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- 'The pilgrimage has made

me more defermined
than ever fo enjoy
everything in my life’

I visit a Project GreenHands nursery. It’s in the
heart of India and we pass herds of goats and
men on bicycles. Schoolgirls fill little sacks with
soil ready for planting. I plant a tree. It’s good to
know I've given a plant life.

Driving to the Isha Foundation’s mobile
medical unit, we pass a little old lady who's bent
double as she shuffles along the road. Her flip-
flops are worn through so I take off mine and
give them to her. Her face lights up. It puts life
into perspective for me. A pair of flip-flops means
nothing to me, but to her they mean everything.

Later, at an organic farm, I wander among the
banana trees. I've been leading an organic
lifestyle for many years, it's a real passion of mine,
from my diet to the body products I've created,
Jo Wood Organics. We have a delicious lunch -
all grown on the land — with the lovely farmers.

Back at the ashram, about 200 people sit on
the floor for dinner. The Sounds of Isha band
play and people dance barefoot on the grass.

Up early to visit the Theerthakund, a

| subterranean tank filled with energised water

where people take a dip before entering the

Dhyanalinga temple. I change into an orange
robe and walk down the steps into the water. I'm
refreshed and ready for meditation.

Days 6 -7
- | From the plane heading to Kathmandu, the
.| mountains look like they’'re covered in
green velvet. Later I meet Sadhguru, who
asks us to walk around the hotel’s golf course
with him. He’s spiritual but down-to-earth and
tells funny jokes.

Sadhguru takes me to the 1,000-year-old city of
Bhaktapur in Nepal. It's made of red brick and
beautiful wood carvings, and there are temples
everywhere. He asks me to imagine what it was
like here hundreds of years ago, when all the
men wore white and the women wore red. He
buys me a hat. I love it!

Days 8 - 9

I meet the 40 other pilgrims. We're a big travelling
family, which reminds me of when I used to tour
with Ronnie. I joke that Sadhguru is like the Mick
Jagger of the spiritual world, but this experience
is on a different level.

I pack my rucksack with essentials and take my
altitude sickness pills. From now on, guides will
be monitoring my food and water intake to
prevent dehydration.

Day 10
The pilgrimage to Mount Railash begins. It’s a
four-hour drive to the Chinese border in Tibet
and the scenery is stunning, thick with
| vegetation and rice fields built high into the
y | hills. Over the border at Friendship Bridge, a
| fleet of Toyotas waits for us. The roads are
| treacherous and winding, the drops deep and
there are no barriers. I'm relieved to reach our
‘hotel, however basic.

'Days 11 =12

t A long drive to Saga where the altitude is
14,000ft and is really affecting some people.
Some are fainting. I hope I'm not going to get
sick. The landscape is bleak, treeless and
rocky. The next hotel is more basic than the

£ [ last one!
A team of Sherpas travels with us. Wherever we
| go they set up kitchen and cook curry three times
a day. It’s the first time I've ever had to eat for
fuel. Before long I can’t face another curry,
and survive on bread, honey and porridge. >
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Jo with Sadhguru (top right), who made a profound impact on her. On the return journey,
she meets local children (above right) and drives along scary unmade roads (right), at one
point having to climb across a mudslide with a sheer drop on one-side. Afterwards, Jo
says: “I’ve come back rejuvenated, with a new energy and love of adventure”

Days 13 =15

It’s a 17-hour drive to sacred Lake Manasarovar, the
highest freshwater lake in the world. We skid over
mudslides, through rivers and over sand dunes. An
hour before we reach the lake, Sadhguru asks us to
silently focus. He starts singing a lovely song and
encourages us to join in. I sense the energy coming
from him.

We stop by the lake and I witness the emotional
and spiritual effect the lake has on him: tears are
streaming down his face.

I sleep for the first time in my life in a sleeping
bag in a tent, but am so tired that I go straight
to sleep.

Sadhguru isn’t happy. The lake used to be
turquoise but now it’s murky with mud from the
construction of the roads. There’s also loads of
litter and plastic left by tourists around the water.
It’s really sad that people aren’t treating this place
with respect.

At the end of the day, the clouds lift and we get
our first glimpse of Mount Kailash. It's so beautiful.

Days 16 =17

We begin our trek to Mount Kailash. My porter, a
girl called Cheeky, looks about ten but she’s 15
years old. “You can’t carry my backpack,” I tell her.
But she insists and never leaves my side.

We pass rivers and boulders, and it takes five
hours to reach base camp. Cold and exhausted, I
climb into my sleeping bag wearing everything,
including my hat.

I watch in fascination as Sadhguru stares at the
mountain in a trance-like state. He's in deep
meditation for hours. It takes a lifetime to reach
this stage of spirituality.

Day 18

We climb higher and Cheeky fills my bottle with
pure water from a waterfall. It tastes wonderful and
is full of minerals.

In a clearing, Sadhguru performs the final
process, a kind of blessing. Suddenly I'm full of
energy. I feel as if I could fly down the mountain as
we head back to base camp.

We arrive early evening and experience a
beautiful sight of the sunset, sandstorms and
rainbows all thrown into one.

Days 19 - 21
The roads heading back are wet and muddy. There’s
a mudslide that the Toyotas can’t get over so we
have to walk for 2km. One by one we climb over the
mudslide, which is really scary. There’s a sheer drop
to my left.

“I can’t do it,” I say. But Akshay in our group tells

me: “If you want to go home, Jo, you have to.” I take
a deep breath and cross.

Days 22 = 23
At my hotel in Kathmandu, I run a bath, my first in
eight days. A luxury I've taken for granted.

Day 24

Home! The first thing I do is remove my backpack.
It’s in the attic now.

The pilgrimage has made me more determined
than ever to enjoy everything in my life. I've come
back rejuvenated, with a new energy and love of
adventure.

What’s next? I fancy a trek to Mongolia and
other remote places in the world. Next year I'd like
to return to Mount Kailash with my son Tyrone and
daughter Leah.

As for love, I don't have time for a new man but
when I move in to my new apartment I know m
I'll meet someone really lovely.

AS TOLD TO: SALLY MORGAN
PHOTOS: IQBAL SINGH SAGGU &
SWAMI CHITRANGA

For information on the Isha Foundation, visit ishafoundation.
org. To donate now and plant a tree like fo, visit
projectgreenhands.org.

WITH THANKS TO KELLY HOPPEN FOR EARTH COUTURE AND THE NORTH FACE
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