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Arising just before the sun. Taking an hour maybe 45 
minutes to stretch and breathe and wake up, setting 
the pace for a slow, mindful day. Walking outside just 
before the noisy, crowded rush of the streets & city. 
It's cloudy. The early risers sweep their storefronts. 
The smell of incense wafts through the air 
everywhere. I see a temple. It's tiny, only one room. A 
concrete structure adorned with statues and plants. A 
woman takes off her shoes and cleans the inside. 
People walk by and make a motion touching the 
forehead and kissing a finger. Some folks ring a large 
bell reverberating the density of space. Others touch 
the temple doors whispering a small prayer. The 
woman cleaning greets me with a smile, "Namaste." 
How gentle. I want to take a picture, but don't. 
Sometimes what is sacred is better left untouched, a 
parcel of the imagination, couched in mystery. 
 



Watching bodies burn along a river. Cremation. The 
area surrounded by temples and holy men dressed in 
traditional garb. Little monkeys greet us at the 
entrance. Lightheartedness amidst smoke and ritual. 
People sit on the concrete banks and watch the 
funeral pyres. No one really speaks. Death is too 
close. What does one say? What words comprehend 
the moment? Prayer pervades the space. Statues 
blessed with ground up flowers and incense. Families, 
locals, and tourists participate, or rather, observe the 
impermanence. The bodies burn for three to four 
hours, and just like that, a man brushes away the 
silence by sweeping the remainders of wood and 
embers into the river. Ash.  
 



For the past two weeks I've been waking up in a tent 
in the mountainous jungles of Nepal. 5 am most 
usually, right when the sun starts creeping over the 
tops of horizons. It's a slow climb into the day, the air 
cool and brisk and wet.  
 

 
 
By the afternoon, the sun heats up and we're 
sweating our way through bamboo. Cutting, sawing, 
tying, building structures for all us volunteers. 
Compost latrines, benches, showers, a kitchen, and 
dining area to name a few. We're also working on a 
training center, which will house a compressed brick 
maker. These bricks will be used to construct two 



schools over the course of the next two years. We're 
only at the beginning stages of such an endeavor, 
setting up infrastructure and getting to know the 
surrounding villages. We're still waiting on the 
compressed brick maker for one reason in particular: 
there was a strike at the India/Nepal border. It's 
complicated and deep-rooted, having to do with 
ethnic groups and citizenship (a story for another 
time (there are many stories for another time that 
will come unfolding from the denseness of these 
travels)). What's important right now is the training 
center. The plan is to build such a place in order to 
train locals and volunteers. Currently, the foundation 
is laid. Once it is finished, hopefully within a month, 
tens of thousands of bricks can be made utilizing local 
materials. Eventually, the center will be an enterprise 
to help grow the economy of this particular area. 
Almost 95% of the housing in Nepal was destroyed 
during the earthquakes, so it's necessary to provide 
people with the means to rebuild into the future. Our 
goal is sustainability. For that reason, we're also 
planting fruit trees.  



We were invited to a wedding, or the aftermath of a 
wedding. I’m not sure how the ceremonies work here, 
but I think they last a week. It all happened rather 
spontaneously. 
 
To set the scene, we hiked down to the lower village, 
which is also the lower part of the mountain. The 
caste system is set up so that the highest caste is atop 
the mountain, so, being towards the bottom of the 
mountain, we were visiting the lowest caste. There 
are many cultural institutions that we respect here in 
Nepal, like a nightly curfew because the villagers 
wake up so early, but when it comes to the caste 
system, we visit all the little communities regardless 
of caste to show them we are here for people in 
general. Although the caste system is still a complex 
tradition here, more people are questioning its 
respectability and usefulness. By visiting every caste, 
we encourage such dissolution of boundaries. 
 
For the most part, regardless of caste, the villagers 
live in bamboo huts with corrugated tin roofs. In 
large part, this is due to the earthquake. There are a 
few families whose brick, stones, and mud houses 
survived the quakes, but they are generally used to 
store grain and house animals. Most families have 
goats and chickens and water buffalo. Occasionally a 
dog can be seen wandering around. Houses are 
grouped together, maybe fifteen or twenty, situated 
on different terraces, or levels, of the mountain. 
People share the land, and quite often, while we are 
working, villagers make their way through our 
encampment to harvest herbs and plants to feed their 
animals. 



 

 
 
This particular family we encountered on our 
community visit asked us to come down for a 
performance. They brought us to a lower terrace, 
through a winding path of tied up goats and curious 
roosters. Everyone gathered around, perhaps forty 
people including the four of us from our group and 
the three interpreters who accompanied us. We sat 
very close together under a small roofed-in area. It 
was all very intimate. Aside from the interpreters and 
a couple others who communicated slowly, the rest of 
us spent a few minutes just looking at one another, 
staring and smiling, whispering and giggling.  
 



After waiting and observing, food came out for us to 
share: fried dough, sweetened hot tea, a dish of spicy 
potatoes with peas, and the delicacy, chunks of goat 
meat and baby goat skin. Although we had just eaten 
lunch, and I tend to stay away from meat, I gave it a 
little try as not to be rude, but also to get a taste of the 
local cuisine. For dessert, we were given milk curd. As 
we ate, the men sang and banged a drum while 
people clapped along. The songs only lasted a minute 
or so, but with each interval, the spirit of everyone 
became charged and joyous. 
 

 
 

When we finished eating, a man came around with a 
pitcher of water, pouring a little in our hands to wash 
up. The space was cleared and the festivities 



continued. A woman danced along with the singing, 
spinning in slow circles jingling her bracelets. The 
females in our little crew joined the dancing, then two 
of our male interpreters had their turn to dance.  
 
The gender divide is very clear here in Nepal, in that 
men are usually seen with men, women with other 
women and children, boys with boys, and girls with 
girls. But as we immersed ourselves in this family 
celebration, the interactions blended with subtlety. 
For instance, only the men started the songs, but at 
one point, a woman suggested a song and everyone 
joined in. I think this is due in part to the caste 
system, the way people are “placed” together.  There 
was another moment the caste system was reflected 
in family life when an older gentleman shooed on the 
children away from the circle. They all scattered and 
ran off together, but slowly made their way back to 
gathering. 
 
It wasn’t until the end of our visit that we met the 
bride and groom. She was adorned in red and smiled 
rather bashfully. As we were leaving, a little girl, 
maybe one or two years old, came over to me, and 
prompted by her uncle, the brother of the groom, she 
said “Namaste” lifting her hands to her forehead in 
what we would consider a prayer, but for them, it’s a 
salutation. Then she held her hand out for me to 
shake, which I did, and so adorably, she turned my 
hand over and gave it a little kiss. It was the cutest 
thing I think I’ve ever seen, especially because of our 
size difference: she barely came up to my knee and 
her hand wasn’t much bigger than my thumb.  
 



 
  



Sitting amongst a group, listening 
observing  
Storytelling 
I catch myself staring  
absorbed  
for a moment  
by faces 
cheeks, hair 
little facets of people 
((bright as an aura)) 
a sparkle  
the beauty of eyes 
tiny pools 
smiles wide as the sky 
falling tears 
 
How else does one communicate when 
overwhelmed? 
 
bursting 
Our bodies dispersed 
throughout the cosmos 
expansive 
stardust 
yet we are home  
in a forest 
((Incarnate)) 
as molecules 
strands of DNA 
encoded language 
we are what we eat 
garlic 
turmeric  
And to the laborer 



who goes to the mountains 
to build community 
To the guerrilla, 
working 
instead of fighting 
We are cukaris, shovels, hammers 
We are the bamboo 
 
steeped  
deep in the trees 
winding paths  
hiking hills 
feet, 
soil, 
hands, 
touching earth  
speaking hearts 
honoring land 
 
In order to take flight 
you must start on the ground 
 
Did you see the stars  
the way they lit up the clouds like a mask 
like a temple carved in the rocks 
or maybe 
I was asleep in a dream  
or maybe 
I was drunk on the moon 
 
I remember waking up 
my head swimming 
The air rich with moisture  
finding myself  



here 
Sitting 
still infatuated by faces 
still taken in by auras 
and people 
voices  
tongues from around the world  
spilling conversations 
all our feelings  
all at once 
dense as rain 
laughter 
joyous tears 
 
How else does one communicate when so many 
hearts speak of love? 
 

  



Back in Kathmandu. The sludge of the city overtaking 
the purity of the jungle. A couple beers with dinner 
and the crickets scratching their legs is a mantra 
fading in memory. Even the dusting of the stars wipes 
away like an etch-a-sketch. All those nights dreaming 
on a mountainside are now absorbed by congestion 
and concrete. Now there is smog and the hustle & 
bustle of people crowding streets selling clothing, 
hash, guesthouses, kashmir, statues. But isn't that the 
identity of this place? A dream all too soon forgotten. 
What news of Nepal do we see in our everyday lives? 
None. We have more important worries to worry 
about. But this place, like so many places around the 
world, is rife with inner struggle. The border to the 
south of Nepal is India, and the border is so fluid that 
people recognize their ethnicity and culture before 
they pay adherence to the fictional lines of 
government. In Nepal, you are not recognized as a 
citizen unless both your parents are from Nepal. If 
your mother is from India, or your grandmother, or 
your grandmother's mother before that, you are 
stripped of your citizenship. You're not even stripped 
of it, because you never had it to begin with. Unless 
both your parents are from Nepal, you are deemed a 
floating person with absolutely no rights. In the past 
month, the government created a new constitution 
which in part will allow people to apply for 
citizenship. But it could take ten years to process. 
Maybe seven if you bribe the right people. Like any 
disenfranchised group that is sick of being less than, 
they protest. The group at the border of Nepal/India 
is so densely populated, it maintains about 50% of 
the entire population of Nepal, so when they protest, 
it ripples. They shut down the border. Customs is cut 



off. That includes petrol. No more oil. That sweet, 
precious commodity. Oil, oh Oil! the goddess of our 
times. We bathe in her richness daily. She lives in the 
air we breathe, the commuting we do. A country 
without oil? The taxis are backed up for kilometers. 
Literally. Drivers are sitting in their cars for three, 
maybe four days waiting to refuel. The streets are 
clogged with rows and rows of parked cars. It has 
gotten so bad, some of the smaller airlines are 
shutting down. Gridlock. To make matters worse, 
when the earthquakes hit, international donors 
gathered $4 billion to give to Nepal so long as the 
government established a Reconstruction Authority. 
That has yet to be done because everyone is 
bickering. So the money is just sitting there. Waiting. 
What can any of us do? Trek to the mountains. Work 
with bamboo. Sleep under the beautiful chaos of 
stars. Do what the government doesn't do. 
Participate. Practice direct action. Build the spirit of 
people and build your own too. Rise up. The times are 
ripe always. 
  



This past Spring Equinox I was in Guatemala building 
stoves. I didn't really do anything special on the day 
itself, just the normal routine of working, stretching, 
meditating, walking around, and maybe a beer or two 
with dinner. That trip, in particular, gave me a chance 
to twist my tongue into Spanish and practice yoga at 
the foot of the ancient ruins in Tikal. I returned home 
and lived, more or less, the same life minus beautiful 
mountains and the foreignness of a culture that is not 
my own. My energy shifted from stoves & language 
into restoring a house that is over one hundred years 
old. There is poetry in the woodwork and 
contemplation in the details. Hours and hours of 
refining craftsmanship. I took off a couple weeks from 
there to spend it tripping across the States with my 
beautiful muse. We had no real plan other than 
making it to Napa, California. We met up with friends 
along the way and saw many sites like the Grand 
Canyon where I woke up at 5 am and ran to the 
sunrise like a little kid jumping with excitement. It 
was a wonderful trip full of romance and adventure, 
and really, it was long overdue. If I can give any 
advice to partners, go live a fantasy for a little while. 
Howl at the moon. Love under the stars. Life is long. 
Take your time.  
 
For this most recent Autumn Equinox, I flew to Nepal 
for what is looking to be the start of a long term 
relationship with a global community of volunteers 
and dreamers. A group called Conscious Impact. 
While we were at camp in the little village of Takure, 
we had what is called Gratitude Circle before eating 
dinner. I've experienced such a thing one other time 
at a little place called The Hostel in the Forest. It's an 



ecovillage/hostel in the woods of Brunswick, Georgia. 
The idea behind Gratitude Circle is simple, everyone 
takes a moment to offer up what they're thankful for. 
What I liked most about this nightly ritual was that I 
found myself thinking about gratitude throughout the 
day. What am I going to bring to the table tonight? 
And I would kind of annotate little instances that 
stuck out. Working with bamboo. Sweating. Visits to 
the homes of villagers. Storytelling. Sunsets. Clean 
water. People. And so the days went. But on the last 
day, I didn't really know what to say. I was 
overwhelmed with emotion. I said something generic 
because I didn't have the intricacy of words to 
describe what I was feeling. But now that I have a few 
days to reflect, I overwhelmingly realize how grateful 
I am for so many groups of people, those on the 
hillsides of Nepal, those at home in the urban 
dwellings of Philadelphia, those in my hometown of 
Collingswood, my family both extended and nuclear, 
all those who I form relationships with on a whim on 
the road. I move around a lot, and I am thankful for 
such movability. I am thankful for expansion and 
vision. And because I dream so much, I often think, 
even in sleep, I wander around, working. Making 
friends. Reading tarot. I don't doubt that even in 
death I will continue to live. I am thankful for this 
world of travel I've explored & the ability to 
contribute meaningful work into the future.  
 
I wrote a poem a few days ago trying to convey the 
immensity of joy I was experiencing at the time. My 
chest was literally welling up with love pushing its 
way past my voice into my eyes forming tears. I didn't 
cry outright. Not at the time. I remained silent, soft 



spoken, until the joy settled and found space to 
announce itself in spurts of laughter and banter and 
conversation. But now, as I sit here on my lonesome, 
reflecting, that immensity of feeling issues itself 
through words streaming like droplets. 
 

  



Travel Log: End of the Road 
 
Waking up early as usual, dreams penetrating reality. 
I walk downstairs after organizing my belongings, 
readying my self for the flight back home. I still have a 
full day to utilize, which I'll spend at Durbar Square. 
The innkeeper greets me, "Namaste" and invites me 
for tea before I head out for the day. We chat about 
the fuel shortage and the skyrocketing prices of 
getting around the city. The price of petrol is 
something like $25 to $30 per gallon, and it can really 
only be found on the black market. He shakes his 
head as if ashamed of the situation his country finds 
itself in. He apologizes telling me the taxi to the 
airport will cost $15. If that's outrageously expensive 
here, I wonder what he would think of traveling in 
the States? Despite this moment of inflation, a smile 
breaches his lips as though it is perpetually hiding 
and pushing its way into expression. 
 
The mornings in Kathmandu excite me. The days feel 
endless. Time seems to move at a snail's pace. The 
potential for creativity is so viable, it's thick and 
sumptuous, almost tangible like the unrefined petrol 
hanging in the air. People walk around with cloth 
masks covering their mouths and noses to protect 
themselves from the pollution. There was a point on 
the road when our bus was peeling through layers of 
smog, so I tied a bandana around my face to comfort 
my lungs. It helped a little, but I imagine it was as 
useful as trying to be stoic when cutting an onion. 
 
This place, like so many places I've experienced, 
including the US, bewilders me. Little pieces of trash 



and plastic wither away into the landscape. Strangely, 
it seems natural, like the constant chatter of language 
twinkling in the atmosphere. There is too much to 
pick up at times, so we pay attention only to that 
which resonates with us most deeply. Maybe it's the 
smile of a child whipping along in a moto riding in the 
lap of his father. Maybe it's a skeletal woman with no 
feet lying on her back, begging for food, a face 
contorted in pain. It's simple. It's jolting. Yet these 
strands speak only incrementally of a complex 
tapestry.  
 
A thousand pictures couldn't capture the details of 
life here, let alone the vibrant thronging of Durbar 
Square. As I sit and write, people gather around to 
watch. I don't know what keeps them here so long. 
Perhaps they are transfixed by the sweeping of pen to 
paper. It must be a karmic exchange for walking 
around peering into hidden places or taking photos of 
people unasked. The flux of this space is uncanny. 
Everyone disappearing & reappearing in the layers 
and folds of one another, like the blossoms of the 
lotus whose flowers each maintain their own stem 
conjoined at a collective root. There are too many 
metaphors arising from this land; it's a labyrinth of 
symbols and myths. The wood and stone carvings of 
Lakshmi sitting in abundance reflects the women in 
saris surrounded by bags & bags of rice and beans, 
piles of vegetables, copper pots, the unending 
alleyways of shops. Is such an accumulation of little 
riches a burden? Are people weighed down or does it 
all turn to ash like the wafting aromas of incense? 



 
 
I walk further and further, wandering the square, 
captivated by colors and smells. I fall into a trance, a 
swirling dream of the thronging agora. Men stand in 
front of clotheslines hung with newspapers reading 
of the previous day's events. Motorcycles park 
randomly in whatever space available, as do bicycles 
and tricycle carriages decorated with fabrics and 
flowers and oms. Holy men with white beards and 
painted faces smile widely as tour guides and 
foreigners communicate with English thickly 
accented. Pigeons gather on the upper terraces of 
temples, perch on the shoulders of statues, and look 
for food on the checkered stone slabs comprising the 



ground. They randomly and abruptly take flight, a 
temporary flutter of wings and breeze.  
 
The thing is, I'm only beginning to pierce the veil of 
such a place. It would take days and weeks, years and 
months to elucidate the spirit here. Just thinking 
about all the gods and goddesses with multiple heads 
and ricocheting arms makes my mind spin an 
ouroboros or more fitting ॐ. The mythology is 
wrapped up in the landscape is wrapped up in the 
script is wrapped up in the castes. Everywhere there 
are tiny doorways leading to winding pathways, to 
men gathered in circles sitting on their heels laughing 
and playing cards. I can't help but feel like a tangled 
knot of electrical lines numbered 40 maybe 50 all 
coming to a point atop a pole, surging outwards 
spreading power to individual apartments and 
homes. Yet I bide my time with patience, slipping 
between the moments where magic has a penchant to 
unfold. To access the deeper essence of the hundreds 
of malas and beads counted in prayer one at a time or 
simply hanging on a display case waiting to be sold. 
 
What did this place look like a few hundred years 
ago? What did it look like when it was new and 
pristine? Despite the density of people inhabiting the 
area, the structures are eroded and on their way to 
ruins: scaffolding & tarps indicating the slow process 
of restoration, beams of wood & metal wedged 
diagonally between the ground and buckling walls, 
bricks piled up broken and cracked. It reminds me of 
a house of cards, superbly, precariously held together 
in a perfect balance. A simple flick of the wrist could 
bring the place crumbling down. But there is a world 



beyond our own that is both delicate and 
untouchable, an ineffable glue. Because somehow, 
unbelievably so, like the resilience of the people 
living in this part of the world, Durbar Square 
withstood and still stands in the face of the recent 
earthquakes. 
 

 
 
  



Changing landscapes and intakes. Back to pizza and 
beer instead of rice and lentils. The schizophrenia of 
NYC, urban beats, syncopated rhythms adjusting to 
the stimulation and pace of skyscrapers and streets. 
Found a quarter as soon as I popped up from the 
subway. I'll take it as a token of good luck. I've been 
awake for almost 40 hours with sporadic catnaps 
flying across the Pacific. I saw the sunrise. Or the 
sunset. It shot through tiny windows like a composite 
of Instagram squares. It was beautiful. People 
stopped watching the in-air movies and stared. 
Surprisingly enough, with all my rambling lack of 
shut eye, I'm not all that tired. Just hallucinating 
dreamscapes. There was a moment when people 
crowded into the subway, everyone forced for a 
moment to settle down and rest against one another, 
ethereal bodies communicating through subtle touch. 
I saw geometric patterns swirl around my periphery, 
and intricate mosaics interconnecting everybody. It's 
strange. It's bright outside, but because I'm coming 
from the other end of the world, in my head it's night. 
Maybe I just need sleep. But as the saying goes, I can 
do that when I'm dead. 


