's not too hot.  If it's smoke, it doesn't make you cough.  It's a special effect.  I'm in a Doctor Zhivago type movie.  Glenda walks off through the thronging and is obscured by clouds blowing out and billowing around him.  


I wonder if he'll come back, or get off the train before it chuffs off again.  Men using slings round their foreheads are carrying baggages passed me and all kinds of people are milling about as I sit there on the ground surrounded by our stuff.  I'm there for ages.  Then it looks as if the train is about to leave and where the fuck is Glenda?  He comes through the billowing clouds. It seems the conductor got a bit excited.  Maybe the guard was threatening to pull his gun.  But we still didn't have any tickets.


  The decision had already been made.  It was late and the next train was well after midnight.  If we didn't get on that, we'd  have to crash in the station. Maybe they don't let you crash in the station.  Maybe that's why people sleep in it during the day.  We didn't really know where we were.  We'd better get to a hotel. 


----------------------


There are lists of hotels in guides.  That's one of the reasons why you get a guide.  So you can find some place to stay.  If you haven't got a guide because you are a stupid bastard, you can look around the train station for adverts.  Then in the train station your eyes might alight on a sign for the Air Palace Hotel.  It has satellite teevee and air conditioning.  At least, it says it has satellite teevee and air conditioning.  There doesn't seem to be a lot of choice really since that's the only advert we can see.  What's an air palace?


 -----------------


So we're walking out of the Siliguri train station and we don't know what the fuck we're doing, but we look as if we do.  Muscles are flexing out of Glenda's forearm as he holds his bag over his shoulder.  Reassuring somehow.  And the stride.  We've got the stride and we're looking purposefully the way you would in a spagetti western.  We do not really know what's outside the New Jailpaigura train station.  I'm not looking forward to walking through the horrible places to live.  But at first there's just a big dark space and then these three young men approach us. 


 They've got a wee jap van.  Air Palace Hotel, here we come.  But Hossilpoppil was sitting in the back of the van with Glenda and wondering if he was taking a risk, or not.  We couldn't really see where we were going, but that didn't matter since we didn't know where we were going anyway.  The boys in the front of the van were jabbering away and having a high old time of it.  There wasn't so much traffic about.  They could have taken us anywhere.  They could have chopped our heads off and ripped off the money and no one would have ever been the wiser.  If you're going to make an arse of yourself trying to travel about India, you're going have to rely on the kindness of strangers.  And they dropped us off at the Air Palace Hotel.


------------------


The road outside is a main thoroughfare, which is reassuring.  As is the hotel at first glance.  It looks like the outside of a hotel.  Inside is even better. There are some seats and tables then this counter with an aquarium behind it.  An aquarium.  You've got to be impressed.  Everything is going to be totally cool. Satellite teevee and air conditioning.  Yippee!  


Then I'm trailing these people up this corridor and it gets dark and we seem to be going into another building, but we're not.  It's dank somehow as if you're walking through the cellar of a castle and I'm completely disorientated here.  Suddenly, we seem to be in the open air.  There's a railing and a kind of building site and a big wall belonging to somebody else.  Rooms are all along this way and the doors are all open, and the rooms are filled with people.  Men.  Nothing but men.  Maybe eight or ten guys lounging about these rooms, dressed only in waist wraps.  What kind of hotel is this?  Loud Indian musicals wailing out of the teevees. Maybe one guy or two hanging out the open doors.  Light streams out from the rooms and cuts into the night, but otherwise it's pitch black.  It's awful kind of dark and weird.


--------------


Then we're in the room.  I had no idea where the fuck I'd been.  But we'd been in a couple of hotel rooms by this time and this one had a reassuring feel to it. There was one big bed covered in a very white sheet.  There was a bench and a wee table you could sit at.  The teevee was showing snow storms.  There was the lavvy with the bog, shower nozzle, wee sink and the unadorned cement walls and floor.  Everything was fine.  I was feeling good.  I asked Glenda if he wanted us to go and search for the foyer, so he could have a couple of beers, but be looked very tired and said he was going fucking nowhere.  Obviously, not the time for jokes. 


The train station had definitely taken it out of the boy.  Before long, he was lying still on the bed, covered from head to toe in a mosquito net.  I was sitting by the wee table, rolling myself a joint.  This is proving a little tricky due to what they described as the air conditioning.  There is a giant propeller hanging from the ceiling and a bit of a hurricane is going on in this hotel room.  You have to try and stop the grass from blowing away.  Eventually, you  end up with a joint that isn't going to win any design awards, but you spark it up anyway.  What a day!  We'd forgotten to eat again.  There was an awful lot of joint in this joint.


------------------------


I'd just got about got half way through it when somebody started banging on the door.  It's the usual door.  It's not hanging very well and doesn't fit at the top or bottom, but it's got a big bolt.  Only one.  The door's rattling as whoever it is bangs fuck out of it.  Hossilpoppil was thrown into an immediate panic.  He's shouting to whoever it is to wait a minute as he rushes into the toilet with the remains of the joint.  But there's no fucking point in flushing it if the sweetie bag full of grass is still sitting there on the wee table.  The door really is taking a hammering. 


 Hossilpoppil uses the voice he developed shouting at school children from long distances.  JUST A MINUTE!  The hammering stops then starts again almost immediately.  Running back to the wee table, Hossilpoppil tries to get a hold of himself.  Are the police coming to arrest him?  No fucking way. Are there a bunch of gangsters out there waiting to put sharp knives up against his throat and take all his worldly goods away?  Just possibly.  But it sounds official.  Policemen batter doors like that.


  Bits of grass are fluttering through the wind as Hossilpoppil stuffs everything in behind the bench.  Some fucker is still banging on the door.  Hossilpoppil thinks it's better to present aggression in these circumstances since he's already shouted JUST A MINUTE!  BE RIGHT THERE! and STOP BANGING ON THE DOOR! all to no effect.  So he pulls the door open and sticks his head out and says, WHAT IS IT? in a loud voice.  


It's completely dark out there wherever it is and he can't see a fucking thing.  Then he looks down and there's a dwarf standing there with a tray. There a step down and it's hard in that light to see what's on the tray, but the guy's already backing off into the darkness with the wee bows and the word that began with a tee.  Temsa, Tenansna.  Something like that as he disappears into the blackness.  This was not a scary person.  You've  got to think your nerves are going a bit taut maybe.  This hotel was getting to be a bit surreal.


-------------------


�
                       CHAPTER ELEVEN


So I decided to sit down and roll myself another stick.  This was not a good idea.  You can get a wee bit paranoid when you smoke dope sometimes.  You can start to imagine what might happen to you in this hotel room in Siliguri when you've just had a couple of tokes on the second stick.  By the time you were half way down it, you might be wondering how long it would take you to get to the disemboweller when the door was caving in, and the jabbering hordes of natives were all about to stand in front of your face, brandishing machetes and asking for your traveller's cheques.  


I thought I might sleep with the knife open under my pillow.  Then I could jump up and down on the mattress shouting Kali!  Kali! while waving the knife about in front of the bloodthirsty heathen hordes.  I decided not to bother and just lay down on the mattress beside Glenda.  Mr Fucking Cool. The mosquito net under which he was lying had never flickered during the shouting and bawling, but he was nearer the door and they'd get to him first.  I think I went to sleep with the light on.


--------------------


The next morning there didn't seem to be any question of going back to the train station.  We didn't know how to get on a train.  So we're getting ready to leave the room when Glenda says that this is the biggest bug he's ever seen.  An American cockroach is making for the gap under the door, plodding along there.  They do not have these huge bugs in Northern Europe, but they have then in Australia alright.


I'd been thinking of Australia during the previous day. Before I went to Australia, I heard the temperature could reach forty degrees. I asked this West Australian what you did when it got to forty degrees. Sit under sprinklers, she said.  One day it got to 45.6 or 46.5 degrees celsius and I took her advice.  I was lying under the portable shower in the back garden with all my clothes on, having drunk eleven cans of Victoria Bitter, thinking, I can do it, I can do this heat stuff. 


 It's much worse when it's really, really humid as well, but I'd told myself sometimes in the train station that I could do this heat stuff.  I had practised before. While stewing in the upper class waiting room, occasionally I told myself I was going to Bodh Gaya and this would make everything so wonderfully worthwhile. I'm going to Bodh Gaya. I'm going to Bodh Gaya. But I wasn't going to Bodh Gaya.  To become the kind of person who wanted to go to Bodh Gaya and actually get there, I could at least have got off my arse. Maybe that seemed a wee bit frustrating for a moment or two after Glenda spotted the cockroach lumbering under the door.  But soldier on.  Right after that, I was expecting to have enough trouble finding the foyer and getting out of this hotel without worrying about getting to Bodh Gaya. We were still stranded between places and a bit in the shit as usual, after all.


----------------------------


Of course, outside the hotel room seemed totally unthreatening in the cold light of day, if laid out somewhat peculiarly.  We're standing at the counter and the receptionist guy is getting a heavy hassle from this policeman.  The policemen in India are all fantastically well turned out.  Crisp.  This one has a wee gun on his belt with dainty little bullets along the holster.  He's giving the boy a hard time with the angry words and the finger jabbing at the register.  Our bill is miraculously halved during an intermission in this wrangle and we go outside to immediately find a wee jap van.


---------------------------


I was supposed to get rid of the grass before we got to the border, but I kind of forgot.  Well, I fell asleep in the front of the van and the next thing I know we're at the border station and walking up this wee path to the Indian customs hut.  Another crisp boy.  No searching, no nothing.  Stamp stamp.  We feel like old hands across the border in Kakibukki, or whatever it is.  Glenda immediately comes upon this wee travel agent kiosk place where you can organise a lift.  This beats standing around outside waving your arms about and telling people to fuck off any day.  There's a Nepalese businessman in there and he wants to share a lift with us.  It's too easy.


Outside the travel agent's, I'm looking at this puddle.  It's grey because the rain makes grey puddles in that part of the world.  But it's a puddle and this woman is washing dishes in it.  She's from this ramshackle restaurant place and I don't suppose they'd anywhere else to wash dishes.  I'm suddenly finding this fascinating for some reason and I'm just kind of gawping when Glenda tells me the Nepalese businessman wants to buy us breakfast in the ramshackle restaurant next door to the other ramshackle restaurant.  So I'm eating this bread flapjack thing off a plate very similar to those I'd watched being washed in the puddle outside and I'm hoping this restaurant has an exclusive puddle out the back. 


 The businessman has two female relatives with him who are quite old and seem to be trying to hide all the time.  He tells them what to do and they never say anything.  He tells them to get into the back of the jeep thing and we're off again.  The man makes sure we get on the right plane and everything. It was another really nice man.


 ---------------------


Within a day or so of getting back to Kathmandu, I wanted to try for Bodh Gaya again.  I thought we should inquire at the wee travel agents in front of the hotel about flights to Patna.  Glenda wasn't interested. He  was right. There was less than a week before we were going home and the weather conditions did not seem to favour travel.  The plane from Biratnagar to Kathmandu had been held up by storms.  We watched the monsoon for a while out of the departure bit.  It's grey.  It's thick and grey.  


Eleven, or was it eighteen, people had been killed by landslides in Darjeeling a day or two after we left.  You could see how it could happen.  All that water gushing in rivulets down the hill, eating away at the dirt round the bottom of the stilts.  One wooden hut falls down onto the one below and you could easily see how a landslide could take a whole section out.  I hoped the boy with the terrible cough hadn't been swept away.


----------------------------


 Remember the stuff about the minimalist view of self, the thought moment or maybe the sliver of a thought moment? You can see how the whole self with the arms and legs and everything exists in a giant web of interconnectedness, but even though your thoughts could also be part of that, at least we might be able to claim some kind of independence here. Even if it was just for as long as a thought lasts, or even for a sliver of a thought moment. At least, we should be able to exert some measure of control over our thoughts, or at least accept some responsibility for what we're thinking and maybe how we're thinking it.


You've got to remember that during this little sliver of a thought moment the whole rigmarole's there. Of course, the whole rigmarole's there.  You've got your body and your consciousness, your feelings, perceptions and the mental formations, which will include volitional tendencies, habits, propensities, and probably lots of other shite you could easily do without.  That's all you are according to these buddhisty people, but the whole caboodle is on the go during this little moment while you're having your wee thought.  It is in this one present moment, which is all that we know for sure that we have, that we must contend with causality, or dependent origination.


  They've got a wheel.  It's got twelve spokes in it. You can kick this off from ignorance of your own true self.  This is a condition for volitional impulses or formative factors, the old mental formations, which  condition consciousness, body, sense bases, contact, feeling, craving, clinging, becoming, birth, ageing and death, grief, sorrow, lamentations ... suffering in this life.  But maybe not always in that order.  Maybe it's not even a wheel.  Maybe it's a list.  Wheels and lists.  It could be a pie chart. 


 One way or another it looks as if you're fucked once you've grasped onto this false idea of who or what you are.


---------------------------


I've  nicked this other wee model of how things occur from this book I'm half way through, a brilliant compilation of Tibetan stuff by Kalu Rinpoche. It's called Luminous Mind. I think he must have had a pretty luminous mind as well. I'd almost forgotten about Kula Rinpoche. He's the boy who said phenomena were nonexistence arising as appearances. Then I came across some books of his talks published by ClearPoint Press. 


In one of these books he's wondering why he's attracting all these European people to his talks. Well, he was in Europe after all, but he might have been wondering why so many of them kept showing up when he was just an old bastard who can't speak English. He said when he was a kid he was right into the juju and used to say mantras and stuff while he was feeding the birds, and fauna in general, I think. He said he thought all these people might have been the birds and whatnot, reincarnated into a better realm due to the mantras and that.


He went straight into the list after the Dalai Lama. Someone who can get his head round something like that is definitely going on the list.  There's no problems with Kalu Rinpoche. Dead and everything. Kalu Rinpoche is my guru. Self knowledge is always bliss. That's another one of his. He said in higher states or realisation, you could step across a big river, from bank to bank as it were, without the river getting any narrower or your step getting any longer. I mean, trying getting your head round that. What is all that about? I mean, what a guy!


------------------


Kula Rinpoche's book describes how you come from ignorance into duality, into afflictive emotions and then on with action in body, speech and mind,the karmic fuckups, in terms of four veils. This is the stuff that's stopping your realise who or what your really are. The four veils obscuring your mind. Ignorance, duality, afflictive emotions and the resultant karmic fuckups. It is an interesting description, but does it help us with the present moment when we're going to begin to have our wee thought? Well, the veils are almost all in place. You've got the ignorance, the duality, maybe an afflictive emotion or two bubbling away there. All you're waiting for is the karmic fuckups. If you want to find a way back to wisdom using this model, you'd probably start with the karmic fuckups and try to reverse the order. 


This reminds me of a friend who was going to teach his wifey thing how to drive. She'd just sat down in the driver's seat for the first time. My friend's first instruction was just reverse out of here.


-----------------------------------


So let us now continue to grapple with dependent origination, or this buddhisty description of causality. It's not as hard as it looks. Reading about dependant origination only made me feel inadequate for a couple of years. But it's dead simple when you get the hang of it. There are twelve links. These are ignorance, mental formations, consciousness, corporeality, sense bases, contact, feeling, craving, clinging, becoming, birth, ageing and death …grief, sorrow, lamentations, suffering in this life. I love that bit at the end. Grief, sorrow, lamentations, suffering in this life. Not much soft soaping and back sliding over the old twelve links. You can easily see where all this causality is going to get you just by following the dots … grief, sorrow, lamentations, suffering in this life. Fuck sake.


-----------------------------


The twelve links are usually used to describe how rebirth occurs, but we've got to remember that we're not really interested in rebirth. We're interested in only the present moment, the only one we know for sure we have. Are the twelve links any use to us here even although we don't really fucking understand them? I don’t think it really matters if we understand how it works as long as we follow the steps.


What else have we got in this present moment besides this big wheel of causality churning away in the background. Well, we've got ourselves. Or the aggregates which the buddhisty boys might say we are composed of. These are corporeality, sensations, perceptions, consciousness and mental formations, which include the traits, habits, and good old volitional impulses. 


There is some correspondence in terms between the twelve links and the five aggregates. If you were to mesh these five aggregates into these twelve links in this one wee moment we're talking about and stripped out the aspects  they have in common, we might be able to start getting onto this wee thought we're going to start having. We're concentrating on the causality side here. So we can get rid of the body, ditto sensations and probably contact. What we're left with on the dependant origination side is ignorance, then craving and clinging, becoming, birth, ageing, death, grief, sorrow, lamentations … suffering in this life.


In the craving and clinging area, we could talk about desire. Are we starting to get somewhere here at last? Suffering caused by desire based on ignorance of your own true self. We have desire and ignorance in this process of causation. This process of causation is usually described as leading to suffering. You do not want this even for this wee independent, minimalist self, which is maybe just a sliver of a thought moment after all. 


You can only attack this causation process at two points. One is the ignorance and the other is at the craving and clinging, the part where desire operates. Your own wee self, in this instance a thought, can't easily be stopped once it hits the becoming stage. Before you know it, the thought's already there. You've grasped it. It is born, and seems to have a life of its own until it ages in the course of slivers of thought moments following one after the other, then  it dies. Another thought starts up.


--------------


Say your next thought was to get pissed. Say you'd developed a habitual craving after this mind state. Perhaps you'd developed at great expense a bit of a volitional impulse for the bevvy. I personally become a drunken person by knocking back copious amounts of beer. The drunken self is born. Unfortunately, this wee drunken self is subject to impermance like everything else and so it will turn into something else.  For instance, the next morning you might not feel so good and might even have to endure minor sorrows, lamentations, and despair, in fact, a bit of suffering in this life.  


                  But that's not happening in one thought moment.  It takes you ages to get pissed if you drink beer.  Still, there is a continuum of thoughts, or thought moments.  One follows along after the other along with the words and deeds.  But whatever the ensuing debacle, it all resulted from a craving for something.  Desire seems to be the only part of the cycle that we can do anything about if you're not going to meditate and read Buddhisty books.  Even if you do that, you're still going to be stuck with huge globs of ignorance far into the middle distance.


---------------------------


But let's get positive here. Back to the wave on the ocean. All you have to find out is the difference between a good thing and bad thing. A bad thing is something which will fuck you up eventually. So you've got the wave of consciousness on the big ocean of consciousness. Sometimes there's a wee lying bastard surfing on the wave and sometimes there's not. But you have gained some awareness and control over what's in the wave. Say a volitional impulse to get pissed suddenly pops up. 


You’re expected to use your brains here. You know you drink too much. You'll end up on skidrow at this rate. No, I'm not going to get pissed, you say to yourself. The ideal limit to the things you desire, as the stoic said, is not the amount you like to, but what you out to take.


 In this case, maybe the governments recommended dose of two pints of the black frothy stuff. Of course, the lying bastard of a voice in your head is your wee pal and you might decide to get pissed after all, but it's a start. You know you have to limit the desire or the consequences will make you a very miserable bastard indeed. A bit of slowly, slowly, catchee monkey going on here maybe.


-----------------------------------


We've all got a false view of our selves and all the other bits, including the clinging and craving, no matter what we do.  It looks like we've got to crave not to crave, at least after selfish things.  Or maybe desire not to have desires based on a false idea of self.  How about just trying to develop altruistic intentions? I assume the buddhisty people think this will lessen your false idea of self whereas the temporary satiation of selfish aims does the opposite, and just sticks your head further up your arse.


- ------------------------


Well, there it is.  Suffering caused by desire based on a false view of self. If you go after the wrong things, you get the resultant sorrow, despair, lamentations ... suffering in this life.  If you go after the right things, you may lose this false view of self and get to become a giggly smiley bastard. It says it in this book I read. There's a stage you can reach where everything arising in the sensory field strikes you as being a bit funny. Giggly, smiley bastard, par excellence!


 -------------------------


Power showers.  Glenda was going on about power showers on the plane back to Kathmandu.  It was like coming home.  The wee man outside the Garuda gave us the namaste and the fantastic smile.  The boys behind the reception desk seemed pleased to see us.  Power showers and food you could trust just to give you the constant runs, but none of the wriggling about groaning and moaning, going oh no, oh no.  Fantastic to be back at first, but then I started to pine for Bodh Gaya and Glenda got the scunners.  It hardly stopped raining for three days.  I thought it was going to stay like that until we left. 


 Between showers I went out looking for the boy who'd introduced us to the Jets the first night we were there.  I had it all worked out.  I was going to give him the money and he was going to go away and bring back the dope.  This way, I was sure, he'd make more money on the deal, but I couldn't make him understand what I wanted, no matter how loudly I spoke.  I ended up in a restaurant with him and this tough guy who sold me an ounce of black for about twelve quid.  I'm hurrying back to the hotel with this big lump of dope and I'm not sure how I managed to get hold of it.  I'd become  a bit mixed up and thought I was buying a smaller bit for more. 


 Still, that was the dope situation sorted out and I just stayed in after that and meditated, watched  teevee, read books, and stood on my head.  Then the weather changed again and it got bright and sunny.  Everybody cheered up, We went to see a few things and climbed up a hill.  Then we bought some presents and packed our bags.


-----------------------------


I did not know that leprosy still existed.  I assumed all that had been taken care of ages ago.  It's a fucking disgrace having folk hirpling about in that state if we've got a cure.  Shame on us all.  So it's very educational foreign travel even if you go on a Buddhist pilgrimage and end up going nowhere the Buddha ever visited.  The picture of Lumbini, the Buddha's birthplace, on the hotel room wall was probably the closest I got


--------------------------------------


When we arrived back in London, we stayed the night in Piccadilly with Donald Duck's nephews, young urban adults from the land drowning in Buckfast.  We went out for a drink.  I got pissed on two pints of beer, but then there was some brandy and then one of Donald Duck's nephews produced the infamous tonic wine.  Blows to the head and body all around then a round house kick knocked someone unconscious.  Par for the course really.  Brotherly love and Buckfast maybe don't go together.  Glenda lay on the couch and pretended to be asleep.  The only sensible thing to do really.  When I wakened up next morning, he'd gone.  The phial from round his neck was lying on the carpet.  He must have reattached his penis and then departed, leaving me snoring amongst the debris.


----------------------------


After years of constantly giving up things, at the end of the day I can't think of one single thing I've actually managed to give up. My hero is Japanese. My mother in law wouldn't approve because she was a nurse during the war and still doesn't like the Japanese nearly sixty years later. But the Jap is my hero. Saw him on the telly. He was a Japanese Buddhist monk from this weird sect with a thing about walking around this sacred mountain. So the boy has to walk round this mountain an awful lot. Marathon walking every day. Helpers made him special shoes. Helpers made him huge dinners. He had to wear a special hat and keep it level. This meant he had to walk in a way that eventually seemed to fuck up a great many of his joints for normal walking. But after he'd done an awful lot of this, he had his funeral breakfast and went into this wee hut.


 He had to stay in the hut for nine days. Inside the wee hut, he gave up everything. He gave up eating. He gave up drinking though every day he had to collect buckets of water from this cosmic spring, and carry it back up to his hut and empty it out.  He gave up sleeping. Without drinking water, you should only survive for seven days, but the boy was saving himself by getting his metabolism down with meditation and such. Also, it was quite humid on the mountain.


---------------------------


	When he came out of the hut after nine days to fill up his wee buckets, there was something very Japanese looking about this boy. In fact, he looked as if he'd been helping some other Japanese do a bit of bridge building in Burma. But there was a beauty, an ethereal beauty about the boy. As he walked with the buckets to collect the water, the balancing pole across his shoulders must have been awful sore. Apparently, the boy's body was screaming out with sensitivity. It was full on. He could have heard the screams of the butterflies. This boy had control over his desires. He looked like a master of the universe to me.


--------------


I know I cannot be a smiley giggly bastard as long as I smoke joints and drink. Not when I've got a hangover. Not when I'm going through the daily nicotine withdrawals and biting the wee school people's heads off. But even with the filthy personal habits, the casual alcoholism and the smoking of big joints every night of the week, things still improve, if little by little.


-----------------------------


The wriggling, massaging, stretchy feeling I described in the Siliguri train station didn't go away when we got back from Nepal. When you see the way a snake moves, it's a bit like that going through your body, massaging your muscles. They say there's something called kundalini, or interesting enough, serpent power, which is supposed to arise from the base of your spine. I don't know what kundalini is. I don't know what chi is, or prana is either, but there's something funny going on here.


There is something else in the white room. Sometimes it seems to be slowly wriggling through your shoulders, but usually it concentrates on the part around the bottom of your face and throat and seems to fill your bottom lip. Your jaw drops. You may have to occasionally swallow saliva or it will slabber over your lip. With the eyes rolled up on top of your head, what we have here is something that looks like the drooling moron we were speaking about earlier.


All you have on the inside when this is going on is more or less rapture and bliss. Almost as soon as you start, you might fall into a big white cloud with the lovely wriggly stuff and the wonderful pleasurable feelings. You are not supposed to become attached to these wonderful pleasurable feelings of course, but in a way what we have here is junk for everyone. There is a big puddle of sweeties there which your mind will fall into and it's absolutely for free. It doesn't turn your into rabid arsehole and when the warm feelings begin to arise, eventually they will seep into your life like a pleasant undercurrent. You can say your mantra anytime.


-------------------


I changed my mantra when I was in Nepal. Well, I had plenty of time on my hands when we got back to Kathmandu. When it became obvious we weren't going to try for Bodh Gaya again, I should have gone back to Kopan, but I didn't. I changed my mantra though. Instead of sussquehanna, I now say Om Ah Hum Vajra Guru Padma Siddhi Hum. This mantra is explained in one of the Govinda books and I really like it, partly because it is dead long. All I could get from the people with the secret magic words is that they were only given a couple of syllables. This is a big fucking mantra. This mantra is so big it encompasses the mind of Padma Sambhava, the Joe who helped bring Buddhism to Tibet. You can think it is his mind when you use it. There's nothing quite like being in the white room with the pleasurables and the wriggly stuff, then letting the mantra lose. You constantly seem to be amazing yourself. Freaky stuff, eh?


Of course, if I was starting out in meditation these days, I wouldn't do half the stuff I do. It's a half assed, eclectic mishmash. Anything to produce the mental calming is fine. Mantras will do it. Once you have pacified your mind, you should start to analyse it, asking yourself questions like where is it, and such like. It's the way to go. All the buddhisty boys use this analytical meditation stuff though it was a complete puzzlement to me until quite recently when I started reading stuff by Kalu Rinpoche.


-----------------------


But what use if all this Buddhism and meditation if it doesn't lend contentment. It should make you feel more comfortable in the world. It works for me though nobody else I know gives a fuck about it. I could speak to Glenda about Buddhism, but he was more interested in it as an intellectual kind of thing. He wouldn't meditate then anyway. Who knows what kind of time he had? He was probably having this god awful time wrestling with all kinds of afflictive emotions concerning his marriage, but we didn't talk much about things like that. But he was a best person to go away with and when he fucked off and left me in the flat in London, I didn't mind. He might have thought Donald Duck's nephews would continue the destruction as soon as they came to. They're not above hitting people. Welcome back to Blighty!


-------------------


I thought he wanted to get back to his family as quickly as possible.  I really do.  In retrospect, he may just have  wanted  to get away from me. But I thought him fucking off like that was a sign he'd sorted himself out.  Maybe he had.  We were supposed to be going to a fortieth birthday party on the way home. Young people.


 Our families were due to meet us there.  I found him sitting with his wifie thing in a rugby club later on in the day.  It was another world in another part of England.  He had on the pointy ears and the beady eyes and the big sharp, shiny teeth, but him and his wifie thing looked happy sitting there together.  Who knows what happened when he got back to Edinburgh, but a couple of months later he huffed and puffed and blew his own house down.  Even now if you listen hard to the silence of the night, you might still hear the terrible lonesome cries. 


You might think you've got a character, but there's maybe only habits, traits, and propensities, all of which are open to transformation. People are perhaps not as predictable as you'd like them to be because you don't really know who they are and they're always subtly changing into someone else anyway.  You have to keep your eye on the ball.  You might think and hope that things will go along being more or less the usual, but the same old tired crew aren't the same old tired crew anymore.  We make comforting assumptions.  We do not really know what is going on here, but that's hardly an excuse.  I should have realised the boy's marriage was in trouble big time when he started listening to all that Country and Western music.


              ---------------------------
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