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“We travel, some of us forever, to seek 
other places, other lives, other souls.”  

– Anais Nin 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 
 

Right through the rainbow, right through the sky. 
 
These words came to me while in half-sleep, not long after reading that we should always 
heed our dreams and unhinged thoughts. I’d also had my birth chart read and I was told 
my sun and moon were directly aligned, so I was heading toward spiritual expansion 
while holding awareness of the grounding, material plane. 
 
I come from the sun, I thought, and the ground. 
 
I am its child. 
 
I’m soaring toward the sky, the moon and everything else that I know, believe, must be 
out there—but was I really ready to fly? Would I even recognize the signs I might find 
along the way. 
 

And then this happened. 
 



I became calmer as soon as I got to the airport; a wash of serenity encases me every time I 
travel. 
 
My flight from Canada to Bangkok was over-booked and I lost the aisle seat I requested, 
so I asked the attendant if there was anything she could do. 
 
No dice. 
 
As I sat down, a Sikh man wearing a burgundy turban said to me, 
 
    “You are most welcome.” 
 
Normally I would have noted I was sitting next to a chatter and found ways to shut down 
entirely. Yet somehow I eased into his presence and soon forgot my angst over leaving 
home indefinitely, with absolutely no agenda. 
 
I immediately responded to his kind brown eyes and warm demeanor. When I told him I 
was going to Thailand hoping to do some meditation, he immediately invited me to his 
hometown of Darjeeling, India. He moved to Canada twelve years ago, His origins 
included wealth and a job as an engineer at a tea plantation company. 
 
    “You came here and I was waiting for you,” he said, to my great shock. 
 
    “I prayed the right person would come to sit next to me. You were brought to me.” 
 
He started telling me more about his life as a devout Sikh and growing up with his 
grandmother. 
 
    “My grandmother’s candle was lit, and she lit my candle. She gave me the light. You 
light a candle and it keeps on burning.” 
 
Then he told me some incredible stories about yogis, Gods, and his own life. When he 
was young he had an accident and his leg was badly broken, but he didn’t want surgery. 
One night the hospital’s power went out, but in the middle of the night a great light came 
in from outside and went all the way through him. The next day, the doctor ran into his 
room. 
 
    “How did this happen? There is nothing wrong with your leg anymore.” 
 
    He said he had been given the power to heal. 
 
Other times he has levitated and left his body (dangerous, though, as he said the 
temptation to stay away was great) and he has been sent guides who have saved his life on 
occasion. 
 
He lives in the knowledge that God provides when you ask. 
 



    “You take two steps, and God will take three. He was waiting for you to take these 
steps.” 
 
I told him I didn’t know about God. 
 
    “Finding God is simple,” he said. 
 
    “First you are looking one way, and you just have to look the other way. But the road is 
difficult. Many people get mad when you start to look this other way. But God is always 
here. Even now.” 
 
This was scary. Moments this momentous….that you know are vital as you are 
experiencing them seem to work on the emotions, and the brain, and something that 
transcends them both—-all at once. 
 
I knew he saw it in my eyes; an uncertainty when it comes to belief. 
 
He told me a time comes when people know things need to change. 
 
    “This talking we are doing, this is meditation. You can only meditate in silence when 
the body can sit in meditation. But this is meditation too. You have given me this time, 
and I can do something for you.” 
 
    “We are connected,” he said, looking at me. 
 
    “This is not a new connection between us. When you come to see me next in Canada, 
I will tell you more about it.” 
 
    “Remember, your mother is God. Your father is God,” he said as we were landing. 
 
    “Sit and meditate.” 
 
I helped him carry his bag to his connecting flight when we landed. 
 
    “I could see that you were starting to go a little bit in the wrong direction and God 
asked me to help you. He brought you to me and you’re going to be okay,” he said. 
 
    “You are going to be happier.” 
 
We hugged deeply. I left him full of wonder, but also terrified. Here was a path and a 
teacher, sent directly to me, and if I followed his advice, I would plunge into something 
vaster than I could as yet conceive. 
 
    I hadn’t even arrived at my destination yet, and I had a looming choice ahead of me: 
to take or not to take this leap of faith. 
 



Months later, I talked with the man who’d become my life partner about my airborne 
encounter. He listened attentively and I was shivering as I told it. When I finished, he 
said, 
 
    “Do you think he was real?” 
 
    “I mean, I don’t know,” I said, tearing up. “He was there.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, “but maybe he was there in that way for you. Maybe that’s how the 
universe provides, for you—according to your needs, in the name of growth.” 
 
It’s true that I have never felt more receptive to this kind of encounter, but 
did I create it? 
 
We continue living life and run the risk of forgetting that there were brief moments when 
we were in a position to grow. When we uttered words in half-sleep and wrote them down 
for their obvious significance: right through the rainbow, right through the sky. 
 
Then, without knowing quite how it happened, we’ve divested ourselves of earthly 
belongings and responsibilities, and headed off in search of the moon, or the very self so 
long taken for granted that it almost disappeared; that teachers come to help us 
remember. 
 
And one day, when this journey takes me back to the country I come from, as the 
intensity in his eyes said I would, I can meet my teacher again. 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 

 
 
A few years ago, while in Indonesia, I found a book under the strangest of 
circumstances. 
 
I was in Ubud, Bali, in dire need of reading material. I had three to trade and was told at 
the secondhand shop that I could take two. I looked and looked (I’m highly selective), but 
after taking The Life of Pi I couldn’t find anything else that was even remotely satisfying. 
 
Out of desperation, I started poking through the dusty area behind the back of the books 
and found a book lodged there: Sri Aurobindo and The Mother’s Our Many Selves: Practical Yogic 
Psychology. 
 
I’d never heard of these authors at the time (that’s changed!), but I was intrigued by the 
idea of many selves; I’ve always liked mind explorations. I took the book. 
 
Later, in a popular restaurant for foreigners, I showed the book to a friend of a friend 
whom was shocked and asked me where I’d found this book because if it was in Ubud he 



would have snatched it up long ago. I offered it to him because he seemed to really want 
it, but he shook his head and told me the book found me and I should read it. 
 
It was dense, to say the least. And at the time I had deliberately stopped reading as a bid 
to get out of my head and into the world, but I couldn’t put the book down. It described 
how there was no cohesive self, and that until we could understand our many selves and 
have them all understand each other (because they need to rotate along one axis), we 
couldn’t progress further, mentally or spiritually. 
 
This was how I interpreted it anyway, and suddenly, I was filled with an uncontrollable 
urge to forage into the depths of my innumerable aspects. 
 
I was then two months into a six month lone-travel-odyssey and had found nothing 
resembling real footing. I had also recently been bitten by a rabid dog (necessitating a 
month of vaccine shots in Thailand which caused my whole “plan” to go awry). I was 
convinced that the incident was invested with metaphysical import; here I was attracting 
canine madness mixed with sadness and suffering; my own madness—sadness and 
suffering included—now confirmed, etched in the tiny wound on my leg. 
 
But now I was infused with a sense of purpose. 
 
Instead of asking, “Who in the world am I?”, a question I have asked many times before 
to little effect, I was now consumed with the question of who my selves were. 
 
I imagined a little (nonviolent) army of souls duking it out for supremacy in Tammyland. 
(This already presupposes a self-existent “Tammy” that is made up of so many 
personalities, but we can’t hope for miracles here.) 
 
Over the next three and a half months, I visited Buddhist/Hindu theme parks consisting 
of gargantuan deities (idled in hammocks watching life go by in the late afternoon 
sunlight), met great people, photographed endless food stalls, downed noodles and walked 
along various streets and dusty roads all over Laos and Thailand. And every day, I wrote. 
 



 
 
 
I called my new journal, “My Little Selves” (for some reason I liked them better little), 
and I wrote about each in the third person. I had a couple of guiding questions to get me 
going: What motivates her? What is she scared of?  
 
Each day I discovered or uncovered a new personality, and each entry was a page to two 
pages, depending on various factors, among them how much I resisted these qualities or 
found myself surprised by their existence or strength. Here’s a sample: 
 

Little Melancholy 
 
    Little Melancholy is at odds with Little Thinker, who has also been such a powerful 
force. She feels, a lot, and is full of fear. She fears the world as a happy place. I have 
allowed myself to be absorbed by a self that fears the world as a happy place. 
 
For 101 days (I just counted), I mercilessly tried to sort through the different parts of me 
and find where the contradictions, fears and insecurities lie. Sometimes I was utterly 
bored and couldn’t get beyond cursory observations, other times (thanks to Little 
Analyzer) graphs and lists flew around and I was shocked by new revelations. 
 
This journal came to be a vital component of my trip (I couldn’t recommend this process 
more!). I’m convinced that if I hadn’t written it I never would have been ready to meet 



my partner (he entered the picture around the same time the journal ended, a couple of 
weeks before what turned out to be a temporary visit back home). 
 
Of course, a rather huge elephant refused to leave the room—what to do with this little, 
mostly nonviolent army of me? What would happen if I could actually wrest myself from 
my conditioning and juggle the pieces around, favouring some selves over others in the 
name of healing and growth? 
 
What would happen to “me” then? 
 
Sometimes we hold on too much—to pain, guilt, negativity, doubtful feelings. But how 
does one get rid of that stuff without losing, well, the good parts? 
 
We make ourselves suffer. And we do it over and over even though we know better. 
 
If we can tear through this cycle of suffering, there might well be a treasure full of stuff—
including ourselves, one and all—there to discover. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
Arambol, Goa, early in the morning: suddenly, we have a coconut to eat, 
courtesy of the coolest guy who’s ever lived. 
 
My husband and I are on our porch, chatting and lingering over tepid Nescafe I’m 
thrilled to have been able to prepare in our own room (a luxury not always available to us 
during our long India-travels). Tourist season has just passed and a search the day before 
revealed that the entire place has officially run out of ground coffee. No matter. 
 
While I’m no longer (as) addicted to caffeine as I used to be, I deeply enjoy the moments 
in the day when I can sit down, linger over any kind of coffee slowly and write, or think, 
or read, or just be. Especially when there’s a porch to sit on and an Arabian Sea to look 
at. 
 
We’ve landed at a cliffside guesthouse right nearby now-dismantled shops selling 
everything imaginable to tourists. We have a nice, airy (pink!) room and a space outdoors 



where we can lounge. And all the time in the world for pleasant conversation. Goa is a 
delicious, balmy salve for our travel-weary aching bodies. 
 
For the first time in weeks, we’ve resumed a daily yoga practice because of said ideal 
conditions. 
 
As with every time we start over, we’re exhausted, stiff beyond belief and more than a 
little moody. Every day we contort our bodies where they don’t seem to want to go, in the 
hope that one day we will feel fluidity with these motions and really understand the 
connection between them, our breath and our body-mind conglomerate. So far, it’s 
mostly a lot of stretching and grunting, with a few liberating moments of reprieve and the 
odd sharp pain coursing down the spine for good measure. 
 
We’re talking about my husband’s dreams from the night before. My dreams can be quite 
boring and literal, but his—when he remembers them—are epic and quest-like. In one, 
he needs to cross a bridge but it has a weird shape and is really, really high. He starts to 
climb but doesn’t really want to. Obstacles mount. He’s about to tell me another one 
when a local man ambles toward us. 
 
He points to the palm tree directly in front of us—a very tall tree reaching up from below 
our porch on a slant—in the direction of the sea. We’re confused for a minute until it 
dawns on us that he intends to climb it and is asking if that’s okay. “Of course, go ahead,” 
we enthuse. 
 
Assuming a crouching position, he starts his ascent. The tree is at a 60-degree angle from 
the ground, roughly, reaching high enough into the sky to make the average person a 
little squeamish (I’m quite average that way). But without a fear in the world, he climbs, 
hands scaling the trunk, feet scurrying up right after. Little steps, one at a time, and soon 
he’s right up there with the leaves and coconuts. He seems momentously, dramatically far 
away from us. He manages to balance himself effortlessly up there for at least five minutes 
as he cuts coconuts of the tree and throws them down to a man we can’t see, below us on 
another landing. 
 
I’m transfixed, but soon gather my wits and get my camera to chronicle this extreme-
sport adventure happening above of our porch. My husband is equally amazed, and 
undoubtedly plotting the day he’ll try the same activity (I should point out that last 
summer, on an almost-deserted island in Thailand, he did indeed climb a short, baby 
palm tree with a makeshift sling he made from rope and retrieved two coconuts for us). 
 
The man climbs down, jumping in rhythmic steps, feet first, using his hands for support. 
He’s as casual and comfortable as he might be sipping a coconut lassi in a hammock 
somewhere. Wordlessly, he hands us a coconut with a tiny grin. He’s carried it down just 
for us by dangling it from his teeth. 
Without paying for classes, ‘YouTubing’ asanas, and probably without any notion of 
aspiring to transcend the limitations of body and mind, he achieves this very thing; 
embodying a connection between his material self and spirit, leaving us gaping in wonder. 
 



Here we are, hours away from our next ‘yoga practice,’ talking about heady stuff like the 
meaning of dreams and movies and the successes and failures of educational systems and 
philosophical theories. (Most of the time, I should mention, we’re talking about stuff like 
how to boil potatoes most effectively for dinner, where we misplaced The Lonely Planet 
or why dogs sometimes like me better and sometimes like him better). 
 
We’re trying to sit comfortably on cushioned plastic chairs with our stiff frames and out of 
nowhere comes this man, so incredibly agile, to climb a tree for its fruit. His mind must 
know no bounds for his body to be able to move like this, in perfect accordance with his 
desires and intentions. 
 
Here is our movie, our education, our philosophy and our dream. 
 
And a coconut he’s given us for breakfast. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 

(Reflections from a Meditation Retreat) 
 
 

 
 
 

In the sweetness of friendship let there be laughter, and sharing of pleasures. For 
in the dew of little things the heart finds its morning and is refreshed. 

~ Khalil Gibran 
 
 
From the Riverbed of Hearts it isn’t far to Heart Hill. 
 
I’ve lingered here, and made the trek a few times now, though any way you look at it, I’m 
just not a Heartian. 
 
The Heartians are green and soft, and rain droplets perch for long, pregnant moments on 
them before making their pudgy descent to the ground, which is itself soft and green. 
 



I repeat, sadly, reluctantly: I’m not a Heartian (not yet!). 
 
But I’m delighted to have come into contact with the Land of Hearts – I gave it its name 
while ambling around a stunning retreat compound I’d only just arrived at a few days 
earlier. 
 
It had just rained and I’d been sitting with my increasingly uncomfortable self since 
before dawn. I was instructed to walk extra slow and with mindfulness, to be aware of the 
foot as it rose, moved forward, and fell. First the right foot, and then the left foot, over 
and over like this. 
 
I was trying to fix my gaze on the ground a little bit ahead of me so as to keep my 
balance, to follow the minutia of my movements with the attention of an enlightened 
being. 
 
I failed; I was distracted by everything from the exotic leaves nearby that reminded me of 
art nouveau paintings, to the itchiness of my skin, dampened by the humidity and swollen 
with mosquito love. 
 
Also, just hours earlier, I had what felt like an epiphany, but the bad kind, about how I 
really didn’t know why I was here – not only here on the retreat, but here here – and in 
fact, I didn’t really know the reason for anything I’d ever done my whole life. 
 
Now, I not only had to live with this morbid feeling that was planting poison in my 
stomach, but I had to do this so-called mindfully, as I noticed my breath rise and fall and 
tended to my legs as they went through the agonizingly slow motions of meditative 
walking. 
 
How do I choose the lucky recipient of my attention? My thoughts were spinning. Will it 
be my shallow breath, my rough, travel-worn heels, this incipient feeling of doom? How 
can I be mindful of everything at once? 
 
In the midst of all this, something made me look over to my right. What I saw took my 
breath away. 
 



 
 
Jutting out from a tree branch rooted in a thick, ragged stump was a big green heart, 
almost dancing in the air, a quiet greeting to a land far beyond my own. 
 
I looked around to see if anyone else was bearing witness. I couldn’t see anyone. It was 
like the whole retreat disappeared the very instant I laid eyes on what I immediately 
started calling The Land of Hearts. Like this encounter was destiny. 
A pathway unfolded. I’d never seen anything so inviting, so naturally, I took it. 
 
I felt like I was walking on Earth’s last, richest and most precious of moments, because as 
Robert Frost knew, nothing gold can stay; such was the dewy feast below my feet, leaves 
of all kinds strewn upon the sandy ground. 
 
At the end of the aisle I found the tiny, flowing Riverbed of Hearts. 
 
A trail of baby Heartians were making their way to the shimmering river, the smallest one 
coming in at the very end, closest to me. 
 
They soon found their rhythm and before long, the babies were swiftly moving along, 
with purpose, even, but the smallest was getting left behind. I wasn’t sure what to do. 
 
Save her! I heard a tremulous roar. 
 



I looked up and saw a fierce-looking, savagely beautiful Heartian at the top of Heart Hill. 
Her tendrils, which had turned grey and were laced with hearts, tumbled all the way 
down the hill (which had all the power and grace of a mountain). 
 
In doing so you will save yourself, said the Heartian goddess, and you know what that 
means. 
 
I wasn’t sure I did, but I took the baby in my arms and together we made it to the 
Riverbed of Hearts, where I carefully laid her down. 
 
The other Heartians were dancing in rapture. I was in awe at how they filled the space 
they were in with such ease and gorgeous simplicity. Then the goddess shook her head 
and laughed. 
 
Now you know why you’re here, she said, her voice booming sonorously into the day. 
 
Then she invited me up Heart Hill. She told me I had saved the group I was in by saving 
just one. 
 
I wanted to become enveloped by her more than I can say, but I had already forgotten to 
turn my attention to the act of walking, and had so much more practicing to do. 
 
I looked at Heart Hill one last time and turned around, noticing that the other meditators 
had returned. 
 
I thought about the Heartians I’d just met, and all the other communities I might find in 
this long life, which have always been waiting for me. Then I lifted my right foot slowly 
off the ground. 
 

 
 

Let my soul smile through my heart and my heart smile 
through my eyes, that I may scatter rich smiles in sad 

hearts.  
~ Paramahamsa Yogananada 

 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 
 

“I insist on your freedom.” ~ Jack Kerouac 
 

 
It seems like everyone’s moving lately. I keep hearing of people packing up, moving to 
new apartments or houses, or even new cities and countries. I’m moving too (apartments) 
in a few days. 
 
Moving can be chaotic and unsettling. We are literally uprooting and un-grounding, as 
we take steps toward sweeping out the old and dropping the stuff of our lives down into 
another location. 
 
I love being on the move a lot more than I care to admit—the delicious newness of it all, 
the promises a new environment contains, the sharp call to awaken and be fully present in 
each moment—but the act of being in flight, so to speak, can also shake me and leave 
confused, unfocused and uncertain. 
 
Which is when I like to turn to the Beats, as I often do, for inspiration about those parts of 
being unmoored that I love. 
 



After all, the only constant in life is that everything is always changing, as the saying goes. 
Why not love the wild temporariness of it all, so acutely felt in times of transition? 
 
 

 
 
The Beat Generation’s most notorious members evoke a world of rebellion, freedom and 
creative abandon and also rootlessness. Their America was one of freebirds, and Jack 
Kerouac must be the most emblematic of them all. 
 
Kerouac travelled around America several times, and out of this came On the Road, one 
of the most iconic road trip stories of all time. He had no fixed place: he stayed with his 
aunt, and crashed with friends (and strangers and new lovers) throughout his journeys. 
 
For me, Kerouac gets more interesting with each read—Dharma Bums and Desolation Angels 
are two of my favorites. I love him for always reminding me that to travel is the broadest 
of terms (we live and we die and in between we travel), and that there are almost limitless 
ways we can travel when our destination is truth. 
 
Here are some of my favourite Kerouac quotes about travel, just about any way you want 
to interpret this delightful and open-ended word: 
 

 

 
 



“All of life is a foreign country.” 
 

“There was nowhere to go but everywhere, so just keep on rolling under the 
stars.” 

 
“I was surprised, as always, be how easy the act of leaving was, and how 

good it felt. The world was suddenly rich with possibility.” 
 

“Our battered suitcases were piled on the sidewalk again; we had longer 
ways to go. But no matter, the road is life.” 

 
“The only people for me are the mad ones, the ones who are mad to live, 

mad to talk, mad to be saved, desirous of everything at the same time, the 
ones who never yawn or say a commonplace thing, but burn, burn, burn like 

fabulous yellow roman candles exploding like spiders across the stars.” 
 

“What’s in store for me in the direction I don’t take?” 
 

“I’m writing this book because we’re all going to die.” 
 

“The best teacher is experience and not through someone’s distorted point of 
view.” 

 
“Happiness consists in realizing it is all a great strange dream.” 

 
“It always makes me proud to love the world somehow- hate’s so easy 

compared.” 
 

“I hope it is true that a man can die and yet not only live in others but give 
them life, and not only life, but that great consciousness of life.” 

 
“One man practicing kindness in the wilderness is worth all the temples this 

world pulls.” 
 

“When you’ve understood this scripture, throw it away. If you can’t 
understand this scripture, throw it away. I insist on your freedom.” 

 
“Boys and girls in America have such a sad time together; sophistication 

demands that they submit to sex immediately without proper preliminary 
talk. Not courting talk—real straight talk about souls, for life is holy and 

every moment is precious.” 
 

“Better to sleep in an uncomfortable bed free, than sleep in a comfortable 
bed unfree.” 

 
“The beauty of things must be that they end.” 

 



“Accept loss forever.” 
 
 

“My witness is the empty sky.” 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
“Formation: Along the Ganges and Back Again” begins with the attempt to engage 
with a lost childhood through words – but ultimately, it is a search for something deeper, 

the mining of then and now for a love that hovers, ever elusive. The search inspired a 
journey eastward, where inner and outer worlds collide. In their form, content and spirit, 

the poems in this collection reflect the varied landscapes of Southeast Asia, India and 
Japan. “Formation” takes the reader into the heart of the poet’s reminiscences and 

passions as they mesh with the lively physical and spiritual spaces encountered. 
 

For more information about the book’s release, please 
visit: 

 
prolificpress.com/bookstore (or search Formation) 

tammystonewrites@wordpress.com (check Books tab) 

 



 

 
 
 

Tammy T. Stone is a Canadian writer, photographer and chronicler of life as it passes 
through us. After spending a few years traveling through Southeast Asia and India, she 

has found her current home in Japan. Always a wanderer, she's endlessly mesmerized by 
people, places and everything in between; the world is somehow so vast and so small. She 

feels so lucky to have been able to work, learn, live and travel broadly, writing, 
photographing and wellness-practicing along the way. She has a column on elephant journal 
and contributes regularly to other publications, including The Tattooed Buddha and Journey 
of the Heart: Women’s Spiritual Poetry. She shares her writing and photography on her blog, 

There’s No War in World.  Formation: Along the Ganges and Back Again (Prolific Press), is her first 
full-length published work. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



  


