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This book is offered in gratitude to all the medicine makers 

(especially to the musicians whose music graces these pages)

who give of their hearts in the creation 

of a more loving, compassionate world.

It is also dedicated to those 

who began Glastonbury Festival with their love

and continue to create an event which has a power to bring 

transformation and experiences of awakening to so many. 

Thank you
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And so I am not at all different from you,
these windows I look from are also your own,
and when you catch sight of the infinite pattern
and wonder what moves you,
you are not alone.
It's the peace of the action,
the heart of the matter,
ki and the buddha,
the medicine way,
the water of life in its flowing and growing,
the skull and the fire
and the love of it all.

From the song, 'Peace of the Action', by Brian Boothby
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Preface

Before we are born, we choose. 

We choose the circumstances of our birth. We choose a path in life that will be most 

deeply fulfilling to the soul. We choose those members of our soul family who we will 

come together within this life, who can shine a light for us, as we shine a light for them. 

So we help to illuminate the paths for one another. 

As we are born Spirit refracts its light into all the elements of physical existence: Water, 

Fire, Air and Earth, and because of the density of having a human body, most of us forget

who we are. Most of us forget what it is we are really made of, and yet, within each of us 

is a seed which knows that it is destined to remember the light from which it was born. So

it is with Anna. This is her story, and the story of others in her soul family, who have 

agreed to come together to this place at this time. Glastonbury Festival 2013.

It is a potent place, not only because of the energy in the landscape, but because there are

so many thousands gathered here who are beginning to resonate with their own Heart 

Song, and so that resonance ripples out, touching others who might not have consciously 

felt it before. 

It is a place which offers the opportunity for great transformation. 

For there is power gathered here, and there is Love. 

We are in the time of the Great Awakening on Earth, and like Anna, all of us born here at 

this time have our own part to play in the awakening consciousness, so that we may heal 

ourselves, and our relationship with our Earth, and all beings who live here. 

As each of us comes to remember who we are, we can choose to raise our own voices and

join in this great Heart Song, this great wave which we were never separate from in the 

first place.  
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Chapter One

WATER

These things you keep
You better throw them away
You wanna turn your back on your soulless days
Once you were tethered 
Now you are free
That was the river
This is the sea 

from the song, 'This is the Sea', by Mike Scott/The Waterboys

It is the centre of its universe. From the higher vantage point on the hillside Cedar can see

the old oak clearly, standing in the midst of a sea of tipis and tents. He thinks of how many 

times he has come to Glastonbury Festival, and sat up on this hillside in this very spot and 

gazed out at that particular old oak. It has become a friend to him. 

Every time he has come up here over the past ten years, the vista has shifted just a little 

each time, but for the most part the tree has been the same. Often when he sits here he has the

same feeling – of being part of something vast. 

Cedar's didgeridoo rests on his lap. It's his favourite one – the big D. Harder to carry up 

here, but worth it. It's become part of his Glastonbury ritual, as has communing with the old 

oak.

Cedar thinks about how the oak has stood here in this spot for hundreds of years, long 

before this festival was ever dreamt of and it will continue to stand here – provided somebody

doesn't cut it down – long after all the tents have been packed up, the rubbish collected and 

the fields returned to grass. 

He wonders how it is for the tree, accepting this vast influx of people into its environs 

every year at this time, around the Midsummer Solstice. First the ones with their vehicles, the

machines putting up the large and small stages, and all the tents and marquees and cafes, the 

extraordinary panorama of sounds, including all manner of electronic and human-made 

music, the media helicopters, and the psychic energy fields of more than 250,000 people who 

gather here to create their dreams, with all their light and shadow. 

Over the years, Cedar has had his share of extraordinary experiences in these fields. And 

they're not over yet, the sense comes to him. 
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His eyes rest on the strands of multicoloured lights which have been draped across some 

of the oak's lower branches, to mark the path that runs alongside it, taking people from one 

field to another. The birds which usually settle in its branches have vacated the area, finding 

temporary shelter in the trees beyond the large silver perimeter fence a few yards further up 

the hill from where Cedar sits. 

He has a feeling that even with all the sub bass frequencies that are beginning even now 

and must be resonating in the ground below it, that the tree will continue to feel the sustaining

thrum of the earth's humming, as its roots reach deep, a mirror of its branches above.

He thinks of Moon. 

From here, Cedar can see the centre of the Tipi Field down below with its sacred fire 

burning all the time, and from this fiery centre how it reaches out to the four directions – 

North, South, East and West – with each direction presided over by a banner of one of four 

Great Chiefs: Sitting Bull, Chief Seattle, Red Cloud and Chief Joseph. 

 Somewhere in the East with Chief Joseph is Moon's tipi. Cedar had helped her set it up 

yesterday. At least the first part. Although many things have changed between them, this part 

of their Glastonbury ritual has remained the same. They had lashed together the first three 

pine poles and lifted them up, erecting them into a tripod. Into this they had placed the 15 

poles which would form the bones of the structure. 

As Cedar had watched Moon lithely flipping the lashing rope round the tops of the poles 

to secure them, he had caught a look in her eye – something unsettling. He can feel it now in 

his solar plexus like a message. 

Something is up. 

Moon has been a faithful companion throughout the past year, seeming to accept the 

conditions of their relationship, even though it hasn't been easy for her. Cedar has witnessed 

many times when she had stopped herself from following a flow that would have been so 

natural before. 

But it can't continue this way, he knows. Something has to change. 

It is changing. 

He can feel it in the breeze rushing up across the expanse of the festival site below him, 

and the energetic shiver that moves through his body.

In the weeks leading up to the festival, Cedar has had a growing sense that there would be

a significant meeting here. Something of importance would happen. His eyes rest again on 

the old oak, and he smiles. 

It's simple for the tree, he thinks. The tree doesn't judge, so it doesn't suffer like we 
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humans do. 

Cedar realises how full of thoughts his own mind is, and reminds himself to breathe and 

bring his awareness down lower, as he has been taught, to that centre inside himself. He 

imagines his own roots sinking deep into the soil, earthing him. He feels himself growing 

calmer, his mind becoming more still.

 He hasn't yet made his intention for the festival. He lets his gaze rest softly on the oak 

and then soften more, to take in the festival beyond it as a whole, knowing the answers don't 

come from trying to think too hard about them. They have to come into a space that's open 

for them. 

As he lets his vision shift into soft focus, Cedar can begin to see the subtle glow of the 

tree's aura. It's like a clearer than clear lightness surrounding every part of the tree, sometimes

gold and green and shifting colours. He can see how this energy field is touching those who 

walk by on their way from one field to another, giving them just a little more energy whether 

they realise it or not. Most don't even notice the tree there, let alone experience the energy 

that surrounds it. 

He runs his hand along the smooth cedar wood of his instrument. 

To find the key. To deepen the journey. That is my intention.

There is a song humming around the edges of Cedar's consciousness, asking to be sung. 

He listens. 

You are Love. The words come to him. They have been spoken so many times by so many

people, especially in these green fields. 

But to really feel what that means... 

He lifts the didgeridoo to his lips, and riding on his circular breath, he sings into the shaft 

of the instrument. 

You are Love You are Love You are Love You are Love You are Love You are Love 

He offers the song to the wind and the oak tree, across the tops of the tipis and out to all 

the people beyond. To Moon – wishing her well on her journey through this festival which 

has a power to be so intense for those who are open to transformation. 

And like a wave of warmth washing through him, he has the strongest sense of someone 

else. Someone he wants to send this song to. Whose path is so close. Someone who, like him,

has a dream of awakening. 
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She feels as insubstantial as the dust rising around her feet. Like she could, at any 

moment be blown over by a breath of wind. As far as Anna's experience of this moment, 

nothing matters right now in the loss of all she has been working towards. She just feels 

numb, staring out blankly at all the passing people, right through them, a million miles away 

from it all into nothing. Both her guitar case and the full box of CDs she had placed such faith

in feel like dead weight in her arms. The midday sun is blinding. 

Where do I go now? The thoughts drift through her mind. Where is there to go?

As if in answer, a breeze from the far hills with just a hint of coolness brushes across her 

face. She closes her eyes, feeling the brief relief of it, as if it is all that is left to her. 

In the distance, a didgeridoo vibrates the air. 

When Anna opens her eyes, her gaze is resting on a maroon-coloured tent across the way, 

one that she hadn't noticed before, nestled just off the main arena of this part of the festival. 

Above the entrance is a large, hand-stitched fabric sign reading: The Chai Chi Tent.

As she steps beneath the shade of the tent, Anna is greeted by the pleasing aroma of 

incense and sweet spices. Upbeat reggae music plays on a stereo, which somehow doesn't 

completely clash with the other beats coming from the various stages and cafes in the area. 

Anna recognises the song. It's Bob Marley's Three Little Birds. 

 Colourful woven mats cover the floor and there are little knee-high round wooden tables 

dotted about the front of the tent, each surrounded by small cushions for sitting on. The walls 

are lined with batik-style throws of reds, oranges and yellows and the wooden shelves are 

filled with different musical instruments from around the world like drums, wooden flutes 

and shakers made from gourds. To the right side of the tent are a series of large handmade 

wooden tables set up as a serving area, laden with plates full of delicious looking brownies, 

cakes and flapjacks. At one side of the table stands a coffee machine and two large metal pots

filled with Chai. One dairy, and one vegan. 

This feels to Anna like a cheerful little island in a sea of strangeness.

Looking very chilled out behind the counter, and moving his head to the beat is a young 

man with long, nicely cared for ash blond dreadlocks tied up in a red hairband. He wears an 

orange t-shirt with a red mandala-type design on it. Anna guesses that he's probably just 

slightly younger than she is. Maybe in his mid-twenties. As he stacks more brownies on one 

of the plates he's singing along with the music. 

This cafe was his idea. Kai has been working with chi energy for many years now in the 

form of Qi Gong and Reiki healing amongst other things, and had the idea to start a chai tent 

where all the food and drink were made with conscious intent and life-force energy put into 
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them. Also a practitioner of Tai-chi, Kai decided to make a play on words and call his cafe 

The Chai Chi Tent. 

The pot on his back stove has come to a boil. Kai's making a new batch of his special 

Chai recipe. He peels the fresh ginger root and grates it into the pot. With his mortar and 

pestle he grinds the cardamom pods, cloves and black pepper and drops them into the 

simmering water. Now for some fresh grated cinnamon, and a few larger pieces dropped in 

for extra flavour. With a small handful of his favourite spice, the flower-shaped star anise for 

that hint of liquorice sweetness, he's nearly done. 

And of course, there is the last ingredient. The most important one of all. 

This is when Kai notices the young woman with the guitar standing at the entrance to the 

Chai Chi tent. He can see immediately that she has just received a serious shock of some 

kind. There is a lost, vacant look in her eyes and her shoulders are slumped forward. 

He can also see right away that she's one of those beautiful young women who don't 

know they're beautiful. She's wearing a dress that's too tight for her, and shoes that look so 

uncomfortable. Her auburn hair has been hairsprayed in place so that it doesn't move about 

her shoulders as it would naturally, and she's hiding behind that heavy layer of make-up. To 

Kai, all women are beautiful. It's just that most of them don't know it. Kai wants to say to 

these women sometimes, Please! You're beautiful as you are! You don't need to cover it up! 

Sometimes he does say that to them, but also he is trying not to judge, because they are on 

their journey, too. And maybe they really like wearing make-up. Who is he to say what's right

for another person? 

Kai notes that this young woman is carrying a guitar case and a box of some kind that 

looks far too heavy for her. The picture all falls into place. She's a musician, she's come from 

a gig and her ego has taken a hit. 

So Kai decides to give this one a little extra energy. He finishes his blessing of the chai 

and turns to give her his full attention. 

Anna notices the young man behind the counter is smiling at her. It's such a bright, 

friendly smile that Anna thinks he must have confused her with someone else. 

“Hello!” Kai beams at her. 

“Hi,” Anna replies, not sure how else to respond. Who does he think I am, I wonder? She 

steps closer, so that he can see clearly that she is not the person he's confused her for. But 

even as she does, his smile stays as bright and constant and full of recognition as ever.  

“Just had a gig?” he asks.

Anna looks down at the guitar in her hand, which she had almost forgotten she was 
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carrying. It feels utterly strange in her hand. She feels utterly strange herself, like she's at the 

bottom of a pond. Nothing makes sense. 

She lets her guitar drop onto the mat by her feet and places the CD box on top of it, just to

be free of the burden of them for a little while. She doesn't know how to speak about what's 

just happened, because she can hardly believe it herself. To speak it aloud would somehow 

make it more real. At the moment, she would prefer to hide in the stunned stupor of 

numbness. But this young man is being so friendly, Anna feels she owes him at least some 

kind of reply. So she just nods. 

Kai's eyes show immediate understanding. “It didn't go how you wanted it to?”

Anna is surprised to see such an expression of care there. The tenderness and 

understanding in the man's face are enough to cause a sob to rise up into Anna's throat. She 

wrenches it back down.

Standing there with his friendly gaze on her, Anna wonders briefly if perhaps this young 

man is actually trying to hit on her, and that maybe that's where the extreme friendliness is 

coming from. When men she doesn't know are friendly with her, it is usually when she's 

dressed in something like this, and it usually means they want something from her. Of course,

it had been her intention to cultivate the look of the sexy singer-songwriter for her big 

Glastonbury moment. 

However, in this instance, looking up into Kai's exuberant, almost child-like face, Anna 

decides that this must be different. It doesn't feel like this young man wants anything from 

her at all. Quite the opposite. She can't figure it out, though. If he doesn't want anything, why 

is he being so nice? She gives up trying to understand and lets out a shuddering breath. 

“No. It was... not what I had expected.” Barely holding her face in check, she opens the 

lid of her CD box, and shows Kai the neat rows of CDs – 50 in all – without a single empty 

space in it. 

It had all seemed like a grand plan at first. When Anna had been offered this official gig at

Glastonbury Festival – albeit on one of the slightly smaller stages – it had seemed to be her 

chance to make her big break. With encouragement from her boyfriend, Daryl, and funding 

from her father, Anna had recorded her debut album Your Love is the Answer, in readiness for 

this big moment.  

It had involved many months spent in the studio going over and over the tracks,  falling 

down with exhaustion in the night and telling herself that even if it was no fun at the time, it 

would all be worth it in the end. When the CD was finally complete and packaged in plastic, 

Anna had lifted the first one and held it between her fingers, staring at the face on the cover. 
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For some reason she couldn't fathom, rather than feeling a sense of accomplishment, she felt 

like crying. She had made herself smile then for Daryl as he told her how professional it 

looked, but all she could think about was how it looked like somebody else on the cover, and 

how inside all the vocals had been auto-tuned, and so many parts separated out from one 

another to avoid bleed between tracks. According to the sound engineer, they had achieved 

their aim. It's radio playable. 

And when it had finally come to the gig, standing up there on that stage with her Martin 

guitar, in front of that sweaty microphone, wearing an uncomfortable dress that didn't actually

sparkle under the stage lights after all, in shoes that made her stumble, Anna had tried her 

best. She had tried her best to sing over the noise from the larger stages nearby, to gain the 

attention of the people who sat at the bar and talked throughout her whole set. At the end, she 

had tried to stand tall when people had politely clapped and nobody had approached her to 

buy a single CD. Perhaps worst of all for Anna was the absence of the Very Important Music 

Industry Man who she had envisioned would be there to hand her his golden business card 

and tell her she has what it takes to make it in the mainstream music industry. 

Kai nods understanding. “Your special CDs... They didn't sell?”

“No. They spectacularly did not.” Anna shakes her head, feeling embarrassed to be 

admitting this aloud. The sob pushes its way back to the surface again. It's harder to quell 

down this time, lodging itself like a large ball in her throat. 

The young man looks so concerned about her that Anna half expects he's going to lean 

over the counter and hug her, but he doesn't. He's thinking about it, though, she can tell. If he 

did, she knows, she really would break out sobbing. 

Instead he just says, “It can be hard, I know, putting yourself out there, and if you've got a

lot riding on what you're selling, then that can make it feel all the harder.”

His face is kind as he says this, but Anna hears something in his words which irks her... if 

you've got a lot riding on what you're selling... He makes it sound like I'm a salesperson! This

connotation bothers her. It's as if he's insinuating that she's not primarily a musician, but 

someone toting wares. Yet, standing there, even in this half-numb state, she realises that in a 

way, he's right. With all her marketing materials and the dress and everything, what has she 

been doing all this time but creating herself as a product to sell? Suddenly, seeing herself this 

way doesn't sit so well as it did before. 

Before Anna can question it further, her attention is caught by the giant plate of moist and

decadent organic chocolate brownies on the counter in front of her. 

Kai notices the direction of Anna's gaze and grins. 
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“Why don't you let me give you a drink and a cake on the house?” he says. He wants to 

offer her something. He doesn't normally give things away until the end of the day, but he can

feel this moment calls for some kind of an offering. 

“Really?” Anna can't really believe this man's generosity, and wonders again whether he 

has an ulterior motive. “Why?”

“Because, Sister, we’ve got to stick together. Help each other. Besides, we always give 

away loads of stuff here at the end of the day anyway. It's part of the ethos of the place. We 

sell and we give. It all comes around. Giving and receiving are two sides of the same thing.”

Anna still feels a little confused about accepting anything for free, but also she is aware of

just how little money she has with her – only a £5 note and some small change. She had been 

so certain that by now she would have a significant amount of cash from CD sales. She had 

even imagined selling them all. That was why she hadn't bothered to stop at a cashpoint on 

her way to the festival or to wait for an hour in the queue at the festival's cashpoints. 

“That's... so kind of you. Thank you.” She casts her eyes across the array of delicious-

looking creations on the counter. 

“There's nothing... special in these brownies is there?” Anna asks, thinking about the 

people she'd passed earlier, who had been wearing faery wings and selling hash faery cakes. 

“Of course, in my current state I could probably use some of that... but still.” Anna attempts 

to smile at herself, and is pleased when Kai laughs. 

“You mean is there any herb in it? No. But special, yes. They're protein-only brownies, 

made with almond flour, organic fairtrade chocolate and... Love.”

Anna feels a smile curving the edges of her lips. For some reason this man's cheerfulness 

is starting to rub off on her. “I'll definitely have one of them, then. I certainly could use a little

more love today. That's for sure.”

“The more the better,” he agrees, selecting the largest brownie in the pile and placing it on

a napkin. 

“Here you are.” He offers it to Anna in a way that reminds her of how the priests in her 

parent's church offered holy communion. The sacred sacrament of the chocolate love 

brownie. 

“And a cup of our special Chi Chai?” Kai asks.

“Yes please.”

“Cow or soya?”

“Uh... I don't know. You pick.”

“I'll give you the soya. It's been... steeping longer.” His eyes twinkle with a hint of 
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mischief. He spent a good long time on this earlier batch. It's particularly good; he's had three

cups of it already.

She watches as he carefully dips the ladle into the larger of the two pots, drawing out the 

creamy, steaming light brown liquid and pouring it into a brightly coloured mug with 

elephants painted on it.

“What makes it Chi Chai?” Anna asks. 

“A liberal dose of love and good intentions,” Kai grins.

Anna laughs, surprised to find genuine humour in herself. This whole situation all seems 

so silly suddenly. It's like she's in a strange dream, having walked into a multi-coloured 

landscape of Bob Marley and Love Chai. 

“And hey, by the way, don't worry about your CDs not selling,” Kai says. “Because I 

heard that's happening to alot of musicians here. People are all into downloads now. So don't 

let it get you down. The number of CDs you sell at a gig is not a measure of your true worth. 

The truth is, your true worth is not about what you sell, or what anyone else buys. Your true 

worth has NOTHING to do with ANY of that.” As Kai speaks these words, he feels the power

of them. This is something he's meant to say to her. It feels good to say it. He doesn't know 

whether she completely gets his meaning, though. 

“Thank you.” Anna accepts the mug of steaming chai and carries it and the brownie over 

to a sheltered table at the corner of the tent, where she can have the protection of the canvas 

at her back and a view of the sun-streaked crowds walking by. Kai kindly follows with her 

guitar and box of CDs, placing it against the tent beside her. 

“Thank you,” she says again. Wow. Good service here. 

Service is one of Kai's intentions. “You are most welcome.” He offers her one more grin 

and returns to the counter to serve the next customer who's come in. 

Anna takes a shaky breath, feeling how good it is to be sitting down. Her feet are really 

throbbing now. With relief, she kicks off her shoes and reaches for the big colourful mug of 

hot chai. Inhaling the incredible spicy stream, she feels an immediate sense of calm settling 

around her. She touches the mug to her lips and the sweet, milky drink slips over her tongue 

and down her throat, creating a warmth inside her that seems to be spreading throughout her 

whole body. Her throat completely relaxes. This is without a doubt, the most soothing drink 

she's ever had. She looks up at the young man and wants to ask him again, are you sure you 

didn't put anything funny in this drink?

Just love. He'd said. Love.

Made with Love. People just say that, don't they? It's a figure of speech. Or so Anna had 
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always thought. But as she sips this drink and feels the change inside herself, Anna is 

beginning to wonder if maybe there is something more to this love thing after all. Because if 

you could put the warmest, cosiest hug ever into a cup, this would be it. Love Chai.

She closes her eyes and drinks it slowly, savouring each mouthful. There is nowhere to 

be, but here, having this drink. For a moment, in the enjoyment of this, Anna actually forgets 

her feelings of failure and the gig, and she hasn't even tried the brownie yet. It's a haven of 

chocolate gooeyness. 

Funny how simple things can bring so much pleasure, Anna thinks, savouring every last 

crumb. As she sips the last drops of Chai from the mug, she watches the young man behind 

the counter and marvels at his ability to show so much kindness to strangers. She can see 

from here that he's giving that same generous smile and attention to every single person who 

comes in, as if each one of them really matters.

He made me feel that way, and following on from that thought – He can't possibly want 

something from all of those people. Maybe he really is that kind. Maybe he really is.

Anna sits with this realisation for a while, that a person could be generous and kind with 

no hidden motive. A sense of something comes to her, something about selflessness. She 

furrows her eyebrows, searching for it and catching a brief glimpse of something that both 

surprises and disturbs her. There has always been a hidden reason for pretty much everything 

she does. She furrows her brows again, but then sighs and looks out at the crowds which 

appear to have doubled in size since her gig. 

And now what? I can't sit here drinking chai and eating brownies all day. On one level, 

she is tempted. But also, something inside her feels stronger now. She is buoyed up by the 

energy she's received and feels like taking action somehow. Looking over at her guitar and 

CDs, she decides that she's not ready to give up yet. 

He's probably right. She tells herself. How many CDs I sell isn't necessarily a mark of 

how good I am as a performer.

With this thought, determination ignites in Anna again. She slips her tight shoes back on, 

wincing at the little blisters that are beginning on the back of her heels. But she wouldn't 

dream of walking barefoot through this public arena. So on with the shoes, pain and all. 

Okay. Don't lose faith Anna. You're still here. This is Glastonbury Festival. All is not lost. 

There are still things you can do.

Earlier this morning, when she had been queueing for the loos in the artists camping area, 

she'd overheard some musicians talking about how they had signed up for gigs once they'd 

gotten here. One musician had said he'd reached a personal best of 11 extra gigs at 
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Glastonbury this year.

I could do that. Anna tells herself. I could find myself some more gigs.

There are no customers for a moment, so Anna seizes her opportunity and with her guitar 

in one hand and CD box under the other arm, she approaches Kai again. 

He can see a change in her as she approaches. There is colour now in her cheeks and her 

hazel-green eyes have more life in them. 

“I just wanted to say thank you again,” Anna is genuinely smiling. “That was literally 

THE best chai and brownie I have EVER had. I'm actually starting to really believe you about

the love thing.”

Kai grins again. “Well, in my experience, love is the most important ingredient in 

anything.”

Love is the most important ingredient in anything. 

Something about this idea tickles Anna, as if love could be put into something. As if you 

could actually choose to add it, like you would sugar or milk. Or soy for that matter. 

“Absolutely,” Anna nods in agreement. But she does wonder exactly what Kai means 

when he says that. How do you actually put love into something? 

Besides, what is love anyway?

She ponders this briefly and then remembers the real reason she's come up to speak with 

him.

“I was wondering... You mentioned you know some musicians. Do you by any chance 

know about any stages at this festival where people can sign up for extra gigs?”

He thinks for a moment. “Yeah, I do actually. One of my buddies has got a few gigs over 

in the green fields. Green Futures I think he said. He was telling me there are quite a few 

stages up there that leave open slots for musicians at the fest to fill. But it's pretty late into the

festival, now... what day are we on?... Thursday. But you never know. It's worth a shot.”

Yes. It is worth a shot, she tells herself.

“Thank you... and thanks for everything else.” Anna can feel how much this man has 

helped her with his cheerfulness and his Love Chai. She even feels a little flutter of 

excitement at what she might discover in those green fields. A purpose is burning in her 

again. It means there is a chance she might not have to return home empty handed. 

“You're very welcome,” Kai smiles. “Hey, what's your name? ... So I can look out for you 

while I'm around the festival.”

“Anna Leigh.”

“Ha! Like Anna Lee in that Band song, The Weight.” Kai is a big fan of The Band. 
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Anna chuckles. She's used to people in her father's generation getting this reference, but 

this is the first time a young person has made the connection. 

She nods. “Yeah, it is... but spelled differently. My Dad is a big fan of the Band.” 

Thinking of her father brings up a mixture of feelings. As a music lover, he'd always 

encouraged Anna's choice in career. Like Daryl, Anna's father is one of her most stalwart 

supporters. He believed her when she said it would be her big break. He'll be expecting a 

jubilant call one of these days, telling him all about her Glastonbury success. She can't bear 

the thought of letting him down. She wants so badly to be able to go back home and say, 

Look! See? I really made something of myself! Everything you've put into my music was 

worthwhile. Because I made something of it. See? 

“Well, clearly your Dad has good taste,” Kai replies.

“He likes to think so.” Anna grins. 

“Yeah, along with Bob, those guys are some of my biggest musical heros.” 

“My Dad's too.”

Anna's father has every one of The Band's records, and had played them from time to 

time all through Anna's childhood. He had tapes and CDs too, and he used to play them in the

car whenever they drove long distances, singing along. For this reason, she does have a 

fondness for the music. It always feels familiar. Like part of home. Whatever other stresses 

were happening in their life, when her father would stick a Band album on, he would come 

alive, and for those moments, everything would seem okay. 

“Thanks again.” She picks up her guitar, feeling just enough strength now to brave the 

festival crowds. “Maybe I'll pop back in for another Chai sometime. Once I've sold a few 

CDs.”

“Please do.” Kai nods his agreement. “Whether you sell them or not.” 

“Thanks.” Anna feels a little strange about his insinuation that she might not do this thing 

she's set for herself. That it might not somehow work out as she plans it.

“I'm sure I'll manage to sell some in the end.” Anna says this as cheerfully as she can, as 

much to convince herself as him, but the words feel empty in her mouth. She pushes aside the

feeling and gives Kai one last smile before stepping back out into the arena. Just as she's 

about to completely leave the sphere of The Chai Chi Tent, she hears a voice. It's Kai's voice, 

saying something that sounds like, “May love light your way.”

She flips back around to see if he really has said this. But Kai has already turned his 

cheerful attention to the next customer. 

Did he really say that? May love light your way? 
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It feels to Anna like a strange kind of blessing, but it also makes her feel good, too. 

As she walks into the deepening crowds, Anna realises she didn't think to ask the young 

man with the dreadlocks his name, and wishes she had. He had been so kind. 

It's even hotter than it was before. It doesn't take long before she is dripping with sweat 

again in her synthetic dress, and coated with a thin layer of dust rising off the track. The 

blisters are getting worse, but there's still no way she's taking off these shoes. 

Up ahead, standing cheerfully at the edge of the Park Arena is a patch of large wooden 

flowers, taller than Anna's head. She winds her way through the colourful bluebells, 

marigolds and violets and passes beneath an archway made from the wings of two impressive

teal-green dragons with golden horns and red wings. And just beyond that, the dust track that 

leads past the public camping field and towards the artist and crew camping. When Anna had 

arrived yesterday, these fields had still been green, but it's taken less than a day for the 

thousands of feet moving over it to trample it into hard dirt and dust. 

To Anna's right, as far as she can see there are hundreds, maybe thousands of tents 

covering nearly every available patch of grass, or what’s left of the grass. And already an 

extraordinary amount of litter is accumulating on the ground in the minimal spaces between 

the tents and along the edges of the path. Mostly beer cans, empty beer can boxes and plastic 

drinks bottles. 

How can they do that? Anna wonders, completely forgetting that she herself has been 

known to drop the odd piece of litter once in a while. A gum wrapper here and there. A paper 

cup. She doesn't think about the fact that if 10,000 people in a field each drop one or two little

pieces of litter, this is what you get. 

Anna is breathless as she reaches the tall metal fence which keeps the artist and crew area

separate from the general punters camping. She flashes her Glastonbury Performer's 

wristband to the stewards at the gate and is allowed into the compound.

First stop is the water point. She holds her mouth underneath it, gulping. The taste of the 

blue alcathene pipe is a far cry from the sweetness of the chai, but she feels somewhat 

refreshed by it nonetheless.  

After this, Anna drops her guitar and CDs in the artists lock-up. She grabs a couple of 

CDs just in case she wants to hand them out to any of the venues. 

Back at her tent, she refreshes herself and changes out of the sweaty dress and heels into 
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sandals and a light cotton summer dress with a floral pattern. Over her shoulder is her small 

brown leather satchel, into which she puts her Glastonbury Festival pocket map and what 

little money she has. One more retouch on the make-up and hair, and she's ready to embark 

on her quest to find more gigs. 

Stepping back out onto the track, Anna is struck by the chaos of people moving around 

her in all directions. As well as those who are already well-embedded in the festival, there is a

steady flow of people still arriving and trying desperately to find a space in the already 

overcrowded public camping field. She stays close to the fence, which leads towards a larger 

dirt road, one of the main thoroughfares into and out of the festival and will take her to the 

Green Fields. 

According to her little Glastonbury pocket map, the arena immediately to her left is called

Arcadia. On her way past she peeks in through the gate and her eyes widen at the sight of the 

thirty-foot high metal spider, made up of what looks like jet engines and other reclaimed 

scrap. 

From here, the Green Fields are only on the other side of the hedge to her right, but there 

is no entrance into them yet. She joins the steady stream of people moving along the road 

through an avenue of cherry, oak and hawthorn trees, looking along the hedge line for an 

obvious way into the next field. 

After only a few moments, her mind begins to wander, creating stories about what she 

might say to the venues when she approaches them. As she imagines these scenarios, a knot 

of nervousness forms in her solar plexus. She thinks about Daryl and how he always tells her 

that to get ahead in life you just have to go for it. So even if you feel that fear, you have to 

step ahead, and put yourself out there. 

Anna is so lost in her daydream that she doesn't see the man with the giant brown feather 

duster until it's too late. Coming after people and trying to dust them with his giant feather 

duster is Dennis' gimmick for this year. Every year at Glastonbury he chooses some kind of 

trick to play on people, usually young women. Mostly people find it funny, and some even 

find it hilarious. He likes making people laugh. Dennis is actually quite a shy guy, but with 

these gags, he comes out of himself and finds he's able to meet people. He has absolutely no 

idea of the fury that is going to meet him as his feather duster comes down on the top of 

Anna's head. He caught sight of her only a few moments ago and targeted her as someone 
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he'd quite like to meet. 

As Anna realises she is being accosted by a feather duster, she sees the man responsible 

and barks ferociously at him, furiously batting him away. “Stop it! Get off! Don't EVER do 

that to people!” She surprises herself at how forcefully this comes out, but for her it’s a 

desperate self-defense. Normally, if something makes Anna angry, she immediately 

suppresses it, but she has never before experienced such a spontaneous attack and her rage 

explodes out before she has a chance to question it. Mostly she's horrified by the idea that A, 

he's going to mess up her hair and she wants to look nice for the venues, and B, that this 

feather duster may have already been on the heads of who knows how many other people, 

and who knows what other body parts. Dennis is in a state of shock about this response to his 

attempt at humour and feels like a chastised child. He's too stunned to realise he should 

apologise, and then when he thinks to do so, it's too late. Anna is already running off through 

the crowds. 

In her effort to escape the feather duster, she dashes through the first little gap in the 

hedge she can find. This is how she finds herself in the Permaculture area, standing at the 

edge of a grove of leafy ashes, willows, oaks and chestnuts.  On a gate beside her is a large, 

circular poster with the heading: The 12 Permaculture Principles. Anna is about to disregard 

the importance of this, thinking Permaculture has nothing to do with her when something at 

the centre of the circle catches her eye. They are the three Permaculture Ethics. Care for the 

Earth. Care for People. Fair Share. 

She stares at the words for a few moments as if trying to figure something and then 

reminds herself what she's supposed to be doing. She takes a few shallow breaths to steady 

herself and runs fingers through her hair, trying to undo the worst of the damage done by the 

feather duster. She looks around her for something reflective to check her appearance in. 

There is nothing. So she smooths down her hair as best she can by feel and tries to get her 

bearings. Her little map indicates that the path heading through this little grove of trees 

should lead her out into the Green Fields. She turns into the trees, following the maze of 

winding paths, through little archways made from willow and low bending branches. 

The sunlight filters through the leaves creating a sparkling dappled world. It is a pleasant 

surprise to find such a place here in this busy festival. In the shade it's cool, and being among 

the trees is so different from where she has just been. Already Anna feels herself becoming 

calmer. 

As a little child, if Anna had come across a little forest glade like this, with all its winding

pathways, she would have run about and whooped with delight. Something of this delight 
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stirs almost imperceptibly inside Anna, and this causes her to look just a little more 

attentively at her surroundings. At the little garden plants which stand out in the foliage at the 

sides of the path, each with their own little sign describing the healing properties of that plant.

Wild Rose, Borage, Thyme, Marigold, Meadow Sweet, Nasturtium, Nettle, Lemon Balm. 

One of the pathways opens up into a kind of a clearing, where people are sitting in little 

nooks on wooden chairs and tables made out of round slices of tree trunks, sanded and 

polished. Between two trees an occupied hammock sways gently. This is when Anna catches 

her first sight of the Rainbow Wishing Well. 

The circular well appears to be made of stone bricks, but as Anna reaches out to run her 

hands along the edge of it, she sees the blocks are actually soft and foam-like, and expertly 

painted to appear as grey stone. Inset into the surface of the faux stone are fragments of 

mirror, in circles and triangles, reflecting the extraordinary colours of the rainbow stained 

glass panels in the well's sloping roof. There is one panel for each colour of the rainbow, 

made into intricate patterns of green leaves and flowers, orange swirls, a yellow starburst, red

flames, blue undulating waves, purple seeds like dandelion clocks. 

Above this is a large multi-coloured glass panel showing two people dancing for delight. 

Anna looks down at her Glastonbury wristband, which shows a similar image. 

At the centre of the well there is a circular hole, a couple of feet across and a few feet 

deep, lined with silver foil and covered by a metal grate. Through it, copper and silver coins 

catch the sun's light, sparkling as she moves around it. 

A sign on the side of the wishing well reads: Throw a coin and make a wish. All profits go

to Greenpeace and Global Justice. 

The sun shines through this creation, making the sparkles of coloured light dance. Anna is

momentarily mesmerised. 

“Pretty isn't it?” A little voice chirps beside her.

Anna looks down to her left and sees the girl, who looks to be about ten years old, with 

her hair done up in dozens of tiny braids, each woven with a different brightly coloured yarn. 

Anna has the thought that she seems to match the well. 

In fact, matching the rainbow well is deliberate. Freya sees herself as a 'Rainbow Well 

Helper', making it her personal mission to encourage people to make their wishes. Freya 

leans forwards against the wishing well and tilts her face up at the stained glass roof, the 

rainbow light catching her face and transforming her into a little faery creature. 

“Yes, it is,” Anna answers. “Very.” 

“My Mum's friends helped to make this,” Freya says with a hint of pride. “Are you going 
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to make a wish?”

Anna hadn't thought that far. She considers for a moment. What would I wish for? The 

first thing that comes to her is that she should wish to find more gigs and to be successful at 

this festival. But following on from this thought her inner sceptic scoffs at her, saying, you 

really believe in wishing wells? 

“I don't know,” Anna replies.

“You should.” Freya begins to skip around the well. “It's magic.” 

As she says the word 'magic', her eyes grow huge and reverent. 

Anna smiles a little at this girl's exuberance and the fact that she actually believes in 

magic. “Is it really?” 

The girl nods. “That's what my Mum says. She's over there.” She points to one of the 

tree-lined nooks to where a young woman with similarly braided hair sits, dressed in green 

flowing trousers talking to a young man in an elf hat. To Anna, that woman and the man both 

look like absolutely the stereotypical hippie folk you might expect to find in a small forest in 

the middle of Glastonbury Festival. But what Anna doesn't realise is that the woman, whose 

name is Sophie, is a school teacher and in her every day life, she dresses completely 

differently. Glastonbury is the time she lets herself be the free spirit she is. It's the same with 

the man in the elf hat. His name is Charlie and he gets home each year from the festival and 

hangs up his hat until the next festival. 

This year, Sophie has vowed to bring a little more of this free-spirited part of herself back

into her regular life at home. Her daughter Freya is loving this whole experience. Partly for 

Freya it is about seeing how happy her Mum is here. How free. She's loving experiencing her 

Mum this way. Sophie looks up when she realises Freya is pointing to her. She smiles first at 

Freya and then at Anna, as if she knows exactly the conversation going on around the well. 

As if Freya has this conversation with everyone she meets around the well. Which of course, 

she does. 

“My Mum says that when you make a wish at the well, you have to make an offering. 

You have to give something of yourself. And that's why people put a coin in. And you have to

say thank you as you're wishing. It's called Gratitude. That's what makes the magic happen.” 

Freya peers into the well. “You can see yourself if you look in.”

Anna approaches the well and places her hands on the stone-foam edges. They feel rough 

against her palms, but warm from the sun. Freya dances away from the well momentarily, 

giving Anna a little space. Anna ducks her head under the rainbow roof of the well and peers 

through the grate into the glistening water. It's not deep. There have been quite a lot of wishes
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so far, judging by the number of coins lining the bottom. On the surface of the water, Anna 

can just make out her own face, almost in silhouette, peering back at herself, a halo of 

rainbow light surrounding it. Then she catches a flash of her face in the tiny mirrors and is 

surprised at how sad the eyes staring back at her seem to be. 

Who am I? The thought passes through her mind. 

And at that moment, Freya leans into the well again, the light catching her hair and 

bringing out the colours. “We're rainbow faeries,” she says.

Anna laughs at the ridiculousness of this whole thing and steps away from the well.

No, I won't be making a wish, Anna decides. Freya is regarding her seriously, with a 

concerned brow as if hearing these thoughts. In fact, Freya does frequently pick up on the 

thoughts of those around her. She is a sensitive child, and has always been this way. 

“You should make a wish,” Freya says.

“Have you made a wish?” Anna asks.

Freya rolls her eyes as if this is the stupidest question Anna could have asked. “Of course 

I have! I do it every day!”

“So what did you wish for then?” Anna asks.

“World Peace,” Freya says with an absolutely straight face. “And that people would stop 

doing damage to the Earth. Mum says it's good to wish for things for other people sometimes,

and not just for ourselves.” 

Anna almost laughs out loud to hear a little girl speaking this way. Such big wishes. How 

quaint, Anna thinks. If only she knew, Anna thinks, the impossibility of those wishes. 

Freya looks Anna square in the face. “It's possible, you know. Magic is real.”

A shiver moves through Anna's body, as she finds herself stared down by this young girl 

with such clear eyes. For a moment, she is speechless, and everything around them both 

seems to stand still. Anna becomes aware of a small, subtle whisper rising inside herself, a 

desire for it to be true, for there to be such a thing as real magic. That there really could be a 

possibility that one day peace could exist in the world. In the certainty of these eyes, Anna 

almost begins to believe her. 

Freya turns away and skips around the well again. “I also wished for a bike... and a 

boyfriend.”

Anna can't help smiling at the thought of this faery-like little girl wanting a boyfriend.  

“You wished for a boyfriend? How's that working out so far?”

“Good, actually. I wished for one yesterday, and it's already starting to happen, I think. 

There's this boy in our camp I like. So I think that wish is coming true now. The World Peace 
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one might take a bit longer though.”

A chuckle escapes Anna's lips and she stops herself, not wanting to hurt the girl's feelings.

A middle-aged man wearing a straw sunhat and overalls arrives at the edge of the wishing

well. His name is Dave, and he's been working all week in the Permaculture gardens. He 

reaches into his pocket and pulls out a silver coin. He grins at Freya. “I finally figured out 

what to wish for.” 

Freya skips over to him. “What?”

His eyes twinkle. “It's a secret. But it's good.” 

He pauses for a moment, looks at the coin meaningfully and then tosses it in, making a 

small splash. He casts a cordial smile at Anna before walking on. 

It strikes Anna that this man looked like he was seriously making a wish. A grown man, 

believing in wishing wells. 

“So are you going to make a wish?” Freya asks Anna again.

Anna finds her eyes drawn by the way the breeze moves in the branches of the willow 

tree above, changing the pattern of sunlight on the stained glass, creating new, shifting 

colours. 

“I don't know,” Anna replies. She thinks again about whether or not she should wish for 

her Glastonbury success. She wouldn't admit this aloud to the girl. For some reason she feels 

an embarrassment about admitting this aloud to anyone. When compared with World Peace. 

She decides again that she doesn't believe in wishing wells. “Maybe I'll come and make a 

wish later.”

Freya gives Anna a knowing look, and then smiles cheekily. “Okay. See you later then!” 

She chirps and dances off to where her mother is, and crawls onto Sophie's lap in the way a 

younger child might. 

Anna takes one final glance at the well and a sigh fills her body. She doesn't even know 

what the sigh means, but she feels a wistfulness. Like she's lost something. Like she's 

forgotten something that really matters. 

Never mind, she tells herself. Remember why you're here. 

With her task in mind, Anna takes decisive steps, leaving the well behind and following 

one of the little winding pathways until it leads her out into the open.

 As she steps out into the Green Futures field, Anna is greeted by a scene of dozens of tall,
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colourful flagpoles, with billowing multi-coloured flags flapping against the blue of the sky. 

The breeze plays in her hair and brushes past her cheeks and Anna feels her spirits lift. 

There is a sense of aliveness in this place, of possibility, as if maybe there is something 

special to be found here after all. 

This field is only separated from the other fields Anna has been in by a large green hedge 

and trees, and yet it could be another world. There is a lightness here. The sun seems brighter,

and the grass is still green. Anna hadn't realised how much she'd missed grass as she'd been 

tramping through the dust. And not only is the grass green, but there is not a single piece of 

litter in sight – except in the bins. 

How can one field be so different from the next? She wonders.

Anna casts her eyes around. The field has many open green spaces, bordered by tents of 

all shapes and sizes and colours. Some of them are surrounded by solar panels. Some have 

small wind turbines whizzing round above them. 

In the centre of the field there is an abundant recycling centre, with bins for every 

conceiveable item, plus one small bin labelled 'landfill'. Next to it, she is amused to see The 

Tetra Shack, a small house constructed from used tetrapacks. 

Carrying on her explorations, Anna discovers the Groovy Movie Picture House Solar 

Cinema, a bicycle-powered mobile phone charging tent, gardens made from willow, an eco-

themed crazy golf course, pedal-powered laundrette and mobile phone charging, a travelling 

observatory and the Little Burmese Tea Tent, among other things. There also seem to be 

several decent looking venues dotted about, and Anna feels a rising excitement and 

nervousness that she may find a gig at one of them. 

She sets her sights on three stages for starters – The Mandala Stage, a funky solar and 

bicycle-powered stage, The Small World Solar Stage, a cosy cafe venue with little round 

tables and bright paintings of dancing people, and Toad Hall, the largest of all the solar 

venues with a cheerful painting of a toad out front. Some of the venues have more time for 

her than others, but the result is the same for each one. 

Sorry, but we're already fully booked.  

With each successive attempt, Anna feels her resolve weakening, and the critical voice in her 

head growing steadily louder. And all around her are the sounds of other people's music. 

Other people doing gigs. 

You're deluding yourself. This isn't going to work, the voice in her head taunts. 

But she thinks of her father and Daryl and that box of CDs and what they would say if she

told them of her failure. 
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Don't give up, she urges herself. Don’t let them down. She thinks of everyone who's 

waiting to hear about her Glorious Glastonbury Experience. I can't come back empty handed.

There's got to be something that makes it all worthwhile. Keep trying.

The next venue is the Speaker's Forum, which doesn't take musical performers. Anna 

stops for a moment to listen to the man onstage, who is speaking earnestly on the topic of 

'The Orwellian Guide to Sustainability'.  

She scans the area for any other venues she's missed, and notices one tucked away in the 

far corner of the field, overhung by leafy oak and ash trees. 

The One Earth Stage. 

As she moves closer to it, Anna feels her spirits lift. There is a sense somehow of being in

the right place finally. Everything about this venue seems bright, and in ways she can't quite 

name, exactly what she's looking for. 

Though Anna can’t hear the music onstage yet, she can see that whatever it is, people are 

flocking to it. Inside the tent is full and people are even spilling out onto the grass, many of 

them laying back with the sun on their faces as they listen, clearly enjoying themselves. 

Brightly chalked blackboards list the performers for the day and there are colourful paintings 

of flowers, trees and musical instruments decorating the walls. Large solar panels to one side 

of the tent catch the sun. It's both friendly and professional at the same time. Like The Chai 

Chi tent, there are low tables dotted about for people to sit at, and little cushions on the floor. 

Unlit lanterns hang strung from the poles supporting the large canvas structure. 

Anna is close enough now to hear a single gentle guitar melody drifting out from the 

stage.

Wow, that performer has a similar picking style to me. Perhaps they would like my music 

here.

At the same time as thinking this, a wave of jealousy passes through Anna, that someone 

so similar is already playing here. As if because they got here first that somehow takes 

something away from her. 

This is the moment when Anna hears the voice of the person in question, sailing out over 

the crowds – the voice that sends the floor out from beneath her. It is a young woman's voice, 

pure and strong, and in every way Anna can tell, beyond her own ability.  

As she steps closer, joining the crowd at the edges of the large, colourful marquee, she's 
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nursing a guilty hope that this woman onstage isn't also physically beautiful too, because that 

would just be too much. 

Peeking inside the tent, the first thing Anna sees is that there are easily twice as many 

people in here than had been at her gig, even though this tent is smaller. Even though this one

too, is a cafe, and this field has significantly fewer people in it than the field in which Anna 

had played. 

And perhaps the hardest comparison of all is that every single person here is listening 

with their complete and total attention. 

Added to all that, Anna catches her first sight of the stage and the person responsible for 

the extraordinary voice. As well as having an earthy kind of physical beauty, this woman is 

also beautiful in other ways Anna can't quite name – she has a kind of natural radiance, as if 

generated from within. She stands on the stage at the far end of the tent, slim and dark-haired,

wearing a simple teal blue dress and bare feet. The bare feet bother Anna most of all.

What's with the bare feet? Is she trying to be some kind of super-hippie? Anna wants to 

find something she can criticise about this woman. She knows it's irrational, but it feels like 

the woman is somehow deliberately rubbing in the fact that bare feet are so much better than 

the completely non-practical high heels Anna had chosen to wear for her own gig earlier. 

Everything about this woman says ease, effortlessness and naturalness. For Anna, her 

experience onstage earlier was almost entirely full of strain, discomfort and nervousness. 

Nina Marshall is not trying to be anything other than what she is. She has a good, 

practical reason for her bare feet. It's easier to feel the ground beneath your feet with no shoes

on, and to connect with the energy of the Earth, and even though this wooden stage is raised 

from the ground, it is made of wood and the energy of the earth still reaches her. She feels 

more grounded this way. It is purely a practical thing – necessary for her music, and it just 

feels good. 

Nina's fingers move lithely over the strings of her guitar. What had first seemed to Anna 

like a similar style of picking to hers, now, she realises has a very different quality. Like the 

voice, Nina's playing seems to flow, without any struggle. It's as if she isn't even trying. For 

Anna, being onstage is always about constantly trying not to make a mistake, to keep from 

flubbing notes on her guitar, to try and reach the perfect vocal trick. 

As Nina plays, she is wide-smiling, her head moving with abandon, as if experiencing 

some divine bliss. There is such joy in this woman's face that Anna can hardly believe it, 

especially when contrasted with her own experience of music, which has been mostly absent 

of joy for some time. Certainly, Anna can't recall ever feeling anything like this sort of 
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extraordinary happiness. She can't fathom how anyone could possibly be standing up there on

stage in front of an audience and looking like that, feeling like that, like everything in the 

world is perfect, like she's got everything she needs, like all is as it should be. 

She must be on drugs. Anna tells herself. How else can anyone be so happy onstage? 

There was a time when Nina herself stood in a very similar place to the one where Anna 

stands now. There were things in Nina's life that challenged her to the point of devastation, 

and so became a catalyst for transformation. Three years ago, Nina left her job, her 

relationship and went travelling around the world, essentially to find herself. On her travels to

South America, Australia and India she discovered the magic of life, the power of love, the 

capability of the human being, and the medicine of music. Through those experiences she 

began to make music again, and to find the true joy that comes with being in the flow, from 

being in Love. Sometimes she doesn't find it so easy, but she has techniques she uses for 

bringing herself back into flow. Some days are more challenging than others. Today is not 

one of those. Today, Nina feels free. 

There is a small memory trying to lodge itself free inside Anna, of a time before she went 

to first school, when she used to sing to the trees in her garden, and knew they could sing 

back to her – how joyful that was. Back then she smiled and laughed without thinking. Back 

then she kicked off her shoes all the time. Anna skirts the edges of this memory, but it feels so

distant she can't quite bring it into her conscious awareness. 

Anna turns her attention to the crowd around her. There is a deep joy on these faces too. It

is as if they have all been cast in some kind of a spell. It's as if the joy radiating off the stage 

is enveloping them all in a bubble and they have no choice but to be in it. Some of them have 

their eyes closed with smiles of absolute contentment on their faces. 

One man is swaying in delight at the back of the tent, and Anna decides that this man, at 

least, must be on drugs of some kind. Because it just doesn't seem possible that a member of 

an audience could be that intoxicatingly delighted. 

The man in question has, in fact, taken a number of substances, and while they are 

certainly contributing to the velocity of his swaying, they are not the primary reason for it. In 

his state of drug-induced openness, he is genuinely moved by this music, and he's not the 

only one here to be so. It's impossible for Anna to ignore that this audience is responding 

very, very differently than hers had. 

Why? What is it about this woman? Anna moves further in, drawn partly by her own 

jealous curiosity and partly because although she doesn't want to admit it to herself, this 

music is having an effect on her too. She steps carefully through the crowd gathered at the 
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edges, picking her way around the clusters of people who are sat inside on carpets amidst tiny

tables and finds an unoccupied cushion. With her arms wrapped around her knees, she 

surrenders to the listening. 

Nina's voice is rising and falling like the waves she is singing about.

“It's here in between... In the seen and the unseen...

In the sky up above... and the earth that we love...

The flow it is flowing... through knowing and not knowing...

A wave in the ocean... of energy in motion...”

The words themselves seem to have an effect on Anna. Something in Anna so desperately

wants to flow. The words carry Anna's thoughts with them, creating a vision of an ocean of 

interconnected energy flowing. As her thoughts change, little by little her body begins to 

release its tension. Even the dull ache in Anna's chest which exists almost as a constant for 

her begins to ebb, as the music weaves its way through her, in waves upon waves. Without 

any conscious intent on Anna's part, her body begins to sway. 

Without warning, she is crying silent tears. They are spilling over her eyes and running 

down her face. She can't fathom why she's crying and hides her face under her hair, so no one

will see her. 

Anna is not used to crying like this. These are real, wet tears. How strange, she thinks. 

She becomes aware that this is like a tiny release of a pressure valve on a vast ocean of tears 

just beneath the surface. All the tears she's held in for her entire life. 

“It's moving through... all we do...

Every thought creation... pure vibration...

The hum it hums... as the song it comes...

A wave in the ocean... of energy in motion...

Awakening... Awakening...

Awakening... Awakening...

To know itself... to know ourselves...

As this sea...”

Anna is relieved as the first wave of silent tears subsides. As it does, she just listens 

quietly, allowing the music to continue moving through her, until the song comes to its end 

and all that remains in the shelter of the tent is a deep pervading silence.

This must be her last song, Anna realises. She waits for the thunderous applause that this 

singer is so obviously going to get. Still the silence stretches on. And on. After a while, Anna 

lifts her head to see what people are doing and is amazed to find that they are still listening! 
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Most of them still have their eyes closed, softly smiling. They are listening to the silence in 

the room. 

After what seems to Anna an inconceivably long time, a hum of murmurs begins to arise 

from all around her. “mmmm... mmmm...” These are the sounds of pure pleasure, echoing 

about the room. From out of these sounds emerge the first gentle clapping of hands. The 

clapping builds and builds until it is the huge thunderous applause Anna was expecting and 

even more. Nina is humble onstage, bowing her head, with her hand over her heart. 

“Thank you,” she says. With a final bow of her head, she steps gracefully off the stage, 

and the applause continues. 

Anna can't even begin to compare the applause she had with this – and now they are 

calling and whistling for “More!... More!... More!” 

The MC for the afternoon, a cheerful man by the name of Stanley steps up onto the stage 

and takes the mic briefly. “The wonderful Nina Marshall, everybody! Shall we have one more

song?”

“Yes! Yes!” They cheer. More applause erupts throughout the tent. 

Nina approaches the microphone again. “Thank you so much. It's been such a joy to be 

here with you today. I'll play you one last song. This isn't one of mine, but it's by a songwriter

by the name of Carrie Tree, who has inspired me greatly. If any of you know it, or feel like 

singing along, please do.” There are some claps and whoops of recognition throughout the 

tent. There are clearly some Carrie Tree fans in this audience. “And please, feel free not to 

clap at the end if you don't feel like it. I'm happy if people want to take the stillness away 

with them.”

Nina closes her eyes and is quiet for a moment, turning her attention inward. This is one 

of the things Nina does before she plays. It helps her to centre herself and allow the music to 

come from the right place and flow. She has to remind herself to come back to her centre now

and again, because she sometimes finds herself drifting into thoughts. She's not hard on 

herself about it, though. She's learned about that through her meditation practice. Thoughts 

come. They go. Just bring yourself back. As she feels the clear, silent space inside her, Nina 

opens her eyes and begins to play. She is letting the music take her again. These words she 

sings are not her own, but that doesn't matter. The song is singing her anyway. 

“Here I stand with a quest on my heart... I'm here to hear my ancestor's song...

I'm here to find out where I come from...

Mama Kita Makaya... Mama Kita Makaya... Mama Kita Makaya...

Whispering wind says to follow it... 
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My aching heart says drop everything, return to fire...

I love this ground...

Mama Kita Makaya... Mama Kita Makaya... Mama Kita Makaya...”

Nina knows the meaning of these words – Mother you are my home. It is a song about joy

and love for life, a song which echoes her own journey, a quest for something deeper. The 

search for that Fire within. The desire to experience a true purpose. To find the soul's path. To

return home. 

A sense of this is calling to Anna, though she doesn't consciously understand it, and yet 

even so, there is a response – surprisingly strong – arising from within her. 

Yes... I want that... yes, that's what I want... 

Please, help me. Anna becomes aware of herself repeating this over and over in her mind.

Please, help me. She doesn't know who or what she's asking. Please. Please help me. 

Eventually, the song comes to its close and the last note of Nina's guitar rings out across 

the tent, out into silence – and even with the fear Anna can still feel twisting somewhere 

inside her, she is in the silence too. This time, with eyes closed, she stays in it with the rest of 

the audience, with them, still listening, not wanting to break the spell and have to face what 

comes after. 

Again, the silence stretches on and on. And on.

This time, nobody claps. Eventually, Anna opens her eyes and gazes around her. 

Everyone looks so happy and peaceful. While the stillness still seems to be everywhere in the 

air around her, Anna feels like it is not really hers, and at any moment it could just slip away 

from her.

Slowly, there is movement in the room, as people begin to stand and stretch their bodies. 

Murmurs of appreciation bubble up from all around Anna and a steady stream of people 

begin moving towards the front of the stage, where Nina is standing, face shining. Seeing the 

queue which is starting to form in front of Nina, Anna feels a knot forming inside her 

stomach again. With every successive person joining the queue, the knot winds tighter. At 

first there are only a few people, which Anna tells herself isn't so bad. But now there are ten, 

and fifteen. And twenty. And still more. Anna stares, aghast, unbelieving. No. Not this! Not 

this too! 

She thinks about what the young man at the Chai Chi Tent had said to her about people 

not buying CDs because of being into downloads. As nice as he was, she feels a sense of 

betrayal. Because not only are people buying CDs from Nina Marshall, but they are buying 

them in the dozens.  
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This is it. Something cracks and shatters inside Anna. In her desperate attempt to escape 

what she feels is threatening to engulf her, Anna runs. She has no conscious idea where she's 

going, but she just has to keep going, as if by moving, she will be able to outrun this thing 

that's coming. She dodges her way around people trying to make their way toward Tina, and 

more happy looking people stretching and talking about how wonderful it all was, until she 

finally escapes out into the open. She doesn't know where she's going, but as her feet pound 

along the grass, Anna's body seems to know what her mind does not. She is headed 

somewhere. 

She can feel the meltdown that is coming and she doesn't want to have it here in the 

middle of a crowd. 

There is a thought suddenly in Anna's mind, which seems of a different quality to the 

other thoughts which cycle in her head. Don't go towards the main drag. Take a side route. So

without really thinking about why she's doing it, in a kind of daze, Anna takes the first right 

she sees, past a big white geodesic dome called Her Temple. Inside, a group of women 

dressed in red are chanting. 

It's a blur to Anna, as she stumbles by crowds of people walking along this narrow grass 

alley, lined by stalls which are asking people to save the dolphins and whales, and to sign the 

petition to stop Trident, the UK's nuclear deterrent. Beyond these, Anna vaguely notices the 

Traveller camp, people she had once mistakenly referred to as 'gypsies'; people who never 

stop moving, whose home is on the move. They are offering a tent with shelter and company, 

but Anna can't stop here. Not yet. 

At the end of the path there is a wooden bridge leading over a small stream, and through a

tunnel made of purple ribbon into a new field. 

Here, the grass is even greener.

So if we are to love then let it be without
Thoughts of tomorrow in the seas of doubt
And we sway on the tide still trying to find
Our whisper on the wave rolling in
Heartbeats in a cave echoing
From the cradle to the grave
Let life sing
Bring it on, bring it in
Let life sing

from the song, 'Cradle', by Tina Bridgman
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Anna stands at the edge of this new field, scanning the expanse of green, which is 

bordered by tents and yurts. People are moving past her, wandering about and sprawling 

themselves on the grass in the sunshine. The atmosphere here is even more relaxed than in the

last field. To her left, a dozen or so grinning people are hoola-hooping themselves into a 

delighted frenzy, next to a sign reading: Hoola Revolution.

Where am I? Where do I go? 

The grassy space opening before Anna is bordered by many tents of different shapes and 

colours, including yurts, tipis and bell tents. In the centre of the space is a circular garden 

created from woven willow withies. Inside it, Anna can see dozens of potted trees giving 

shade and green, and handmade wooden benches set around little ponds. At one side of the 

garden there is even a little dome-like bender shelter made from a patchwork of light and 

dark blue canvas. 

She dashes across the grass towards the garden and passes through the entrance archway, 

which is made from the curved necks of two giant white willow and tissue paper swans. As 

she enters the sanctuary of the garden, despite the peacefulness which clearly pervades the 

place, Anna is filled with an uncontrollable panic. Every bench is taken, and in every little 

shady nook beneath every potted tree someone is resting. There is no privacy to be had 

anywhere here, especially in the little patchwork dome, which is already sheltering half a 

dozen people. Anna is about to give up on this garden, when out of the corner of her eye she 

sees that a bench has become vacant. This particular bench is tucked away at the far side of 

the garden, nestled beside the dome and sheltered by overhanging boughs. If people weren't 

looking at it directly, this might just offer some semblance of a private space. In front of the 

wooden bench is a raised pond made of clay, with upward rising sticks arranged around the 

outside of it, giving the effect of roots rising up out of the earth. The water on the surface 

glistens in the sunlight. A few white stones lay at the bottom. 

Anna curls herself into the deepest corner of the bench and clutches her knees to her 

chest. Everything feels like it's whirling, as if the ground is no longer beneath her feet and 

each thought seems to create generate a new storm of pain beneath her ribs and in the centre 

of her chest. 

If I'm not good enough to be a songwriter, if I give up, what's left of me? Who am I if I'm 

not the person I've been trying to be?   

She feels like she's running out of air, as if something is pressing down on her from all 

sides. Like suffocation. 

Nothing makes sense anymore. 
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Within the span of a few minutes, the sun completely disappears behind the fast moving 

clouds and the air temperature plummets. Anna lifts her eyes in surprise, and sees the low 

weather front that has moved in above her. The sky is filling with grey clouds and there's a 

new chill in the wind. She shivers, pulling her knees even closer into her chest, wishing now 

that she had thought to bring another layer with her. But it had been so hot before. 

Now it's beginning to rain. First the tiniest drops on Anna's bare arms, fleshing her skin 

with goose pimples. The wind blows, making her colder still. But as the rain mists her, 

something unusual happens to Anna. She becomes aware of her body, and its place within the

garden. The wind rustles the leaves which overhang the bench. It makes ripples on the water 

of the pond. As Anna turns her attention to these simple, natural things for a moment, like a 

passing storm, the emotions inside her begin to quieten for a moment. She lifts her eyes to 

take in the space around her. Across from where she's sitting, on the other side of the garden, 

there are two more ponds, one which features a blue clay figure in a meditating posture. Two 

clay dragons with painted blue scales weave their tails around the edges of the other.

Dragons, thinks Anna. That’s the second time I’ve seen dragons today.

This brings to mind the dragon archway she had passed through earlier, and beyond that 

how the day had progressed from her failed gig right through to Nina's performance and now 

to being here in this garden.

I don't understand...

There is an older man Anna has not yet noticed, sitting by one of the far pools. Johannes 

likes to come here to the Water Garden to clear his head between readings. Of all the 

quadrants here in the Healing Area, he is happiest in Water. He finds it a tranquil place. 

Usually. But for some reason this time he keeps being drawn to look over at the girl sitting on

that bench over there, with her knees curled up to her chest and looking so much in pain. This

sense of anguish is coming off her in waves. 

I can help her, the thought comes to him. But then, Really? Can I? Would she want me 

to?

Johannes is a man who has been practising listening to his heart for a number of years 

now, and he's getting used to understanding and responding to the prompts he's given. 

Sometimes he still second guesses himself, but it's happening less often now. 

Go and speak to her, the message comes to him. 

Johannes thinks again about letting this young woman be. He doesn't want to disturb her, 

but with these thoughts, he feels the now familiar tightening inside, and knows this is his 

body's way of directing him to think again. He's learned over the years that a thought which is
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not in harmony with the heart's guidance creates tension in his body, and a thought which 

resonates with truth moves through the body and brings energy. So as Johannes accepts that 

he will go speak with this young woman who looks so sad, he feels the affirmation of energy 

rising and flowing through his body. 

After only a few steps towards her, Johannes can tell she's seen him and clearly doesn't 

want him to approach. She isn't looking up, but everything about the way she is holding 

herself screams to Johannes, LEAVE ME ALONE. 

He pauses, but again feels that tightening inside.

Okay, fine, he sighs. I’ll do it. If this is what I'm supposed to do. 

Arriving at the raised pond just beside Anna's bench, he asks in as gentle a voice as he 

can, “Excuse me Miss, Are you okay?” 

She lifts her face to reveal red eyes and an expression bordering on terror. She really, 

really doesn't want him to be here. He takes a breath, steadying himself.

“I'm so sorry to disturb you. I don’t mean to pry, but I noticed you were crying, and I 

wondered if you were okay – if I could be of help in any way.”

Anna doesn't know how to speak to this man. At first, when she saw him walking over, 

she hoped that if she ignored him, he would turn and walk away. But now he's here and 

talking to her, and she can hear the kindness in his voice. And while consciously, she still 

wants him to leave her alone to her misery, there is something else inside Anna drinking in 

this kindness. 

She briefly looks up into the eyes of this man, wild and kind blue eyes that gleam out 

from under grey and unruly eyebrows. She almost smiles, because with his tufts of grey hair 

flying out to either side, he reminds her of a tall and moderately young looking grandfather 

elf. Something about his face makes her instinctively want to trust him, but she's not in the 

habit of trusting men she's never met before, even ones that look like friendly grandfather 

elves. 

Anna notices a hint of a Germanic accent, and there's something else about the way he 

speaks to her. It feels familiar. He's speaking like he would to someone he knows and cares 

about. Strangely for Anna, it reminds her of the young man in the Chai Chi Tent. It's a feeling

of being cared for by somebody. A sense of genuine compassion. With all this simultaneous 

familiarity and strangeness, Anna almost gives Johannes an honest answer – I feel like my life

is falling apart. Nothing makes sense anymore – but at the last moment her critical mind steps

in. 

You don’t know him. Why would he care about your troubles? And why would you want 
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him to know anyway? He's a stranger. 

“I'm fine, thanks.” Anna forces a smile, in an effort to convince this man that she really is 

fine.

“Okay.” Johannes nods understanding. He begins to step back, feeling a mild confusion. 

Why was I supposed to go up to her if she won't speak to me? But after a moment, he lets this 

concern go. He's learning to trust the ways of things. They don't always make sense at the 

time. But when you go with the flow, and trust, the flow always takes you where you're meant

to go. So Johannes just smiles and immediately moves off to give her space. 

Through the damp tendrils of her hair, Anna watches him go. She feels his absence and a 

little sadness that she has deliberately driven him away. Could he have helped me? 

Well even if he could, it's too late now. 

She tells herself these things, but still she is watching him, alert suddenly in a new way. 

The grey-haired man is walking over to a yurt at the edge of the grassy area. There's a 

sign next to the door, but Anna can't read it from here. With a start, she realises, He must be a

healer of some kind.

A shiver runs through her. This is the moment it becomes clear to Anna that she has 

accidentally wandered into the healing fields. She notices now that in the tents and yurts 

which border the edge of the grassy space, there are therapies of all kinds on offer – shiatsu, 

massage, acupressure, and a plethora of other things she's never heard of before.

She turns her attention back to the grey-haired man's yurt. What kind of healer is he? 

Right now, he is speaking with a young man and woman in front of his yurt. They all 

seem relaxed and cheerful. The grey-haired man pulls back the flap of fabric that covers the 

entrance to his yurt and the young woman follows him inside. 

To do what? Anna wonders.

The flap closes behind them. 

The wind is growing more restless, blowing up in little gusts, flapping open the fabric 

from time to time and offering Anna tantalising little glimpses of the scene inside. The grey-

haired man and the young woman are sitting cross-legged on something soft and white, 

facing each other and holding hands. Or rather, it looks like the grey-haired man is clasping 

her hands with his. There is an intimacy to it, but it doesn't look romantic. It's as if he is 

examining her. 

The next time the curtain shifts, Anna sees the grey-haired man speaking to the woman 

with intense focus and the woman listening and nodding with a kind of excitement. Now 

she's laughing.
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The wind whips up, becoming even wilder, as if this really is a storm. The rain falls 

harder, and harder still, until it is pelting Anna relentlessly through the shelter of the trees, 

and she is forced to dive for the shelter of the patchwork bender, along with everyone else 

who had been in the garden. She crouches in the corner, arms wrapped around herself and 

watches the deluge. They all seem surprised at the sudden change in the weather, all except 

the one man who checks his watch to see if the Glastonbury weather app had been accurate. It

had.

Anna thinks about the legendary Glastonbury mudbaths, like the one in 2005. She had 

watched that on the news, and had laughed at the footage of a river flowing down through the

camping field, washing away tents, semi-covering others and providing a means for people to

sail down the hill on air mattresses. Apparently, they had done work on the drainage since 

then, but Anna wonders all the same, how long the rain will go on for. Anna notices that at the

back of the bender there is a large bronze bowl filled with water, and surrounded by ferns and

water plants. It seems like a kind of shrine to Water. It is now that she realises this whole 

garden seems dedicated to water somehow. And now the water is pouring everywhere. 

Anna clasps her arms around herself again, shivering uncontrollably. There appears to be 

nothing to do but wait for a break in the rain. It seems to Anna an unbearably long time. She 

keeps returning her gaze to the grey-haired man's yurt, occupying herself with thoughts of 

what he and the young woman might be doing in there, and trying not to be too uncharitable.

Some while later, the curtain across the yurt door opens, and the young woman emerges, 

an expression of delight on her face. She stands out for a moment in the rain and laughs. She 

and the grey-haired grandfather elf man exchange a few more words, both smiling. 

Anna wishes she could hear what they are saying. It's obvious from the woman's body 

language whatever has gone on in that yurt has been immensely satisfying for her. The 

delighted young woman walks off into the rain with a bounce in her step.  

What has he done to her? What has he told her? Anna asks herself. Can he tell me 

something about myself that makes me that happy?

She notices now how the grey-haired man is braving the rain to check a whiteboard 

outside his yurt, as if he is expecting someone. He glances around, and not seeing anyone 

approaching, ducks back in behind the fabric into his shelter.

Go. Go now, the thought comes to her. Now. 

Anna can't understand why she feels such a compulsion to go over there, but she really 

does. She battles with this, finding excuse after excuse not to go there. 

It's raining too hard, she tells herself.
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In perfect timing, the rain stops pelting down and becomes more of a fine mist. For a few 

moments, it's really not rain at all. Anna watches as some of the other people who had been 

sheltering in the dome take the opportunity to dash out and find new places to go. 

Rain is no longer a viable excuse. 

Go. Now.

An energy moves through Anna's body, and without thinking, she stands straight up. She 

tells herself it's because there really is nothing else to do, and because she's getting so cold 

she can't stay still any longer.  

I'm just going to have a closer look, she tells herself. That's all. 

She moves across the wet grass to the yurt, hoping that the man won't come out, but also 

at the same time hoping that he will. Bending down to read the sign next to the whiteboard, 

Anna observes a picture of a hand with lines and symbols drawn on it and the words below, 

reading: Johannes Bergen. Chirologist. Hand Reading by donation.

Hand reading? Anna shakes her head. That's what he does? 

She tells herself she doesn't believe in that stuff. Besides, she reminds herself, even if I 

did, I don't have enough money to pay for it anyway.

The drizzle is beginning again. She's just about reached her limit with the cold and 

decides to go try find somewhere to get warm when a hand pulls back the curtain and 

Johannes' kind face appears.

He had been sitting in his yurt, taking a peaceful moment, enjoying the rain on the roof 

when he'd had an urge to look out his front door again. 

“Oh! It's you from the garden. Hello again.” He smiles at her. 

I see. Johannes nods to himself. This is why I was meant to speak to her. I'm meant to give

her a reading. Of course. 

Anna can't understand why the grey-haired man looks so pleased to see her. 

“I uh... I was just looking at your sign...” 

“Would you like a reading?” There is a natural warmth and openness in this man's face 

which unguards Anna. For a moment, she finds herself wanting to trust him and wondering if 

maybe she would like a reading after all.

She glances past the man into his yurt, taking in the natural wood floor covered with 

sheepskins and cushions. It looks so invitingly warm and dry. At this moment, the rain begins

to pelt down again. This time even harder than before. The drips are trailing down Anna's 

nose and dripping off the ends of her hair. Her dress is almost wet through and she wraps her 

arms around herself, feeling a mild gratitude that she didn't choose to wear her white summer 
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dress. 

Just as she is coming to the decision that she would probably like a reading after all, she 

remembers again how little money she has with her. 

“I'm... I'm not sure I have enough money to... to... I've only got...” Anna reaches into her 

bag and pulls out the crumpled £5 note and some coins. 

Johannes puts up his hand and smiles. “Don't worry about it. Money is not the primary 

reason I do this. Sometimes I get a feeling that something's just right. Like now. I just have 

this sense that I'm meant to offer this to you. So, I'm happy to take whatever donation you 

feel able to make.”

Really? Why? Anna wonders. Why are you meant to offer this to me? 

Anna doesn't think she believes in ideas like 'meant to be', let alone that a person could 

actually have a knowing about such rightnesses. All the same, she recognises that he is 

offering her something. Again, for the second time today, someone is offering her something 

– with such generosity – and again, she questions this generosity, searching for the hidden 

motive. 

But even as she does this, she's looking at the warm and dry inside of the yurt, and feeling

like she really does want to go in there, and the other woman had come out looking so happy.

Surrendering to the inevitable, Anna nods her head. “Thank you. That's very kind of you.”

Inside the round, wooden yurt it is simple, cosy and warm. As well as the sheepskins and 

cushions, there is a small wooden table and a bedroll up against the far side. Sweet incense 

burns in a clay incense burner near the door, not quite covering the scent of sheepskins that 

have been used for years and a man who has been at a festival for days. 

It isn't completely unpleasant, but Anna finds herself nursing a growing feeling of 

claustrophobia, especially as Johannes lets the doorflap fall shut.

Maybe I’m making a mistake. 

But as she listens to the heavy sound of rain on the yurt roof, she resolves that whatever 

strange things she might encounter in here, they are probably better than being out there. 

Probably. 

“You’re making a puddle,” Johannes says, looking down at where the water is dripping 

off the hem of Anna's dress and pooling around her feet. 

“Oh! I'm sorry.”

He smiles again, compassion warming his face and bringing out the radiating lines at his 
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eyes. “Don't worry about it.” He reaches for a towel and offers it to her. “You can use this to 

dry yourself off, if you like.”  

“Uh... okay. Thanks.” She accepts the towel, and is relieved to find that it has the starchy 

feeling of clean laundry, but it's still infused with the various scents of the yurt, and this feels 

too personal. She doesn't really want to use it.  

 “Don't worry... it's clean,” Johannes assures her. He can see she's trying to hide her 

discomfort. 

He takes a breath and exudes as calm an energy as he can.

He's curious about her, as he is with every person he meets. For Johannes, each person is 

a completely unique and beautiful combination of things. He always feels a certain amount of

gratitude when people offer their hands to him, because they are offering a window into their 

innermost selves, and what a privilege it is to see that. For Johannes it's one of the most 

fascinating and humbling things he ever experiences. He loves to see how each person is 

special in their own unique way, each like a perfect snowflake. And yet, at the same time – he

is able to see this more and more – at the heart of everyone he meets, there is the same light. 

In their truest essence, they are all the same, and made of exactly the same stuff. 

Johannes can usually guess what elements will be prominent just by looking at a person. 

He likes to play this game, to see if he's right. He usually is. 

Water, he guesses, looking at the way she holds herself. Water, and Fire, and both out of 

balance. 

She has the fine features of a water person, and a slender build, but not as willowy as 

Water on its own would be. Johannes can tell this is a body type that could have both strength

and flexibility, and he can see she has developed a modicum of musculature, but at the same 

time, she seems lacking in vitality, and doesn't appear to have the confidence to stand up 

straight. She is an attractive young woman but Johannes can see she is withdrawn, as if all 

her energy is collapsing inwards. It's like her fire is hardly being expressed at all – and yet he 

can just see it now, if he looks with his inner eye – that there is something there, just 

beginning to break through. It's there in her hazel eyes, a barely smouldering ember, that 

might be coaxed to life if she so chose. And there's a sweetness there too... She has small, 

spritely ears, like his daughter – very Fire. 

Anna's finding it awkward to dry herself with the towel, both trying to dry the parts of 

herself that are dripping, but also trying to avoid touching her face with the towel. He feels a 

softness for this young woman. Perhaps it is because she reminds him a little of his own 

daughter. And just like his daughter, this young woman has no idea how wonderful she is. 
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Well, perhaps, Johannes thinks, I might be able to offer her something there. That's the 

heart of what he seeks to do for people in his readings. To show people something of the 

marvellous that resides within them.

Anna hands the towel back to Johannes, looking only slightly less damp. 

“Thank you.” She offers him a forced smile, and takes another glance at the door. 

“You’re most welcome,” Johannes says, and gets the feeling that even though it's raining 

outside, he should open the curtain just a little wider to let some air flow in. As he does this, 

he sees a perceptible relief in Anna's face. “I’m Johannes by the way.” He holds out his hand 

to her. Handshakes tell him a lot about a person. 

“I'm Anna.” She hesitates for a moment and then reaches out to shake his hand. In it, 

Johannes can feel her tentativeness, but so many other things as well. Hidden strength. 

Determination. These are hands that can heal. 

“Pleased to meet you, Anna. Make yourself comfortable.” He gestures to the sheepskins. 

The scent of them still bothers her, but at least they're warm and dry. The wool sticks to 

her damp legs, tickling her. She turns her face towards the fresh air. 

He pulls out some paper from behind him and places it on the wooden table, scrawling 

her name on the top of the page. 

A tea-light burns inside a little glass jar, which sits on the table between them. For some 

reason the flickering candle makes Anna feel a little better. It gives her something to focus on,

to calm the rising feelings of anxiety.

 “So do you know much about Chirology?” Johannes asks her. 

“Not really anything. But I'm guessing it must be like palmistry?”

“Insofar as palmistry and Chirology are both about reading hands, then yes, they are 

similar. But Chirology is not like traditional palmistry in that it doesn't predict futures. It 

dispenses with a lot of the mumbo jumbo and is actually a lot more simple and 

straightforward than traditional palmistry.”

Anna nods, as if she understands. 

“You see,” Johannes explains, “your hands are like a map of your brain. A huge portion of

your brain's processing is devoted to your hands... more than to any other part of the body.”

“Oh.” Anna opens her fingers and gazes at the lines on her palms, wondering if this could 

really be true. 

“That’s why so much of how we process information and respond to the world around us 

and within us is reflected in our hands,” Johannes explains. “Some things are genetic and 

don't change throughout your life, like your finger prints, your hand shape and your skin type.
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But other things like the lines of your palm can change a lot over time, especially the minor 

lines. So as you change the way you think, so too your lines change. So as I said before, this 

is not a fortune telling session. It is about discovering your unique blueprint. To help you 

learn about your natural tendencies, about what is most harmonious for you, to discover your 

best path.”

My best path. At the use of those words, Anna feels a pull inside herself, connected with 

that raw longing she experienced in Nina Marshall's gig. It rises up and catches in her throat. 

She's surprised by the intensity of the feeling, and also by how much she wishes that it was 

true that she did have a path. A right path. My path. 

Do I really have a path? Something I'm meant to do? A future?

“Your destiny is not fixed,” Johannes explains, as if hearing Anna's thoughts. “Now, what 

I tell you is based on what I see in your hand, and any information I give you about a 

potential future outcome is based on where you have been, how you are now and where you 

are currently heading, if you do not alter your course of action.”

“Okay.” Anna feels a wave of nervousness pass through her at this statement, even though

she still hasn't consciously decided to believe in any of this yet. 

 Johannes places a head torch on his head but doesn't switch it on yet. “The purpose of 

Chirology is to help you to become conscious of how you are living your life and thinking, so

that you can make choices to act to embrace your life, to choose those things which are in 

harmony with your nature, rather than in discordance with it.”

As Johannes says this, he is thinking about the flow of energy and how discord creates 

tension, and harmony creates flow. Sometimes tension is necessary. Like the pulling back of a

bow, in order to release the arrow. Like the pressure of the wind on a sail. 

This thought causes him to stop for a moment, because suddenly something makes sense 

to Johannes more deeply about the challenges human beings face. There's a reason that every 

person he gives a reading to always has significant challenges etched into their lives. They 

always have some elements stronger and some weaker. For it is the striving for balance which

propels us forward in the world. It is that which creates growth. It is what gives us the chance

to experience what it is to be a human being, and to wake up to our true nature. 

Following on from this, another extraordinary thought occurs to Johannes. Our 

challenges are as much a blessing in our lives as those gifts which flow easily to us. For this 

reason – without them, how would we set our sails flying? It is the challenges in our lives 

which give us something to push against, to build our strength. They are the catalysts for 

change.
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 Johannes thinks about how this young woman before him has certainly been having a 

challenge of some kind today, and whatever it is, it has been the catalyst for many things, no 

doubt, one of which has been that it has lead her here, to experience the message Johannes 

has for her. To whatever it is I can offer her.  “Sometimes our challenges can be the things 

that are the catalyst for new growth, and in this way, they become blessings in our lives.”

Anna stares at him, not understanding. She realises with embarrassment that she's been 

sitting and clenching her fingers so hard that she's made little nail marks in both of her palms,

and that her palms are clammy – a giveaway about how nervous she is about being here. She 

wipes her hands on her damp dress and holds them out to him. 

Johannes notices both the clamminess and the little semi-circle nail marks right away, but 

again, he feels no judgement about this. Only compassion. He takes a breath and makes the 

conscious intention to let chi flow through his hands into hers. He finds that it usually helps 

people to relax. 

Anna feels the dry warmth of these hands. Wow. So warm! She has never felt hands this 

warm. It's like they have been warmed by a fire. Or it seems to Anna, that they somehow 

have a built-in fire, because they are getting warmer by the moment. As much as a part of her 

wants to resist this, she recognises it is a pleasant feeling. More than that. It's deeply 

comforting.  

So this is what he was doing with that other young woman. 

Johannes is now testing the flexibility of her fingers and the thickness of the mounts on 

her palms. Watching him, Anna is surprised to discover that being here with this man she's 

only just met, rather than feeling apprehension, there is instead a sense of being with a friend,

of being with someone who cares about her. It brings up a memory for Anna that she can't 

quite recall, of the way her father might have held her hands when she was a girl. She looks 

up into Johannes' intent face, observing how he is pouring over these hands, as if they are 

some extraordinary resource. With each thought or realisation, his eyebrows, with all their 

rogue white-grey hairs do a little rise and fall dance, as if they have a life of their own. For 

some reason, this strikes Anna as funny, and she restrains herself from laughing out loud. 

He gently pokes and prods, nodding to himself.

As I thought. Water. But, interestingly, as I suspected, she has a lot of Fire too. A lot of 

Fire. Yes. Fire and water together, and both extremely out of balance. 

At this moment, a band kicks off in the Toad Hall stage just over the hedge in Green 

Futures Field. There is a sound of a powerfully rhythmic djembe and other instruments like a 

bass, and a guitar and now a man's voice ringing out strongly, and soulfully, the words 
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carrying through the rain. 

“I am not a somebody

I am not a nobody

I'm a cell in one body

Filling all space

All I ever could be

And all I ever should be

And all I ever will be

Is here in this place...”

And now many voices rise up to join with the one... 

“I am as old as the Universe

I've been here before and I'll be here again

I am a child of the universe

A part of all women and a part of all men...”

“Ah,” Johannes nods, listening too for a moment. “Seize the Day. They do a good thing 

there.” 

Anna wonders what he means and then realises that Seize the Day must be the name of 

the band. Seize the Day. Carpe Diem. 

Johannes turns his attention back to Anna, switching his head torch on to better examine 

the subtleties of her hands under the light.

Under the brightness, she feels even more awkward. She can't see his face, and she feels 

on display now, in some ways like being onstage in those times when you can't see the 

audience but they can see you. Those are the times Anna feels most on the spot, most judged. 

She stares at her hands, still being held by Johannes, and wonders what on earth he could 

possibly be seeing there, on these hands that for Anna had only been useful thus far as a 

means for helping her achieve her goals in life. They had been so familiar to her up to this 

point, as a means to an end, and yet now, they seem to hold some great mystery, some untold 

secrets. 

Maybe he can show me something about myself after all.

Please let it be something good.

And without realising she’s done it, she has actually begun to allow herself to believe in 

this. 

Sitting there, waiting for the verdict, Anna is aware of the emptiness still threatening, that 

big, scary monster that is the collapse of her life. The black hole. And while it is waiting at 
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the edges, ready to engulf her, for the time being, whatever it is, it appears to be waiting 

outside the yurt. It doesn't seem to hold so much power in here. For something in the glow of 

the candle and the warmth and friendliness of Johannes, and the feel of his sure hands 

holding hers, gives Anna the feeling that for now, she's safe. 

Johannes switches off the head torch and regards Anna for a moment. He takes a breath, 

wondering where to begin. 

“You have... hands filled with the most wonderful, beautiful potential,” he says, feeling 

like the words fall so far short of what he wants to say to her, and yet it is the truth. He wants 

to use the word extraordinary, but he tries not to use that word with people. For to say one 

person is extraordinary implies that there are other people who are somehow less than 

extraordinary. To Johannes, each person is a wonder and a blessing. He believes that we are 

all equally special, with equally wondrous and amazing gifts. Yet, even so, he has to admit 

that when he sees the hands of certain people – and it's just happened for him a few times in 

his life – he gets the feeling he wants to use the word extraordinary, because for him, what he 

sees evokes such an excitement and a delight. 

For on this young woman's hands are two of Johannes favourite things – Music and 

Healing – and he's never had the opportunity to see these two things so clearly together in one

hand before. No doubt there are many others with this same potential, but he hasn't had the 

chance to see those hands yet. 

Anna takes a shallow breath, almost daring to believe that Johannes might have 

something positive to tell her about herself. Potential? What does that mean? 

“Chirology works with the elements,” Johannes explains. “We are each made up of a 

combination of all the elements. Earth, Air, Water, and Fire. Our unique combination of more 

or less of each element is what makes us who we are in this physical incarnation. And when 

these elements are in balance in our lives, we feel happy and in harmony with the world 

around us.”

“And when they're not?” Anna asks.

“When they're not... well, we find ourselves in situation where we must change and grow. 

Or continue being unhappy. And since human beings naturally evolve in the direction of 

happiness, it is in our nature to strive for this balance.”

“And you can show me how to... balance my... elements?”

“I can offer you suggestions for how to improve the quality of your life, and how to act in

ways which are in harmony with your nature. And I can offer you suggestions for how to 

cultivate those elements which are weaker to create balance in the whole. But what you do 
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with those suggestions is ultimately up to you. You're the one who sits in the driver's seat of 

your life. I can't change your life for you. Only you can do that.”

Am I really in the driver's seat of my own life? Anna wonders. Her experience of life in 

the last few years is of being a perpetual passenger, riding shotgun to everyone else's driving. 

Of course, she had contributed to the decisions, helped make the plans, but when it had 

become clear that the plans didn't work for her somewhere below the surface, she had been at

a loss for how to stop them, or change them, or even feel that she was allowed to, somehow. 

She's surprised suddenly to feel a flash of anger rising about this. No, I don't want to do that 

anymore. I want to be in control of my own life. 

Johannes is gazing intently at Anna's hands again. “Looking at these hands... I see 

someone who performs and shares her creativity with others through performance. It is a 

hand capable of such flow. That’s the Water in you. Also there is such potential for action, 

spark, transformation. That’s the Fire. I would say, if I was to hazard a guess... that you are 

involved in performing music of some kind. Am I right?” 

Anna opens her mouth in surprise. How does he know that? She nods.

But barely a moment later, hardly missing a beat, her inner sceptic jumps in. Well it's 

obvious, isn't it? You've got callouses on your fingers from playing the guitar. Anyone could 

look at your hands and tell you that. 

“You have a great, deep capacity for music,” Johannes says. He's trying to convey this to 

her somehow. To show her what he means. He can see the doubt on her face.

“You also have the mark of a writer.” As Johannes says this, he feels the familiar flow of 

energy. He's on the right track. “So, I would also suggest that perhaps you are a songwriter?”

Anna's inner critic has trouble dismissing this one so quickly. Anna nods again. “I... I do 

write. I'm... a... a singer-songwriter.” As she says the words, they sound empty of meaning. 

Am I? Am I really a singer-songwriter? Really? After the events of today, she's not sure she 

believes that anymore. She had placed so much of her identity on those words. Yet now, 

spoken aloud, they feel barren. 

Johannes nods in confirmation. “Yes. But even though all this potential is here, I don't 

think you've found your true path with music yet. Your line of fate, or purpose, here, is not 

very strong.” He runs his finger along a faint and broken line, which runs up the centre of 

Anna's right palm and disappears a third of the way up. 

Johannes looks up and sees the panic on Anna's face. 

Gentle, Johannes, his heart reminds him. Be Gentle. Now he knows what it is that he's 

meant to tell her, but he reminds himself to go slowly. Sometimes it can all pour out so 
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quickly, because Johannes has a quick and intuitive mind, and he often sees so many things 

all at once.  

Anna's thoughts have already run away with themselves. For her, in this moment, 

Johannes has just confirmed the very thing that Anna has most been fearing he would say. 

That she has no strong fate. That she has no purpose. That she is not really anyone special. 

That she is without value. 

“Please, don't worry, Anna,” Johannes says. “This is one of those lines that can change 

over time. As you find your path, it will grow stronger and deeper. You're still quite young. 

How old are you? Twenty six... seven?”

“Twenty-eight. Almost twenty-nine.”  

He nods. “Well, you've got time to figure this out. And in fact, if I am correct, I think you 

will do so quite soon.”

He feels a shiver move through him with this statement. Yes. Very soon. 

Anna shivers too and wonders if it's because she's cold, because the curtain is still open a 

little and she can see the wind is blowing outside. 

“Is it okay if we close the curtain?” Anna asks. 

“Certainly.” Johannes smiles and reaches over to drop the flap. 

He turns his attention back to her, wondering how to convey the importance of this to her.

In the background, Seize the Day are still going strong, this time with a powerful female 

voice soaring out. Anna listens to the words, which are just audible through the rain.

“Stop feeling small

You're a part of it all

Everything you say and do

Every time you let the truth come through 

It makes a difference 

Believe in your significance...”

“Anna, what I am trying to say to you, in my long-winded way is... that you are capable 

of doing something that very important. You have the ability – albeit hidden at the moment – 

to create music with the potential to bring true healing to others. Or rather bring the 

opportunity to others to heal themselves through the resonance of your music. Through 

embodying yourself that which brings healing.” 
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At this, Anna feels another shiver move through her. What? What does that mean? 

She tries to read Johannes' face, trying to understand this with her mind, but she can't.  

Potential to bring some kind of healing to other people through my music? Me? 

Yet, even with this doubt, she can feel a perceptible change in herself at this idea. 

Something's bubbling up inside her, wanting to overflow. It's an excitement, because this 

feels like a puzzle piece she's been missing her whole life, that fits exactly into the hole that 

she didn't even realise was there, labelled, my purpose in life.

“By true healing,” Johannes elaborates, “what I mean is this – by finding your own 

connection, and bringing that to your music, you could help people to find their own 

connection to the whole. To the divine. To Inner Peace. To Love.”

Anna hears herself laugh out loud. “It sounds like you've got me mixed up with a woman 

I just saw performing on the One Earth Stage just now. If you'd seen my gig earlier, you 

might well revise your statement.” Even as she's trying to make light of this, the knot is 

forming in her stomach again with all the memories and all the comparisons.

Ah, thinks Johannes. So that's what it is. That's what's causing her energy to collapse in 

on itself this way. She's comparing herself to others. 

He shakes his head. “No, Anna. Had I been at your gig, I am absolutely sure that 

whatever it was I'd witnessed there, I would still be saying the same thing to you now. You 

have a powerful potential here. A potential you have not yet realised. And, you know, that 

part of you which is comparing yourself to that other person, that part… is the very part of 

you that by it's very nature cannot see who you truly are.”

“What part is that?”

“Your ego.”

Anna bristles. She thinks this is an insult. “Are you saying I have a big ego?”

Johannes laughs. “No. That's not what I mean. Your ego is no bigger than anyone else's. 

I'm talking about the veil of illusion. Have you ever come across this idea?”

Anna shakes her head. 

The beat of a djembe breaks through the air again as the band belts out:

“I am strong as a tree on a mountain

Full and fresh as a free flowing fountain

Bright and pure as the stars beyond counting in the night

I am their light

I am the light that shines in a thousand people

In my sight every life is equal
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No one's slave

I am no one's master...”

Johannes' attention is drawn to the music too. He smiles. “Gotta love em. And they're 

right too. No one's slave. You are no one's slave Anna. And even with all that I am saying to 

you in this reading, the potential I see here, it doesn't mean I'm asking you to change, unless 

you want to. You are perfect as you are. Right now. You don't need to be any different for me 

or anyone else. It's only if you want to change. And if you do, then you can.”

Can I? 

“But I get distracted,” Johannes chuckles at himself. “I was speaking about the veil of 

illusion, wasn't I?”

How to explain this? He wonders, taking a breath and listening inside himself, asking his 

own higher self to help him explain it to her in the right way. 

“Essentially, we are all made of Spirit,” Johannes says finally. “That is our true essence. 

Love. This is true of all human beings on Earth.”

“Yeah, right. I know some people who are certainly not made of love.” Anna thinks of 

Daryl's friend Eden, and the feeling she gets every time Eden is around.

Johannes faces her with all seriousness. “I mean everyone, Anna. This is what I'm talking 

about. Those you describe... and also the aspect of you that sees them this way... this is all 

part of the veil of illusion.”

Anna is starting to question this again. Veil of illusion? 

“We as spirits, made a choice to come here, to be incarnated on Earth to experience 

physical reality. And for most of us, that comes with taking on the veil of illusion, which is a 

kind of forgetfulness. A kind of sleep, which makes us forget who we truly are. Of course, 

babies when they are born, and very little children – you can still see the light in their eyes – 

they still have an innate knowing of who they are. The veil of illusion settles around them as 

they grow, faster or slower dependent on the adults around them. Or in some rare cases with 

very conscious parents, children can keep this openness to life, this knowledge of their innate 

magnificence. But for most of us it is not like that. It is by emulating the adults around us, 

learning about the world of form through them, that we learn to see this veil as reality, and we

learn to believe this voice in our heads. The voice which comes along with the veil of 

illusion. This voice I'm talking about is the human ego.”

It's a lot for Anna to take in. Her own ego is standing up and demanding that she not listen

to this. It's ridiculous, the thoughts in her mind tell her. This is fantasy. Don't believe this.

And at the same time, there is another feeling inside her which seems to say yes, that 
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feels true. She feels the pull in both directions. 

“The ego is not a bad thing,” Johannes explains. “It is a necessary thing for us to 

experience our true purpose. That is waking up to our true selves. For without the forgetting, 

how could we experience the remembering?”

“I don't really understand what you mean.” 

Johannes takes a breath. He has to slow it down. He finds that he downloads things so 

quickly and he can see the whole picture and wants to just pass it on to people. But as he 

listens to Anna, to her Being, he knows she is not really getting this. The window of 

acceptance and openness he saw in her is closing. 

“Okay. Try and see it like this.” Johannes moves the tealight on the table closer towards 

her. “How is it that you can see this flame burning?” 

“I don't know. Because it's there in front of me?”

“You see the light because of the dark around it. How bright the candle appears to us is 

completely dependent on the amount of light and shade around it. The darker the 

environment around the candle, the brighter the flame will appear. It is the contrast which 

enables us to see it fully. If all there was was light around us, we wouldn't be able to see the 

flame at all. Do you see what I mean?”

“Um... not really.” 

“The ego is like the darkness. We need the ego to be able to see the light that we are. To 

contrast it, so that it becomes visible to us.”

“I don't see any light inside myself.” But even as Anna says this, she wonders if it's true. 

There is a glimmer of something there... a flickering...

“Maybe not yet,” Johannes says. “But you will. You will.” 

A shiver moves through Anna's body again. She doesn't understand this with her mind, 

but her body knows there is truth in this. 

“And as we begin to see the light that we are, this is what we call an awakening,” 

Johannes explains.

“An awakening?”

“You wake up to your true self. You remember how I said the veil of illusion is like a kind

of sleep? It's this sleep, this forgetting, that we wake up from. So as you begin to see this light

that you truly are, you have these experiences of waking from that sleep, waking from 

illusion. Hence, awakening.”

“Oh.” 

“And as you begin to awaken, what you will experience is a kind of silence inside you, an
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inner listening. A presence. And as you become aware, you begin to recognise another voice. 

One that you probably already hear and has been with you your whole life, but you have been

ignoring or discounting up until now because your ego's voice has been louder. This is the 

voice of your true self. It is the Voice of the Heart.”

“The Voice of the Heart?” 

Johannes nods. “These are messages from our Higher Self, which is that part of us, or 

rather, that whole which we are an aspect of, which knows itself as God, or consciousness.”

At this point, Anna balks. This is too much for her. Because ideas of God for her have an 

unpleasant resonance. It makes her think of hard church pews next to her mother and the 

enforced hours spent listening to the droning words of a man in a priest's robe, describing a 

male God, full of judgement. A personification of something decidedly outside herself. 

“If the word God feels strange for you, Anna, you can substitute 'Love' or 'Source'. It is 

that which gives rise to everything, exists in everything. The Unified Field of All 

Possibilities, as my friend who practises Transcendental Meditation says. I am talking about 

the part of you that knows itself as Love. Any message from your Heart, is always a message 

of Love.”

Now a new female voice is rising out from beyond the hedge, leading the band.

“Deep within the heart of every creed

There is a part that fills the need 

In you and I to feel the Earth and touch the Sky

And it's a timeless truth that life's a dream

And here's the proof

Close your eyes and realise that your awareness never changes

We are Big, Big Love 

We are Big, Big Love 

So life is all about the dance between the you that's in the dream 

And the bigger you that's watching and enjoying every scene

And the awareness is the key

For showing you and showing me

How to dance life's dance together

And set our Spirits free 

To live in Big, Big Love

We are Big, Big Love...” 

“You may at times experience it as if there are two voices inside you. Ultimately this is 
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just part of the illusion, because there is really only one of us. Even our ego is part of this 

consciousness. This is the dichotomy. We are many, and yet we are one,” Johannes explains. 

He can see she is still sitting on the fence, being pulled both ways.  

“You see, you always know it's the ego speaking to you because the ego always resonates 

with fear. If you're judging yourself, thinking any thought about yourself or another person 

that is less than loving, that is always your ego. Always. If the thought makes you feel bad, 

sad, contracted… That’s the ego. That’s not truth. The ego judges, criticises. It believes 

everything to be separate. It will always see itself as either better or worse than others. It 

cannot see the truth. That we are all part of the same light.”

Anna can feel that there is a part of her that wants to believe what Johannes is saying, but 

she's been believing the negative self-criticisms for so long that it's hard to reverse that way 

of thinking. But even so, a little hope opens up inside Anna that maybe this voice she's been 

believing all these years could be wrong about her. That maybe she isn't so completely 

unlovable after all.

“So Anna, I know I'm waffling on a bit here, but let me try to get to the point. It's about 

the voice of your True Self. The voice of the ego is not the voice of your True Self. Its nature 

is to keep you in illusion, so you cannot see the truth. So if you ever have a thought that is 

unkind about yourself, that tells you aren't good enough, don't listen to it. Don't believe it. 

Because it's a story made up by the ego, and it's absolutely not true. Your ego resonates with 

fear. Your true self, your Heart-Self, resonates with Love.”

“But who is this person you're talking about? This Heart Self?” Anna asks, confused. 

“Because it doesn't feel like me. I can't see that person inside me. At all.” Or can I? She 

wonders, momentarily looking inwards.

“That's because you are still living in the veil of illusion. You still believe that you are 

your ego. So you believe what it tells you. But you can make a choice right now to place your

attention, your awareness on your heart, and listen to this other voice. The voice of the heart.”

“How?”

“Notice your body. Fear contracts. Love expands. When a thought is in alignment with 

Love, you feel flow and expansion in your body. You feel energy. A message from your Heart

may come in the form of a picture in your mind, or it may be a feeling that translates into 

words in your mind. Whatever it is, it will give you that feeling of energy. Just notice your 

body, notice how it feels. Your body gets messages much more quickly than your rational 

mind does.” 

“So you're saying that if my mind tells me that I am not as good as Nina Marshall, that I 
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shouldn't believe it?” Anna asks. 

“That's exactly what I'm saying. At your core, Anna, you are the very same as that person 

you think is better than you. Exactly.”

Anna furrows her eyebrows. Really? I'd love to believe that. But really? 

“Yes, really,” Johannes feels to say. “It's a life's work for some of us,” he explains, 

thinking about himself. “Or more likely, a work of many lifetimes. But if you can learn to see

with the eyes of your Heart-Self, this Love that is at the centre of you, you will see that there 

is nothing to compare. Because you would know that really, that other person IS you. That 

there is no separation between you.”

This concept is too much for Anna right now, he can see that. You're getting ahead of 

yourself Johannes, he tells himself. She hasn't had her first experience of awakening yet. 

Until that happens, no amount of describing can come close to conveying the truth of it. 

Experience is the only thing that will show this to her. Yet, still the energy is flowing as he 

says the words. Perhaps she needs to hear it now, so that when the time comes, she will 

remember it later. 

“Perhaps we'll come back to that,” Johannes says. “Where were we before I went off on 

that tangent? Oh yes. We were talking about purpose. Which I guess is not such a tangent 

actually. Because this brings me back to what I was saying about the deeper purpose of your 

music being about enabling people to experience this Truth of who they are. But of course, 

before you can offer this to anyone else, you must find this truth in yourself. As you find this 

truth in yourself, you become an example for others, you radiate that out into the world.”

Anna stares at Johannes, disbelieving. And yet, what he is saying sounds familiar 

somehow, like a lost message returning home. She shakes her head. 

“I believe you will, Anna. This may all sound crazy to you right now, but I can see this 

potential in both your hands. Especially the left one, which is your passive hand, the hand of 

your inner self. The potential is right here. And if you can access this potential, you will find 

your true dharma in life.” 

“My dharma?” 

“Dharma is a Sanskrit word which means 'purpose'. It's that which your soul is born to do 

in this life. It's the action in the world where you express your greatest joy while at the same 

time being in service to humanity. Dharma is always about service. Being in service to others 

and at the same time, doing that which we most love to do.” 

It is as if by hearing these words spoken aloud, a little seed inside Anna, that had been 

lying dormant inside her since she was a very little girl, is stirring to life. And as Johannes 
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speaks now, Anna feels a raw longing again, this sense of having been so far away from 

somewhere she should have been or from something she should have known. Something 

forgotten that could be remembered. And at the same time, beginning to dare to hope that she 

might reach whatever it is.   
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