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tea stories. We reached out to the community and received 
more great submissions than we could use, making it hard 
to choose. Obviously, this issue is very, very different than 
anything we have done before. Most of our focus so far has 
been on either translations of important tea culture unavail-
able to English-speaking people or the exploration of tea as 
plant medicine, Zen and meditative ceremony. I would call 
most of what we publish “creative nonfiction.” I think it 
will be fun to take a step over the line into “creative fiction.” 
I have found great inspiration by reading all of these sub-
missions and also in stepping beyond my own trepidation 
at publishing my fictional work. I hope this issue is fun and 
brings some much-needed levity to your lives!

If you enjoy this, we could do it again. I think in the fu-
ture, we would want to take a bit more time and find some 
illustrators in the community. Not only would this add a 
dimension to the issue, but it was also challenging to make 
thematic photography for this issue.

If you are wondering, Voices from the Hut will return 
next issue. The last issue was too big and this one is sort of 
a Voices throughout.

We are also adding a new section to each issue where we 
will “teaview” (review) inspiring books and albums (mov-
ies?), due to many emails asking us about books to read and 
also the remarkable response we received after the release 
of the August 2020 music issue. It will be nice to review 
some albums and books each issue, hopefully inspiring you 
to put a kettle on and play the album or pick up a copy of 
a great book. As we enjoy this epic tea amongst the clouds, 
let us know what you think about these experiments—the 
book/album reviews and this issue on tea stories. As always, 
your feedback is priceless. We create this magazine for you 
as much as we do for ourselves!

I n May, we start to get the full bloom of Nature and 
a growing heat and humidity in Taiwan. This means 
lots of water and often metal teas for us. In most 
places, we would want to encourage the growth and 

expansion of this season (wood) by drinking more water 
teas, which often means more green teas, baozhong, light 
oolongs and young sheng puerh. However, things can be 
intense in Taiwan, so we also bring in lots of metal teas. 
This means mature-leaf (huang pian, 黃片) sheng, white 
tea, white puerh (moonlight white, for example), some  
traditionally-processed oolongs and aged oolongs as well. 
Balance is the goal, so light oolongs, fresh sheng and green 
tea, matcha and then some aged oolongs or a nice boiled 
huang pian can help us achieve that.

With the blooming of Nature and the expansion of 
growth all around us as we move out of the inward hiberna-
tion of winter and into blossomy spring, the human world 
also feels like things are shifting. Of course, we will have to 
be careful and cautiously emerge, hopefully moving beyond 
this pandemic to the place where we can start having tea 
sits again—actual tea sits, though I must say I have found 
more joy in creating virtual courses and having online tea 
sits than I would have thought possible. I don’t know about 
you, but I cycle through feeling bummed at not being able 
to share tea in ceremony (or even casually) with friends and 
then remembering how fortunate and blessed I am, espe-
cially with so much uncertainty and suffering in the world; 
and then I return comfortably to the gratitude befitting a 
Chajin.

We are very excited to start exploring incense ceremony 
with you and to offer some nice incense and wares through 
our teacher, Chen Yu Ting, and “Dr. Incense,” who is one of 
the most gifted incense makers we have come across. For so 
long, I have wanted to practice and deepen my understand-
ing of incense ceremony, but there was just far too much 
to do at the Center, traveling and with this magazine. This 
year of lockdown has offered us the opportunity to explore 
more things like this, and we have gotten to spend more 
time with Yu Ting and also practicing on our own at home. 
The world of incense ceremony is as vast as tea, but the 
two are so complimentary in so many ways that it is a great 
addition to our lives and our work. We hope you enjoy the 
course and also exploring some of the incense and wares. 
We have tried to start simple, but if you enjoy this we can 
add more of both. We have already commissioned our own 
set of wares made of celadon, which should arrive soon.

This is a very exciting issue for me. As some of you may 
know, I am an avid reader and love fiction. In fact, I have 
several amateur novels in various states of completion. One 
day I hope to finish at least one. Due to that passion, I have 
always had a back-burner idea to create an issue of fictional 

From the editor
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This month, we don’t have too much to recom-
mend as we have never done an issue like this 
before. The closest we have are some of the Tea 
Around the World issue of October 2015 and 
then the Elevation Around the World, which was 
October of the following year. These may be fun 
to read through if you haven’t yet!

–Further Reading–

Wu De
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ver the course of this month, we will be drink-
ing the amazing Red Cloud. This tea is uplifting 
and full of bright swirling Qi to let our creativity 

loose. We thought it would be the perfect tea to sip while 
reading tea stories, and maybe become inspired ourselves 
to write, draw, paint or create something. We love this tea 
in the morning, as it is both deep and inward while also 
being expansive. It is one of those rare teas that takes you 
far within but then unwraps something therein, so that 
when you stand up from your session the day seems more 
open with possibilities while you feel more energetic 
about pursuing them.

Red tea from Yunnan is called “dian hong (滇紅).” 
“Dian” is an old aboriginal name for the Mandarin “Yun-
nan (云南),” literally “South of the Clouds,” and “hong,” 
of course, is “red.” Hopefully readers of this magazine will 
know by now that what is called “black” tea in the West is 
actually red tea and is a mistake from colonial times that 
still remains popular. Not only is it wrong, it is misleading 
since there is a whole other genre of tea called “black tea  
(黑茶, hei cha).” We have also spoken with farmers and 
tea lovers in regions where true black tea has been pro-
duced for centuries and they are not fond of the mistake, 
as they feel it in some way erases a part of their heritage. 
For the most part, the issue is just geeky and exploring the 
tea world becomes easier if you understand that red tea is 
red and black tea is black.

Red tea is the only genre of tea that is really just a 
processing method, developed in Fujian exclusively for 
export to the West in the beginning. Other types of tea 
processing evolved hand to glove in specific regions to 
suit the varietal(s) there. In fact, red tea is just the last 
station on the oolong line—very heavily oxidized oolong, 
which is why the legends of its origin all involve farmers 
forgetting the tea overnight, causing it to oxidize way be-
yond what they were used to. In one legend (this is a tea 
story issue, after all), the emperor’s general was traveling 
through the countryside with a small platoon to secretly 

ambush a rebel group. They showed up in a small village 
unannounced and the villagers were forced to abandon 
their tea processing to feed and house them, allowing the 
leaves to oxidize overnight. Another version has the sol-
diers making the tea leaves into beds and rolling around 
on them all night!

Since red tea is really just a way of making tea, any 
tea can successfully become red tea: using fine buds or-
dinarily saved for green tea produces “gongfu red tea,” 
high-mountain Taiwanese oolong can be ball-shaped red 
tea, and, of course, you can use puerh raw material and 
make red tea (dian hong).

Since good dian hong uses puerh raw material, all 
the qualities that make for good sheng puerh apply to 
dian hong as well (we recommend searching past issues 
if you are curious about these). Of course, each type of 
red tea production is adapted to suit the leaves used and 
is influenced by the type of tea processing of that region, 
so red tea in Taiwan is roasted while dian hong is often 
sun-dried like most sheng puerh. What this means is that 
dian hong has more opportunity to age and change over 
time than other types of red tea, since it will ferment and 
oxidize, whereas other red teas will just oxidize. Also, if 
you lower the oxidation during processing (like the tea on 
our site called “Serenity”), you will increase the amount 
of transformation it goes through. Despite all this, dian 
hong is usually consumed fresh and it is rare to find any 
aged samples. We found two this year: the magnificent 
Red Pine and our Tea of the Month, Red Cloud.

Red Cloud is a delicious 2006 dian hong from some-
where in the Bulang region (we aren’t 100% sure). It does 
have some storage, but this is common for loose-leaf teas 
aged in Taiwan or Hong Kong. The storage is mild and has 
deepened the tea from our perspective. It is wonderful to 
drink teas like this if you are contemplating aging some 
dian hong or if you already have some in storage. There is 
a lot to learn from this tea, and even more to enjoy! This is 
amongst our favorite daily drinkers here at the Hut.



Red Cloud

Bulang, Yunnan, China

Aged Dian Hong Tea

Bulang

~1,200–1,500 Meters
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5/ Red Cloud (紅雲)

Brewing Tips
沖泡技巧 完成好茶

Red Cloud is a beautiful tea. Like most dian hong, Red Cloud is much better 
when brewed in a teapot than leaves in a bowl. This means that it is ideal for either 
gongfu brewing or sidehandle bowl tea. Many times we have a strong preference for which 
brewing method to use with a given tea, but there are magical teas like Red Cloud that are 
so different sidehandle versus gongfu that it really is worth trying this tea both ways. Gongfu 
produces sweet musky melon cups that have a lighter buoyancy and are more fragrant. The energy 
is also lighter. Sidehandle opens up some deeper and darker forest bouquet with a more grounding 
feel that is only light after the session is over. Both are wonderful.

This month we want to talk about something more general than specific. It may be a sensitive topic, 
but our aim is not to poke, prod or disturb anyone, just to awaken conversation, contemplation and 
open up questions... We are so blessed in this modern era to have access to more tea information than 
ever. Along with that, there is a staggering amount of amazing tea and teaware just one click away. We 
can try rare teas from all over the world and brew them in any method we choose. There is something to 
celebrate in this, but we think it also comes with some caveats worth exploring and discussing.

We feel very fortunate that our teachers have always encouraged experimentation. There really is no 
amount of information or even demonstration of methods that can ever replace our own experiential wisdom 
cultivated through experimentation. That is why we decided to include tea with Global Tea Hut right from 
the beginning—knowing that one cannot learn by reading alone. Any truth worth its salt will stand up to 
some trial and error, or at least that’s how we see it. We like the idea of trying different cups, pots and methods 
to suit the tea and your brewing style. And that is why we try to offer experiments throughout our issues and 
encourage a spirit of experimentation in students who attend our classes. Nothing has taken us further in our 
tea skills than a love for experimentation, especially when combined with a teacher’s guidance and conversa-
tions about the experiments afterwards.

When we survey this giant tea world full of wonder and so full of unprecedented access, we find a whole 
lot of experimentation that doesn’t seem to have a context or any parameters and is therefore not as effective 
as it could be. If a person wants to, they can buy a Japanese shiboridashi and put puerh into it, fill it with a 
Chaozhou kettle and then decant into a Taiwanese pitcher and drink from bowls. And this may be a valuable 
experiment, especially if the aim is to learn something from it. However, the issue with using different tradi-
tions’ teaware in ways other than what they are intended for, holding them in ways they were not designed 
to be held or other such looseness is that one never then grows into an understanding of why that method or 
teaware is designed as it is. It is one thing to hear a teacher say that a pot should be held thus and another to 
understand why yourself. The latter requires experimentation. If you randomly mix things up, you are step-
ping over the wisdom of the traditions that created those methods and wares. We wonder if this embodies 
the respect that is one of the four virtues of tea, but that will be for each of us to ponder on our own.

Of course, if your approach to tea is very casual, the lines of where a type of teaware or brewing method 
come from or finding a teacher in that lineage to teach you how to properly brew tea that way may not 
interest you. There is nothing wrong with the play of wares and methods per se, any more than there is 
with creating fusion foods. But we think that even the best fusions are created by an understanding of the 
source materials that are blended together. That way, our adaptations become conscious choices. We can 
then choose to use this method or that piece of teaware because we know their strengths and weaknesses 
and know how to properly apply them. 

Gongfu Sidehandle

Water: spring water or best bottled
Fire: coals, infrared or gas
Heat: high heat, fish-eye, 95°C
Brewing Methods: gongfu or 
sidehandle (try both)
Steeping: long steeping, then 1 flash,
then start growing longer (for gongfu)
Patience: 10–15 steepings

If you are brewing side-
handle, try leaving the lid 
off between steepings. With 
dian hong and other red 
teas, the tea can steam/
cook in a large pot be-
tween steepings, losing 
patience and flavor.

Tea of  the Month
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T he palace spires turned 
through ornate colors and 
patterns until they suddenly 

splayed out towards the sky like the 
swift turn of a brush stroke. The great 
red roof peaked above the whole com-
plex, crowning the Lord of Heaven and 
Earth who resided within. Every detail 
of every building, garden and fountain 
had been perfected through the centu-
ries. It was a great worship of dynasty. 
If it was possible for man to be Divine 
on Earth, it was possible for him to 
hope his way through the drudgery of 
a poor, rural life not miles away from 
this luxury. In fact, the farmer didn’t 
even mind sharing his all-too-meager 
income in order to pay for one of the 
small stones used to ornament but one 
of the many fountains that he and his 
kin would never see. Why? Because 
the proximity of possibility brightened 
his world, gave luster to his clouds 
and dreams to his sky. Having a man 
of flesh and blood between Earth and 
Heaven balanced things and assured 
the people that the Sky would hear 
their prayers. Sometimes when the 
sun was setting, the farmers would 
lean on their hoes, wipe the toil from 
their brows and smile at the shining 
buttresses, towers and sweeping wings 
of the palace roofs. They were grins of 
contentment. Heaven wasn’t that far 
away after all. (Of course, every village 
had those who didn’t agree, but those 
are other stories...)

Amazing that millions of such farm-
ers would all be forgotten, endlessly so. 
The craftsmen and artists whose great 
passion and patience had crafted all 

the glorious inspiration in the palace 
would also be lost. All the servants and 
cooks who orbited the Emperor like 
lesser moons, the counselors and ad-
ministrators who discussed matters of 
state, the eunuchs, wives and mistress-
es to fulfill his paradise—all would be 
eclipsed and erased in times to come. 
For the only one who mattered in this 
world was the one who walked bare-
foot across the strewn flowers that 
the nameless servants had spent all 
morning gathering; the one and only 
one permitted to wear the yellow silk 
that had been so cautiously woven and 
stitched to perfectly fit his golden and 
Divine form. Thousands of hours and 
tetra-watts of power had all been chan-
neled into the effort to make bliss of his 
reality. Was it possible for such a man 
to see beyond the walls he wasn’t per-
mitted to cross? Could one bathed in 
milk and stuffed with delight ever re-
alize that he and the dirty farmers he’d 
never seen both came into the world 
in the same kind of bloody spasm, and 
that they’d surely leave it the same too? 

For most of the emperors who 
came before and after His Highness 
the Fourteenth Qing Jing Xiang, the 
detachment brought on by a life in the 
palace only brought forth the desire for 
political power, expansion, conquest 
and glory at best, and decadent waste 
at worst. The monks taught that at-
tachment to material things led to suf-
fering. None of the emperors had ever 
had any issue with that lesson. It is dif-
ficult to have desire for material wealth 
when you’re surrounded by paradisa-
ical beauty that appeals to all the sens-

es. And what does it matter when any-
thing given, taken or broken is always 
replaced in kind, often with a newer 
and more beautiful replacement? Most 
emperors embraced their terrific pow-
er and reveled in their ability to move 
great forces with but a word. They rel-
ished in victory over foes they had nev-
er met, increases in wealth they would 
never spend and land they would nev-
er visit. It was the power itself surg-
ing through their very veins that en-
thralled them, not the property. Other 
emperors, like his father, ignored the 
world and grew fat and drunk as they 
more and more spread their arms and 
crashed backwards, adrift in the great 
sea of hedonism that everywhere sur-
rounded them. They seemed happy 
and carefree, but were hardly alive. 
History often dispensed with such 
kings, as they didn’t fit the illusion 
needed to justify the great expense 
necessary to make the Divine City. His 
father had been fortunate though and 
had lived all his days in peace, dying 
suddenly in middle age from what ev-
eryone knew was just his vices catching 
up to him. It had seemed almost surre-
al when Qing Jing Xiang had sat, but a 
young man, and watched the great cer-
emony that ordained him as Heaven’s 
representative on Earth. He had tried 
to be just and wise and rule his people 
with their interests at heart—to be ev-
erything his father had not been. But 
much of his power was just ceremo-
nial. There were ministers, councilors 
and governors who controlled much 
of the world with little more than rev-
erence and symbolic gesture to him.  

The Emperor
茶人: Wu De (無的)
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He probably could have swept up all 
the power if he had had the initiative, 
but his heart just wasn’t in the venture. 
He couldn’t work himself into the 
frenzy needed to care enough to seize 
power and crush any obstacles and op-
ponents. His disposition was far too 
distant.

From an early age he had loved one 
teacher above all his others. He was a 
senior accountant in the treasury and 
a eunuch. He had long ago been the 
boy-prince’s arithmetic teacher. In be-
tween abacus lessons, they would sit 
and drink tea. The Emperor had al-
ways had an interest in learning how 
to do the small things that emperors 
were supposed to have done for them. 
He immediately took an interest in 
the process of making tea. His teach-
er learned to reward concentration 
during arithmetic with lessons in tea 
preparation. He taught the boy which 
hardwood made the perfect charcoal. 
He showed him how to make the flame 
consistent with just the right amount 
of ash. Later, they would try different 

kettles of pottery, metal and then silver 
and gold, tasting just water to learn the 
differences each made. Though the boy 
wasn’t permitted to leave the Forbid-
den City, the old teacher described the 
mountains and springs the water came 
from in such detail that the boy could 
close his eyes, flare his nostrils and en-
vision life there by the river, mountains 
and sky. He longed even then to lead 
an ordinary life, with an ordinary wife, 
children; perhaps a farm and some an-
imals that would graze freely nearby. 
Of course his visions of pedestrian life 
were as celestial as the palace, but he 
was a boy and had never known hard-
ship. He was caught serving himself 
tea at the age of ten, but the Emperor 
only dismissed the issue. He told the 
court-appointed nanny, a burly eu-
nuch named Tung whose only pleasure 
in life was the pride and honor he felt 
on the rare occasion when he was given 
permission to turn the royal buttocks 
red, to let the boy be. The Emper-
or for the most part ignored his son, 
spoiling him the way he did himself. 

“Let the boy make tea like a servant. 
It’s quaint.” If he had only known that 
the dismissive wave of his hand would 
upset the whole empire in prophetic 
ripples, starting with his son playing 
with the royal teaware and leading to a 
time of turmoil followed by a complete 
change in dynastic power...

The boy’s teacher, Yang, had smug-
gled in a purple-sand clay teapot from 
the nearby village and given it to the 
prince on his twelfth birthday. It was 
so ordinary, nothing like the ornate 
porcelain served to him. He reveled in 
its simplicity. To him it was the most 
beautiful thing in the whole palace. 
It connected him to his dreams. He 
would stare for hours at the scrolls 
in his mother’s antechamber, the old 
yellowing ones with paintings of dis-
tant mountains and waterfalls. He had 
always been told that the palace was 
Heaven, but to him the mountains that 
danced down those scrolls were miles 
above the highest roof of the hall where 
court was held. At night when the last 
servant left his quarters, leaving behind 
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a single lamp so the boy wouldn’t be 
afraid of the dark, he would creep over 
and reach under the cabinet on the 
wall to retrieve the hidden bundle of 
silk there. Forgetting the need to be 
quiet, he would bound back to the bed 
and sit cross-legged, carefully unwrap-
ping his treasure. He would rub the 
little teapot and admire the gorgeous 
curves of its spout and simple handle. 
He could notice the slight burnish that 
increased with each and every use. He 
would rub it with the silk wrapping 
and smell the inside, longing for the 
rare breaks in his math classes when he 
was free to use it. His teacher would 
tell him of the craggy Wuyi Mountains 
near his distant home. He said they re-
ally did spin and turn, dancing towards 
the sky like they did in the paintings. 
The boy would sigh and dream of his 
little wooden house without any Tung 
or court ladies, long dinners, lessons 
or endless occasion. He longed to 
gather tea leaves, collect water from 
a stream up a path that would start 
near his cottage. His life there would 

be so gloriously ordinary that in those 
brief visions he would come to believe 
that he was in fact closer to the gods 
than anyone else. To look on the boy 
as he closed his eyes and daydreamed 
of the mountains brought the old 
teacher great joy. He taught the boy 
how to taste the different teas, showing 
him the differences between the green 
leaves, the balled oolongs from south 
of his home and the elegant striped teas 
of Wuyi. These were the boy’s favorite. 
He wondered why the court always 
drank such flowery tea with imported 
sugar when there were such glorious 
leaves as these in the world. Then again 
his father had always favored the rice 
wine, even during the day when others 
were drinking tea. He vowed to change 
that when he was emperor. From then 
on the tribute teas would be worthy of 
the throne.

When the boy reached his teens, he 
still wanted to drink tea with the very 
old teacher, even though they had fin-
ished school. He would often ask about 
Yang’s life before the palace. He want-

ed to know every detail about how the 
food was cooked in the village, what 
they did when the roof leaked, what 
their beds looked and felt like—every-
thing! The old eunuch loved the boy. 
His kindness had brought favor to the 
accountant within the palace staff and 
made his life easier. Everyone knew the 
boy would be emperor one day and 
that his favorite teacher would surely 
have great power then. He also loved 
to reminisce about his family, whom 
he would never see again. He was more 
than happy to spend the afternoon 
drinking cup after cup and recounting 
all the details of life below the great 
spires of Wuyi. After all, it would serve 
the Emperor well to know just how his 
people were living beyond these walls. 

As the boy grew older, his duties 
increased and he began to visit the 
old teacher less and less. He was there, 
though, when the old servant died. 
He held his hand and cried, thanking 
him for the tea. The old man smiled 
in understanding, seeing his teach-
ings alive in the young man’s eyes.  

12



13/ The Emperor

The teacher had been more of a father 
to Qing Jing Xiang than his own had 
ever been. He was buried with all the 
honors of a regent…

The grown Emperor stared down at 
the simple teapot that now fit snugly 
in the palm of his hand. It was smooth 
and shiny in the moonlight, shades of 
purple smeared with silver glares that 
made it seem almost magical. It had 
always been so to him. Though his 
world since birth had sparkled with 
the brilliance of every shade of gem, 
it had all seemed to be nothing more 
than glass, as though the whole rain-
bow palace was painted on the surface 
of an eggshell that a single flick could 
shatter. Only the teapot had ever had 
real beauty. It was solid, earthy—and 
yet hollowed sky within. It had been 
used by some villager for years before 
being passed on to him. Hundreds of 
times had leaves been gently placed 
within and steeped with water, the pot 
steaming in peace as the aromas re-
leased their serenity and brought com-
fort to the villager, or so he imagined... 
And then he had treasured it and it 
had served him too, not with a sense 
of luxury, comfort or ease the way it 
had its previous owner. The pot had 
been his wings, for it was on the gilded 
spirals of steam that he had flown over 
the palace walls to the secret cottage in 
his mind. 

He gently held the robes in the 
drawer aside and placed the teapot 
below. Only the Emperor himself was 
allowed to touch this dresser, these 
robes. He stood still and voiced a silent 
prayer that the teapot would contin-
ue on through time, bringing joy and 
peace to its next owner and all those 
beyond. He reached in his pocket and 
squeezed the metal there until it hurt 
his palm, remembering his teacher. 
He remembered the hours in the sun 
drinking green tea, the games of chess 
and dark aged tea with the rain drum-
ming the roof with rhythms that made 
the flowers bow. He could see his mas-
ter’s wrinkled hands turning the lids 
off the endless little ornate tins he car-
ried in his robes to let him smell the 
tea. The old man laughed at his excited 
huffs of the tea. “Breathe deeply and 
slowly, inhaling its elegance gently,” his 
teacher would repeat each time. And 
each time he would revel in the reward 
of doing just that—smelling deeper 
and finding ever more layers. 

One afternoon, after a few hours 
of drinking tea quietly, the master had 
told him how he had used his influ-
ence to get a copy of the key used to 
open the kitchen gates the foods were 
brought in through to be inspected on 
their way to the royal table. He said he 
had used half of his salary throughout 
the years to have the best teas brought 
to the palace to share with the boy. 
When the boy offered to compensate 
him, he only shook his head and said 
that one day he would pay him back 
and then some. The boy had promised 
to grant the old man any wish when he 
became emperor...

Years later, the Emperor squeezed 
the metal in his pocket as the yellow 
robe slipped from his naked form and 
slithered to the floor in a soft pile. For 
the first time in his life, he allowed a 
coarse brown cloth to touch his flesh, 
passing over his raised fist that still 
held the metal shaft, its string thong 
dangling down his arm. He remem-
bered squeezing the old teacher’s hand 
as he died. The old man had smiled 
and beckoned him near. In a raspy 
voice he had said: “When you’re ready, 
go to my room and find the jar with 
my best tea. You’ll know the one. Brew 
it once for me. That’s my only wish—
the one you promised me you would 
grant.” Though he had died some time 
later, those had been his last words. 
The prince had declared that his rooms 
were to be left untouched for all time. 

Swept up in duty, years had whirled 
by. He’d been married to a princess 
from the North, though she hadn’t yet 
borne him a child; he was thankful for 
that now. He had buried his father and 
sat as the pomp and glory of his king-
dom paraded before him. Even then 
he felt hollow. He had tried ruling for 
some time, using his visions of Wuyi 
and the people there to guide his de-
cisions, but he was too easily steered 
astray into daydreaming by the advis-
ers who coveted the power of the state. 
His greatest teacher had taught him 
too much about Heaven and too little 
about the ways of the Earth... 

Years had gone by and he had all but 
forgotten his master’s wish, until this 
very afternoon, in fact, as he sat brew-
ing his tea with his treasured pot—it 
was now a royal edict that the Emper-
or would make his own tea with pur-
ple-sand pots, thousands of which had 
poured into the city in tribute when 

it was found that he loved them, but 
none of the ornate masterpieces even 
approached the beauty of his first sim-
ple one—he sat brewing a good Wuyi 
tea that had just been given to the 
court and wondering where in Heaven 
his teacher was. Then he remembered 
the wish. He cleaned the pot and ran 
off to his teacher’s corridors. Servants 
had to drop things to make their ob-
servances as the Emperor surprised 
them, dashing by. He found the rooms 
just as they had always been, though 
covered in dust. He grabbed a rag and 
cleaned off the shelf of jars that the 
teacher had kept all his teas in. There 
was row upon row of elegant silver 
and gold canisters, beautiful porcelain 
painted with weeks of meticulous reds 
and blues and other fineries, many of 
which had been gifts from the emperor 
himself. He’d known which one held 
the best tea right way. It was a simple 
brown clay pot with a crooked lid—no 
carving decorated its walls, no glaze or 
paint highlighted its curves. The Em-
peror smiled and cleaned off the old 
tea table. He washed the old kettle as 
the charcoal heated up. When every-
thing was ready, he poured the last of 
the great, aged tea out into a dish. A 
glimmer of gold and a metal ding sur-
prised him. He set the pot down and 
brushed the old brown leaves and their 
dust aside. There beneath was an old, 
worn brass key…

***
The Emperor quietly pushed the 

last gate aside. He stepped out into the 
open air and smiled even at the com-
post heap that jutted up against the 
nearby palace wall behind the kitch-
ens. He looked out towards the hori-
zon, closed his eyes, sighed and flared 
his nostrils just as he had done as a 
boy. His eyes opened to resolve and 
he strode with determination out into 
the dawning village. The old master’s 
wish had come true: a lifetime of tea 
had worn off the gilded illusions and 
the Son of Heaven had found his way 
to the Earth...
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T here was an unusual odor in 
the Secret Paw teahouse that 
night: a cool, minty softness 

with sweet overtones that spiraled 
slowly through the air. It smelled 
something akin to a powdered herb 
that Kirri’s mistress would sometimes 
lace over her toys, only much, much 
stronger.  

Kirri hopped down from her guard-
ing spot above the parlor stove. The 
scent had been strong enough to stop 
her following the tracks of mice about 
the tea shelves. Rodents she was used 
to. She had been taking care of night-
time intruders in the store for three 
years now, but never before had she 
encountered something that smelled 
like this. 

Kirri padded her way from the par-
lor into the conservatory, swishing her 
tail in anticipation. Faint moonlight 
filtered through the long windows, 
giving her pale, silver-streaked fur an 
almost luminescent tinge. Outside 
lay a garden, filled to the brim with 
flourishing trees, bushes and flowers. 
During the day, Kirri loved nothing 
more than to sit on one of the cushions 
and watch the birds flit back and forth 
between the branches. Kirri hopped 

up to her usual vantage, then pressed 
her face against the glass. There was a 
strange plant standing at the corner of 
the wooden terrace. She could not re-
member having seen it during the day, 
and she was pretty sure she would re-
member seeing it for its long, flattened 
leaves reminded her of rats’ tails. 

Deciding it required further ex-
amination, Kirri jumped down, then 
pushed her way through a loose pan-
el in the wall that she often used as a 
doorway.  

Immediately, she was hit with 
an overwhelming blanket of floral, 
grass-like wonder. Taking a step clos-
er toward the plant, she realized that 
she was not alone out there. A medi-
um-sized tabby, perhaps a little smaller 
than Kirri, was winding its way around 
the back of the pot. Its ears were worn, 
and its coat mottled, as if it had faced 
many conflicts during its life. It did not 
seem aggressive, however, for it rubbed 
and sniffed at the plant as comfortably 
as if it were in its own territory. Kirri 
hunkered down with a light growl.  

“Mmm... intoxicating, isn’t it?” the 
tabby murmured as it flopped over 
onto its back to bat at the trailing 
leaves.  

“This is my territory,” hissed Kirri, 
inching closer to the tabby with a slight 
arch in her back. The tabby paused its 
play, rolling onto one side to give his 
left paw a good lick. “Now, now, I’m 
not here for a scratch-up,” the tabby 
soothed, “I merely wish to share this 
delectable delicacy with my neighbor.” 

“I live alone here, and I like it that 
way,” she growled lightly, extend-
ing her claws further so that the tips 
scratched lightly into the wooden 
floorboards. The tabby let out a deep 
sigh. “Suit yourself, just, try not to eat 
it all at once,” he said, rising to his feet. 
His body slinked like a shadow as he 
crept away over the garden wall.  

Kirri turned her attention back to-
ward the plant. This could be a trap, 
some kind of cunning plan to establish 
dominance, she thought. She should 
probably turn back inside and forget it 
ever existed, and yet... 

Kirri padded her way over to the 
plant, then brushed her nose along 
the edge of the leaves. Mint, grass, 
rain and spring. The glorious plant 
made her mouth water. Perhaps she 
should give it a taste—just a small one,  
to determine the true nature of this 
“gift.” 

Kirri 
茶人: Elizabeth Carlyon, Sweden 

of  the 
Secret  Paw

Photography by Kristina Clark
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She bit a small tip from one of the 
leaves. She could not suppress the purr 
that followed from the flavor. It was 
like catnip and marigolds all rolled 
into one with a delicious syrupy con-
sistency. Her purr grew louder, rum-
bling through her body. She chewed 
off another leaf. The flavor was calming 
and sat deep within her belly. It stilled 
her mind. Before she knew it, she had 
devoured the entire plant. All that was 
left were small green stubs sticking out 
of potted earth. 

Kirri sat down to consider the con-
sequences of what she had just done. 
Her body felt so tired and heavy. She 
should go back inside. Who would 
take care of the mice if she was not 
there? At least she should go and curl 
up back on the tea counter. Yet, for 
some reason, she just couldn’t bring up 
the will to do so. At that moment, she 
could not care less whether the build-
ing was guarded or not. She could rest 
where she was, just for a while at least. 

A screeching cry jolted Kirri from 
her slumber, followed by a course, 
throaty laugh. She shot to all fours 
with a start, fur standing on end. A 
small, feathered body with tufted ears 
and a hooked beak stared at her from 
the edge of a tree branch. She recog-
nized his scent as an owl she had had 
a territorial dispute with when she first 
moved here. She dug her claws into 
the wooden floor, preparing herself for 
a fight. “Save yourself little hunter,” 
the owl chuckled, “I have no interest 
in getting your fur stuck in my talons 
tonight. Fate has shaped a far more 
interesting destiny for you.” “Get out 
of my sight,” Kirri hissed, tensing her 
haunches. 

“Bad little hunter, fell asleep under 
the sky, mistress won’t keep you any-
more when she finds out what’s on 
your mind,” the owl chortled, deeply 
amused by its own humor. Kirri won-
dered if she could make the leap onto 
the branch before it flitted away. The 
owl shuffled closer to the tree trunk, as 
if it had read her mind. 

“What do you want?” she growled, 
but the owl did not respond. It contin-
ued to chuckle with its low, scratchy 
tone as it hopped higher through the 
branches. 

Kirri wagged her tail in fury. What 
was it with all these nightly visitors this 
evening? Could they not simply leave 
her in peace?  

Head bowed low, she turned to stalk 
back inside. At least the owl’s rude in-
terruption had given her enough mo-
tivation to move back inside. Perhaps 
she could take out her frustration on 
a rodent or two before going back to 
sleep. Kirri padded her way toward the 
cat flap, then froze.  

The back door was wide open. 
Someone had snuck past her whilst she 
was sleeping and opened the back door. 
Tensing her paws, Kirri ran quickly in-
side. 

The interior of the conservatory 
seemed largely undisturbed. Table run-
ners and flower vases still stood casting 
low shadows in the moonlight. Statues 
and tapestries hung in perfect form 
from the walls. The building itself 
stood quiet, almost too quiet. It was 
almost as if the door had simply drifted 
open by itself, yet this could not be the 
case. The air ran thick with the sour 
stench of the unfamiliar tabby cat.  

A bitter lump of realization began 
to form in her stomach. She prowled 
her way toward the parlor, searching 
for some kind of evidence that would 
shed light on the intruder’s intention.  
The main seating area stood also in a 
perfect area of order. Not a chair had 
been moved, not a table had been 
tilted. It was almost as if the intrud-
er’s plan had been merely to enter and 
leave without a trace—almost.  

Kirri hopped up to her usual spot 
atop the stove, then mewled in horror. 
The tea shelves lay to the side of the 
stove. Tea shelves that had been filled 
with clay and metal canisters only a 
short while ago. Tea shelves that now 
stood empty. Motes of dust danced 
above empty rings. The tabby had sto-
len her mistress’s tea. And she had let 
him. 

Wings stirred the air behind her.  
“Strangers enter, come and see, out 

goes hunter, leaving the garden to me!” 
the owl cooed victoriously.  

“Shut up,” Kirri hissed, but it only 
made the owl laugh more. She couldn’t 
even summon the effort to take a swipe 
at him, for his words rang true in her 
ears. As soon as her mistress learned of 
her folly, she would be deemed useless 
for her purpose. She had failed in her 
guard duty. Failed to keep intruders at 
bay. She would be cast out onto the 
street—and street cats never lasted 
long. Without a human to take care of 
them, they were forced to scrounge for 

whatever scraps they could find, never 
owning territory, never knowing safety. 
Maybe after a few weeks of that living 
the owl would finally make her his 
meal after all. 

“Your days are numbered bad, lit-
tle pussy,” the owl croaked, as if it had 
read her mind. Kirri did not respond. 
She did not need to. There was still one 
option left before she admitted defeat. 
She needed to get the tea back before 
her mistress realized her failure. 

***
“Ohh my wonderful Bobby! Look 

at what we have done!” exclaimed Mis-
tress Golub as she squeezed her little 
tabby under one arm. Bob did not 
like being picked up. Golub always 
squeezed him too tightly and she smelt 
like stale milk. Yet, if he resisted, she 
would nip and pinch at his legs until 
he was forced to hold still. It was better 
to just wait it out. 

“Exquisite oolongs, rich puerhs, 
fresh whites and aged beauties,” she 
beamed, “Everyone will know the 
name of the Golden Leaf!” Golub 
plopped Bob down, rather roughly, 
on the serving counter of the small 
teahouse, then cracked open the top 
of one of her newly acquired canis-
ters. She inhaled deeply. Bob hopped 
down from the counter. As he did, his 
tail caught the side of the open con-
tainer, knocking it over. A small pile of 
tea leaves spilled onto the parlor floor. 
Mistress Golub’s mood turned. 

“Clumsy muppet!” she yelled, giv-
ing him a sharp kick in the side.  

As she bent down to scoop up the 
leaves, Bob snuck away toward the 
front door, hoping to avoid another 
blow. A bitter resentment hung heav-
ily in his heart. He had worked hard 
that evening, ensuring that their theft 
went as smoothly as possible. He had 
hoped that his dedication would mean 
something to her, but apparently, he 
was still as worthless as before. 

The door to the teahouse hung 
slightly ajar and a cool breeze stirred 
his fur. Cautiously, Bob stuck his 
head through the door to take a 
peek. It was dark outside. Almost too 
dark even for his sensitive cat eyes 
to see. Houses towered high on ei-
ther side, allowing barely any light to 
creep through into the dark shadows.  
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19/ Kirri of the Secret Paw

Humans loved to cast their unwanted 
waste at the bottom of enclosed streets 
and today the stench of refuse was 
so strong that it burned his nose and 
made it impossible to distinguish one 
smell from another. Something rustled 
from behind a pile of empty crates. 
Bob stepped outside, hoping that it 
was a rat or a squirrel he could hunt 
for dinner. 

A silvery paw shot out of the 
darkness, flattening him against the 
wall. Two pale, angry eyes stared out 
of a broad, masked face. The moon-
light-colored fur of the siberian was 
unmistakable. “You stole tea from my 
mistress,” she hissed, drawing her claws 
closer to her face. Bob shrank toward 
the ground. “It is time to give it back.” 

“Y-y-your mistress will h-h-have 
to buy n-n-new...” His voice came out 
thinner and weaker than he hoped. 
She pushed him roughly up against 
the wall.

“I would like to settle this in a 
peaceful manner, but—” 

Bob opened his mouth, then let 
out a high-pitched wail that caused 
the siberian to leap backward in shock. 
He dashed toward the door, hoping 
to make it through before her claws 
caught up with him. 

Two thundering feet blocked the 
doorway.  

“What is this?” yelled Mistress Gol-
ub in a shrill tone. The door to the 
teahouse swung open, flooding the 
alleyway with lamplight. The siberian’s 
fur lit up like a beacon, too stunned 
to flee. In one swift movement, his 
mistress bent down, hand extended 
to clasp onto the scruff of her neck. 
His rival wriggled and writhed in an 
attempt to shake herself free, but it was 
too late. Mistress Golub hoisted her 
high into the air. 

“Are you hassling my Bobby?” she 
shouted, then peered more closely into 

the siberian’s face. “My, my, my, you’re 
a fine one, aren’t you? Perhaps I could 
make a pair of slippers out of you.” 

Mistress Golub turned, then 
marched the cat into the store. Bob 
followed after her at a distance, watch-
ing as she locked the feline into a stor-
age cupboard. Loud mewls sounded 
from within. Bob stared at the door 
in shock. All he had wanted was to 
save his own hide. He waited until his 
mistress had moved to another part of 
the shop before he approached. The 
scratches coming from inside the door 
were deafening. 

“You need to stop whining,” he 
hissed, “If you annoy her further, she 
will do worse things to you.” 

The siberian grew quiet behind the 
door. 

“It smells of fur and spit in here,” 
she whispered softly. “Is this where she 
keeps you?” Bob did not answer the 
question. His mistress was not terrible 
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all the time. She did like to give him 
scraps from her plate when she was full 
and would pet him from time to time. 
Perhaps it was just the way of humans 
to be cruel to things they liked. 

“My mistress is kind; she brushes 
me every day and lets me go wher-
ever I please. She deserves that tea 
much more than your brute of an 
owner,” hissed the siberian.  “I already 
said I cannot help you,” he said, then 
prowled away to the shadows of the 
stairwell. Somewhere where he could 
not smell her scent. 

***
Day arrived and Mistress Golub’s 

mood did not improve. She now had 
more teas than any other house in 
Kianwae. And yet, if anything, her 
customers were more dissatisfied than 
ever. They complained that her brews 

were too bitter, too weak, that her wa-
ter corroded the leaves until all that re-
mained was polluted water. They asked 
for her old green tea blend. However, 
when she served it they accused her 
of adding citrus or fennel, which she, 
quite frankly, had not. Bob tried to 
comfort her. He tried to suggest they 
wait a while with serving the new teas 
until she had got to know them better, 
but all he got in return was scalding 
water cast at him. She missed, but only 
narrowly. She screamed that it was all 
his fault. He had crossed her path too 
many times as they brought the tea 
home and had corrupted the leaves. 
The siberian cat’s words played in his 
mind. Could there really be a mistress 
somewhere who would treat her cat 
with respect? 

By afternoon there were no cus-
tomers left in the store. Mistress Golub 
retired to the cellar and Bob could hear 
sounds of ceramic shattering down be-

low. Bob took his chance to return to 
the cupboard door. 

“Tell me more about your mistress,” 
he whispered. “Does she ever hit you?” 
There was a sound of shuffling, then a 
small gray nose appeared beneath the 
door. 

“No,” the siberian said softly, “She 
gives me fresh salmon every morning 
and lets me curl up on her knee when 
the house is quiet.” 

Bob hung his head. He had smelled 
salmon down at the market, but never 
once had he been able to taste it.  

“Stand back,” he said, then, stretch-
ing onto his tiptoes, he drew open the 
metal bolt with his teeth. The door 
drifted open.  

“I cannot help you return the tea, 
but I can help you escape,” he whis-
pered. The siberian did not stir. Poking 
his head inside, he saw two wide eyes 
staring at him from the innermost cor-
ner. 
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21/ Kirri of the Secret Paw

“I cannot go back without the tea,” 
said the siberian. 

“I’m sorry for what I’ve put you 
through,” he muttered, “But we are 
two cats, and she is a human. We can-
not carry such a load without help.” 

The siberian cast her gaze toward 
the ground. Bob began to understand. 
Just as he had hoped to impress his 
mistress by helping her steal the tea, his 
enemy believed she had lost her own-
er’s respect by letting the act happen in 
the first place. A thought occurred to 
him then. 

“Wait here,” he said, then disap-
peared into the store front. A small 
bag of tea stood on the counter that 
his mistress had not yet managed to 
transfer into a container. He picked it 
up between his teeth, then dropped it 
at the foot of the siberian. 

“Admitting mistakes is hard,” he 
told her, “But it is the only way we 
can move on. You said your mistress is 
kind. If that is true, she will listen to 
you, she will give you a chance to prove 
yourself. If she doesn’t... then she’s not 
really worth it.” 

“What is your name?” asked the 
siberian. 

***
Water bubbled and boiled on the 

stove at the Secret Paw. The sound 
of gentle conversation shimmered 
through the air. Never before had Assa 
noticed such a degree of serenity and 
calm within her store. It had been a 
horrid morning, waking to discover 
that all of her teas had been stolen. For-
tunately, the burglars had not known 
about the cake of aged tea that she kept 
locked away in her private quarters. 
She had avoided brewing that tea for 
so long, afraid that she would spoil the 
leaves with her incompetence. Today 
she had no choice but to try, and what 
a success it had been. With no other 
fragrances and varieties to distract her, 
she had been truly able to focus on the 
message of this one tea. The customers 
must have felt it too for they requested 
cup after cup, never once inquiring af-
ter other varieties. 

The only thing she truly missed was 
her beloved cat. Assa had not seen Kir-
ri since the night before and was be-
ginning to grow concerned that some-
thing had happened to her during the 

burglary. Even as the thought crossed 
her mind, she spotted a small, white 
shape slinking over the garden wall. 
Putting the pot in her hand down, 
she ran outside, wrapping her feline 
up into a tight embrace. A second cat 
plodded along behind her, a tabby, 
scraggly and bony in form. He carried 
a small bag of tea in his mouth. Kirri 
buried her face deep into her shirt but 
did not purr. 

“I am so sorry,” the little cat cried, 
then proceeded to recount the events 
of the previous night. How she had 
eaten the strange plant and allowed in-
truders to steal the tea. How she had 
tried to get the tea back, only to end 
up locked in a cupboard. If it weren’t 
for the tabby cat, Bob, she would not 
be here now.  

“It seems you have learned a diffi-
cult lesson indeed,” Assa murmured to 
the pair, “Though your gravest mistake 
was not telling me. This is a human 
matter and Maeve Golub and I must 
solve this between ourselves.” 

“You are not angry with me?” mew-
led Kirri, sounding somewhat con-
fused. 

“Not in the slightest; you made a 
genuine misjudgment, then did what 
you thought was right to make up 
for it. Intention is more important to 
me than the outcome. I am blessed 
to have a cat that cares so much,” she 
said, scratching the cat under the chin. 
“Now come in, both of you. There’s 
fresh salmon waiting in the kitchen.”
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C harlie had music in her blood. 
For as long as anyone in her 
family could remember, her 

ancestors had devotedly vibrated their 
vocal cords, and anything else that 
they could make or find that would 
resound. Therefore, no one in her fam-
ily was surprised when she made it big, 
being rooted in such rich soil. She had 
somehow always known it too, that 
one day, she would be a household 
name. 

“Are you ready to Rock ‘n’ Roll?” 
Connor asked with a grin.

Her friends had gathered to wish 
her well as she started off on her world-
wide tour.

“I really am,” Charlie replied. “I feel 
like this is what I was created to do.”

“You are going to blow them all 
away,” Shen said kindly. “Your music 
really takes people to a deeper level.”

“Picture time!” Jaanus announced. 
An avid photographer, he just couldn’t 

help himself. “Come on, gather round 
everyone.”

They all smiled as the red blinking 
light counted down…. Flash.

“That’s going to be a good one,” 
Wu said, as he sneakily handed Charlie 
a bag of homemade trail mix. He knew 
if the group saw it, it would be gone 
before she even got on the first flight. 
Her eyes twinkled in knowing thanks. 

Joyce pulled her in for a hug. “I’m 
going to miss you.” 

“Awww, you guys, you always take 
such good care of me. Thank you for 
being the best friends I could ever ask 
for.” 

One more round of hugs, and a fi-
nal wave goodbye as she had to pause 
right outside the door for the mail 
truck to pass, and then she was out of 
sight. 

Charlie’s travels did not go as 
smoothly, and instead of arriving ear-
ly to be able to do a run-through and 

settle for a while, there were significant 
delays. She wouldn’t arrive until it was 
basically showtime. Her stage manag-
er, Bryan, assured her she didn’t need 
to worry, and everything would be 
prepared for her to just show up and 
shine. She trusted her crew and the 
process, and knew they would do a 
great job, so she just stayed calm and 
surrendered to what was.

When she finally arrived backstage, 
mere minutes before the show was 
scheduled to start, she changed out 
of her travel clothes, quickly stuffing 
them into her favorite tin suitcase cov-
ered with stickers. She’d never been big 
on flashy costumes, preferring instead 
loose, natural fibers that allowed her 
fans to stay focused on receiving her 
healing melodies and lyrics. Moving 
into the wings after she was dressed, 
she allowed herself a quick peek behind 
the curtain. Reporters often comment-
ed on how Charlie had the best fans. 

The
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While many people enjoyed her mu-
sic, there really was something special 
about the ones who showed up to her 
concerts. She smiled fondly at her di-
verse, global audience. They were all 
finely dressed, and unlike other shows, 
no one was completely absorbed by 
their phones, or drunk already. They 
knew this was a special experience, and 
they were ready to give their rapt and 
respectful attention. Charlie could feel 
the sense of sibling connection and 
love they had already created, regard-
less of the fact that many of them spoke 
different languages, and she knew that 
it would be a sacred communion with 
them tonight.

She turned to the stage and gasped. 
She knew her crew was talented, but 
it still warmed her heart at how much 
loving care had gone into her set de-
sign. Everyone knew how inspired by 
Nature she was, and it looked like she 
was about to step into a lush meadow. 

Charlie didn’t know how they had got-
ten the wildflowers to appear as they 
would in an actual field, but it was 
magnificent. There was a stunning 
earthy runner that ran through the lay-
out, making it look like a well-traveled 
path. As she walked down it to center 
stage, taking it all in, she could smell 
subtle incense intermingling with the 
fresh flowers. And right in the very 
middle, a special stage had been set to 
elevate and highlight her. She got into 
place and just soaked in the ambiance 
for a minute. She felt so honored by 
this carefully crafted stage.

She noticed to her left that the crew 
had remembered to set out hot water 
as she had asked, as nothing was worse 
for vocal cords than cold liquid. She 
gave her mouth a little splash, finding 
the water just the right temperature. 
Already she felt as if her long travels 
were being washed away. She allowed 
herself a luxurious drink to quench her 

thirst. She could feel the music brew-
ing and signaled to Bryan that it was 
time. In the moment before the cur-
tains opened, she prayed her offering 
would be medicine to all who needed 
it. As the curtains slowly lifted, she 
could hear her fans affectionately and 
ceremoniously begin to chant their 
nickname for her, “Cha, Cha, Cha, 
Cha, Cha…” 

Cha opened her mouth and began 
to pour herself out. 

24



S ilence and sunlight: these were 
all that filled the small grove. 
Occasionally you heard some 

chirps of birds and the wind playing 
in the leaves. The grove filled who-
ever walked into it with peace and 
light-heartedness. The soft, gentle fig-
ure just entering was not an exception. 
Appreciating the silence and listening 
to the birds, the figure sat down in the 
middle of the grove. First, there were 
coals brought out. They were put into 
a stone-lined bamboo brazier and lit. 
After came a cracked old bowl and a 
cauldron, several decades old and well-
used from the look of it. Last came 
three items, taken out with smooth, 
graceful movements: a small linen bag 
with tea leaves, a ladle and then the fig-
ure took a tube and placed it behind 
her. Then the figure got up and filled 
the tube with fresh water from a spring 
she found behind some lush, jade- 
colored bushes a few paces away.

The figure then sat down and 
poured water into the cauldron which 
soon began to boil, and gently added 
salt and the tea leaves. The water shift-
ed in color and grew darker by the sec-
ond. A mild and earthly fragrance filled 
the grove as the figure began to medi-
tate. A few minutes later, she scooped 
up a bowl and drew in the liquor. 

All was ideal, still and silent. That 
was, until there came a tapping. Clos-
er now, like someone drumming far 
away. But no, this was no tapping. 
These were steps. Human steps. The 
figure reached into a pocket and laid 
hands on a small statue of a deity and 
mumbled a prayer. 

A moment later, a clear but calm 
voice came from behind: “There you 
are! I have been looking for you for so 
long. Thank the ancestors I found you! 
I knew the spirits weren’t wrong! We 
need your help. For it is you? You’re 
‘The Master Brewer,’ right?” 

“I am master of none and noth-
ing. I am no one, just a traveler pass-
ing through,” the figure exclaimed as 
she slowly spun around and looked at 
the young woman before her. She was 
a noble daughter, with simple clothes 
and a genuine look in her eyes. The 
noble daughter opened her mouth 
once again: “The spirits of the forest 
described you. It is you! And…” she 
added a bit more humbly, “they also 
said you would deny it.” The figure 
sighed, “Some might refer to me as the 
‘Brewer,’ yes.” And the Brewer thought 
of what her old master had taught her: 
“Be of service and be in love. Wherev-
er the road might carry you, never for-
get that.” The Brewer gathered herself 
and decided to do not what she might 
have wanted to do, but what had to be 
done. After sharing a bowl or two, she 
slowly and carefully packed up all her 
teaware and set out with the villager 
guiding her back to the town.

A

茶人: Frederik Wallin, Sweden 
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27/ A Peace Treaty

Later that day, the Brewer entered 
a town down the mountain. Upon en-
tering, she saw the royal palace reach-
ing up above the merchants’ stalls and 
houses and soon found herself escorted 
into a room where servants were pre-
paring for peace talks between this and 
another ruling kingdom. The Brewer 
had heard of these meetings. The two 
kingdoms were so different that they 
had been at war for almost a thousand 
years. This was their annual meeting 
where they sued for peace or at the 
very least a temporary truce—a thou-
sand meetings and a thousand failures. 
Some years they did cease fighting for 
a time, but the peace never lasted and 
the two kingdoms eventually would 
start fighting again.

The two opposing forces were none 
other than the Cold King and the 
Queen of Flame. The King’s chilly and 
displeased tone versus the Queen’s rag-
ing outbursts were all but doomed to 

fail to make peace. The Brewer knew 
this but also knew there was hope. 
And so the Brewer sat down in medi-
tation before the table in the center of 
the room. She then laid out a chaxi: a 
simple cloth, her stone-lined bamboo 
stove, kettle, pot, cups and a jian shui. 
She laid the coals and began to boil the 
fresh spring water she had brought. 
After crossing her legs and adjusting 
her body, she turned her awareness to 
what was before her: two empty seats 
for the King and Queen. The room 
slowly began to fill up with people 
from near and far: merchants, nobles, 
farmers and monks, all secretly praying 
to be done with this war even though it 
seemed hopeless. The task at hand was 
no easy one. 

The King entered from the right 
door, causing the temperature to 
drop, and the heat from the Brewer’s 
coals abated. Everyone present shud-
dered and pulled their coats up high.  

The Queen of Flame entered from the 
left. Her prescence radiated such heat 
that the crowd started sweating and 
the Brewer’s coals once more flared up. 
They took their seats next to each other 
in front of the Brewer. It was tradition 
that they share in some refreshment 
before the discussions began. This 
time, it was tea…

And so, the Brewer bowed and 
started brewing without a word. The 
water started boiling thanks to the 
Queen’s presence, and the King’s cool 
influence kept the leaves fresh. First, 
the pot and cups were cleaned, then 
a moment of pure silence followed as 
the tea was held up to a heart, gentle as 
snow and loving like the heat of a bra-
zier. Tea was placed gently into the pot 
and then she poured the water, which 
fell as if from the Heavens, forming a 
dragon’s descent down into the pot. 
And so the tea was poured into the 
cups and served to the guests.
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As they realized clarity and saw 
things for what they truly were, the 
King and Queen awakened. And they 
realized they were the same as before, 
yet changed. They turned in unison 
toward each other. Everyone in the 
room had a feeling of butterflies in 
their bellies as the Queen expressed 
a beautiful heartwarming smile. And 
the King’s ice was no longer oppres-
sive. It filled the room with a pleasant, 
relaxing sensation and each breath 
was minty and fresh. Then they both 
turned to the Brewer to give thanks for 
what had been done, for the peace that 
was brought. But in front of them was 
nothing except for the wooden table. 
And on it, a pot filled with tea. 
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The first cup moistened their throats. 
The second shattered all their feelings of solitude. 
The third cup purified their digestion, re-opening 
their compassion and the five thousand volumes 
they had studied, bringing them to mind afresh. 
The fourth induced their perspiration. The Cold King 
had not felt this warmth in several hundred years, 
and it evaporated all of life’s trials and tribulations.
With the fifth cup, their bodies sharpened, crisp like 
a cold winter’s day. The Queen of Flame had not 
in centuries felt such a clear and cool feeling in her 
body. She welcomed it with grace.
The sixth cup was the first step to the road of peace.
And the seventh sat steaming. It needn’t be drunk as 
they were lifted to the abode of the immortals. 

最
後
碗



T he cracked old bowl had 
known many hands over the 
years. Each held it with a soft, 

unspoken reverence, as though they 
were holding a small piece of Divin-
ity that had fallen from the Heavens to 
nestle in the Earth for an ageless eon 
before arising anew, crafted out of the 
oneness of earth and clay. The first to 
touch it, separate it and make it were 
hands that knew of the magic born 
from the Earth—that saw the Earth as 
alive and treated the process of making 
forms from clay as an act of transfor-
mation, of birth and life from death 
and decay.

Those first hands so long ago, in 
the measure of human years, had 
pulled it quietly from its long slumber 
and whispered to it, beckoned for it to 
take a new form. At first it resisted this 
sudden transformation after so long 
part of something seemingly solid yet 
ever-changing. When was the last time 

it had changed forms in such a way? 
It was always changing but in a flow 
of time that made it seem unchanging 
to the eyes of most beings, especially 
those of the human world that moved 
so quickly. But in the end, it surren-
dered to the process of transformation 
and followed those weathered hands 
that knew the power and reverence in 
making, knew the way to shape earth 
into something new, something simple 
yet filled with joy for those in the hu-
man world.

It began to transform from clay 
into a new form. A form that would be 
much more useful and appreciated by 
humans. It was broken down and re-
shaped into a bowl. A simple bowl that 
humans would use for food and drink. 
It was now in an unadorned form that 
despite its simple physical nature held 
quite a power since without it the hu-
mans couldn’t survive. It served the hu-
mans in a role that was a necessity for 

their lives and the movement of their 
world, that raced along the roads of 
change at a dazzlingly fast pace.

Those first hands to touch and see 
what it could become had now given 
it a whole new world to observe and 
quietly serve in the background of 
the daily life of humans. It was given 
a purpose that it had not known be-
fore. The changes it felt were deeper 
than its physical transformation. It 
had emerged from the vast stretches of 
slow change found in the embrace of 
the Earth to now inhabit a world that 
seemed to change constantly. With the 
passing of time, which felt different to 
what it had known before being shaped 
into a bowl, it began to curiously ob-
serve the short burn of the human lives 
it served and circled through. For while 
time was a slow stream meandering 
through a vast landscape for it, for the 
humans their lives and the passing of 
time were a raging river after summer 

An

茶人: Connor Goss, Australia/Taiwan
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storms; ever so brief and fragile. It saw 
within that briefness a tender beauty 
that was uniquely of the human world. 
It slowly understood the movement of 
their lives in a new light. The joy of 
their lives nourished it.

It came to know many hands, many 
lives that it served and offered them a 
simple joy found in the nourishment 
of food. While its purpose was small, it 
eagerly cherished the opportunity. As 
the humans around it came and went, 
it noticed more tumultuous changes to 
their world. It had not known of things 
like disease, famine and war but to the 
humans those were like passing storms 
to endure and move through. Despite 
the distance of those things and its in-
ability to understand what it meant 
for the humans, it felt the loss such 
tragedies brought—felt the pain of the 
Earth for her children’s waywardness. 
The old bowl felt all the changes to its 
world as the time between it serving its 

purpose for the humans grew longer 
and longer, until eventually it noticed 
that no hands had brought it out from 
its shelf for many a human year. Dust 
began to gather in piles all around. 
It watched as the years stretched out 
further and the house it had known 
to bustle with human life remained 
empty. It sank into the murky waters 
of time where forgotten things end up. 
It felt a deep loss as the passing of years 
now stretched over several human life-
times. Slowly it slipped into a deep 
slumber… Until…

Hands reached through the fog of 
the forgotten time to gently pick it 
up. It stirred slowly, realizing with a 
growing excitement that humans had 
returned to the now ruined house, 
neglected for so many years. Unlike 
the times before when humans had 
used it for holding their food, it no-
ticed a strange new process as the hu-
man hands carefully cleaned the dust 

off its body, revealing the simple form 
beneath, weathered by the years it 
had served humans. After it had been 
cleaned it felt the leaves being placed 
into its form. It had known of their 
presence before, long ago before it had 
been transformed, and since then in 
the lives of the humans who held those 
leaves as a sacred medicine from the 
plant world. It had seen and felt the 
joy and reverence the humans held for 
tea. As the hot water poured into it and 
the leaves swirled around, it came to 
realize the humans had now given it a 
new purpose, a new life beyond forgot-
ten. It felt tremendous joy in knowing 
it was now a tea bowl.

Deep gratitude for the elements. 
For this earthenware bowl in my small hands. 
For the man who made it, with his big ones. 
For the fire that burns bright, warming the soft water 
I’ll pour onto the wood, from these ancient, wise old trees. 
Gratitude for the seas between us.
Gratitude for the stories the trees will tell me 
as they offer up their leaves for drinking, so sweetly. 
Gratitude for my willingness to listen.
Gratitude for the teachers, who carefully carry this way—
and for the road laid out before us by those who came first.
Gratitude for the coolness and strength of my body,
that can and will take it all in.
Deep gratitude for the people who sit with me—
arms, hearts and souls wide open. 

~ Laura Beckingham
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T he seeker had been seeking for 
so long he was sick of seeking. 
He often wanted to just give 

up and go back to his humdrum life 
where, if he was not happy, he at least 
was not driven by the need to seek. He 
was seeking the usual things—peace of 
mind, enlightenment, etc. 

He had sat by the feet of many il-
lustrious spiritual teachers, had spent 
a fortune on various workshops and 
private sessions with these teachers, 
some of whom were authentic masters, 
while others were charlatans or worse. 
He had danced for hours chanting the 
holy names of various gods and god-
desses, spent countless hours in deep 
meditation, had conjured up com-
plicated and colorful mandalas in his 
mind, had twisted his body into ever 
more difficult yoga positions, had done 
breathing exercises until he was dizzy, 
had spent one long night puking in a 
plastic bucket after eating ayahuasca, 
but none of it helped.

None of it helped because, deep 
down inside himself, he did not tru-
ly believe in any of the practices he 
practiced and the reason for that was 
because, deep down, way down under-
neath everything else, he did not truly 
believe that he deserved to be happy, 
healthy and possibly even enlightened. 

Of course, several of his counselors, 
psychiatrists and even good friends 
had pointed this out, but he had al-
ways dismissed the idea, thinking of 
course he deserved all the good things 
in life. After all, he was a good person. 
He did not seek unfair advantage over 
anyone else. He did not steal or lie or 
abuse anyone. He was not a racist (he 
was pretty sure), he was not a sexist (so 
he believed), he was not a stupid per-
son (so he hoped). All in all, he was a 
pretty decent guy and of course he de-
served to be happy, healthy and possi-
bly enlightened.   

Maybe it was bad karma, he told 
his counselors and friends and even 

his girlfriend. He had been such a de-
spicable person in his last lifetime that 
now he was paying for it. His Tibetan 
Buddhist friend had agreed with him, 
though not as passionately as he would 
have hoped. His girlfriend had agreed 
with him, though not as enthusiasti-
cally as he would have liked. 

Maybe he was not paying for evil 
deeds in his last lifetime, she had 
pointed out. Maybe he was paying 
for the thoughts and feelings he was 
having right now, in this lifetime, in 
this moment. Of course they had end-
ed up having a big argument about 
it and had agreed to disagree, though 
they had broken up soon after, though 
mostly likely, she had broken up with 
him. 

It finally got to the point where 
he had given up on the whole idea 
of becoming enlightened and decid-
ed to just live a humdrum life of be-
ing nothing special, though he still 
harbored thoughts of enlightenment. 

茶人: Solala Towler, USA 

The Seeker
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But then his Zen Buddhist friend had 
told him that the search for enlighten-
ment was exactly what got in the way 
of true enlightenment, so he had even 
given that up.

The more he thought about it, the 
more he was sure that just living a life 
without too much suffering was the 
best that he could do. He stopped all 
his spiritual practices, fired his coun-
selor and stopped hanging out with 
any of his Buddhist friends. He decid-
ed that what he needed was a vacation, 
a vacation from his own mind, if that 
were possible.

So he signed up for a trek in the 
mountains of Nepal. True, it was a long 
ways away from San Francisco, where 
he lived, and was a much more chal-
lenging bit of hiking than what he was 
used to, and even a bit more Buddhist 
than what he would have liked, but 

he had heard that the Nepalese peo-
ple were some of the friendliest people 
on the planet and that the views were 
magnificent and so signed up with a 
travel agency one of his old Buddhist 
friends had once told him about. 

It was a long, long journey and he 
felt more than a little jet-lagged and a 
bit life-lagged at the beginning, but all 
the Nepalese folks at the guesthouse 
were so friendly and so warm and 
so nice that he quickly began to feel 
much more at ease. Actually, he ended 
up feeling much more at ease here in 
the Nepali guesthouse than he usually 
did at his own home, in that shining 
city by the sea. It’s true that the food 
did not agree with him and he spent a 
fair amount of time in the bathroom, 
but it was all worth it. Eventually he 
found that if he just stuck to the rice 
and not the lentils, he did much better.

Finally came the day for the first 
hike. They had given him a few days 
to acclimate to the altitude. At first he 
was huffing and puffing just walking 
from one level of the guesthouse to the 
next, but after a few days, he felt ready 
to do some hiking. The air felt so fresh; 
the light itself seemed different than at 
home and at night the stars seemed so 
close he could have put out his hand 
and touched them.

Unfortunately, the hiking itself did 
not go so well. He had to stop so many 
times to catch his breath and for his 
legs to stop shaking that he soon fell 
behind the group. The guide was hav-
ing an animated conversation with a 
pretty girl from Sweden and did not 
notice as he was left alone and bereft 
on the trail behind all the other hikers, 
which for him had become a trail of 
tears. 
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His legs were shaking, he was 
breathing in large gasps and the fact 
that he was now alone on a moun-
tain in Nepal did not seem nearly as 
romantic as he had envisioned when 
he had read the colorful brochure. He 
looked wildly around but could see no 
one. He thought he had better retrace 
his steps back to the guesthouse but 
somehow he had lost all sense of di-
rection. At one point he just sat on the 
ground, slumped in sadness and cried 
for about twenty minutes.

Finally, after wiping away his 
somewhat frozen tears, he got up and 
picked one direction, where the trail 
seemed to at least be going downhill, 
and began to clomp his way down to 
what he hoped was the friendly (and 
warm) guesthouse.

But alas, the guesthouse did not ap-
pear, and he seemed to be getting more 

and more lost and more and more 
helpless until, all at once, he saw the 
outline of a building, a little higher up 
and a bit off the trail, so he made for 
it. “Hopefully,” he thought to himself, 
“there will be some friendly Nepalese 
people there.” 

The closer he got to the little build-
ing, the more ramshackle it appeared, 
so ramshackle that it looked as though 
one good wind or a even a large breeze 
would topple the whole thing over, 
where it would undoubtedly roll all the 
way down the mountain.

Nevertheless, he pressed on and at 
last found himself at the door, which 
he banged on quite enthusiastically 
though no one answered. After a while 
of fruitless knocking, he tried the door 
and found it to be unlocked. So, with 
a bit of trepidation, he opened it and 
looked into the gloomy, half-dark 

room. There was not anything in it 
but one small, very low table with two 
cushions, one on either side.

He entered the room and looked 
around. There did not seem to be any-
one there. He was so exhausted by this 
time that he found himself sinking 
down onto one of the cushions. Pres-
ently, a very old woman appeared. Her 
back was so bent, with age or disease, 
that her head was perpendicular to the 
floor and she had to turn her head off 
to one side to look up at him from an 
angle.

“Well hello there,” she said in Ne-
pali, though for some reason, he could 
understand her as if she were speaking 
English. “You are just in time for tea.” 
So saying, she hobbled over to the oth-
er side of the room and lifted a large 
metal kettle, which had been quietly 
bubbling over a small charcoal fire. 
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It was quite a large kettle and looked 
very heavy, yet she lifted it with ease 
and practically skipped over to the ta-
ble where he sat, feeling like he was in 
a dream.

This is a dream, he thought to him-
self. I have collapsed on the trail and 
am dreaming. Soon I will wake up 
unless I actually freeze to death on the 
mountain, which seemed a very likely 
possibility.

But no, he was not dreaming. As a 
matter of fact (or fancy) he was at The 
Teahouse At The Edge of the World, 
which, of course, he had never heard 
of. He sat and watched the old wom-
an put the kettle down on the table, 
which almost tittered over, it was so 
heavy. She laughed a small and ancient 
laugh and adjusted the kettle so that 
the table righted itself again. Then she 
reached behind herself and produced a 
small clay teapot, a small clay bowl and 
two tiny cups. 

The bowl held some dry and shriv-
eled leaves and the old woman picked 
a small handful and placed them into 
the small clay teapot. Then, giggling 
like a schoolgirl, she poured hot water 
from the immense kettle into the pot 
and after just a moment or so, poured 
the liquid into the two tiny cups. She 
slid one over to her mystified guest and 
nodded at him expectantly. 

“Good Heavens!” he thought to 
himself. “She wants me to drink this 
stuff, even though I have no idea what 
it is. What if she is trying to poison 
me?” But she looked over at him with 
such a warm (and toothless) smile that 
he felt a bit reassured and dared to bring 
the tiny cup to his lips. It was very hot 
and he almost dropped it but managed 
to get a small sip and immediately felt 
better. He dared another sip and then 
another. The brew felt like warm gold 
running down his throat and into this 
belly. He felt himself smiling back at 
the old woman and even holding his 
cup out for more. 

She filled his cup once again, and 
once again he drank and felt the hot 
liquid move through his whole body. 
He felt like a warm hand was gently 
massaging his organs from the inside. 
“What it is this stuff?” he wondered. 
“And, am I dying?” But it felt so good 
that he decided that if he were dying 
he didn’t care.

For what seemed like a long time, 
he sat there, smiling back at the old 

woman, whose face seemed to shift 
from an old woman to a very young 
woman back to an old woman back 
to the young one again. He sat watch-
ing this like it was a movie unfurling 
before him. It didn’t seem to frighten 
him, though later he wondered why.

He felt his lids growing heavy and 
he did not notice when he fell com-
pletely backwards onto the floor. He 
did not know how long he was out, 
but when he came to, the old wom-
an was gone and he was alone in the 
rickety building, which seemed to be 
swaying slightly in the breeze. 

He stumbled out the door and by 
some kind of miracle, found the right 
trail back to the guesthouse, though he 
had no idea how, and found his own 
room and collapsed onto his bed, with 
its thin mattress and thick, warm blan-
ket and slept some more. 

In the middle of the night he got 
up to pee and stepped outside for a 
moment, gazing up at the close, close 
stars and wondered what had just hap-
pened to him and why he felt so good 
and so peaceful. It seemed as though 
all the worrying and searching that he 
had been doing in the last few years as 
a dedicated seeker had happened to 
someone else, not him. Not to the guy 
who was standing out under the glis-
tening stars somewhere in the moun-
tains at the edge of the world, here in 
far off Nepal—except that it was not 
actually far-off but right here and right 
now.

Of course, when he told his guide, 
who had been worried about him and 
sure that he was about to be fired, 
about the rickety building and the old 
woman and the magical tea, the guide 
just laughed at him and said it was 
probably the altitude playing tricks on 
his mind.

But he knew better, he felt better, 
and he decided not to argue with the 
guide and instead keep the whole ex-
perience to himself, as if it were a pre-
cious treasure, which it was. Though 
he often thought to himself, what the 
hell was in that tea anyway? But, in the 
end, as in the beginning, it didn’t really 
matter what was in the tea.  “Magic,” 
he thought, deep down in his being, 
“magic tea.” But wait, he didn’t real-
ly believe in magic. But that did not 
matter, he knew deep inside himself. 
Magic can happen whether you believe 
in it or not. It just takes the right tim-

ing and the right setting and the right 
ingredients and then you have magic.

He was a bit worried that once he 
got home and back to his normal rou-
tine that the glow of his experience at 
the Teahouse At The Edge of the World 
would fade, but it did not. Instead it 
seemed to grow and he felt more at 
peace with himself than he had ever 
in his life. He tried to tell a few of his 
friends about it, but they looked at him 
as if it were a dream he was describing 
and not something that had actually 
happened to him. Even his Buddhist 
friends were a bit skeptical, but when 
he told his ex-girlfriend about it, she 
began to look at him in a new light. He 
felt different, she said, more solid, less 
obscure, more clear and grounded and 
even, dare she say it, happy…

And the truth was that he was hap-
py and more solid, etc. He often lay 
back on his bed in the middle of the 
night, looking up at the ceiling, and 
seemed to see the clear and bright 
Nepalese stars winking and glistening 
at him. And if he reached out his hand, 
even a little, he was able to gather them 
up and pour them into his heart, where 
they bubbled gently away like a teaket-
tle made of light.
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O nce there was a small village 
in an enchanted forest. There, 
three friends lived together in 

a house. Bono, the raccoon, was a tal-
ented chef. Logan, the fox, craved sto-
ries and read them all the time. Geno, 
the wolf, was in love with tea.

Geno had rounded up the other 
two to go to a place known as Whis-
pertown. There lived a great tea pro-
ducer called Reto, who was supposedly 
one of the greatest oolong tea masters 
in the world. Geno wanted something 
special to open up a tea shop, and he 
decided to get a batch of green ball-
rolled oolong from this master. But 
since it would be about a five-day jour-
ney, he wanted to go with his friends.

They had been traveling for the bet-
ter part of two days now and were en-
joying the view of the countryside. The 
path took them towards the mountains 
but for the time being, they wandered 
on plains along a forest edge. It was 
autumn so the days were not too hot 
and the nights were just beginning to 
grow colder.

Logan was constantly talking about 
the latest books he had read, which en-
tertained them all. Bono had packed 

them a few things to eat. He had be-
come very good at making dishes com-
pact, nutritious and immensely tasty. 
They ate some onigiri that day and en-
joyed the sun warming them.

They were joined by two other crea-
tures in their rest. Geno snarled but 
greeted them: “Hello Oswald. Hello 
Regon. How come you are here and 
not back in the village?”

Oswald, a coyote with a big grin, 
wore fine-looking traveling clothes. 
His goon Regon wore leather armor, 
making his rhinoceros form even bulk-
ier. One of his eyes was milky white, an 
accident during a brawl with Oswald 
a few years back. Since then, he had 
submitted himself to the coyote and 
followed him everywhere.

“Oh, hello Geno, fancy seeing you 
out here. I thought small fish stayed in 
their pond,” answered Oswald and be-
gan to snigger in a high-pitched voice. 
His companion joined in after a few 
moments. 

Geno forced a smile on his face and 
answered: “Only if they need to be. 
And right now, I don’t.”

“Hah, as long as you are not on 
your way to master Reto, I don’t care.”

Geno tried to look normal, but 
Logan couldn’t hold it together and 
flinched. Oswald saw that immediate-
ly and nodded: “I thought so. Well, it 
doesn’t matter, he won’t sell any tea to 
you.”

With that, the two bullies contin-
ued to go their way. Geno was fuming 
and forced the others to quickly pack 
up everything and continue their jour-
ney.

The way to master Reto could 
have been a pleasant journey through 
wonderful terrain, mountainous re-
gions with forests in the vicinity. They 
crossed a stream coming down from 
the mountain and they would have en-
joyed staying there, but Geno was re-
lentless, so they only replenished their 
water bottles and went onwards. Bono 
and Logan were in a miserable mood 
while Geno was adamant that they not 
be last to their destination and be beat 
by Oswald.

That determination helped them 
to arrive at master Reto’s place in the 
mountains at the same time as Oswald. 
They both threw daggers at each other 
with their eyes and went on to get the 
best batch of tea. 

Of
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Master Reto was sitting in front of 
his simple home, cross-legged and eyes 
closed. His long rabbit ears twitched 
and his nose swiveled from one side to 
the other as the two parties approached. 
He opened his eyes after a few seconds 
and stood up, bowed before his guests, 
and greeted them: “Welcome honored 
tea merchants. I hope your travels were 
pleasant.” Bono rolled his eyes at that 
remark.

“You have come for tea, I take it? 
The harvest this year was not that fruit-
ful and I have only three kilograms 
left.”

Oswald looked surprised but recov-
ered pretty quickly and asked: “How 
much? I will buy everything.”

Geno looked wide-eyed at him and 
countered: “No, I will!”

The master looked a bit sad and 
answered: “You both came here at the 
same time. Would you be willing to 
buy half each?”

Both shook their heads, not willing 
to budge even a little. Reto sighed and 
answered: “I thought so, although I 
do find the endeavor foolish, I respect 
that there’s more going on here than 
the mere act of buying tea. I will ask 

you some questions and I will deter-
mine who is worthy of my tea. You 
will not question my judgment, is that 
understood?”

Both looked at each other and nod-
ded.

“Good. What do you want to do 
with the tea should you buy it?”

Master Reto looked first at Oswald 
who nodded and answered: “I will 
brew it to perfection and honor you 
through that. I will of course put some 
of it aside for aging and sell it at a later 
time.”

Master Reto nodded and turned to 
Geno, gesturing him to speak. Geno 
was at a loss for words, not knowing 
what to say to counter the first answer. 
It was perfect, and the grin on Os-
wald’s face told him he knew it, too.

He looked at his friends out of hab-
it. Bono was looking around, probably 
searching for interesting ingredients 
he could use in a new recipe. Logan 
was intently looking at the unfolding 
scene in front of him. For him, this 
was probably like a real-life book play-
ing out before him. Geno smiled as he 
knew in his heart how to answer the 
question.

“I will serve it to my friends and 
guests. We will have a great time to-
gether and we will enjoy the tea to-
gether in my little teahouse.”

Master Reto nodded and smiled: 
“Good, my decision is easy. I will sell it 
to you, Geno.”

Oswald’s eyes went wide, and 
he wanted to protest, but the rabbit 
put up a hand to silence him and ex-
plained: “Brewing tea to perfection is 
an acceptable way, but sharing tea is 
the true essence of tea, at least in my 
humble opinion. I will give you, Os-
wald, a small batch of my Oolong and 
I would urge you to try it out and share 
it with your friends.”

Geno bowed deeply first to Master 
Reto, then to Oswald. Both bowed 
back, even though Oswald’s bow was 
stiff and very formal. In the end, the 
master brewed some tea for all of them 
and they enjoyed it in silence together. 
Even Logan was still, for once.
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I fell asleep.
I dreamed of tea on a roadside.

A car goes by.
Another.
Another.

Their windows are dark. They shield what may—or may not—be on the inside.
I stand on the lip of the road, my thumb erect.

No one stops.
The dusk of sky matures, the passing cars grow fewer and farther between.
I try to run after the next passing car, hoping for a good soul, but this is a 

dream, and my legs disobey.
Dream minutes pass—they pass like lifetimes.

At last, a car appears, like a promise long awaited, and from its dark windows 
comes a voice, ringing with the timbre of an angel and the glow of the moon.

“On the road, I see. Stay put, man. You’ll get there when you get there.”
And the car pulls off, its taillights thinning in the deepening distance.

Dusk turns into dawn, bypassing the long hours of dream-night in a flash of bril-
liance.

A leaf from a tree above twists off its branch and swings down through the air 
with the soft grace of a scent.

It lands in a bowl of ancient construct which finds itself, suddenly, in the fold 
of my lap.

With the magic of chemistry in the tips of my fingers, I conjure a fire.
It glows a pale green, like the sky. Its warmth is imperceptible, but comforts 

nonetheless.
A massage of the mind.

I set my bowl, cracked like the wrinkles of a sage, atop the cool pool of flames, 
and wait for rainfall to pour in. And rainfall comes instantly, it seems. 

Little green drips and drops of dream-rain fall.
Drip.
Drop.

The lone leaf begins to steep, imparting its nutrient, its pigment, its memoir to the 
filling liquid; a story transcribed in fresh ink.

The liquid fills without end, yet overflows not, for in dream, contradiction is a 
thing of Nature.

By the influence of something wonderful and mysterious, the leaf travels the liquid 
surface like a boat on voyage, adrift, dawdling, perhaps lost, yet without distress.
For here and now, in the bowl of a leaf born of dream, lost is the drive of the 

compass.
Found is the maker of the morning.

And here, and now, in the morning of dream, I am found.

And then I wake up.

I
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41/ Three Dreams

I fell asleep.
I dreamed of a stranger and his story.

“Hey partner, what’re you reading there?”
I look down at the book in my hands.

“It’s nothing. Something I’m working on.”
“Something sure ain’t nothing!”

The rain pitters, patters on the window, creates lines of little water beads in every 
which direction. The world outside passes by in colorful blur, passionate brush 

strokes against the canvas of an evening in city rain—
the bus is moving at ungodly speeds.

The stranger continues with his words.
“I bet you write a good thing, there. You look like a writer of good words. How do 

you speak, though? A different art, they say!”
I try to pick out the individual shapes passing by outside the window, but they 
escape my perception. One big blur. One big, passionate brush stroke. City art.

“Yeah, I try to write what I see. Because, I mean, how else could you see what 
I write?” The images outside the window grow ever more indistinct.

“Now that’s an artist’s mouth!”
“A true orator, huh?” I laugh. “Anyway, what wind brings you to these wheels?”

“I’ve been wanting to tell you since, I don’t know, forever! Was hoping you’d write 
me down in one of your stories, there.” He reaches under his seat for several ob-
jects, none of which I can make sense of; under the veil of dream, my eyes seem 
ever unadjusted. “Here, let’s steep a thing of tea. It’s good for the thread. A sto-

ry shared over leaf is a story for the books.”
I let him continue with his words as he turns dry leaf into living liquor.

“You know, poetically speaking, I was born on this bus—this bus that goes. Did 
my feeding, my schooling, my growing on this bus, here. Say, why leave when you 

can stay?”
I write that line down, the last one, in my notebook—which is to say, on the wall 

of my mind.
He hands me a bowl of his liquid invention. “I have nothing to look for, nothing 

to chase. Just on the move, man, in the same place.” The stranger chuckles with 
all his heart, all his accessory muscles vibrating with great, great joy. He gets up 
with a floaty grace, then fades away and into the deep of the bus. His voice, muf-
fled sweetly both by distance and dream, calls out with one last refrain: “The tea! 

The tea!”
And a poem appears in the bowl, written with the swirls and tails of leaf pigment:

no look, no chase
move move, same place

And then I wake up.
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I fell asleep.
I dreamed of tea with the moon.

The clock is at full moon; alone in the starless sky, it shines at peace, 
comfortable beyond explanation in its own solitude.

With the drowsiness of dream, I find myself walking along the shore of a lake. 
Each step comes as easy as the last, yet as hard as the next—

I’ve done this dream thing before; contradiction is no longer a threat.
I note the company of moonlight on the lake surface; it bobs, it wades, 

it shimmers. I like how it dances to the tune of another’s music.
The sand, wet and dense, fills the crevices of my feet, adding weight to my walk 

and reminding me of the sweet restraint of gravity.
At this thought, the moon laughs tenderly, for its own liberty of movement is 

none the greater than mine.
We—the moon and I, and all who subscribe to this dream 

and that are strapped in together.
Blessed prisoners of gravity.

In the blink of a blink, the lake fills with hue.
It is—
Tea.

Here is a sign to fall deeper into gravity, to sit on the sand, 
to drink in the gift of the night.

I take handfuls of lake-tea to my mouth; the taste is bittersweet, is nostalgia, 
is a palate of flavor I will never forget, and never remember without pain.

For it is only a dream.
And once only, does it come.

I find myself staring into the eyes of the moon and now, not drinking, but chewing 
on the rebellious bits of leaf that managed to swim through unfiltered.

For filter, was there not.
We look at each other and fall hard in love. The moon and me.

The me and moon.

And then I wake up.

III
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J ohn closed his eyes as the last bit 
of dirt landed on the mound. He 
wanted to hold his wife’s hand 

and squeeze it tightly, only to remem-
ber that they were burying her today. 
After over forty years of love, fights, 
tender moments, and maybe one regret 
in life, Elise died. John wanted to turn 
his back on the mound, yet knew that 
it was disrespectful. He forced his eyes 
open and focused on the dirt mound, 
knowing that his wife was forever sleep-
ing below in the simple pine box. The 
few people that attended the funeral 
walked up to him and murmured 
words of sympathy and encourage-
ment, yet all John heard was the sound 
of rushing winds. He smiled a little 
and gave each of them a small nod, 
then watched them make their way to 
their cars and drive off. The sun that 
beamed down on them at the begin-
ning of the ceremony now gave way to 
clouds and cool breezes. John sighed as 
he placed a hand on top of the dirt and 
then slowly walked to his car and drove 
home. As he returned to the living, he 
turned on the local jazz radio station 
and kept it at a low volume. Elise was 
the one who had introduced him to 
the chaotic beauty behind jazz music. 
At first, he thought it was nothing but 
noise, but as the magic of Miles Davis, 
Charlie Parker and others seeped into 
his ears, he wanted more. 

He soon arrived at their, now his, 
home, and he parked his car on the 
left side of the driveway. Elise’s car, a 

small black VW Bug, still sat on the 
right side. He got out of  his car, made 
his way inside of the house, and cried 
as he leaned against the locked door. 
He never wanted to open that door 
again. John cried with all of his heart 
as he felt the hole created by his wife’s 
death. He wanted her back just one 
last time; just one more moment of 
laughter, one more sheet of her special 
oatmeal cookies, just one more kiss. 
He finally pushed himself away from 
the door and dragged himself into the 
kitchen. He stared at the once familiar 
cupboards and shelves, while a faint 
yet lingering scent of her cooking per-
meated the air. John closed the drapes 
to all of the windows and then leaned 
against one of the counters. 

“She’s gone,” he croaked to himself. 
“Oh Elise.” He raised up his head and 
sighed heavily. “I hope you like that 
pine box. It was what you wanted, af-
ter all.” He allowed himself a chuckle, 
then sighed again. John turned around 
to face his cupboards and then opened 
one to reveal their massive tea collec-
tion. He smiled; while she was the one 
who introduced him to jazz music, he 
was responsible for introducing his 
coffee-loving wife to tea. At first, she 
playfully told him that she’d heard that 
all tea tasted like hay. “And how would 
you know what brewed hay tasted 
like?” he said to himself as he played 
out that conversation in his mind. He 
turned and saw his wife standing be-
fore him wearing a simple black dress, 

hands on her hips, and grinning from 
ear to ear. He pulled out a box of milk 
oolong, his favorite, and began to brew 
the tea.

“I’m tellin’ ya,” Elise said in a jok-
ing manner, “it’s hay!” She giggled and 
then wrapped her arms around her 
waist while she watched him fill up the 
kettle with bottled water. “Oh, so fan-
cy,” she said as she wiggled her hands 
in front of him.

“Trust me,” John replied in a warm 
tone, “you’ll like tea. At least try one 
cup?” Elise shrugged and then disap-
peared. John returned his focus to add-
ing just the right amount of oolong to 
his special infuser mug. He purchased 
the indigo and white mug from a small 
teahouse in Denver several years ago 
and since then, never used anything 
else. “It makes the tea taste so much 
better,” John said in a somewhat clear-
er voice as he set the mug to the side 
and then pulled out a chipped purple 
tea cup. He placed a small wire mesh 
infuser over the cup and poured some 
oolong on top.

“I’m never going to get rid of that 
cup,” Elise said as she reappeared in 
the kitchen, now wearing her favorite 
pajamas. Her glasses were stuck in her 
thick curly hair. John listened for the 
kettle to barely begin hissing before 
taking it off the stove. He never liked 
boiling water for his tea, as it seemed 
to bruise the flavor. He slowly poured 
the water into his mug and waited four 
minutes before pulling the infuser out 
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of the mug. He then turned to Elise’s 
cup and poured the water in a circle 
over the tea. Once finished, he took 
both mug and cup and walked into the 
living room. 

“You treat me like a queen,” Elise 
said as she appeared in her chair next 
to the couch. John set the two items 
on the small table before the couch 
and then sat down with a soft grunt. 
He stared at the mug and cup and the 
steam coming from them.

“I failed you, baby,” John whis-
pered. “I failed to protect you.” He 
leaned forward and took his mug in 
his hands, then relaxed once more 
and held the mug against his chest. “I 
wasn’t a good husband.”

“Now why on earth would you 
think that?” Elise whispered in his 
mind. He turned to see her faint form 
still sitting in her chair. “You loved 
me with all of your heart.” John took 
a small sip of his tea and sighed with 
pleasure. As much as he loved all kinds 
of tea, milk oolongs would always be 
number one with him. Milk oolong 
never needed sugar or honey, as far 
as he was concerned. It had a natural 
sweetness that couldn’t be compared. 
He sipped again, enjoying the warmth 
running through his body. He sighed 
again and sunk deeper in the couch.

“I couldn’t watch them place that 
dirt on you,” John said hoarsely as he 
fought back the urge to cry again. 

“Everything lives and everything 
dies,” Elise replied as she waved her 

ghostly hand over the tea, then brought 
it up to her nose and took a deep sniff. 
“It was simply my time, Johnny.” John 
listened to the house slowly settle itself 
against the cold winds. He took anoth-
er sip of his tea. “What happens to the 
tea leaves you brew?” John turned to 
face his wife’s loving face. “They die, 
John,” she replied. “They fulfilled their 
purpose and now they return to the 
earth.”

“I don’t need to hear that right 
now,” John replied as he slammed his 
mug against the table. “Don’t compare 
your life to damn tea leaves!” He got 
up and started to pace. “I didn’t pledge 
my life to tea,” he yelled as Elise calmly 
watched him. “You’re a human being, 
not some damn plant!” He stopped 
and faced her again, the tears now 
streaming freely down his face. 

“Johnathan Wesley Littleton,” Elise 
said as she floated toward him, “don’t 
you dare say that.” She placed a cool 
hand against his cheek. “I died, John. 
I’m gone. That tea you made for me 
and you is gone.” John wanted to look 
away yet couldn’t. “Every time you 
made tea, it was something special to 
be enjoyed. The same with me and our 
marriage. For forty years, we enjoyed 
each other, even when we had our 
fights. Nothing lives forever.”

“But—”
“Shush. Listen to me. You’ll have 

many other cups of tea, but the leaves 
of now are gone. The tea you enjoy is 
now within you. Every single time. The 

physical may be gone but the soul and 
spirit live on.” Elise floated away from 
him and returned to her chair. “You 
have my spirit within you, mingling 
with the tea.” John dried his eyes on 
his sleeve. “Well, I need to go on. Re-
member that I’ll always love you. Every 
time you make tea, think of me.” She 
winked and then slowly disappeared, 
leaving John in the quiet home once 
more. He returned to his couch and 
finished off his tea, then got up, took 
Elise’s cup and the used tea leaves in a 
bowl and walked outside to the back-
yard. He set the items on a small ta-
ble and then looked for a shovel in the 
tool shed. Several minutes later, he re-
turned to the yard and got on his knees 
to dig a hole. Once finished, he picked 
up the cup of tea and the leaves and 
then poured it all into the hole. John 
covered up the hole, then stood up and 
closed his eyes.

“Thank you for the tea,” he whis-
pered. A small breeze wafted through 
his hair, causing him to smile. He 
felt something warm on his head; he 
looked up and noticed that the sun 
had returned. He smiled even wider 
and then returned inside with his mug 
and her cup.  
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Siblings Review by Wu De  (無的)

W e thought we would start 
our new “Teaviews” sec-
tion with not one but two 

new albums. In our August 2020 issue 
we discussed our fifty favorite albums, 
and our number one tea album was 
Riceboy Sleeps by Jonsi & Alex. It is 
such a profound and beautiful album, 
with one of the qualities that makes 
for a great tea album, which is a sense 
of journey. This is not an absolute 
requirement, but it is something that 
most great tea albums share: they feel 
like a single track, as opposed to a col-
lection of songs. And they have move-
ment, ebb and flow, carrying us places 
on their currents. The course of Riceboy 
Sleeps follows very similar eddies to a 
lot of tea ceremonies in our experience. 
Since that is our favorite tea album, 
we were naturally excited to hear the 
two new albums by half of our favorite 
duo, Alex Somers, that he mysteriously 
named Siblings and Siblings 2. 

Though distinct, these two albums 
are obviously also related to one an-
other. We have a feeling that the two 
albums could be used very differently, 
maybe with different teas or sessions. 
We haven’t yet experimented enough 
to know, but the two albums do have 
a very different feel. Siblings is dark-
er and can feel constricting. It push-

es dark and deep emotional triggers, 
pulling you away from whatever tea 
you are trying to drink. It is perhaps 
more of an experience in and of itself.  
Siblings 2, on the other hand, is more 
similar to Riceboy Sleeps—it is grand, 
uplifting and bursting with power and 
glory. Neither is as great for tea as our 
favorite, which I’ll discuss more later 
in the review, but they are amazing al-
bums in their own rights. And while 
experimenting with them separately 
will be fun, there is also a lot to be said 
for listening to them in one sit.

Apparently both albums were 
originally part of the creativity that 
bloomed as Somers composed the 
soundtrack for the silent film Dason 
City: Frozen in Time (which we haven’t 
seen). In an interview, he said, “I’d dub 
sound onto machines, and through 
different mediums, play it back and 
re-record it, gathering imperfections. 
As I wrote the soundtrack, I’d splinter 
off in different directions, adding more 
stuff, and these turned into Siblings 
tracks.” This “gathering imperfections” 
makes the pieces on these albums feel 
organic, as if they have grown out of 
some mysterious soil all on their own. 
They have a very natural power and 
beauty akin to the grain of fine wood, 
lines in stones or drifting patterns 

along a coast—while sometimes taking 
clear shape, they are too liquid to hold 
it and soon come apart and reform 
again, meaning that only the patterns 
are real and lasting, not any of the el-
ements themselves. You may feel like 
you are lying on your back watching 
clouds become and unbecome the fig-
ments of your soul... 

The first album is awash with 
sweeping bass and haunting, eerie 
soundclips. Strings move across the 
soundscape and caress you or poke and 
prod you, depending. It opens with a 
chilly lullaby, “Beneath the Weeping 
Willow,” that flows smoothly into the 
aptly named second track “Oh Willow 
I Die,” which brings us uncompro-
misingly and without any safeguards 
to the edge of life and death, save the 
rickety railing provided by a hint of 
returning. If that wasn’t enough, the 
next track “Deathbed” includes more 
washes of sound over a powerfully 
stark recording of a breathing appara-
tus. This melancholy tone continues 
throughout the album, without ever 
becoming morose or morbid. Most 
tracks are sparse and haunting, but in a 
profound way that can be uncomfort-
able or cathartic. This album is a dark 
journey, but not sentimental or point-
less. It isn’t trying to stimulate for the 

評介
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A new section devoted to the review of 
albums, books and possibly other media 
that we find inspirational and want to 
share with you guys. Feel free to email 
us and submit your own reviews as 
well. Or perhaps you have a book, al-
bum or other media that you would like 
us to review in future issues. We hope 
this adds a bit of fun to these issues and 
gives us all ideas for learning and inspi-
ration. So, put on a kettle and have a 
listen to this month’s review of two great 
albums that we have been listening to a 
lot recently.

sake of stimulation, but to inspire us 
to resonate with the darker side of our 
lives and beings—a side we all must 
pass through. 

From the haunting beginnings, 
through moments of peace and on 
to the crescendo of the album, called 
“Avalanche,” we felt like Siblings cap-
tures the emotions and movements of 
our own mortality, as we face the grief 
of losing those we love and eventually 
saying goodbye to this life ourselves. 
There is a spiritual overtone here that 
asks us to look beyond, to see and rest 
comfortably within our own shadows, 
especially since this is just a musical 
journey. Alex Somers also released 
a film vignette (check YouTube) for 
the track “Between Us,” which is an 
unadorned piano composition that 
cycles through thirteen chords, intro-
ducing layers with each cycle. “Kinda 
feels like with each passing repetition 
your memory is erased or something,” 
Somers said. That could summarize 
the whole album as well. If you watch 
the film silently, you can oddly see 
with your eyes what the album sounds 
like to the ears.

The ride of Siblings ties you in knots, 
occasionally even jarring you with ex-
plosive shimmering crackles of light-
ning like in the track “Tell Star,” which 

feels like raw electrical energy passing 
painlessly through you. Though it can 
upset stasis, you feel guided and held 
as you follow this river—watching the 
passing darkness from your canoe. If 
you feel the need, this album could re-
lease some pain or some tears. Most of 
us will be conducted by Alex Somers 
from emotional knots to an open heart 
space, back into darkness and then re-
lease and relief—over and over again… 
In fact, “tension and release” summa-
rizes this album well, as it does many 
a meditation session. This culminates 
in the climax of the first album, “Ava-
lanche,” a reeling track filled with grat-
ing bass strings over voices that seem to 
let go, to sigh and shake off all remain-
ing charges. After we pass “Avalanche,” 
and starting with the aptly named 
“One,” the first album starts to resolve 
itself, peacefully coming undone in 
a smooth transition that leads to the 
second Siblings 2. (It is worth putting 
them both in a playlist and listening 
all at once.) “Whirpool” and “Looking 
After” are like the moist-eyed gaze at a 
distant horizon just after a very releas-
ing and emotional cry.

As we discussed in the August 2020 
music issue, some albums are the back-
ground for tea, while others require 
their own attention even if you are 

drinking tea in the background. The 
first album here pulls us in. It is de-
manding and will reward you well for 
offering it the attention it deserves. For 
that reason, it may not be a great al-
bum for tea with guests, but we highly 
recommend not just listening to it, but 
engaging it more than once, as it also 
will reward re- and re-listening. Like 
the cycles that define so many tracks, 
the whole of this two-album cycle 
is also worth passing through again. 
Both albums flow in journey, and 
even flow into each other, which is no 
small feat, but Siblings 2 captures this 
sense of pathway a bit more. That said, 
we have tried and the second album 
doesn’t shine as brightly on its own. It 
is through the shadowy realms that the 
emergence into light becomes transfor-
mative! 

If Siblings is constricting and forc-
es us to confront ourselves powerful-
ly, Siblings 2 is the balm that we put 
on afterwards. The two albums pow-
erfully capture what it is like to sit an 
intensive meditation retreat, with the 
first representing the struggles of the 
retreat itself as we confront ourselves 
and the world, while the second maps 
perfectly to the second half of the re-
treat, wherein our struggles start to 
resolve and open into ripe insights.  
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This, of course, culminates in the 
hug-happy last “metta” day when we 
emerge from silence and everything 
is somehow glimmering and the pain 
turns to wisdom and joy. As if to high-
light this, the first track of the second 
album, “Following After,” even con-
cludes with clips of fireworks that feel 
celebratory, heralding the second al-
bum’s step out into the spring sunshine 
after a winter indoors.

After the celebratory release of the 
first track, the second track, “Blown,” 
smoothly washes strings and voices 
until it erupts like a radio exploding, 
which is surprisingly enjoyable. It is a 
powerful track that moves and push-
es our buttons, but in a much more 
uplifting way than the tracks on the 
first album. From there, we move into 

what we could call “cycled” tracks that 
move around and around the same 
sounds, breaking them and adding to 
them with each pass. “Woven” starts 
this with beautiful waves of crashing 
sound that honestly make you feel like 
you are sitting in the tides. “Locket” 
is a simple metallic music box playing 
over and over, gathering and releasing 
sounds and momentums. This struc-
ture of circular movement culminates 
in “Patterning,” which is one of my 
personal favorite tracks of the whole 
two albums. It is so full of details and 
interesting sounds that I feel like I 
could listen to it many times before re-
ally hearing it—something that holds 
true for the whole of this double al-
bum. There are lots of nooks and cran-
nies to explore here.

After that, the album starts to feel 
otherworldly, as if we’ve opened the 
wardrobe and the sounds Tir na nog 
are beaming through. There really is 
an amazing “window” quality to the 
second half of this album, as if you are 
listening from a distance to the sounds 
of a very different place from the one 
you live in. This prominently starts 
with the aptly named “Window Way,” 
and opens more in the lovely and 
short “Flutter” and then culminates in 
the utterly glorious final three tracks, 
“Sooner,” “Oella” and “Atlas,” which 
are majestic, symphonic and a perfect 
flourish to end such an epic journey.

Though not perfect for tea, the sec-
ond album would be better for a tea 
session with guests. In truth, though, 
both albums have an intensity to them 
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and so may not be ideal for certain tea 
sessions. However, the second one does 
feel more like a tea journey than the 
first and is unquestionably more peace-
ful. In fact, like Riceboy Sleeps, Siblings 
2 seems at times to be one piece of mu-
sic cut up for convenience. The Siblings 
albums may not be perfect tea albums, 
but they are great albums nonetheless. 
They are too demanding and often too 
intense for some tea. However, the in-
tensity is always released in a beautiful 
way and this process of constrict and 
release is well worth experiencing on 
its own, or while we drink tea in the 
background. 

The wavelike structure of these al-
bums is stunning. You can geek out and 
pay attention to how Somers passed 
the recordings through machines, 

breaking them or adding to them with 
each turn, smiling at nuanced sounds 
you didn’t hear on a previous listen and 
marveling at it all, or you can also just 
let go and be carried out to sea by these 
waves of sound that come and go, pull 
and tug, Yin and Yang…

Only real masters can make some-
thing powerful out of something sim-
ple. In our cluttered world, simplicity 
is harder, not easier. It is also harder 
to get right. And it takes great skill to 
make something feel organic, so much 
so that you cannot even trace the con-
ductor’s touches, leaving you to feel as 
though the music made itself. Though 
these albums aren’t perfect for tea cer-
emony, that skill of getting out of the 
way and letting the tea flow of its own 
accord is something we can all stand 

to learn from these albums. Like both 
Siblings, our tea preparation should feel 
like it happens the way trees grow—
from within, organically and fluidly. 
Such artistic integrity cannot be laud-
ed enough. Deep bows, Alex Somers. 

This journey of Siblings & Sibling 
2, especially listened to as one back-
to-back album, is an experience. In 
fact, it is something that doesn’t even 
fit perfectly into the category of “mu-
sic.” It feels more like a guided event, 
and one that leaves you more open 
than you were when you pushed play. 
And if you would allow me the honor, 
I would strongly advise you do push 
that button and let the Weeping Wil-
low weep her way to Atlas...
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You’ll always find me in the living room, never in my bed-
room, so these times of quiet, of darkness and solitude can 
feel challenging. In these moments, tea brings me something 
so valuable. As I start my tea practice, nestled in my window 
seat that looks out onto the world, a spark comes alive within 
me. It’s the energy of the tea—its Qi, and the intention of the 
practice that is the ignition. And in this moment I feel a shift. 
And instead of searching for my glow from the outside - the 
sun, the people and activity surrounding me—I feel it from 
within. Like a sense of light and strength. And then I start to 
hear the sounds of the birds, feel the freshness of the air grace 
my cheeks. A contentedness washes over me, as I feel love and 
tenderness for my natural environment and all the people in 
it, and gratitude fills my heart. 

Below the clouds 
Rain falls, birds cry out, the leaves are quiet 
And the air is wet. 

Wishing everyone good health and happiness in this new 
year. And a very deep thank you to the Global Tea Hut com-
munity for nourishing my love of tea and all the fruits that 
it bears. 

I feel so privileged to share my tea journey in such a special 
publication. And yet such privilege makes me unsure of 
which part of my journey to share because my experi-

ence and relationship with tea is constantly growing. I’d say it 
truly began six years ago when I moved to Vancouver, Canada 
and serendipitously moved into an apartment right across the 
road from a tea bar. It was my first experience of matcha, 
and I was in awe of its vibrancy in color and taste. Who ever 
knew tea could be like this! This place soon became my Van-
couver family. I would always find a spot around the table 
there, drinking tea over great conversation with such a diverse 
group of people. The warmth I experienced from this place 
was unreal. My daughter was born during this time and many 
afternoons were spent passing her around the table between 
her tea aunties and uncles whilst I enjoyed a sweet cup of tea. 
During this time I was exposed to so many different types 
of teas and started being more curious and intentional with 
choosing a tea that would fit that exact moment. I’ve always 
been interested in Ayurveda, so the idea of tuning into my 
body, the season, my mood and general temperament and 
then being very intentional in choosing a tea to nourish this 
really resonated with me. This was further developed when 
I read Global Tea Hut’s December 2019 publication about 
Chaxi. It inspired me to start taking a worthy amount of time 
to decide what I wanted the sentiment of my tea practice to 
be, creating my tea stage and everything from the choice of 
tea to the location as a representation of that sentiment. 

It’s quite a wonder that wherever you go you can find con-
nection with people through tea. When I recently returned 
to Australia, I was eager to discover if a tea community ex-
isted in this land of coffee lovers. Well, I can say now with 
certainty, there surely is a thriving tea community! And it 
exists in such a variety of forms, from traditional tea rooms 
to modern tea bars, to offbeat social gatherings, each authen-
tic in celebrating tea culture and spirit in its own way. The 
ritual of tea gives us permission to just be in the moment 
and enjoy whatever that moment brings. From great tea flows 
great conversation as strangers from all walks of life become 
friends, strengthened even in the moments of silence. This is 
something I discovered in Sydney and have no doubt I’ll find 
friendship over tea wherever I am in the world. 

So what new piece of meaning is tea bringing into my life 
right now? Recently my daughter, partner and I returned to 
Vancouver after a year’s stint back in Australia, reconnecting 
with family, friends and our homeland. The winters here are 
reliably dark and wet, but this year it felt highlighted by the 
quiet from the Covid-19 restrictions and a stark contrast with 
what we had just left in Australia. Sometimes in darkness or 
solitude I feel alone. I’m one of four children and grew up in a 
lively household where dinners of 10+ were a common occur-
rence (mum how did you do it?!). And I’m a classic extrovert. 
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茶人: Sarah Jacobs, Australia/Canada 

Each month, we introduce one of the Global Tea Hut members to you in order to help you get to know more people 
in this growing international community. It’s also to pay homage to the many manifestations that all this wonder-
ful spirit and Tea are becoming as the Tea is drunk and becomes human. The energy of Tea fuels some great work 
in this world, and we are so honored to share glimpses of such beautiful people and their Tea. This month, we would 
like to introduce Sarah Jacobs.
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Do I run through routine? I will stop tak-
ing each morning for granted. I will find 
the golden threads of inspiration and fol-
low them to adventure!

May Affirmation

Center News

We are now offering two course bundles on our 
website: www.teahutcourses.com. The first bundle is 
for the Intro to Cha Dao and the Boiled Tea course. 
The second is a more interesting option that one of you 
came up with: since Tea Sage Hut is closed, we thought 
we would create a bundle of the Intro to Cha Dao and 
the ten-day discourses. The evening discourses from 
ten-day courses were about Zen and life, since the tea 
lessons happened during the day. With these two cours-
es together, you are close to a Hut experience at home! 

We have been working very hard the last two or 
three years to take our entire operation to a fully sus-
tainable business with very little footprint and we are 
getting very, very close. This started with the magazine, 
using recycled paper and soy ink. Then we turned to tea 
tins, stickers, tea bags and packing materials for all our 
teaware. For tea bags and stickers, we have found com-
postable and biodegradable materials and for packing 
we are using honeycomb recycled paper, old newspaper 
and other such materials. We hope to film all this soon.

Do you know about all the books we have up on 
the website? We have some great books that have real 
educational value along with some collector’s items as 
well that a tea lover may want in her library.

We have three new loose-leaf aged puerh teas 
on the website: a classic some of you will remember 
fondly called “Ember,” another aged shou called “Mir-
rorpool” and one of the best loose-leaf aged shengs we 
have found called “The Old King.”

The incense course is live! We also have a huge 
new section on our website for incense and incense cer-
emony wares. We are commissioning our own wares as 
well, so keep an eye out.

We are still looking at land and working hard 
to find something suitable. If things do start to 
open up and any of you find yourselves in Tai-
wan, please contact us to stop by for a day visit 
and have some tea at the office. In the mean-
time, send us prayers for a beautiful Center to 
last our lives and beyond. 

We hope you stay excited for Light Meets 
Life. We want to involve you in the planning 
of what we hope you feel is your Center. The 
more form Light Meets Life takes, the more real 
it becomes. Please contact us with ideas about 
what you envision for the property and for the 
experience at ten-day courses. Perhaps you have 
an idea for a type of course you would like to 
see when we open. Please share your ideas with 
us. We hope to create a whole new calendar and 
curriculum for Light Meets Life. And it is your 
Center, after all!

We are looking to rent another building to 
store tea and supplies across from our current of-
fice. This may also open up a single guest room 
for visitors in the future, which would be nice 
to have.

Inside the Hut
Coming Soon to Global Tea Hut Magazine

Wood Firing Aboriginals of Yunnan

Making of BowlsGongfu Experiments II
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I am creative



The most creative tea magazine in the world!  
Sharing rare organic teas, a magazine full of tea his-
tory, lore, translations, processing techniques and 
heritage, as well as the spiritual aspects of Cha Dao. 
And through it all, we make friends with fellow tea 
lovers from around the world.

www.globalteahut.org
Tea & Tao Magazine
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