f . the astonishing glaciated
lands of Patagonia. | remember nearing Antarctica and standing as the most
southern man on the face of the continent on Chile’s Isla Navarino before finally
making my way to charming Buenos Aires and happy Brazil.

I'd love to say that the curiosity of embarking on such an adventure more than
outweighed the confines of my daily life and social pressures, but the truth is that
taking the decision to leave everything behind and embrace ‘uncertainty’ never
came easily. At that time | had been living and working in Hong Kong as part of
a six-month secondment from London and getting paid well. | was in a city full
of character, surrounded by friends and beautiful women. An exotic weekend
getaway to Thai white sandy beaches or a captivating Chinese town was a couple
of hours' flight away or less. Life had a certain comfort to it that was akin to my
days back home in Cairo. | began to feel life was too predictable, 1 could tell with
reasonable certainty what | would be doing in the next three or four years and it
scared me. There was so much more to see and do. The choice became clear. |
would remove myself from those all too familiar comfort zones and re-educate
myself by way of immersing myself in an endeavour that would engage and
challenge my every sense. | was not alien to the experience, more than once |
had, at my own choice; uproated myself from my familiar surrounding to cities
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Ten minutes later and sfil no luck. My hopes began to falter. Suddenly a voice
jumped at me as if out of nowhere, “you wan' see sun-ruy?” Startled, | looked
behind me. A little girl quickly explained in broken English how little time |
had to see the sunrise and that she knew an entrance to one of the bigger
temples. With no wish to take any chances, | nodded in silent approval and
followed the local Burmese girl through the long grass. Her quick pace soon
developed into a run as she navigated through the grassy maze as if it were
a large well-defined footpath, Suddenly we veered to the left and stopped in
front of a small corrugated metal door with an oversized pad lock, The girl
shuffled in her small pocket in what sounded like one hundred and one keys,
then craftily pulled out the exact key that unlocked the door, A smiling Buddha
figure greeted us as we went into the main chamber of the temple. There was
no time to stop and admire as the girl quickdly made another sharp tum leading
me into @ narrow door. For an instance it looked like | would not even fit
through there. The girl took one glance back at me, ushering with her hand
to follow and gracefully sprinted up a narrow flight of stairs to the side while
humming a catchy Burmese tune, | quickly dimbed after her, albeit with much
less finesse, trying my best not to bump my head into the very low ceiling.
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space altogether. A subtle energy flowed mrmuh my body and | smiled,
wishing it would go on forever...

A few seconds more and it was over, the full colours of the spectrum manifested
in just minutes as the sun ascended over the earth signalling a brand new
day. Regaining sense of time and space, | was teleported back to the earthly
stone ledge where | sat with feet dangling in the air. I breathed deeply,
savouring the moment for seconds longer then made my way down again
with the girl, albeit this time in a slower reflective manner.

A precious artwork is made all the more valuable by being unique. In one
moment, the artist transcends his own abilities and expectations to produce
a plece of work that is so brilliant, it is almost prophetic. Equally, in life, there
are no ordinary moments. Never again will elements and forces come together
in the very same way to manifest themselves to you. What | experienced on
that morning was magical and | shall forever remember every lime my eyes
look far into the rising and setting sun. [

Background: Sunrise over Bagan, the city of two thousand pagodas.
Maore of Omar's Burma photography next page.
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