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n July, the weather in Taiwan is very hot and we are often

indoors with the air-conditioner on, drinking fresh Japa-

nese green tea (shincha), this year’s new sheng puerh mao-

cha, other green teas like Cloud Temple and lightly-oxi-
dized oolongs like our Tea of the Month this month. Of course,
Liu Bao is also famed for its cooling properties, so a late-after-
noon session of some 1990s Liu Bao (like the Ma Bao we are
selling for Light Meets Life) is also very welcome amidst all the
astringent, greener teas we are drinking. Like last month, we
continue to enjoy reviewing this year’s sheng puerh, dian hong
and even some white teas as they roll in fresh from the farm. We
have already chosen this year’s Light Meets Life teas, but we are
still choosing tea for the Center and have lots of samples to drink
our way through, which is one of the highlights of the year.

This issue is one of our favorites each and every year: the issue
covering our Annual Global Tea Hut Trip! This was our fifth
year taking a group of Global Tea Hut members to tea-growing
regions around China to explore, learn about tea production,
connect with the Nature that makes our beloved Leaf and also,
of course, foster community and fellowship through tea. This
year was by far the most tea-filled trip ever—jam-packed with
tea trees of various kinds, tea production, teaware making and
much more. Each day was so full of tea experiences and new
information that I am still unpacking all that I learned more
than a month later! It has also been amazing to see these trips
grow from ten people to forty-three, and yet the organization
has gotten better and smoother, though inevitably China always
offers some bumps along the way.

Of course, we always make a strong effort to take the entire
community along with us on these trips. Throughout the trip,
we stopped to pray for all of you and invite you to join us in
spirit. We realize that many of you would love to be with us
but couldn’t due to the logistics of travel. We hope that you felt
our small circle within the larger circle of this Hut, as we called
you in. We also knew that we would be bringing you with us in
the form of this issue and the videos we will be publishing this
month as well. We went to great lengths to record our experienc-
es, writing about what happened, making lots of photographs
and videos and even processing some glorious tea to share for
you.

If you are fishing around for the gift, shaking the envelope
up and down, you can stop now. This month’s tea is among the
best, and the most expensive we have ever sent out. For that
reason, we had to use the gift money along with our tea budget
to purchase this wild, old-growth Dancong oolong. We hope
you support this decision. We did this last December and most
of you were happy with the upgrade in tea, so we think you will
be okay with it now as well. We had the opportunity to get some
more affordable, organic plantation Dancong, but wanted to of-
fer you the chance to drink some tea from the older trees we sat
and meditated with. It is nice to raise the bar and share tea that is
higher quality with all of you, whom we love so much. It makes

this all worthwhile.

We have a tremendous amount of tea and teaware in our
fundraiser this year, to help build our future Center, Light Meets
Life, and also to support your practice. We have bowl sets, three
different types of sidehandle pots, amazing kettle and brazier
sets, Yixing teapots for gongfu tea and more. We also have some
glorious teas this year, including one of the best shou puerh teas
we have ever tried from old-growth trees in Jingmai (the same
grove as Forest Bridge). Your support in choosing this tea and
teaware means that we can move closer to our goal of build-
ing your Center in the mountains. This is much-needed, as our
courses are always over-full with long waiting lists (we had thirty-
two people on one waiting list early this year).

Before we move on to our exciting adventure through oolong
tea, carried by a black dragon through the southern mountains
of China, there are two more announcements we have to make.
First, we have changed the Tea of the Month article around.
From now on, the information about the tea itself (that which
used to be next to the “Brewing Tips”) will be on p. 3, and the
article on the Tea of the Month, which will now be called a “A
Deeper Session” exploring the topics surrounding the Tea of the
Month in greater detail, will began on p. 5 after the spread with
the tea’s information.

Second, we have converted all past issues to .heml. This
means that every past issue is now searchable by article, topic,
author, etc. There are tags you can use, or you can conduct your
own search with any keyword you want. This is a huge step, as it
opens Global Tea Hut, the greatest resource on tea in the English
language, to the entire world. We hope that beyond this com-
munity, tea lovers around the world will make use of this free
resource to learn about tea and grow a greater love for Nature
through tea, which may lead to a more harmonious relationship
with our Mother Earth. We are extremely grateful for your sup-
port, which makes this project possible, and for your inspiration,
which fuels all the hard work that goes into its continuation.

W

on £

—Further Reading—

This month, we recommend rereading the pre-
vious annual trip editions, which will provide
context for the types of trips we take and what
it is like to travel with us on one. Hopefully, this
will inspire you to sign up for a future trip and
everyone in the community will join us at least
one year!




ur beautiful Duck Shit (Ya Shi, /)

tea was made by our host on this year’s

annual trip, Mr. Zeng Shun Tao (& 5% %).
We had a lot of choices for our tea to go with this
year’s trip issue, but we wanted something special,
as this is the first-ever Dancong we have shared
with the community. We decided to spend the tea
budget and our gift budget, explaining to Mr. Zeng
how much we had. He offered to match us, dollar
for dollar, and through his generosity, we were able
to purchase this stunning tea, which comes from
a wild garden of old trees on Wudong Mountain
(& 3#.1) that average fifty years old.

Like most other famous varietals of Dancong,
Duck Shit Fragrance comes from a single Moth-
er tree that is around one hundred years old. The
name is amongst the most curious in the tea world,
and the Chinese is the most vulgar character (shi,
/4), so there is no point in translating it euphemis-
tically as “poop” or “feces,” when only “shit” will
do. There are many versions of the story of how
this tea got its unique name. In most versions, the
soil in the area where the original tea grows is yel-
lowish-white and thought to be inferior to other
areas of the mountain. When a farmer found this
unique tree and tasted the glorious tea it yielded,
he named it after the soil that produced it. Other
locals refer to this farmer as “Wei,” adding that the
tree was wild and didn’t belong to anyone. They say
that Wei was worried that once people realized how
wonderful the fragrance of this tea was, they would

steal the tree or take graftings, so he gave it an un-
attractive name to scare people off. Other less fre-
quently heard stories involve duck shit as fertilizer
or even the fragrance of the tea leaves when they are
withering overnight, which, they say, smell faintly
of duck shit.

Our Duck Shit Dancong is incredibly fragrant,
with a rising glory of floral, fruity notes that come
in waves. The thick, sweet liquor coats the mouth
and throat and lasts for a long time. The energy
is incredibly uplifting. These wild trees are full of
the movements of the sky, as the area on Wudong
Mountain where this garden resides is around 1,200
meters above sea level and is rocky and open to the
air. Mist and fog roll through each morning, and
the old garden is full of plants and insects. The trees
are covered in seeds, showing their wild vibrancy.
This is one of the most powerful gardens we have
ever visited, and the tea thrums with that energy.

We suggest taking an entire afternoon to enjoy
dozens of steepings of this amazing tea. Be sure
to smell each and every cup, as much of the en-
ergy (Qi, &) of this tea is in the fragrance. If you
are brewing this leaves in a bowl, just two or three
leaves will do, and you may want to have it in the
morning instead. The leaves open up gorgeously in
a bowl, but the fragrance really shines when pre-
pared gongfu. (There is enough tea for you to try
both if you wish to.) Take the time to soar on the
dragon’s back, through the clouds and up into the
full and open sky...
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A DEEPER SESSION

Further Exploration into
Our Tea of the Month

ver the course of this month,

we will be joining this

years intrepid Global Tea
Hut travelers through Anxi, Phoe-
nix Mountain, Chaozhou and Hong
Kong. As usual, we selected a tea from
our journey and the hosts we were vis-
iting, adding some depth to the experi-
ence of reading about our trip with us.
We were offered three grades of tea this
year by our host in Phoenix Moun-
tain and decided, like last December,
to forgo a gift this month and use
the extra funds to choose the highest
grade of tea we could get, sharing an
extra special tea this month as we cele-
brate our fifth such tea trip gathering,
hoping to take you all with us on this
epic journey. As usual, let’s move from
the general to the specific, starting
with a review of some important les-
sons about tea genres to the category
of oolong and then on to talk about
Dancong oolong and our Tea of the
Month.

Oolong tea production developed
in Wuyi, in the north of Fujian in the
early Qing Dynasty (1644-1911) and
then spread southwards as it was the
most suitable production method for
the varietals in this area. Throughout
these issues, we always try to correct the
mistaken understanding that the seven
genres of tea are just a result of process-
ing methods. In the West, it is often as-
sumed that the types of tea are defined
exclusively by processing. This mistake
is, in part, due to the fact that early
European traders were not allowed be-
yond the docks, never saw tea trees or
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processing and learned everything in
broken languages from the hearsay of
merchants who were instructed not to
tell the foreigners much. In the early
days, the European traders, merchants
and eventually consumers whom they
informed only divided tea into “black”
and “green,” and it was assumed that
these two types of tea came from dif-
ferent plants altogether. Once it was
discovered that both types of tea came
from varietals of the same Camellia
tree, tea vendors combated the mis-
information about tea coming from
different plants with the simplification
that the differences in type were “all
in the processing.” While the strategy
worked and merchants, vendors and
consumers all came to realize that all
tea came from Camellia sinensis, the
oversimplification misled in another
direction.

In books and on the Internet, it is
common to find authors stating that
“all tea is Camellia sinensis and the dif-
ference is in the processing,” further
promoting this age-old misinforma-
tion. The first part of this statement
is wrong, as tea is actually made from
many species of Camellia, with dozens
of species in Yunnan and others in Tai-
wan and elsewhere. Furthermore, the
processing of tea developed over time
to suit a local varietal or varietals. The
processing of tea evolved the way all
human skills do, which is in three ways:
insight, innovation and trial and error.
Insight refers to a deep, or one could
say “spiritual,” connection to the me-
dium and process of an art. This kind
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of adaptation comes from beyond the
artist and flows through her. Second
are innovations, which are the bright
ideas—the light bulbs that go off when
brilliant men come up with new ideas.
Finally, what usually follows the first
two methods of development is a pe-
riod of trial and error. Within this type
of progress, one might also include the
times when we accidentally stumble
upon something that turns out to be
genius. Tea processing evolved over
centuries in all three of these ways.

Some of the characteristics we find
in different genres of tea are poten-
tially contained within any varietal of
tea, while others are only specific to
the varietal(s) of a region. This means
that some of the techniques used to
process tea of a specific genre could
be applied to other tea trees in a very
different place and create similar re-
sults, but certain qualities would be
missing. This unique specificity also
goes beyond the varietals. Even when
a varietal is transplanted to another
region, the environment shapes a very
different leaf. As Wu De always says,
“A leaf is the tree’s expression of its re-
lationship to its environment.” All the
nutrients used to grow that leaf came
from the soil, the mountain and the
weather of that place. And if a farm-
er is sensitive, which is a requirement
for mastery of tea production, he will
adapt his processing to suit the leaf. In
other words, great farmers adapt their
processing every year depending on
the weather, rainfall, humidity, mist
and other natural influences.




The conclusion is that oolong is
not just a processing method. It is a
cluster of processing methods and a
cluster of trees/terroirs extending from
Fujian down to Guangdong and over
to Taiwan. As the processing meth-
ods invented in Wuyi spread south,
they were adapted to suit the varietals
already in Anxi, Taiwan and Phoenix
Mountain. Anxi oolong is rolled in
cloth bags ball-style because the vari-
etals there are tough, and a more vig-
orous roll is needed to break down the
cells and shape the tea. If Wuyi Cliff
Tea was rolled in that way, it would
be destroyed. Phoenix Mountain
tea is also more delicate, and so it is
rolled across bamboo trays when it is
hand-processed. All of these and many
more subtle differences from region
to region, tea to tea, are the result of
processing skills that are responding
to certain varietals and the unique
characteristics found in those trees
along with the unique environments
those trees grow in and the changes in
weather each year or season to season.

Oolong is made from larger leaves
with more open bud sets than green,
white or yellow tea. These more ma-
ture leaves are bolder and stronger,
with more potential for bright, deep
fragrance. Traditionally, before the
invention of agro-chemicals, these tea
leaves were covered with bug bites as
well, since they had been on the tree
longer. Farmers who still work with
clean tea welcome this, as it is first of
all a sign of a healthy, vibrant ecology,
which means the tea will be rich that

year; and, second of all, around each
bug bite is a red ring that shows that
the leaf has already started oxidizing
before it was even picked. Oolong tea
is withered and shaken to semi-oxidize
the tea, traditionally to a range of 40%
to 70%. This allows the fragrance of
the tea to develop more profoundly
and with a greater character, especially
since the trees in Fujian, Taiwan and
Guangdong are rich, semi-tropical
or tropical, with full-bodied flavors.
They are juicy and vibrant, strong and
bright, and this type of processing
brings out the richness within. This is
also why the buds of oolong tea are left
to open further than with white, green
or yellow tea varietals.

Oolong tea all goes through indoor
and outdoor withering, shaking, firing,
rolling and then usually roasting if it
is traditionally processed, though there
are great variations from region to re-
gion and varietal to varietal. (We will
discuss the processing of Dancong and
our Tea of the Month later.) The with-
ering oxidizes the tea, and the shaking,
which is perhaps the most defining
feature of oolong production, bruises
the edges of the leaf, further enrich-
ing the oxidation. The firing slows the
oxidation down to a trickle (enough
that we can say it has been arrested),
and the rolling breaks the cells down,
bringing the inner juices of the tea to
the surface. The roasting matures and
develops the flavors, hopefully en-
hancing and encouraging them to fix
in the drying. But knowing this basic
formula is just a very rough sketch of

what oolong is. The details all need to
be filled in with other, sharper pencils,
brushes and ink.

In order to really understand
oolong tea, we must first recognize
that this procedure was developed to
bring out the best of certain varietals
of trees, growing in a certain type of
environment within a certain climate.
Each kind of Dancong or Cliff Tea is
processed slightly differently based on
its characteristics. Shuixian (KAh),
for example, is delicate and usually
oxidized more lightly. The above for-
mula is always adjusted based on the
varietal, the garden and the weather
that year, and while the variations may
seem subtle from a distance, they are
strong and extremely influential to the
sensitive hands of the farmer working
with the tea and the palates of a tea
connoisseur drinking the finished tea.
The best teas require the right envi-
ronment, varietals suited to that place,
perfect spring weather (traditionally
tea is made only in spring and the best
teas are still thus) and subtle, sensitive
and skillful hands to process the leaves,
coaxing their inner spirit out (and this
includes skillful brewing as much as
it does processing). As any tea farmer
will tell you, fine tea is a cooperation
of Heaven, Earth and Human.

Tea is a dance: one partner is Na-
ture and the other human, and in this
dance Nature leads. We follow Her
steps, and only find grace when in
harmony with the music, which is the
Great Dao that we both follow around
the stage.



PHOENIX MOUNTAIN

Phoenix Mountain (J& &, L) is to
the north of Chaozhou in Guangdong
Province. This small tea-growing re-
gion has peaks that reach up to 1,500
meters above sea level in a very tem-
perate and tropical region with average
temperatures of between 18-22 degrees
Celsius. The mountains here are dense
and rocky, and the even temperatures
during the day and night during the
spring and loose gravelly soil are per-
fect for tea growing. Tea loves loose,
rocky, mineral-rich soil with constant
water flow. It also likes humid, consis-
tent temperatures with fog and mist
rolling in each morning, all of which
are present in abundance throughout
the Phoenix Mountain area. All of this
contributes to the rich and healthy
trees of the area, with thick, juicy and
dense, extremely fragrant and slightly
larger leaves that are perfect for oolong
production.

The history of tea production in
this area is ancient and rich, straying
off the pages of record into legends and
lore passed on down generations of

farmers, merchants and tea lovers. Tea
cultivation began here in the Song Dy-
nasty (960-1279) when the area was
called “Chao Shan (i#.11).” Some his-
torians say the first trees were brought
down from Wuyi, while others argue
that wild trees were discovered here,
native to the region. In the middle of
the Song Dynasty, the court was forced
to flee south due to another invasion
from the northern tribes, beginning
the Southern Song (1127-1279).
They say that during that time the au-
gust emperor himself visited Phoenix
Mountain and was so impressed with
the green tea there he wrote a poem
about it, comparing the small buds to
a bird’s beak. Shortly thereafter the tea
was called “Beak Tea (Niao Zui Cha,
B " 2)” throughout the realm.

The oldest and most famous varietal
of tea in Phoenix Mountain is referred
to as “Song Tea (‘R%), or “Song
Varietal (RAZ),” as it was brought
here in the Song Dynasty. These trees
are actually a kind of Shuixian, and
most certainly originated in Wuyi.
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Shuixian trees can be found all through-
out Fujian, in Anxi and other parts of
Quanzhou as well as Guangdong. The
best and oldest gardens in the Phoenix
area are found on Wudong Mountain
(B #.1), which is the origin point for
tea production in the area.

Whether the emperor really visited
the area or not, he and his descendants
certainly drank Beak Tea, and later
oolong, as it was a tribute tea from the
Song era on. But it was in the Ming
Dynasty (1368-1644) that the tea
from Phoenix Mountain started to be-
come famous throughout China and
eventually beyond. When oolong pro-
duction traveled southwards and influ-
enced all of Fujian and Guangdong,
the tea from this region reached its true
potential as one of the brightest and
best of the dragons to fly. Of course,
the processing from tree to leaf grew
along its own roads in Phoenix Moun-
tain, becoming a very unique tea over
the centuries, produced like no other.
From tree to leaf, processing to liquor,
Dancong is a very unique tea.




DANCONG

Oolong tea from Phoenix Moun-
tain is called “Dancong tea (£ 45 %5),”
which literally translates to “Single
Bush tea.” The name of this tea actu-
ally celebrates the most unique aspect
of the tradition of oolong production
that grew up here: the trees. The pro-
cessing of Dancong is unique amongst
oolongs, which we will discuss in a bit,
but the rarest jewel of tea culture that
evolved in Phoenix Mountain is the
“Single Bush” ideal, because Dancong
tea was traditionally processed one tree
at a time. (Because these are small-leaf
or medium-leaf teas, they are referred
to as a “bush,” as they have several
trunks and roots that grow outward,
but we will also refer to them as “trees”
in this article.)

There is no historical record of
when the process of creating single-tree
tea began in Phoenix Mountain, but
it predates the evolution into oolong
processing, back when tea from this
region was still made into green tea.
Since seed-propagated trees can live
hundreds of years and the tea only gets

better, it is actually amazing that this
culture of preserving the trees didn't
spread to other regions as well. It is easy
to imagine the why of how this trend
started, even if we can’t be sure of the
who, when or how, as any tea lover is
thrilled to have tea from a single-tree.
At some point, a farmer decided to
harvest and process a single old tree’s
leaves separately and his success meant
he repeated this, perhaps with other
trees as well, and eventually the prac-
tice spread to other houscholds as well,
until everyone was doing it.

There is a magic in drinking tea
from a single-tree. Every tea we have
ever had that was made from one old
tree, whether from Yunnan, Wuyi or
Phoenix Mountain, we were always
impressed by the breadth and depth
of such teas. There is little doubt that
the practice of harvesting and process-
ing single-tree tea created something
special, which motivated farmers to
continue the practice. There can also
be no doubt that such tea was valuable
to tea lovers—as valuable in antiqui-
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ty as it is now, which means that the
producers in Phoenix Mountain had
financial motivation to continue such
hard work, then to now. If the tea had
not sold well, the process of making
single-tree tea may have only contin-
ued for very special trees, on special
occasions or by certain houses, as is the
case in Wuyi. But the practice caught
on and Dancong tea was born.

The special qualities of a single-tree
tea and the market behind it had an-
other very positive effect on the land-
scape of Phoenix Mountain. As cer-
tain single trees became famous for
their unique tea, farmers took extra
care to preserve and protect them, al-
lowing them to grow old. In other tea
growing regions, bushes are often re-
placed when they get older and their
production  decreases—long  before
they reach centuries old, let alone al-
lowing them to die naturally at the age
of eight or nine hundred years. But in
Phoenix Mountain, the fact that the
tea was being sold tree by tree meant
that quantity wasn’t ever an issue.

Ve &{”’%

he term “Dancong” is just one of those Chinese words that all non-Chinese
speakers mispronounce. We always hear people saying this like “Dansong,”
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with an

sound for the second character, which is a mistake. (Other big

ones include pronouncing “puerh” as “poo-air” and calling the Buddha, “Booo-da.”)
It is important that as tea lovers learning from another culture, we respectfully
learn the proper pronunciation of terms, which also helps us when traveling to tea
regions, of course. Along with this small sidebox to help you, we would recommend
going online and finding a site where you can listen to the pronunciation of Chinese
tea terms. In the future, we also plan to make a video about tea terms in Chinese for
our “Brewing Tea” video series.

“Dancong (¥ 4#£)” is two characters, obviously. The first character, “dan (%),

is pronounced a little like the “don” in “Don Corleone” of the Godfather movies.
Usually, non-Chinese speakers get that part right. However, the second character,
“cong (#£), is a bit more difficult. A “c” in the Romanized pinyin of Chinese is a “ts”
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sound. It’s like the “ts” you hear in the English words “bats,” “Watson” and “carrots.”
The main challenge with this sound for English speakers is that in English the “ts”
usually appears at the end of words, or more rarely in the middle, whereas in Chi-
nese it is an initial sound. This can be hard to retrain for an English speaker. The
“cong” in Dancong is pronounced like “Dan-tsong” not “Dan-song,” or you could
think of both characters as “Don-tsong”

Hopefully this helps you to pronounce this tea properly, respecting the language
and culture it comes from. (You can also work on “puerh” and “Buddha” if you are
mispronouncing those, as well.) We hope to include more Chinese lessons in future
issues as well!




In fact, when an old tree started to
produce less, the value might go up
as the already rare tea, harvested only
once a year, would then be even rarer.
This also meant that people in Phoe-
nix Mountain discovered that the older
the tree grew, the better and more fra-
grant the tea.

Older trees produce better tea for
physical and spiritual reasons. Physi-
cally, the tree gets stronger, the roots
deeper and its ability to take in more
nutrients from the ground and sun
from the sky increases; spiritually, the
tea improves in energy because the tree
is getting older and wiser, conveying
more years of experience and Nature
energy to the drinker.

Another very unique aspect of
Dancong tea is that the varietals here
are almost all literally called “fragrance
(%), named after the aroma they elic-
it. Though some teas are named after
legends, place of origin, etc., most
are delineated by their scent. Cur-
rently, there are around one hundred
different “fragrances,” with more be-
ing invented as seed-propagated trees
mutate, get older and/or get famous,
literally making a name for themselves.
Aside from the Song Varietal, some
famous fragrances are Honey Orchid
Fragrance (Milan Xiang, % # %),
Almond Fragrance (7az0 Ren Xiang,

Mef=4), Eight Immortals (Ba Xian,
AA4h), the amazing and very subtle
Ginger Fragrance (fiang Hua Xiang,

¥ 7t4) and many more fragrances.
Indeed, Dancong oolong teas are
among the most fragrant of all teas,
with subtle aromas and shades of blos-
som, fruit, musk and many other per-
fumes not found in any other kind of
tea. And appreciating the fragrance of
the tea is a must when drinking Dan-
cong!

Ultimately, Dancong tea is only
“single bush” in name. As certain old
trees became famous, they were grafted
elsewhere, creating new trees with the
same “fragrances.” Some of these sec-
ond-, third- and even fourth-genera-
tion trees are now also very old in their
own rights. As a result, gardens were
built over the centuries and Dancong
tea was slowly divided into three main
types: original single-tree Dancong, in
which one tree is still harvested sepa-
rately and processed individually in a
traditional way; old, natural gardens
that may be graftings of special single
trees or even wild areas where trees
have propagated themselves (like our
Tea of the Month), creating many va-
rietals and even sometimes new ones;
and, finally, plantation tea, which ex-
tends even into the lowlands surround-
ing Wudong Mountain in neat rows of
bushes. There are way too many fake
“single-tree” teas on the market, and
the real ones are astronomically priced,
which is a sad trend that many other
types of tea are facing, including puerh

and Wuyi Cliff Tea.
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THE PROCESSING oF DANCONG rrROM TREE 10 CUP
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Plucking

Withering

(indoors and outdoors)

Shaking

(lang qing, i%7)

Withering/Shaking

in 90-minute cycles

Firing
(Chao ging, %) %)

Rolling/Shaping

(rou nian, %)

Dancong oolong is made in a very
unique way that is as rare as the en-
vironment and trees it comes from.
There is no other oolong made in this
way. Most teas are plucked in the ear-
ly morning and completely processed
in the same day. Dancong, however,
is plucked in the early afternoon and
usually not finished until the follow-
ing morning. As we mentioned above,
subtle variations in processing will be
exercised for different varietals, differ-
ent types of weather patterns and, of
course, some variations from house to
house.

Traditional tea production is only
and ever in spring. In certain very tem-
perate areas, like Yunnan, there would
be autumn flushes as well. But most
tea only naturally flushes in spring and
then very rarely has a small autumn
harvest. (In twenty years of visiting
Wuyi we have seen two small autumn
harvests.) In such cases where there is a
small autumn harvest (or a larger one

R8s )

P> IS 8

o R8s )

in Yunnan), the spring tea will still be
much better in quality, as the weather
is ideal for tea. In order to have multi-
ple harvests in a year, the farmer must
fertilize the tea. This can be done with
natural fertilizers, creating organic
plantation tea, but this will shorten
the life-cycle of the trees and the vi-
brancy of the tea and land. While it is
necessary for us to encourage organic
plantation tea, which is healthy and
sustainable, the best teas will always be
produced naturally, which means once
a year.

The harvest of Dancong begins
in March. Because it is further south
than other oolong tea mountains, and
within the tropical zone, Dancong
is picked earlier than other types of
oolong, which begin in April or even
May. Traditionally, like most tea, it was
plucked in sets of one bud and two-
to-three leaves, though on some farms
these sets are augmented with more
leaves to increase yield. The bud is fully
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Roasting Dry
(zou shui bei, & K)Z)

Roasting
(hong pei, B:3%)

Sorting

(fen ji, 24)

Packaging

Preparation

Cloud-Soaring

(yun teng, E Ji%)

opened in oolong tea, as we discussed
earlier. The fact that Dancong is picked
in the early afternoon makes for a very
different chemistry. And in tea produc-
tion, the previous step always informs
the following ones, and is always more
important—meaning that the envi-
ronment determines the varietal, the
weather the harvest, the harvest the
processing and so on.

Ideally, the tea can then have an
outdoor withering (shai qing, W),
though modern demand coupled with
climate change has meant that farmers
cannot always wait for the right day,
and this step must be skipped if the
sun is too strong. The ideal is for the
tea to be withered on round bamboo
trays so that there is airflow from un-
derneath, but most farmers put their
tea out on the ground spread out on
tarps. This process will greatly depend
on the humidity and weather. It may
last around thirty minutes or even up
to two hours.



Dancong tea has a unique and
much longer indoor withering than
other kinds of oolong tea. In most
houses, the tea goes through five
180-minute cycles of shaking and
withering. These days, everyone is
using machines to toss the tea (lang
ging, ##). They are large bamboo
drums that spin in a circle, shaking
and bruising the tea. Dancong has
ninety minutes of withering (wei diao,
%) and then ninety minutes of
shaking. The first cycle is shaken and
piled more lightly, the second and third
grow harder and more vigorous, and
the fourth and fifth then taper off to a
lighter shaking and withering. Though
we say ninety minutes of shaking and
ninety minutes of rest, it is important
to remember that there is no precise
recipe—great chefs only follow reci-
pes loosely. The farmers are constantly
checking the tea throughout this pro-
cess, smelling its fragrance and adapt-
ing the process based on the varietal

being processed, the desired fragrance
and even the moisture content of the
leaves (the weather). This process typ-
ically goes on undil around midnight,
at which point the tea is covered and
rests until very early in the morning
(around 4 or 5 am) when it is checked
by the master processor to determine if
it is ready to go on to the next phase.
Early in the morning, the tea is
de-enzymed, which the locals call
“stir-frying (chao qing, %) #),” as op-
posed to the more usual term “kill green
(sha qing, #% F).” The typical machine
used in Phoenix Mountain is a combi-
nation of old and new world technolo-
gy. They use a wood fire to heat a wok
that has electric-powered iron blades
that spiral around it, stirring the tea
as it is fired. When the temperature of
the wood fire is correct and the wok
is around 200 degrees Celsius, they
insert the moist, limp tea leaves to be
fired and then click on the blades that

circulate the tea, lifting it off the wok

as they spin. The hole is covered with a
flap of cloth or cardboard to hold the
heat in, though the farmer occasionally
lifes the flap and smells the tea or even
stops the blades very briefly to grab
some leaves and check on them. When
the firing is finished, the farmer then
reverses the blades, causing all the tea
to be pulled out by the blades. The tea
falls out onto a round bamboo tray.
At this point, the tea is rolled (rou
nian, #4%). Rolling breaks down the
cells and brings the inner juices to
the surface of the leaves. Dancong is
a striped oolong, with long, twisted
and delicate stripes. It was tradition-
ally rolled by hand across bamboo
trays, which we all tried when we
were there. Nowadays, this is more of-
ten done with a rolling machine that
presses the leaves down and pushes
them over metal ridges. Because these
machines can roll more vigorously, the
rolling time has been decreased dras-
tically from the hand-rolling days.
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However, the character of the farmer’s
hands and the energy of their skill is

also lost in such mechanized innova-

tion.

After rolling, the tea is spread out
thinly on metal screens that are held
taut by round bamboo hoops. These
large trays are then placed on metal
racks within a large, wood-fired oven
that is kept at a low temperature of
around seventy degrees Celsius for
drying. The trays are rotated and even
taken out once to cool down. If they
were dried all at once, they would
toast and have burnt flavors or even be
scorched. Therefore, the tea is dried in
two periods with a cool down between.
The duration is highly variable, so the
tea must be watched carefully, moving
the trays around the oven and out and
in. Different varietals and leaves with
more or less moisture due to rainfall
will require different types of drying.

After the tea is dried and left to rest
for some hours, it is usually packed
away until the end of the season. Some
houses finish tea as they go if they have
the manpower, but most people will
not be sleeping during harvest time in
the spring, as their entire annual in-
come will be derived from these two
weeks. As one tea is being finished, an-
other is coming in, which means that
there is only time for catnaps here and
there. When the season is over and the
tea has all been processed and dried,
the final stages of production can then
ensue—with everyone rested up and
ready to continue.

Then the tea is roasted in wood-
fire ovens to mature the fragrance and
finish the tea. The degree and method
of roasting is different for each house,
and unique for each varietal as well.
Some teas arent roasted at all, while
others are roasted more deeply. This
also will depend on the requests of the
customers. Roasting finishes the tea,
bringing the fragrances into harmony.
It should enhance the tea without leav-
ing too strong of a cooked fragrance—
bringing out the tea’s natural fragrance,
in other words, without leaving a trace
of the roast itself (roasty flavors or aro-
mas). Oolong tea traditionally sat for
a period of at least a few months af-
ter the roast to allow these flavors to
settle, mellow out and balance. This
rarely happens nowadays, though.
After the roast, the tea is sorted,
(huang  pian,

with yellow leaves

% ¥%) and broken bits taken out.
(Some houses do this before the roast,
and, traditionally, some farmers sorted
twice, both before and after the roast.)
Finally, the tea is weighed and pack-
aged for market.

While it is great to understand
this process, and we love the details as
much as you do, it is worth repeating
that great tea producers do not follow
a formula, general or specific. They
are smelling, touching and even tast-
ing the tea through all the stages and
adapting their processing to suit the
leaves they are working with. While
the variations may seem subtle to us
looking in from the outside, they are
very pronounced to those with experi-
ence and skill. Different gardens, vari-
etals and weather (mostly rain) require
completely different production skills
to compensate. And all farmers know
that it is only when the environment
(Earth), the weather (Heaven) and the
human work together that a fine tea is
produced.
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Dancong tea is a quintessential oolong, which means that if we want
to get the best out of this month’s precious tea, we should brew it gongfu. If
you don’t have gongfu teaware or haven't learned that brewing style yet, don't feel
ashamed. You can also brew this tea leaves in a bowl, relaxing into a meditative session
and focusing more on the energy and Nature flowing through these leaves than on their
physical qualities. The ideal, however, would be to have both shining and bright together.

In order to brew gongfu tea, we need four pieces of teaware: an Yixing pot, a nice kettle,
porcelain cups and a tea boat (cha chuan, Z#%). Some other useful tools would be a small
tray so that you can pour into the cups with greater fluency and not worry about spilling, as
well as some coasters for the cups, but these are not essential. Always keep things simple. A lot
of other tools have been invented in recent times, complicating a process that should be simple
and fundamental.

Fine oolongs like our Tea of the Month are fickle and can be challenging to brew. When you
put too little tea leaves, the liquor will be too light and the ethereal fragrances of honey and or-
chids, grass and sweet forest won’t shine as bright as they can. And if you put too much, the tea will
be astringent and overly sour. Of course, water and fire will also play a role in making a fine cup, so
we should use the best water prepared ideally on charcoal to bring out the best in this amazing tea.

In gongfu brewing, temperature is the key to success. Maintaining heat throughout the session
will make the tea more fragrant, uplifting and patient, which means you will get more steepings.
Gongfu tea is about larger quantities of tea in small pots with consistent temperatures that do not
fluctuate so that the tea leaves open slowly, evenly and release their essence in full blossom. For this
reason, we shower the pot both before and after each steeping, helping to maintain temperature
and create a hot, even environment (similar to the ideal growing conditions for a tea tree). We also
pre-warm the cups every steeping for the same reason, so there is no temperature shock when we
decant the tea into the cups.

This is not a great tea to experiment with, as it is a fine, high-quality tea and should, therefore,
be enjoyed fully and completely. But we do recommend experimenting with these principles and
with temperature in general. Maybe you can do the experiments with a familiar tea before brewing
this amazing oolong. That way, you will understand experientially why temperature is so import-
ant, and why preserving it makes a better tea. This will enhance your experience drinking our Tea
of the Month quite a bit.

As we will introduce when we discuss the Chaozhou portion of our annual trip, this simple
technique is traditional gongfu tea, which does not include teaware like tea sinks or pitchers
(cha hai, 2~#), which were invented much later. We hope to devote whole issues to this brew-
ing method in the future, going into much greater detail into all the history, philosophy and
practicalities of gongfu tea in general and Chaozhou gongfu tea in particular.

Gongfu Leaves in a Bowl

Water: spring water or high-quality bottled A Maintain heat throughout
Fire: coals, infrared or gas the session by showering the pot
Heat: crab-eye; 90-95°C both before and after steep-
Brewing Methods: gongfu or leaves in a bowl ing the tea. Try not to take
(gongfu is much better) too long drinking as well,
Steeping: flash, flash, flash and longer which increases the

A few leaves in a bowl if brewed that way overall patience of the
Patience: ten to fifteen steepings/ five pours tea for more brews.
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n April 14%, around forty
of us set out to explore the

oolong region of south-
ern China. We represented nineteen
countries, including five or six Tai-
wanese who came along with us. The
Taiwanese often cannot communicate
with our travelers, and neither can our
hosts, but connection still happens.
In fact, one of the highlights on this
year’s trip was when Lou Yingyin, an
important tea scholar who has contrib-
uted articles to this magazine several
times over the years, mentioned that
she was “beginning to understand us.”
She meditated with us and even asked
if we wouldn’t mind hugging her the
way we all hugged each other. This was
a sweet reminder that tea connects us
to each other, even when language can-
not. Community is what it’s all about!
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We met in bustling Xiamen and
were soon off to Anxi where we spent
three days learning about Tieguan-
yin. Then, we headed off to Phoenix
Mountain, allowing us to see ball-
shaped and stripe-shaped oolong
teas. We also spent time in nearby
Chaozhou, learning about gongfu tea
and sharing an aged puerh in an old
tea house. Finally, we crossed the cra-
zy border to Hong Kong to share two
fun-filled days there, visiting temples,
meditating, drinking tea and having a
wonderful feast. It was a stellar, fast-
paced trip filled with tons of tea: tea
trees (old and new), tea production,
tea drinking, teaware making and tea
brewing lessons.

Along the way, we got to meet so
many masters, it made some of us
dizzy: from tea producers like Master

Chen to teapot makers like Master
Zhou, calligraphers to potters working
on wheels, we saw it all. Much of the
mastery inspired us all to work hard-
er and cultivate our brewing skills to
bring even a semblance of the skill tea
farmers bring to the Leaf, and masters
like Zhou Qi Kun bring to the teapots
we use to prepare our tea.

One of the main goals of any Glob-
al Tea Hut trip is to demonstrate ex-
perientally just how much work goes
into the production and craft of fine
tea. We want travelers to return home
with a newfound respect for every leaf
that they put in the pot. If we all hon-
or our tea, we use it less and cultivate
the skills needed to extract every last
drop, saving the Earth by using fewer
resources and making tea in a way that
is more patient and satisfying. We re-




member farmers who work so hard by
raising a cup to the artistry they offer
us. If there are to be “tea masters” in
this world, then they are the farmers
who craft the Leaf, not those of us who
enjoy brewing it!

We make every effort we can to
bring you all with us on these glori-
ous trips. This year, many volunteers
stepped forward to record video and
make photographs along the way, often
sacrificing experience for the chance to
make something that you could all use
as a window to join us. We stopped on
some occasions and said prayers, in-
viting you all with us in spirit. Finally,
many of this year’s participants volun-
teered to write an account of their trip,
including feelings and highlights, so
that you can all read about what it was
like to be there. So put a kettle on and

join us. Travel along with us and imag-
ine all the beautiful spots we visited, as
you were certainly there in our hearts.
Travel through this issue not with
jealousy or a feeling of having missed
out, but with true joy for all that we
learned, which we now share with you
in these pages.

Imagine you landed after a long
flight to Xiamen. You purposely set
aside a day to get over jet lag and ex-
plore that beautiful city on your own.
It is full of temples, parks and a love-
ly bay. You take it easy and get a good
night’s rest. The following morning
you meet everyone in one of the most
hectic parts of the city (by the uni-
versity). Fortunately, you find them
due to the help of signs, while some
others are late in the confusion. (You
find out that the travel agent chose

this crowded meeting place. Welcome
to China!) After lots of hugs with old
friends and some brief introductions
to the people you haven’t yet met, you
already feel a warmth and friendship.
Smiles abound. Once everyone arrives,
you head off into the crowd, down one
street and up another to the bus. You
put your luggage on and help your
new friends do the same. Then, every-
one walks to a restaurant a block away,
where a huge vegetarian feast awaits
you. You listen to the catch-up of old
friends and smile. Wu De gives a small
orientation speech and hands every-
one a bowl and a cup. Afterwards, you
head back to the bus and drive off to
Anxi, the first stop on the trip...
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e started our glorious adven-

ture in Xiamen, with a hec-

tic meet-up in a tourist area
and a guide who led us through the
extremely crowded area to put our lug-
gage onto the bus before heading off to
what would be the first of many vege-
tarian banquets and an orientation. After
our bellies were full and we had all our
teaware, we loaded onto the bus after
only two hours in Xiamen and headed
through the hills and into the mountains
of Anxi, our first stop.

Anxi is a tea-growing mecca in Quan-
zhou, Fujian Province—home to Iron
Goddess tea (Tieguanyin, 4%, %). Anxi
is roughly 3,000 square kilometers with
tea growing all throughout. The best teas
are grown between 1,200 and 1,600 me-
ters, with lowland tea plantations as well.
As you drive into Anxi, you are immedi-
ately struck by the amount of deforesta-
tion in the name of tea production. This
always saddens the true tea lover. Though
Anxi is one of the largest tea-producing
regions in China, and it’s even called the
“Chinese Tea Capital (Zhongguo Chadu,
o F 48),” almost all this tea is for
domestic consumption and is therefore
produced on a large, industrial scale with
terraced hills and mountains to maximize
production and heavy agro-chemical
use. In fact, on our scouting trip to the
region looking for stops and activities as
we planned this year’s trip, our intention
was to spend only a day in Anxi, mostly
visiting plantations and discussing the
negative consequences of large-scale, in-
dustrial monoculture and how we as tea
lovers impact the environment. While
it is important to explore the problems
we face as tea lovers and humans on this
planet, we prefer to focus more of our
energy on solutions. We stayed in Anxi
for three days instead of one, because a
bright and shining solution presented it-
self to us—our tea karmas had ripened
into juicy fruit!

£ An

Master Chen Liang Gu (BR E)
was for most of us a stellar highlight of
this year’s trip. He has purchased three
mountains with wild trees and set out
to preserve Nature in Anxi, creating the
world’s only wild Tieguanyin tea. We vis-
ited his forests, with trees ranging from
dozens to two hundred years old. These
are amongst the largest small-leaf tea trees
on Earth. The forest was powerful. He
has also preserved traditional hand-pro-
cessing techniques, mostly lost to the
machinery of modern times. Not all of
his teas are completely hand-processed,
but they are all hand-picked, and many
of the wild ones are hand-processed, in-
cluding some single-tree teas. At some
point while walking around the streets of
his village, we happened to bump into
the mayor of Anxi and several other high
government officials. They commended
Master Chen, saying that they wanted to
help him acquire another mountain or
two to return to natural, protected tea
reserves and hopefully encourage more
and more farmers to turn to these grow-
ing methods, preserving and beautifying
Anxi. His work is changing things, in
other words.

The good news is that our entire is-
sue next month will be all about Master
Chen and Anxi Tieguanyin, so more to
come. For now, lets recap our amazing
stay in Anxi... As soon as the bus arrived
from Xiamen, we wasted no time and
hiked up a cool mountain through the
mist to see some old tea trees, includ-
ing Shuixian varietal (7K4h) and wild
Tieguanyin. We meditated in a circle at
the top for a while and headed down for
some tea and dinner. The next morning,
we were up early and up another moun-
tain to Master Chen’s oldest forest. Ev-
eryone was blown away by the tea forest.
We sat among the ancient trees, filled
by the spirit of this magical place. It was
electrifying and amongst the most pow-
erful tea places we have ever visited.
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The next day we went to Master
Chen’s small home village, where we
visited the temple to the “King of Tea
(ZEA4),” a god worshipped by tea
growers throughout Fujian. We then
watched him  hand-process
Tieguanyin, and many volunteers in the
group got to try their hand at firing (sha
qing, #% #) and rolling (rou nian, #4%).
Master Chen’s village has one of the high-
est concentrations of very old people in
China, and has even been the subject of a
CCTYV documentary as a result. He says
that it is, in part, due to a very rare tea
they produce here, which is made of wild
Tieguanyin, roasted with wild honey and
wild buddha’s hand fruit skin (Fructus
Citri Sarcodactylis, fo shou, #5). The

session we had with this tea after watch-

some

ing them produce it was among the most
powerful sessions of the whole trip.

Our last day in Anxi, we went to two
old temples, one of which had a park
where the original Tieguanyin trees are
supposed to reside. We also drank some
twenty-year-old Tieguanyin provided by
a friend of our guide, Mr. Liang (he also
gave everyone a few small packets as a
souvenir).

Some bonuses of our time in Anxi
were a sharing session in which Master
Chen cried, as he was so impressed by
our love for tea and great sensitivity to
Nature and Tea’s spirit and once again
watching Master Zhou make an Yixing
pot for us one evening, having traveled
all the way to Anxi to meet up with us.
We also drank too many amazing cups of
Master Chen’s wild tea to count, losing
our heads in the clouds.

It was hard to leave Anxi. We had
made some beautiful friendships to last
a lifetime and had seen some of the most
stunning tea forests we have ever been to,
many of us for the first time. But don't
worry, next month’s entire issue will be
devoted to Anxi Tieguanyin, so we'll be
back very soon!
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ANTONIO MORENO,

Such a wild tea trip!!! This year’s
Global Tea Hut trip was so amazing
that it’s impossible to choose a single
focus to write about; everything is in-
tertwined in experience, and I have
so much to share with you! But, I'm
comforted by the fact that this whole
issue is dedicated to the trip, and many
friendly voices will be covering differ-
ent angles and perspectives. So I will
just concentrate most of my efforts on
talking about the very special wild tea
trees we visited.

As you probably know, this trip was
bound by a distinct oolong motif as
we visited Anxi, home of the famous
Tieguanyin; Phoenix Mountain, home
of the Dancong sub-genre of oolong;
and Chaozhou, home of the gongfu
brewing method that we all treasure
(and, don't forget, gongfu tea was cre-
ated with oolong in mind).

I was excited when we arrived in
Anxi, but I had no idea why we had
come! After all, anyone who has been
in this Hut long enough knows that

Zfi Master Chen Liang Gu (B &)
was a highlight of everyone’s trip. He
really lives a life of tea. The good news
is that there was so much to learn in
Anxi, and his presence was so influ-
ential, that we have decided to devote
the whole of August’s issue to Tieguan-
yin and Master Chen. The wild forest
he protects is a powerful and fey place
that changes your breathing, slows time
down and makes you feel peaceful al-
most immediately. As we arrived, all
chatter slowly died. The mist that was
rolling through that day helped filling
everything with a mysterious vibe. The
small trails that lead through the forest
are amazing, as the trees have grown
over them through the years, lending
them a tunnel-like quality. We wan-
dered through the forest, tasting leaves
and hugging trees like good, heart-
filled Chajin. Master Chen showed us
the oldest trees, which are between two
and three hundred years old. These
trees are a Shuixian varietal from the
north of Fujian Province. Though their
ancestors may have been planted here
by people, these descendants are self-
and seed-propagated, wild tea trees.
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Anxi’s story is a heartbreaker... A cru-
cial chapter in tea history and oolong
processing that has been dying from
success. After all, Anxi Tieguanyin’s
popularity converted it into a cash
crop resulting in the subsequent agro-
chemical abuse. So why were we there?
To pay our respects to its glorious past?
To shake our heads and leave heartfelt
prayers for some distant tomorrow?
Perhaps to deepen our awareness de-
tecting agro-chemicals in a medita-
tive state? Or further understand the
impact of human abuse on the envi-
ronment? Could Wu De possibly be
taking us to some kind of exception?
Would we be happy to drink Tieguan-
yin again? It was all very wait-and-see.
No problem really... We know Wu De
well enough to trust whatever we did
or saw would be well worth the expe-
rience.

So when we were told that the first
place our host, Mr. Chen, wanted to
take us was to see some wild tea, I was
really surprised. I realized then that,

in the best case, I had been imagining
perhaps some organic garden with old
cuttings. I had never heard of wild tea
in Anxi! And would it also be contam-
inated somehow by chemical run-off
from nearby plantations? Wair and see.

Our bus drove past many terraced
tea plantations—entire mountains
barren but for neat little rows of waist-
high tea bushes. One mountain after
another on both sides of the highway.
Wild tea, here we come!

Eventually, we stopped by a temple
and all got out of the bus and sudden-
ly were ushered into a bunch of SUVs
and little buses. Soon, we were bounc-
ing our way up windy dirt paths, upper
and yonder, gaining elevation amidst a
thickening mist. It was in this marveled
state that our small groups of five first
began making our timid acquaintance
with each other. And then, our vehicles
stopped, we got out and followed our
host into the old tea forest. This was a
profound moment in all our lives and
in our tea journey as well.




I've seen wild tea trees before, in
Sun Moon Lake, Taiwan, and in Jing-
mai, Yunnan. Right away, I was sur-
prised how these were so different from
both those places. A big part of that
would be that the trees I was now visit-
ing weren’t large-leaf Assamica. But the
real beauty of wild tea is that every tree
is different, and of course, every vari-
etal is different. Here we were looking
at Shuixian and Tieguanyin varietals,
but I only found out later that they
were mostly Shuixian. 1 wasn't able to
appreciate the distinctiveness of each
varietal because, in fact, every tree
looked different from each other.

The common thread was that these
wild trees grew as clusters of slender
trunks that seemed to dance upwards.
Sometimes the trunks were visibly
connected and sometimes they weren’,
and looked like many seedlings had
sprouted and were each growing close
but separate to one another. The effect
was a mesmerizing forest of trunks ev-

erywhere you could reach.

When I think of the special terroir
of those wild trees, the memory comes
with a special bird song that was ev-
er-present. The trees grew on steep
slopes, the earth was moist and red-
dish, and the trees grew between oth-
er larger trees of different species. The
area itself was far removed from tea
plantations or civilization in any shape
or form. We were all alone with the liv-
ing mountain and each other.

The next day, we visited a different
mountain and saw more trees. There,
the land was similar in color and mois-
ture but the slope wasn't as steep. The
trees themselves tended to come out
of the ground as one trunk but then
branched out right about ground lev-
el into multiple trunks, each of them
curving over heavily. There were large
stretches where we were crouched
walking beneath a canopy of tea trees
that bent on either side of our path,
their branches hugging above us. Were
the trees romantically inclined? Was
it phototropism? I don't care—it was

magical! You come out into a small
clearing and take in a particularly ma-
jestic specimen, covered in a lichen
and hairy green ecosystem of moss.
Thus, our gang of forty made our
way through this old tea forest until
we arrived at the mother of them all,
the eldest of the mountain. Mr. Chen
nimbly climbed this elder and quick-
ly picked a large handful of leaves so
we could each eat one. Then we si-
lently gathered around and meditated
a while. I wish we could have stayed
longer but the mist was growing denser
and our host feared it would soon start
raining and that would spell trouble
for us getting down from this remote
mountain. As we were leaving, we saw
an old kettle on the side of the path and
imagined what it would be like to sit
there drinking tea, but “Quick! Move
it! Hurry down! The rain is a-coming!”
A couple of days later, we found
ourselves further south in Guang-
dong province, led by the leading ex-
pert on Dancong varietals and history.
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Our bus made its way through Wud-
ong Mountain and stopped at a large
open area. Then, we got out and began
walking up a path with Dancong trees
growing alongside it. Apparently, these
Dancong trees grow thicker trunks
than most of the ones we saw in Anxi.
They can be technically regarded as
“medium-leaf.” For the most part, they
grew out of the earth as a single trunk
and then branched out into multiple
shoots with each growing in a differ-
ent direction, but there were plenty
of exceptions, such as the very first
ancient tea tree our eighty-year-young
host specifically led us to: a 500-year-
old Song Zhong Dancong, which was
composed of a healthy cluster of six to
eight limbs that branched out marvel-
ously. We all admired its beauty and
then gathered around it and had a
wonderful meditation!

Our guide was excited to show us as
much as possible, and would go on to
take us to a 700-year-old Mi Lan Dan-
cong tree. This one was just as mag-
nificent, and we were all eager to get
close and touch it. Our guide wasn’t so
sure about our idea, but ultimately he
acquiesced. I believe his eagerness to
move on was a combination of being
excited to show us as much as possible
and his own preoccupation with the
welfare of the trees and what it meant
to have such a large group touching
the tree and stepping on its soil. We
all gathered around the tree and now
that we were up-close we were all taken
back by a heavy waft of septic sewer-
age. This precious tree was very close
to the town—it was literally brushing
up against a brick house that I'd esti-
mate was probably built in the last fif-
teen years. We were sitting beside the
tree, many of us touching it and send-
ing our prayers. Two of its limbs were
severed with open wounds. It was very
sad to see such a special tree in such a
state. I closed my eyes and respectfully
grabbed separate limbs with my arms,
making sure to not touch any of the
lichen and moss growing on its bark,
trying to connect to the ancient tea
tree spirit.

And then it happened... I began to
feel a very clear pulsing sensation on
my hands, as if a potent life fluid were
coursing through its limbs. It was say-
ing, “Here I am.” Yes. Wow. And then
suddenly I doubted... I turned around

to see if someone else was leaning on
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either of the limbs and perhaps I had
been feeling their vibrations or some-
thing, but no, it was the tree! So I just
stayed there feeling this intense pulsing
communication between us, showering
this tree with gratitude. I praised Her
on behalf of all the tea trees that ever
were, all the tea trees that ever would
be, the entire plant kingdom and how
indebted to Her I have become as She’s
become so essential to my life.

I have hugged trees before but I
had never felt a tree breathe like this.
It had always been some kind of vague
vibration that I was never sure if I was
imagining. After this experience, I was
wondering if this was commonplace.
Wias it just me who had never felt this,
never silenced myself enough or never
listened so deeply?

At dinner that evening, I shared my
experience with a dear sister who hap-
pens to live very connected to the plant
kingdom and she encouraged me to
ask at the table. Had anybody felt any-
thing touching that tree? Any physical
sensation? After a little bit of joking,
not one, not two, but three others went
on to describe similar sensations!!! And
then I shared mine. This was definitely
one of the more impactful moments of
the trip: the connection itself, sharing
that feeling with the group, admiring
the ancient trees and being so grateful
to have even gotten this chance to visit
them!

The wild Tieguanyin and ancient
Dancong trees are protected, and we
were so fortunate to be led to these
places, only because this Huts love for
tea is so pure! Can I say that again? 1
feel like it’s been understated! For ul-
timately, there is no other reason, no
other motive! I am forever grateful to
the Hut for the many personal les-
sons I've learned and can only hope
this gratitude spills over, onto, into,
through every other aspect of my life,
as often as possible, and as thoroughly
as the love coursing through my veins.
My heart stretches when I reflect on
this tea community and I wish to ex-
pand this gratitude in every direction
throughout my life.
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~ An hour-long honey tea session
that grounded us all and created
harmony in the group. This amaz-
ing tea is made of wild Tieguanyin
tea, wild honey and sun-dried bud-
dha’s hand fruit (fo shou, #5). It
felt like drinking all of Nature in
every bowl, filling us with our sur-
roundings in a very powerful way.
Many people afterwards said that
this session was the first time they
felt a love for the group traveling to-
gether. We were also joined by our
host’s ninety-one-year-old mother,
who is bright and healthy. She still
gardens, cooks her own food and
cares for the house shown above.
She drinks this tea every day and
attributes her long life and health to
its medicinal qualities. She cannot
speak Mandarin, so we communi-
cated mostly through smiles, hugs
and laughs!
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MANS KAMPE, SWEDEN

This trip offered so many different
impressions and resonated with me in
so many ways that it’s difficult to put
into words what actually happened.
Right from the Saturday morning
when we met up in Xiamen, the group
were my new friends. We immediately
set off to explore and learn together,
spending time with some of the most
fascinating masters, with the opportu-
nity to learn from their thoughts and
ideas, work and dedication, their vast
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knowledge and love for tea. We ob-
served, reflected and discussed, and the
wide diversity of personalities within
the group offered more perspective
and insight than any of us could ever
have gathered on our own. The whole
trip was so much about tea, from being
around the old trees to understanding
the hand-picking and the different
steps of processing, to serving, tasting
and feeling. Somewhere along the way,
I realized that as much as it was about

tea, it was also about people, focus,
wisdom, society, stillness, friendship,
Nature, complexity and simplicity—
and just about everything in between.
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~ Like last year, we were once again treated to a demonstration of how an Yixing

pot is crafted from start to finish in a rough way (the actual process takes more than
a week). Master Zhou Qi Kun (5] 1-3¥) made a unique shape this year, and even
included some duanni flecks like our Starry Sky teapots. The whole process took
around two hours to complete, but no one was bored. Everyone watched transfixed
by the process and Master Zhou’s ability to create in a flow, with absolute concen-

tration, presence and heart.

YULIYA MASLYN,

From day one, I loved everything
about Global Tea Hut. It conveys pro-
found messages in such an effortless
way that it was hard to resist; it invites
you to lean in and listen attentively, so
I opened my heart for the teachings of
Cha Dao.

It usually doesnt take much to
convince me to travel, especially if this
travel involves Tea. Last year, I went to
the Tea & Zen retreat in Spain, the Tea
Sage Hut in Taiwan and the annual
trip to China. All of these were about
Tea, but in very different ways. Only
when completing the full circle, did I
realize that it corresponds to the mes-
sage of connection through the Leaf
to self, community and Nature. There
was a lot of Nature on this trip: sev-
eral wonderful days among tea bushes
old and young, wild and cultivated by
farmers. This trip was an educational,
inspirational and emotional journey
intertwined with passion, mastery, joy
and love.

The Global Tea Hut community is
a tribe of truly remarkable people! Ev-

ery time I get to know someone per-
sonally and share a few bowls of tea
together, I am amazed at how diverse
and yet similar we are. But when you
find yourself surrounded by forty Cha-
jin from all over the world on a bus for
ten days and let go of all expectations,
you are setting yourself up for the jour-
ney of a lifetime. And it is not only a
geographical journey through remote
places, but a pilgrimage of the soul
returning home. I had a very strong
sensation of being part of something
bigger and at the same time deepening
my connection with the Leaf. Belong-
ing to the tribe gives so much primi-
tive joy, to sit around the fire and drink
leaves steeped in water like thousands
of sages have done through the cen-
turies before us, and will continue to
after we are all long gone.

After hugging wild trees that are
hundreds of years old, drinking tea
will never be the same. For me, each
tea leaf is like a person with a story,
and when I brew tea, I engage in the
internal storytelling, listening to the

quiet whisper from a distant past. It
encourages me to redefine my life, cre-
ate space to cultivate the mastery and
dedication we witnessed from the mas-
ters we met—holding withered leaves
in my hands and inhaling with every
cell of my body the aroma of Chinese
villages during tea-picking season, and
storing that memory so I can search for
the same scent when I hold a bowl of
tea back home. I take the serving of tea
as a huge responsibility. It is an honor
to pass a bowl of tea to a guest and car-
ry on the tradition of the Hut, and this
trip was instrumental in getting closer
to that—to learn more by listening to
the discourses and learning from other
students of the Leaf. This responsibili-
ty is a driving force for me to become a
better version of myself.

&
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KRISTINA CLARK,

This trip was life-changing for me. I had a wonderful time. Here are some daily reflections from our
journey steeped in tea, learning and friendship. A collection of moments that impressed themselves

upon my heart and memory:

Day 1

We meet, and we are a very big group. I could slip into
feeling overwhelmed, but I trust Wu De and his gift for gather-
ing lovely people around him, and I trust tea. It is fun to meet
other Chajin in person that I only know from the app. Tian Wu
keeps us all on track and accounted for, especially with our very
busy schedule of “Get on the bus!” “Get off the bus!” “We’re
hiking up a mountain!” “We have to leave now before it rains!”
“Come on guys! Get on the bus!”

Right away, I come to learn that picturesque rows and ter-
races of tea plantations laced with chemical pesticides and fer-
tilizers are not so attractive after all. Nature wants to be natural,
and it is important when a human can recognize and restore
that.

Our host Master Chen is such a human. As he guides us
up a red dirt trail, the mountain speaks to me, beckoning me,
calling me home. It is not a slight thing, to have a mountain
speak to you.

Day 2

The mountain mist kisses our faces as it kisses the tea leaves.
The branches of the wild tea trees stretch and grow where they
like, mosses and spiders making homes in their crooks, on their
skin. I speak to a tree, and she speaks to me. Do I recognize that
we are not different?

Later, sharing this intimate conversation leads to a deep-
ly emotional moment between Master Chen and myself. I am
grateful that all of Wu De’s work has brought us to this place.

At the temple of the Tea King God, our thirst is quenched
with sweet water ladled from a stone cistern, and I light straw-
berry-scented incense for the blackened patron of tea produc-
tion.

We drink wild grown Tieguanyin that we can’t afford to buy
out of handled mugs with lids.

Master Zhou arrives to give us a teapot-making demonstra-
tion. His hands carry skill and knowledge, his eyes discernment.

Day 3

By now I have learned the names of all of my travel com-
panions. At the village home of Master Chen’s mother, we circle
up, sipping special honey tea from our white bowls in silence,
giving the Tea space to ride our spirits, and giving the nearby
birdsong space to reach our ears.

Hotel room tea ceremonies at night, Morten serves the cir-
cle T attend and T am grateful to share with my brothers and get
to know them better.

Day 4

I am finding that it is rather a big deal that we have all
traveled from so far because we want to learn more about tea.
We are experiencing enormous hospitality and generosity.
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We are affecting our hosts as much as they are affecting us. This
is worthwhile indeed.

One of our number injured her foot the day before. Al-
though Jess’s fall is painful and unfortunate, it brings us a mo-
ment of heartfelt connection beside the temple where the first
Tieguanyin bush grew. I am humbled to carry her prayers and
incense to the altar for her.

We are served a special aged Tieguanyin, and I discover that
sometimes transcendence can be served in a plastic cup.

Day 5

Morning tea in the company of women, sunlight enters
through the window, while the tea called “Grace” (a sheng
puerh) is served by Mia’s capable, elegant hands.

On the bus, Simon and Emily give me a little introduction
to Dancong tea. I didnt know anything about it previously,
as I've just begun my tea journey. I appreciate their kindness,
knowledge and sharing.

We enter a village on Phoenix Mountain by foot, the fra-
grance of sun-withering tea filling the air with song. I want
to never forget this scent. I am struck that the entire village
processes tea at once—carpets of tarps strewn with fresh picked

leaves line the roads, and every home has an oven and racks of




bamboo trays. Lou Yin (one of our Taiwanese companions
and a contributing author to this magazine) expresses to me she
is happy that the trees here are happy.

At night, a much-needed quiet tea session with May brings
us both serenity and healing.

Day 6

A gentleman tea scholar proudly recites the many names the
700-year-old tea tree has been given throughout the years. The
farmers here know each tree individually. Do I know the trees
around me that well? Do you? His granddaughter serves us tea
she picked and processed herself.

Mr. Liang (another of our Taiwanese companions) and I
are now great pals, even though there is very little we can say to
each other. “OK? Hao!”

Our bus driver stops to buy us a great bunch of pipa
(#42, loquats), so we can have a true taste of the region.

Evening hotel room tea again. Marina has climbed a tree
on the street to pick a flower for her chaxi. I am learning from
my fellow Chajin to always be prepared to serve or sit for tea,
and how to transform your hotel room for a ceremony. These
are skills I will take home with me and use in my practice, as
I serve tea.

Day 7

Quiet time in a very old temple. A little cat befriends me. I
feel Guanyin near.

Later, in a timeworn tea house, we share aged Da Ye Qing
Bing, served in proper gongfu style. This special old tea that has
been sitting still for decades is yearning to feel the breeze again,
and it wants to move, and it wants to be human. I am grateful
to our brothers and sisters who are serving as brewers and cha
tong. Their service affords the rest of us the space to drop in.
We thank you.

Our teacher’s teacher’s teacher is present, in his red jacket
and charming manner. He makes a point to connect with each
of us (and he kisses my hand). I find myself at the center of a
hug sandwich, which grows into a group hug mob, vibrating
with love and resonating “OMs.”

Day 8

I love all of my travel companions, and I love drinking tea
with them, in little circles, this time on a hill in a park with
charcoal, tin kettles, and boiling revived Da Ye Qing Bing.

Day 9

As we wind through the immigration lines between Main-
land China and Hong Kong, I smile at every chance I get to see
the faces of my dear friends, knowing we will part all too soon.

Resham’s diligent planning brings us to the feet of our
dear Guanyin, who in this case is seventy-six meters tall! I
see that humanity is capable of beautiful elevated architec-
ture that praises the sacred. In different smaller circles—
circles always changing each sit, we laugh with the joy of drink-
ing Blue Mark together in a traditional teahouse.

Day 10

We meet the Big Buddha, and for both the first and last
time, we sit all together in one circle for tea ceremony. I put
words to what has been rolling in my mind and heart the past
few days, like the ball of tea leaves we rolled on Phoenix Moun-
tain. Knowing the hard work and dedication, the effort and
sacrifice that go into producing our tea, not to mention the
magic that the universe conspires to bestow upon the trees in
the form of sunlight and mist, and spider embraces and soft
moss, and also realizing that the tea I've had the privilege of
drinking is now a part of me, I feel the enormous responsibility
of being human. Tea, may I do you the honor of being human.

It is the last night and I serve hotel room tea with all my
heart to those I have come to love dearly in this short time.

The Final Morning

We share a last round of hugs before we part ways, spread-
ing out again across the globe, like sunrays—hearts full of love,
tea and gratitude.
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hoenix Mountain (Feng Huang

Shan, J&.)&.L3) has been a

mecca since the Qing Dynasty
(1644-1911), though tea first came
here as early as the Song Dynasty
(960-1279). The oldest small-leaf tea
trees in the world are here (though
some would call them medium-leaf).
We arrived in the heart of tea produc-
tion, and the smell of withering tea
wafted out of every door, with tarps of
tea outside of every home, as farmers
walked to and fro spreading leaves out
upon the ground. As we strayed near
gardens, others were picking the flushes
of green buds that abound all around.
There is nothing like the energy of a
village in a tea-growing region during
spring, as all human energy cooperates
with Nature in devotion to the Leaf.
It is always awe-inspiring to see how
much work goes into the production
of our beloved tea.

“Dancong tea (BA4%%)” literal-
ly means “single bush.” (Sometimes
we hear Westerners pronounce the
“c” in Dancong like an “s,” but it is
more of a “ts” or slight “ch” sound). A
very unique tea culture developed in
Phoenix Mountain long ago, which
is a reverence for individual trees. As
farmers began plucking and processing
individual trees on their own and this
proved to be commercially viable, as it
was no doubt as desirable to tea lovers
of the past as it is to us today, the locals
developed a respect for individual trees,
especially ones that produced delicious
teas that exist nowhere else in China.
There are old, revered tea trees in Yun-
nan, and throughout history these teas
were sometimes processed individually,

Phoenix
Mountain

but nowhere else has this become such
a widespread and celebrated aspect of
tea production as Phoenix Mountain,
where the tea is literally named after
the fact that it is produced a single tree
at a time. The respect that locals had
for individual trees meant that tea trees
were also allowed to grow old, living
out their natural term of up to nine
hundred years. This, also, is incredibly
rare for small- to medium-leaf tea trees.
One of the main goals we have for
each and every Global Tea Hut wip is
to instill in our fellow tea travelers a
deep respect for how much work goes
into making the tea we drink at home.
It is easy to sit in a cozy tea space on the
other side of the world and lose touch
with the fact that people living much
simpler lives worked round the clock
to make our tea. This respect can help
us to treasure our tea, always brewing
it to the very last drop. By honoring
our tea and maybe drinking less each
day, we respect the environment and
all the hard work that brought it to
us. Wu De always says that the only
masters are those who have passed on,
and the rest of us are students, learning
until we die. But then he often adds to
that statement, “But if there are to be
any tea masters in the world, surely it
is the farmers who craft these leaves.”
We all had the opportunity to wit-
ness and participate in tea production
in Phoenix Mountain. The tea process-
ing room was small at our host’s home,
so we went in to watch and roll tea
in three shifts of around twelve peo-
ple. Everyone got to try hand-rolling
oolong tea, breaking into a sweat in
the process. The others sat outside and

drank Dancong tea leaves in a bowl as
they waited.

We spent two glorious days on
Phoenix Mountain. Both days, we
visited different old gardens, guid-
ed by the beautiful old tea lover and
master, Huang Bai Zi (% #44F), who
is an encyclopedia of information on
Dancong, which he shares freely and
happily. He has written two books on
the subject, in fact. We had the great
chance to meditate in two old gardens.
The first day we sat for a long time in
the garden where our Tea of the Month
comes from, and the second day we sat
longer in one of the most ancient clus-
ters of trees on Wudong Mountain.

The oldest tree on Phoenix Moun-
tain just died last year. The locals say
it died of old age, but we do not think
it was a coincidence that it left the
Earth at this time. We visited another
800-year-old tree and all sat and held
Her, praying for medicine and healing
for this place. She had a brand new
five-story building looming over Her,
with air-conditioners humming up
all the floors, sewage smells and pow-
er lines passing within meters of Her
majestic branches. Modern develop-
ment and farming practices are indeed
threatening the Earth, our survival
on this planet, and with us, Tea Her-
self. We all felt that our presence, our
prayers and our inspiration made a dif-
ference to the lives of the farmers and
other craftsmen we met, all of whom
were committed to the preservation
and protection of these ancient trees
and the human heritage that surrounds
them. We all need prayers these days,
even the trees!
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MASCHA COETZEE,

This year’s Global Tea Hut Trip to
China and Hong Kong has been a pro-
found experience, having brought with
it many, many highlights that are rath-
er hard to narrow down, and having
revealed valuable lessons in patience
and humility, love and reverence for
the Leaf, as well as deep interconnect-
edness and generosity, equanimity and
belonging among many.

The first three days were spent in
Anxi, hosted by Mr. Chen and his
daughter, whose humility and gener-
osity deeply touched and taught me.
And while being a gentle and humble
man, Mr. Chen is amongst the highest
tea craft masters in China. During our
time in Anxi, wild Tieguanyin oolong
was enjoyed among us, while we were

taken through the steps of tea process-
ing: shaking of the leaves, for instance,
seemed easy when done by the master,
but, in reality, was more challenging.
This brought a multitude of smiles, as
we did our best trying!

A very special treat was the quiet
time at Master Chen’s house, where
another wonderful tea was generous-
ly shared with us: a honey-roasted
Tieguanyin with sun-dried buddha’s
hand (fo shou, #5-) fruit, the secret of
longevity in that village.

In Anxi, we had a very rare oppor-
tunity to connect with and meditate
among forest tea trees, many of which
are over 100 to 150 years old, grow-
ing in the wild and protected by Mas-
ter Chen, who considers himself the

&

~ We were guided by the vast knowledge and expertise of Mr. Huang Bai Zi

(2 #4%), the author of several books on Dancong tea, through the old-growth
gardens at the height of the tea season. We got to see troops of giggling tea pickers
carrying their ladders through the fields as they marveled at the huge gathering
of foreigners walking around. The forests were still and ancient. For most of us,
though, the two days in the tea forests of Phoenix Mountain were both joyous and
painful: there was so much beauty and also the signs of human destruction of that
beauty, including a nine-hundred-year-old tree that had just died last year. We
saw a ton of new construction, including power lines over the old trees and a huge
five-story building jutting right up against the gardens. We found a very ancient
old tree that was adumbrated by one such building. We all gathered around her
to pray, hoping that her leaves would help heal the locals of this modern sickness.
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protector of those magnificent magic
forests filled with spirit. Immersed in
the energy of the forest felt ethere-
al! Being surrounded by the coolness
of the forest, morning fog, the most
beautiful moss and the craftiest spider
webs, while observing and connecting
with the wild leaf, has been one of the
deepest experiences of my life! “A tea
leaf is a tree’s expression of its relation-
ship to its environment,” repeated Wu
De, and this phrase rang so very true
in the areas where we were privileged
to spend time in.

After that we visited Chaozhou,
the capital of gongfu tea, where peo-
ple drink gongfu tea everywhere in the
city: in the parks and shops, streets and
homes.




Next followed two days on Phoenix
Mountain, where, in between a sam-
pling of Dancong tea, we participated
in its processing, and got to take some
home with us! Dancong tea gardens
are spectacular and filled with high vi-
bration trees, some of which are 400 to
800 years old. We meditated in the tea
gardens, too. Those moments of still-
ness, quietude and connection to the
living tea trees will always be among
my most precious memories.

Meeting the masters of tea crafts
throughout the trip was amazing:
watching Master Zhou create an Yix-
ing tea pot in front of our eyes, listen-
ing to scholarly Master Huang pas-
sionately teaching about Dancong tea
on Phoenix Mountain, seeing Peter

Kuo’s teachers teacher form a whole
tea pot within seconds and watching a
master calligrapher was all a huge priv-
ilege and honor to behold!

The pinnacle of the trip for me was
a very special tea ceremony, held in a
Shanghai-style tea house in Chaozhou,
where Wu De introduced us to one
of his favorite teas: 1979 Da Ye Qing
Bing (X3 ##%) puerh, which left
the most profound impression on me.
Drinking this tea has been the deep-
est whole body, mind, heart and soul
experience of my life, as it flowed
through my whole body effortlessly,
bringing with it the feeling of physi-
cal purification and clarity of mind. It
energetically moved through the whole
of my spine, leaving me vibrating and

feeling the Leaf radiating through my
fingertips! In yoga we say the hands are
the extension of the heart (as we hug,
give, express love with our hands), and
I realize it may sound woo-woo to
some (or “foo-foo” in the language Wu
uses), but that tea allowed me to be a
witness to that, opening my heart and
all my senses!

To say I am grateful for being a part
of this Global Tea Hut trip would be
an understatement, as words cannot
describe the depth of the lessons re-
vealed and memories created during
the trip.
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KENT STEEDMAN,

China is a fascinating country
and it presents many spectrum of life
all at once, as do tea and Global Tea
Hut trips. The observer is never bored,
whether it’s the witnessing of the self
or the surrounds. From the guys on
boards with burns and no arms, to
the guys with armaments; from the
wallets full of cash to the unconscious
consumption and natural devastation,
from the power and beauty of Nature
to the madness of social conditioning,
control and queuing—it’s wild, con-
fronting, intense and mostly fun.

It was a nutty start with the con-
vergence of the group at a gate that
was crowded, where some of us were
missing/lost, followed by food with a
settling in, but by late afternoon we
were sitting round some old tea trees
high up a mount. I remember a deep
meditation up there.

Iron Goddess territory, wacky ho-
tel with a great breakfast. Our assort-
ed hosts were always ready to laugh it
seemed, at or with us. Family, kindness,
generosity and skill are what remain as
memories. Traditional Tieguanyin, as I
like it at least. Hard working people.

One of the clear memories of the jour-
ney for me was giving a little energy
work to Mr. Chen, the Dude from
Anxi. Feeling his Qi, his strength, in-
nocence and how hard his life was—
all in three minutes.

The trip had many meetings, many
moments to witness people at one
with their journey, from tea produc-
tion skills to pottery. By our presence,
help stimulate the promise from the
local officials of more land for Mr.
Chen and his family to create more
seed-propagated, clean and eventually
wild tea. Worth the trip if only for that
outcome.

The group harmonized pretty
quickly, a few ego wobbles early on
but all then mostly settled down with
a genuine enthusiasm. Some serene
tree interaction on Phoenix Mountain,
mixed with a barbarian exclusion zone
to stop us staying up there. This meant
no tea drinking amongst the trees. An
unusual trip in that regard, not a lot
of group tea sessions, but the ones we
shared were special. The wild honey
oolong session sent the “ida pingala®
energy system into quite the color

scheme, and the aged puerh explained
why the gods created mouths among
other profound sensations.

Its pretty funny and ironic on
these Global Tea Hut trips, for we are,
in essence, tea nerd central: we study
the importance of great water, fine
teaware, kettles and focus, and yet
we are forced to drink tea using water
boiled to excess in electric kettles in av-
erage teaware. It’s part of the surrender
to tea and self these trips become, al-
lowing and enjoying whatever it is for
why-ever it is and learning to be with
the ups and downs of travel in China.

I always leave China with more
hope than despair, for the great land
itself—for the future of living tea
and for those that caretake those teas.
However, the balance is delicate, while
most who live in China don’t seem to
have the awareness of how delicate, or
their own survival, dictates their in-
ability to see it.

e
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~ One of our days in Phoenix Moun-
tain was spent in the old garden where
our Tea of the Month comes from. We
meditated for around half an hour in
this abundant garden, where we found
a huge, rainbow-colored bug that the
locals assured us was a “tea bug” We
then returned to the factory and tried
our hand at processing tea. After the
tea was withered and separated, we
watched Mr. Zeng Shun Tao (& 5 %)
fire the tea. Then, everyone got to try
rolling the tea (rou nian, 3%4%). One of
the goals of every annual trip is to allow
participants the opportunity to under-
stand experientially just how hard tea
production is, hopefully finding a new-
found respect for all the tea we drink at
home. This was that day, and everyone
fully got the message!

ADMAR DE BRUIN,

I feel under-qualified to describe
what it was like to experience all the
trees, the people and the places on this
year’s Global Tea Hut trip. I am still
processing what happened. I can how-
ever describe the two things that stood
out most for me.

The first was the 1979 puerh tea
we drank in Chaozhou, called “Da Ye
Qing Bing (X3 F##).” After drink-
ing that tea, I noticed a warm ball of
energy in my stomach. It was bubbling
happily even after the session ended
and the group was sharing their experi-
ences. Suddenly and without warning,
the energy ball shot up to my heart and
exploded. My heart was almost burn-
ing with love, and was opened like
never before. I got up and shared this
with the group and lots of happy hugs
followed over the next couple of hours.

The second thing that stands out to
me, I did not notice until after the trip.

And even now, I really only notice the
effect it has on me. During my week-
ly tea ceremonies prior to the trip, in
the later steepings, I would sometimes
grow restless and a bit discontented.
Since the trip, this hasn’t been a prob-
lem. T can enjoy the later steepings as
much as the first. I cannot tell exactly
when and how this came to be—only
that it probably happened on Phoenix
Mountain, walking through the old
gardens, hugging some of the trees and
seeing the spectacular views. Call it too
spiritual or too flowery, but I believe
that somewhere on that mountain I re-
ceived a gift. I do not know what the
gift contains, but I know that it shines.
And as I am writing this now, I realize
this gift is not for me alone. It is for all
of you.

c.
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CONNOR GOSS,

The threads of thought and ques-
tions that arose during our annual
Global Tea Hut trip in China, espe-
cially when pondering what I would
write about here (which thread to gen-
tly grasp and follow), were numerous.
I knew already what awaited me. As
some of you may know, I am one for
journeying the thresholds; the shad-
ows in all of their beauty and mystery
enthrall me endlessly. Throughout
our journey in China, visiting many
soul-stirring places steeped in Tea, the
threads of grief arose in unspoken and
unseen ways, until emerging with a
thunderous presence during our first
tea gathering in Chaozhou, where we
opened our hearts and entire beings
to a profoundly wise tea, Da Ye Qing
Bing (X3 ###). The experience of
sitcting with this tea changed many
people’s lives on that beautiful eve-
ning. A shared experience could be felt
throughout the entire room, with each
person who verbally shared their expe-
rience mirroring those before and after.
Upon that evening, those previously
unseen threads emerged, crystallizing
and taking form within. I knew what
had to be expressed, even if the words
I carried were inadequate and empty.
Now I wonder where to begin? Have
we come back around to the beginning
again, or the ending?

I was mourning not the loss of
any particular thing, rather mourn-
ing human misconduct and its great
blindness/ignorance. I am part of that
blindness too, and no words or actions
can separate myself from that. It was
our inability to see clearly that struck
me painfully deeply during our meet-
ing of the old tea tree who was sick,
perhaps even dying. While humans
may be the cause of its death, the
tree ultimately does not care about its
death, and will go willingly into what-
ever comes next, giving life for the
continual cycle of birth and death—its
body decaying back into the Earth to
nourish new life, new tea trees who
will in turn give their lives one day.
However, the manner of its death is a
part of its life, and that was the aspect
of the tree that made me sad. No mat-
ter where in the world you live, from
what place or culture you were birthed,
there is no escaping the fact that we are
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part of the problem. I am here writing
on a laptop that undoubtedly caused
far greater suffering than can be fath-
omed. There exists no high ground to
take, no words or actions that can sep-
arate myself from the world. We must
acknowledge truth and integrate it.

Observing the experience with the
sick tea tree was a catalyst for me. Sim-
ply put, the environmental destruction
we witnessed in China opened me up
and became what William Blake calls
“a golden thread.” I followed its path.
An immense ocean of anger surged and
thrashed as I stood before this elder, a
tea tree who held such vast wisdom,
alongside thirty brothers and sisters
whom I shared the journey with, each
experiencing something different, each
experiencing their own perception on
a pilgrimage to tea mountains. It was
an anger that I mistakenly thought
came from seeing the tea tree, in a state
of sickness, and the potential loss of
another elder in the world. It was not
until after returning home and listen-
ing to Wu De talk about humans and
our misunderstanding of life and death
that I realized the anger I felt was un-
digested grief I had carried for many
years: an anger that dwelt quietly be-
neath the surface, repressed and mostly
unknown, seeping into my mind, into
my thoughts and perception of the
world.

Where does the root of such anger
lead? I do not know whether it really
serves any purpose to find its root, but
rather the importance lies in what I do
with the knowledge of its existence. It
is all too easy for one to become lost in
the ocean of inner dialogue and explo-
ration of past experiences. There does
exist benefit in acknowledging the un-
conscious and its motivating forces, as
there is a benefit in recognizing that we
are all part of the problem this world
faces. But we can easily become too
enthralled with the experience, iden-
tifying with it. Instead of choosing to
grow from the suffering, we choose
avoidance of suffering, of pain and
difficulty, escaping in varying degrees,
finding ways of disengaging with real-
ity. It is all a matter of orientation. We
can choose to exclaim with lofty ideals,
“We have sinned! We, humans, do not
deserve this. Now we must atone for

what has been done,” failing to see that
life 75 suffering, it is death, and through
the right orientation we can use it as
fuel for our growth and cultivation.

In finding Tea, I have discovered a
Way in this life. I have been gifted a
method of ceremony that creates the
space for me to remember and actu-
alize a way of digesting what I carry
with me. Consuming the grief within
that creates a misaligned perception
of the world, I digest it, metabolize it
and grow from it. Tea has shown me
the grief and She has shown me how
to consume it for my own benefit, and
more importantly for the benefit of
all beings. Discovering the undigested
grief and anger within has offered me
another opportunity to orient myself
skillfully, orienting myself to growth
and honoring my responsibilities in
this world. While every fiber of my
body and soul would delight in disap-
pearing away from the world, into the
forest and mountains, into solitude,
that would not offer the possibilities
of growth that the world offers me in
each moment. Instead, give me the
conditions to see my own inherent
blindness, orienting to consuming and
becoming each lesson experienced on
the path.

We mourn to celebrate life. It is just
as necessary and as vital as breathing,
food or sleep. It nourishes our bod-
ies and souls. It allows us to deeply
sit with that which we are mourning,
honor its existence, honoring what was
shared in the oceans of impermanence.
When we mourn, truly mourn, in the
bones and depths of our beings, we
digest the experience, becoming more
than we were in the moments before
mourning. It can take days, weeks,
months or even years to mourn prop-
erly. Do we have the time and space
in our lives to mourn properly, or do
we treat it simply as another task to be
done between here and there? Have we
lost connection to the intimacy of life?
Or do we honor its beauty with each
thread and breath of our body?
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ELI BUREN,

I had an amazing time on this trip. Here are some of the visions from this year’s Global Tea
Hut trip that continue to inspire me:

Sitting with the ancient wild: Tieguoanyin tea trees
i their evwironment ow top of a misty mouwntoin ivv
time and, space. Rooty to- tender bright leaves, hun-
ming withv life force, vines, insects, moss, bird song
and owaweness. A deep communication that was felk,
breathed and received in reverence.

Walking through av small Phoenix Mountain village
ak the height of Dancong spring processing; tea leaves
permeating and present ivv all forms. From the living
toste of av freshv leaf I just picked off o tree, to- baskets
and tawbs covered withvleawes in drivewoys; roads ands
any opew space. Lovely leaves jowrneying thwough the
process of picking, firing, rolling, drying—literally ey -
evywhere! The most memorable thing of all; though,
was the sublime and all-pervading scent and spirit of

tea invthe air.

Thank yow teow fomily for these moments, adventures
and real conwversationw shared thwoughout the trip.
These imprints;, and so- muich move, live witihv me and
are recalled and resouwrced as I Uft o cup to- my lips:
the scent of o whole culture and history, while tasting
a wowe of bivd: song inv the wild Tieguownyin brought
back fromAnxi. Thank yow Global Tea Hut for making
this exceptional immersion into the Leaf possible!
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haozhou is a city in the east of

Guangdong province with a

deep and rich heritage and cul-
ture. When you enter the area, you can
feel the old and new world surrounding
you. A deep past haunts this small city.
There are still the remains of a Ming
Dynasty (1368-1644) wall surrounding
a large part of the old town and many
other old temples, bridges and buildings.
But for us, there is another history and
heritage here that was far more relevant,
and the reason we came: gongfu tea.

Chaozhou is the home of gongfu tea
brewing. “Gongfu” means skill achieved
through self-discipline, mastery. Though
“gongfu tea” has become a generic term
for any type of tea brewing in China,
with any kind of teaware, it really refers
to a specific cluster of lineages that all
originate in Chaozhou (ours included).
We came to learn about the heritage and
history of a brewing method that means
so much to us.

Gongfu tea began in the south for
three main reasons. First, gongfu tea was
established by martial artists. They lived
their lives according to the principles of
martial arts, based on a Chinese cosmol-
ogy of Yin and Yang, the Five Elements
and a preservation of energy in motion.
Movement based on fluency and essence
is key to this understanding of the world
and how to live a healthy life in it. This
tea brewing is therefore based on harmo-
nizing the elements involved in tea brew-
ing (fire, water, earth/teaware, wood/tea,
metal/kettle and spirit) with the human
at the center of the process, so the person
and Nature work together in a melody or
“rhyme (#8),” which is the word used to
describe the best cups of tea.

Secondly, gongfu tea began for a
more practical, economic reason. At the
end of the Ming Dynasty and begin-
ning of the Qing Dynasty (1644-1911),
most people in China brewed tea in large
pots with large cups, using long steeping
times. As this was the era when the Euro-

Chaovzhou

pean tea trade began to rise, this brewing
method influenced traders and spread to
Europe and eventually the Americas later
on, which is why Western people tend to
brew tea this way even today. But people
in the south were poor and were looking
for a brewing method that required fewer
tea leaves at a time, with smaller pots and
cups.

Third and finally, gongfu tea evolved
at the same time oolong processing did.
Of course, we can brew most any tea
gongfu style, but no tea is more suitable
to gongfu brewing than oolong. They
grew up together, fated for one another.
Oolong production is the most compli-
cated and requires the most skill of any
tea production method, so it is no won-
der that the brewing of this tea would fol-
low suit. Though gongfu brewing began
in Chaozhou, it quickly spread to Fujian,
the birthplace of oolong tea, and then
to Taiwan itself. Since it was created to
make oolong tea, bringing the best out
of traditional oolong tea, it is no wonder
that it quickly became the predominant
method of brewing in these three regions,
where oolong tea is grown. In fact, it is
primarily from Taiwan that tea brewing
teachings and techniques spread back
to the Mainland over the last couple of
decades, resulting in the generic, wide-
spread use of the term “gongfu tea” to
apply to many types of tea brewing.

In Chaozhou, we met with one of Wu
De’s teacher’s teachers, Chen Xiang Bai
(Bk % &), which was a great honor for all
of us. He is a legendary Chajin, author
and teacher of gongfu tea and has been
for several decades now. Wu De says that
his book is amongst the most influential
tea books in his life and he is happy to
announce that Master Chen gave us per-
mission to translate some of it for this
magazine in the future! We met Master
Chen in a traditional Shanghai-style tea
house off the back of one of the alleys
in the old street, complete with antique
furniture and all. They offered us char-

coal stoves, small old-school stainless
steel gongfu kettles that aren’t produced
anymore (gongfu tea is best when each
steeping of water is prepared separately)
and lovely tables that could seat eight of
us. We brought our own spring water, as
we were drinking our best tea here: the
1979 Da Ye Qing Bing (X 3 #4#).

The Da Ye Qing Bing, or “Big Leaf
Green Cake,” is one of Wu De’s all-time
favorite teas, and one the Center has
more of than any other aged tea. It is con-
sidered the precursor for the now-famous
8582 recipe that began in 1985. Noticing
the changing trends in puerh production
in the Masterpiece (1949-1972) and
Chi Tze (1972-1998) eras, puerh lovers
in Hong Kong commissioned this tea to
be more like the Antique Era (pre-1949)
teas. This meant blends of bigger leaves
(called “higher grade”) from older Yiwu
trees. The Menghai Factory agreed to
make this Da Ye Qing Bing, which is es-
sentially a special version of 7582. Later,
in the mid-1980s, other tea vendors re-
quested a tea “like that 7582, and the
famed 8582 cakes were born, which also
used bolder, larger-leaf blends made from
old trees (though not always from Yiwu).

The tea was spectacular and took us
all to the stars and beyond. We could
hardly talk afterwards. Other high-
lights of Chaozhou were the old Bud-
dhist monastery with its gorgeous calm
gardens, strolling around the old street
finding snacks, watching potters make
Chaozhou teapots, drinking tea in the
park where old people gather every day
to serve gongfu tea and, of course, three
feasts at the same vegetarian restaurant
that we returned to because it was that
good (and they offered to cook us dif-
ferent dishes each time, though we had
these mushroom-looking steamed buns
every time because everyone loved them
so much). This was a festive part of the
trip, with camaraderie shining through
abundant compliments, kind words, pats
on the shoulder and hugs.
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STEVE KOKKER (C1 TING, % %),

We often hear in our communi-
ty, “Tea spoke to me.” While we all
instinctively have some sense of res-
onating with this statement, based of
course on our own previous similar
experiences, it’s sometimes hard not to
sound a bit fey and insubstantial if we
try to describe it further. Sounding like
something that might be overheard at
a New Age conference after a long hug
and sigh, it also reflects a great truth.
One that is very difficult to explain
linearly. Tea speaks to us... when we
listen.

Our recent group tea trek across a
swath of southern China gave us all
numerous opportunities to slow down,
tune in and listen—as well as observe
the effects of listening to spirit speak-
ing over many years through the mas-
ter craftsmen and women we continu-
ally met.

I myself was unprepared for the te-
nacity and directness with which “Tea”
(feel free to here substitute with Nature,
Spirit, Inspiration, the Universe, etc.)
spoke to me on this trip. And while
describing the whar (She said) will un-
doubtedly result in sounding rather sil-
ly or awkward at best, just the #har (She
said) is stunning enough on its own!
When one’s mental noise is reduced
sufficiently, when the radar is as unob-
structed as it can be, the messages slip
through the cracks of usually-muddied
consciousness loudly, sharply and in
ultra-fast, rich downloads in the form
of images, associations and a sense of
knowledge and understanding,.

I am forever grateful for such mo-
ments, which have sprung up in nu-
merous instances during various Glob-
al Tea Hut road trips over the years.
As socially endless and voluminous as
they are, they also contain space for
reverent silence directed towards Tea.
For example, in sitting among tea trees
hundreds of years old, or making our
way through luxuriously thick growths
of multi-layered groves where entire
mature ecosystems play out their ex-
istence in a slow-motion dance of
fog, rain, spiders, frogs, molds and
leaf-covered fertile topsoil—all on a
pillowy carpet of velvet moss. Brushing
ourselves past these sentient beings, for
brief moments breathing in the same
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air they do, we do our frail human best
to feel as rooted and harmoniously
part of their environment as they ap-
pear to us.

Ah, conscious moments like that!
For these we live, although we seem
to spend much of our lives running
from them. The sharpest moments
of the trip were when I received at
times almost overwhelming (here is
where words feel inadequate) impuls-
es/downloads/images, and these are
likely the same that others will also
choose as their highlights: generously
amassed to imbibe a witchy and rare
brew of wild honey-cooked Tieguan-
yin on a veranda perched above a pic-
ture-perfect old-fashioned village (the
kind which we all know doesn’t exist
anymore); meditating among old,
wild-growth trees destined to become
Tieguanyin, the likes of which most of
us will never experience; sitting among
the world’s wildest trees that offer us
Phoenix Mountain Dancong and
touching a being that has been offering
Her wisdom for about nine centuries,
yet now bows wearily but gracefully to
the inevitable creeping onslaught of
human “civilization”; drinking several
straight-to-cosmos precious teas; and
much more...

Mastery Master Class

Yet other transcendent moments
were related to dedication and mas-
tery. At one point it was overwhelm-
ing to a group of decent folks like us,
who often feel like we are truly doing
our maximum to be our very best, to
find ourselves in the presence of indi-
viduals who were true masters in their
respective crafts. Some days, it fele like
a “Masters Road Show,” with world-
class masters suddenly appearing out
of nowhere unexpectedly to demon-
strate their essences to us: be it tea pro-
cessing, tea brewing, teapot crafting,
calligraphy, farming, hosting, public
speaking and more. Not only was there
a feeling of a continual mini-Olympics
being performed in front of our eyes,
but even more impressive were the per-
sonality characteristics that this level of
craftsmanship implied.

To me this implied primarily an
open channel of communication: be it
to Tea and to what She leads, far be-
yond the roots and leaves, or via anoth-
er medium, but nonetheless leading to
Source-inspiration. For, aside from
the 10,000 hours or 40 years of ded-
icated practice necessary for mastery,
the aspect of deep listening—of being
open enough to listen—is an essential
component of any aspect of perfecting
one’s craft. To be in the presence of
such listening skills and witness their
physical consequences was strikingly
inspirational. Mastery also is a form of
communication, or at least implies it,
with the concomitant ability to push
aside distractions, to be committed to
doing something well for its own sake.




It seems to me that this has been a con-
stant message from the beyond to us,
since time immemorial. It is synony-
mous with advancement, antonymic
to stagnation.

For 0.01% of Life,
We Make a Lot of Noise

One common theme of communi-
cation for me during this trip was how
resonant were its non-verbal aspects.
In weight, volume and time, verbal
communication dominated ceaselessly,
but in depth and resonance, the non-
verbal kind was king. Master Chen, for
example, patiently picking up the fresh

tea leaves over and over again that we
spilled onto the floor trying to bruise
them in the hanging baskets—this
spoke volumes. As did when Master
Chen, wife of Yixing potter Master
Zhou, for what must have been the
600th time, sat quietly, engaged total-
ly, transfixed and in deeply supportive
presence while her husband generously
took three hours to make a pot for us
all (once again) to see some of what is
involved in this process. It was a dou-
ble act of generosity and selfless desire
on their part to transmit some of the
secrets that are shown to those who are
dedicated and concentrated on their
craft.

A huge part of the overall commu-
nication we were afforded with Great

Nature via the medium of tea came
from the relatively little but powerful
time we spent in meditative silence,
among the trees themselves and while
partaking in their steeping and serving.

Moments of silence will remain
among the most memorable of the trip
for our lucky selves for a long time to
come. For example, right at the begin-
ning of the trip, the brain-expanding
trek through ancient, thick forest in
which trees that yield the name “Wild-
grown Tieguanyin” grow offered such
moments: ducking under canopies of
thick lichen-embraced branches while
trepidatiously edging down moss and
steep undergrowth, single file, a unit
of forty individual consciousness-
es doing their best to stay present.

&

~ By far the most epic tea session
of the whole trip was when we got to
drink 1979 Da Ye Qing Bing (X% &
#t). This aged puerh sent us all to the
moon. Unbelievably, we got to drink it
in a very old Shanghai-style tea house
in the old streets of Chaozhou. The
owners loved us, providing charcoal.
Our hosts went out to get good spring
water and we had the whole tea house
to ourselves for around an hour and a
half. After this magnificent tea, we took
turns sharing our experiences.
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We tried our best to resonate with the
enormity of what surrounded us. We
tasted freshly-plucked buds, watched
Master Chen sprint up an ancient tree
like a gazelle, filmed, photographed
and selfied before deliciously settling
into a few minutes of humble crouch-
ing down close to the Earth and listen-
ing as closely as we could to the whis-
pers all around.

Experiencing the group commu-
nication with the ancient tree in the
Phoenix Mountain, Guangdong prov-
ince was without question a supreme
highlight. We had been told that the
oldest tree in this extended hillside gar-
den was about 800 years old, but not
doing so well. A few pointed words
from Wu De focused on why: a newly
constructed concrete building was now
standing but a few meters away from
its extended branches, and it seemed to
shrink from the stench of sewage that
floated to us from nearby. Whatever
poisons from sewage or construction
materials reached her roots we cannot
imagine. As a large group of us crowd-
ed around and held some part of the
tree in silence, eyes closed, the aggres-
sive noises of perpetual traffic pierced
the air. This little town was something
of a boom town, thanks to tea, and was
obviously in the middle of unattractive
growing pains. In the outlying valleys,
we could see swaths of land that had
once been thick forests now displayed
like neatly arranged patches of quilt.
She had been nourished by silence for
centuries, and was now treated to this
daily onslaught. That the tree appeared
to be “giving away” after so many
centuries was touching—a horrifying
symbol and yet a noble gesture of re-
treat from inevitability.

When She Speaks
by Not Speaking

Most of the time we need to quiet
our own mental noise inside sufficient-
ly to let either our intuition be heard
or to hear the subtle vibrations of life
buzzing around us, but other times,
depending on the medicine, the mes-
sages come as subtly as a hammer to
the head. Such was the case with the
1979 Da Ye Qing Bing. Most people
at that session reported very stark,
sharply felt experiences drinking that
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tea, from the first sip, which left them
speechless, aghast—gobsmacked. For
me, however, the message of that ses-
sion was different, and wonderfully
unexpected.

We had all heard about this upcom-
ing tea session from the first day, each
day, and we were all psyched for it. I
had been kindly asked to brew, and se-
cretly, I was deeply, deeply pleased by
that—not only for the chance to serve,
but particularly #his tea. See, 1979 has
always been that mystical/mythical
year for me. If there is any calendar
year with the most/major significance
for me, it is 1979! To some degree, I
can't properly explain why. There are
many linear reasons (I was thirteen
then, had a lightly traumatic change
of schools, the music I was into then
had an immense effect on the person I
was turning out to be, and many other
reasons), but they cannot explain the
almost obsessive nature of my connec-
tion with that year. For years already,
I have watched documentaries about
that year, have collected something like
100 albums and 300 songs released in
that year which I liked, read historical
articles about that period, and so on. I
have sometimes even dreamed of tele-
vision shows I watched then, waking
up humming the theme songs. This
has especially happened during periods
of deepest reflection and silent medita-
tion retreats.

I have always felt as if there are some
clues held in this period of time, which
I might only partially have access to,
to unlock some remaining mysteries of
the Self. When I heard I would have a
chance to brew this rare tea from exact-
ly that year, I thought, “Wow, perhaps
the Tea will speak to me’ and unveil
some clues.” For days, I prepared my-
self mentally for the honor. In the end,
it did unveil some clues, only using a
different grammar than I expected.

At the very last minute, it turned
out that I was not to brew after all,
but to cha tong (3%, be water bearer
for a brewer). A brewer is usually the
most concentrated, focused, aligned,
open, channeled element in connec-
tion with the tea at the table and the
cha tong the least. All the elements one
needs to keep a watch over sometimes
detract from experiencing the tea in
as focused a way. This time, it turned
out that with charcoal to attend to, a
time limit for the session and a huge,

even irritating hold-up accessing hot
water in time at the place we were, a
place not used to the classic Global Tea
Hut rock and roll pace, resulted in my
having the chance for only about three
fully present, concentrated sips.

While the tea was of course ul-
tra-powerful and its energetic effects
were felt instantly as buzzing in the
head (even despite water fetching),
there was no real communication for
me, or special shared moment for me
with this tea. My focus was entirely
diverted elsewhere—which is fine. I've
had more than my fair share of oppor-
tunities to be utterly receptive to Tea’s
messages from beyond. It just felt par-
ticularly ironic that this happened with
this particular tea just then. And yet,
what I took from the experience was
that this was likely the communication
in this case: there is no particular hid-
den message in 1979 for me, and that
I might as well stop searching for clues
there, and instead focus my energies in
more productive ways—that some elu-
sive answer to some personal myster-
ies indeed may not have their origins
from that year of my life. Maybe it was
just a damn incredible year for music,
if a rather drab and destitute ending
to a wild and fascinating decade and
transition into a very embarrassing and
ego-driven one to come.

I was not ultimately disappoint-
ed to not serve the tea. That night, I
bowed my head to the experience and
to the communication that had been
delivered. And, yeah, maybe in honor I
played a Donna Summers track, likely
Lucky, from 1979’s Bad Girls.

e

Z}E After our epic tea session,
one of Wu De’s teacher’s teach-
ers, Chen Xiang Bai (IR & &),
spoke to us about Chaozhou
gongfu tea, including its histo-
ry and philosophy. One of his
students then demonstrated
the steps in this old style of tea
brewing with grace.
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JING REN (7%1=),

Our company sits scattered around
five tables in a magnificent Chaozhou
tea house. Were having one of the
more casual tea moments of this trip,
sipping some Nostalgia while we
munch on some peanuts and listen to
singing from the Chinese opera. We are
waiting for the moment to start drink-
ing the spectacular Da Ye Qing Bing
(X% & 4#%), 21979 Sheng Puerh.

I sit at Wu De’s table together with
a couple of brothers. Wu De serves tea
equally casually, munching on some
peanuts in between steepings as well.
A few steepings in, Wu De is called
away, most probably to discuss some
of the many organizational issues that
come up during such a trip with such
an abundant gathering. The five of us
are sitting around the table while the
next pot is steeping and the brewer’s
seat is empty. After a while, I start to
realize that Wu De probably won't be
back anytime soon, and that some-
one else should probably pour out the
next steeping. Feeling responsible, and
slightly nervous, I decide to hop over
and pour the tea into our cups. We sip
the tea, I fill the pot and I pour out the
tea again. After everyone has finished
sipping from their next cup, I can’
help but ask the question: “And... do
you notice any difference?” After all the
answers come in, and paired with my
own experience of the difference be-
tween the cups, [ start to feel satisfied.
Not because I brew better tea than my
teacher, but because I get yet another
confirmation that I'm not a fool for
being his student: We De’s cups were
obviously better, we all agreed.

This was just one of the many ex-
periences I had during this trip that
humbled me as a student, refreshed
my beginner’s mind and strengthened
my respect for all teachers, human, tea
and most of all Nature. I would like to
invite you to have a look together at
what we can do in order to be better
students and learn to brew better cups
of tea. At the same time, I will use this
opportunity to share about how my
experiences on this trip relate to these
aspects. Let us return to the proverbial
classroom, sit in the students’ seats and
ask ourselves: What can I learn from
this? What else lies hidden in these
cups? There is a doorway through each
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cup that leads to a whole lifetime of in-
sights and joy. And that is what makes
this path powerful!

Gongfu: the Technique

Next to all of the deep, bonding
and enlightening experiences during
our trip, there was lots of time to geek
out on the more technical aspects of
gongfu tea brewing as well. After all,
we did visit the birthplace of gongfu
tea: Chaozhou. We had lots of time
to discuss among ourselves and ask all
sorts of questions about clay, tempera-
ture, pout, cups, kettles, teapot shapes
and anything else we wished to engage
ourselves in. We saw Master Zhou
making an Yixing teapot from Zisha
ore. We also drank two spectacular
teas during this trip, one of which was
the aforementioned Da Ye Qing Bing
(one of the best teas I've ever drunk in
my life). Like Wu De’s teacher, Master
Lin, says: “If and until you have expe-
rienced a fine cup of tea, it is too hard
to tell.” After these cups of tea, we all
had experienced what it is like to drink
a fine cup of tea!

After all these opportunities to
learn more about all the technical as-
pects of gongfu brewing and to drink
some spectacular teas, you would ex-
pect that I would be able to pinpoint
exactly what I need to improve on in
order to brew a cup as good as Wu De
brews it, right? But wait, this session
goes much deeper...

Gongfu: the Approach

During one of the regular evening
discourses, Wu De told us that he once
was too focused on technique in order
to improve his brewing—until one
day, his teacher and he were brewing
tea side by side. Wu De was using all
the teaware he could dream of, and his
teacher just had two mason jars. “His
tea was still better!” Wu De said with
a big smile. When Wu De asked him:
“Why is your tea so good?” he replied:
“I just love tea.” Wu De often tells this
story, and it is poignant every time, no
matter how often we hear it.

Could gongfu tea be more than
a technique? Could it be that there
is more between Heaven and Earth
that influences our experience of the
cup than merely brewing parameters?
In this tradition, we approach tea not
just as a beverage, or as a hobby, but as
a Dao, a path. Tea can be a way of life,
meaning that we are fully dedicated to
the pursuit of this path, and that the
path itself is fulfilling and fuels us in
our attempt to live life skillfully. Per-
haps we should have a look outside of
our teapots, or even the tea space, as
well. ..

Master Chen &
the Tea Forests

With a convoy of cars we drive up a
bumpy, narrow dirt road in the middle
of Anxi, the land of Tieguanyin. We
pass by tea field after tea field. Most of
what we see is the light brown, almost
orange-colored dry soil. In the soil are
planted rows of thin, fragile-looking
tea trees. It almost looks like T could
uproot them easily with my bare hands.
I start to wonder what was here before
humans carved out the mountain like
this—how many different species of
plants and animals shared these very
plots of land that were passing?

It grows mistier as we continue up
the winding road, but suddenly we
come to a halt and the driver signals us
to get out. Fresh air, dewdrops moist-
ening my skin, a moment of silence
as we wait for everyone to arrive. I al-
most start to forget the sadness I feel.
Standing out in one of the bare fields,
I hear Wu De calling us together. Its
time to go somewhere. But first Wu
De reminds us to keep quiet and soak
in the rare moments we have amongst
the tea trees and gives us some hints
about what we’re about to experience.
Master Chen leads us into the forest at
the edge of one of the bare tea fields.
The forest is lush, and at first there
are many different kinds of trees. The
mist seems to get thicker and thicker
with every step we take. And out of the
thick fog, a very special sight begins to
reveal itself, unlike anything most of us
have ever seen...



Quite suddenly, all that we see
around us is tea. Not the big sin-
gle-trunk tea trees of Yunnan, but
full-grown bushes with many branch-
es reaching outwards as high as actu-
al trees. We are walking downwards
through a tunnel made up of the jun-
gle of branches. These bushes seem to
have been here way longer than any of
our company has walked the Earth.
This is no dry and orange dirt; this
is loamy soil, moist and mossy. The
branches surrounding us are covered
in uncountable different varieties of
moss, ranging from the tiniest little
spots to long hairy strands like those
of the beard of an old man. It is like
the whole atmosphere underneath this
canopy is putting a spell on us. There is

a noticeable strength to this land, and
yet it feels like were walking above the
clouds.

Meanwhile, Master Chen is walk-
ing around the forest with verve and
enthusiasm, calling Wu De every so
often to show us yet an even older tree.
A few moments later, we're all gathered
around one of the oldest bushes of the
forest. Master Chen tells us something
in Chinese, and Wu De translates.
And before Wu De is done translating,
it seems that Master Chen can’t wait
to share with us the next thing about
this tree, all the while having one hand
resting on his dear old friend, the big
tea bush. Before we know it, he starts
climbing up the tree like he has been
doing it every day of his life. He moves

quickly, but with certainty and care.
Standing on top of the tree, he looks
like he is part of the tree and its whole
ecology.

Reciprocity & Symbiosis

Symbiosis has never expressed it-
self so fully and visually to me before.
Human teachers of self-cultivation in
any form, often talk about “inter-be-
ing” or “inter-dependence,” but these
tea trees, that whole forest, gave us
not only an intellectual experience of
this truth, but also a very visual, ex-
periential and physical one that we
all felt from our hairs to our bones.

S

~ We had another epic session in the
park on our last morning in Chaozhou.
We hiked up to the peak and sat in quiet
around some tables drinking Dancong
in bowls. Then we broke out the spent
leaves from the previous night’s Da Ye
Qing Bing session and boiled them for
another hour, drinking ourselves into
peaceful bliss as Wu De offered a loose
Q & A discourse that helped provide
context for a lot of what we had experi-
enced up until this point. It was a won-
derful morning!
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~ One of the most magical experiences of the whole trip was arriving at a huge studio for the production of Chaozhou “san
tou (31 38)” teapots for an afternoon/evening. We started out with a small tea session, and one of the brewers recited some of
her tea poetry for us. She wasn’t aware at the time, but this poetry was like a chain reaction of artistic mastery that exploded
over the next two hours, leaving us all agape. After her poem, and a few more cups of tea, we took a tour of the factory and
watched the apprentices working on teapots in various stages of completion. At that point, the owners brought out a pottery
wheel and demonstrated the production of a teapot body. They asked if anyone wanted to try, not knowing that we had mas-
ters amongst us. First, Peter Kuo made a pot and then his teacher’s teacher sat down and demonstrated great mastery of the
wheel. After that, one of our Taiwanese companions walked over to one of the tables and created some of the most beautiful
calligraphy we have ever seen. It was a glory to behold so much creativity.
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As an insect in that forest, we couldn’t
do something independently from it,
for all that we would do would be part
of the whole, affecting all life in the
forest. And as humans in this world
we cannot do something independent
from this world either. The realization
of this truth reminds me of what a gift
it is to be alive, and to be given all that
we need in order to be here. It makes
me feel grateful towards my surround-
ings and the world. And it makes me
want to be more than just a consumer
of these gifts, but to be able to give as
well.

Master Chen is a living example of
someone who is able to turn his yearn-
ing for harmony and balance into ac-
tion in a way that gives back. He has
at least three such living gardens where
trees, moss, insects, soil, microorgan-
isms and humans live together in a bal-
anced way. And with skill and care, he
takes the leaves from those gardens and
turns them into something extraordi-
nary, which in turn has the power to
remind people of the preciousness
of it all. The voice of his tea is being
heard by people from many different
walks of life, ranging from this unusu-
al bunch of foreigners to the mayor of
Anxi, whom we met by chance on the
road and who told us how inspired by
Master Chen he is.

After the Ecstasy,
the Laundry

When all of us shared our admira-
tion for Master Chen’s efforts, Wu De
reminded us that it is not the specifics
of his efforts we were most inspired
by, but that we are most inspired by
the qualities of respect, dedication and
commitment that he so clearly demon-
strated, and that we are perhaps search-
ing and longing for such a path of
mastery through respectful dedication
ourselves. Like they say in Zen: “After
the ecstasy, the laundry.”

What do I do with this inspiration
coming from the wild tea forest, and
Master Chen’s efforts? I would like
to make a vow to focus my attention
and efforts on learning and mastering
something by which I too can place
something precious upon the altar of
this all-encompassing existence. I vow
to be diligent and persistent in my

efforts, and to not let my efforts be
diffused and weakened by the count-
less potential distractions that we're
faced with today. One day, I hope to
be able to serve and share tea with as
much verve, enthusiasm and commit-
ment as my teachers, brothers and sis-
ters who inspire me.

Gongfu: A Better
Cup of Tea

Now let’s go back to our question
of how to brew a better cup of tea. I
hope that you can understand that
with the right intention, focus and
efforts, the right attitude and ethics,
we learn to master a skill more fully.
And perhaps you can imagine how lib-
erating it can be to fully engage our-
selves in something that we love to do.
Through this love, we learn to get to
know everything about this thing, this
person we call “I,” this craft or prac-
tice. We brew tea and listen, and She
tells us of her subtleties in response,
and we adjust accordingly. In this way,
we learn to “brew the tea the way She
wants to be brewed.” We love, and we
are loved back by the very same thing
we love, and in turn we start to love
it even more! Wu De often says: “We
don’t have mindfulness problems; we
have respect problems.” Once we are
respecting the situation, that thing,
that person or being, we are present
onto it and mindful as well. For a Cha-
jin, tea ceremony is an extremely pow-
erful tool to practice this respect and
to experience what we receive when we
come to Her with this approach.

As a meditator, I have come to re-
alize that together with the practice of
mindfulness, the practice of respect
can help us to strengthen our efforts to
be present onto the moment. Our re-
spect grows because we are mindful of
the present moment, and through this,
realize its preciousness. Our mind-
fulness grows because we respect the
moment, and feel a natural desire to
be present. This forms a never-ending
road towards better cups of tea, and,
ultimately, a better version of us!
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fter eight days of flying at a
breakneck pace, Hong Kong
opened welcoming arms to us,

thanks to our local tea sister Resham,
who had spent so much time planning
this leg of the trip in such a beautiful
way. We slept in Shenzhen so we would
be close to the border in the morning.
Since we needed our tour bus to pick
us up on the other side, we had to use
the old border, rather than the conve-
nient one that has both sides in one
building. This meant getting everyone,
and all our luggage, through the China
border, onto a shuttle to the Hong
Kong border, through the Hong Kong
border and then onto another shutte
to take us to our bus. All of that with
forty people passing through immense
crowds and long lines! Amazingly, it
was a highlight of the trip for many
of us, as all the love, calmness and tea
spirit served us well. It was beautiful
to move back and forth through the
lines and see the calm, smiling faces
of tea brothers and sisters before and
after you, reminding you to breathe,
stay present and in the heart. What
would have been an extremely stressful
morning became, instead, a wonderful
exercise in patience and peace of mind.

In an extraordinary juxtaposition
that was so jarring it was difficult to
describe, we went directly from the ca-
cophony of the border to a glorious gi-
ant Guanyin temple. We all practiced
noble silence for around ninety min-
utes: circumambulating the glorious
statue, meditating and contemplating
our experience in quiet. At the end we
said a prayer, in which we included all
of you and went to a beautiful Zen gar-
den in town for a nice vegetarian meal.

Hong
Kong

That evening, we went for tea and
dinner to the Lock Cha teahouse in
the park. Before we went in, we visit-
ed the Flagstaff museum, which has a
wonderful collection of Yixing teapots,
including many antiques. Someone
found one of Wu De’s books on display
there, which was a good sign for us all.
We learned a lot, but more was in store.
The Lock Cha teahouse in the park
was built in 1991 by Mr. Wing-Chi Ip
(%4, a renowned tea expert who
has founded many tea education pro-
grams and has taught tea classes for
decades. He is a great master, but
humble as all Chajin should be. The
teahouse offers vegetarian meals and
some great teas to people looking for a
rest in the park, including some great
puerh teas. We were fortunate to have
Mr. Ip teach us for a half an hour. He
spoke about the history of the teahouse
and puerh tea in Hong Kong. He said:
“The meaning of ‘Lock (4£)’ is hap-
piness, enjoyment or fortune. Simply
speaking, Lock Cha wants our cus-
tomers to enjoy a good tea happily and
easily. Our concept of good tea is one
that is delicious, healthy, a good value
and offered with kindness and a pure
heart.” We couldn’t agree more! After
that, we drank a 1960s Blue Mark
puerh, which was stellar, and then were
served a lovely vegetarian meal by the
teahouse staff.

The following day, we took the
cable car to Lan Tao Island to see the
largest metal Buddha in the world.
We hiked up and wandered around,
meditating and saying some prayers.
We then found a small pagoda in a
quiet back corner of the park where
we could sit in a circle and share the

final tea session of the trip. Just prior to
the trip, one of our Taiwanese tea sis-
ters had just come from Yunnan. She
gifted us a small can of sheng puerh
from a single, ancient tree. We put
a few leaves of this in each bowl and
drank three in silence, blown away by
the deep and powerful energy. We then
went around the whole circle sharing
our experience. There were a lot tears
and heartfelt love for the group. We
had come so far and learned so much
together. It really felt like a family or a
traveling tribe of tea people. The en-
ergy of our circle was so strong that it
attracted some sensitive people who
came and sat meditatively nearby. Ev-
eryone spoke eloquently about the trip
and the harmony of the group, which
had really and truly come to feel like a
family, as if this were a family vacation
through China. We all sat in that circle
overwhelmed by the love that we had
shared over the course of ten very, very
full days.

That evening we had the final,
goodbye feast at a vegetarian hotpot
place. It was so much fun to cook
our own veggies and enjoy the end of
our fellowship. This was one of many,
many stunning meals throughout the
trip. The food was overall incredible
this year, and so many of us felt so.

There was a toast for Global Tea
Hut, toasting us for successfully travel-
ing through so many vistas, within and
without, and one for the community
that made it all possible—your spirits
and blessings traveling with us and car-
rying us all back home safely. We hope
this virtual journey has been as fun as
ours was and that you, too, feel ready
to lift a cup for Global Tea Hut!
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EMILY MORRISON,

I've been home now about a cou-
ple of weeks, so the trip has had some
time to wash over me. While I was on
the trip it really was go, go, go from
day one. Nearly every day was packed,
from 8 am t0 9 pm, 10 pm or even 11
pm. I think what really served me well
on the trip (and I'm feeling the effects
of this even still) is that in order to go
on the trip one has to commit to fol-
lowing the guidelines of the Tea Sage
Hut (they’re on the Tea Sage Hut web-
site, FYI) while traveling with Global
Tea Hut: to hug everyone on the trip
every day (note: I'm not a hugger, ask
anyone who knows me), and to change
up whom you sit with and room with
at every opportunity. I didnt real-
ly know before I went on the trip if
following the guidelines would also
mean waking up at 4 am to meditate
(it didn!) or having silent meal peri-
ods (nope!), but I decided to be game
for whatever came my way, and I'm so
glad I did, because I would have com-
pletely chickened out on a few things
and missed some opportunities to hike
even further, connect even more, and
learn more deeply.

I learned a lot about myself from
meeting the places where my mind
said any number of things to me that

would have had me take back my
promise to follow the guidelines:

“You're too old for this. This hike wil/
kill you.”

“Clearly I need more alone time than
anyone else here.”

“Discourse? At 10 pm? Are you kid-
ding me? You can’t tell me what to do.”
“It’s true... no one likes me. I knew it
all along. I'm sitting alone on the bus
and that obviously proves it.”

“OMG! T just can’t have this deep of
a connection with someone today.
Please don't sit next to me.”
“Tea at 10 pm? Seriously?”
“Street food? 1 hate street food.”
You get the picture...

So, while hanging out with some
very old trees in China (Wow!!!), learn-
ing deep lessons on generosity and
hard work from our hosts and from
the folks who live at the Tea Sage Hut
who came on the trip, getting to learn
tea and pottery from some straight up
master-level folks (not like how some
regular Joe or Jane might call them-
selves a “tea master,” but an honest-to-
God federally-recognized master of the
craft), having tea sessions with some
seriously old tea, having tea sessions

with some seriously amazing traveling
companions, listening to Wu De talk
about tea every day and getting the op-
portunity to ask whatever questions I
wanted, being fed a veritable bonanza
of delicious vegetarian food three times
a day, getting gifted so much amazing
tea along the way—even with all these
once-in-a-lifetime events happening
and available to me, I think it was the
promises that were asked of me that set
me up for a much richer experience. I
got to have all of those events... (the
trees, the tea, the demonstrations, the
talks) AND I got to see where I had up
until that point set seemingly reason-
able limits and boundaries for myself
that were actually bringing me down
and keeping me away from people,
from Tea, and from a self that I might
like a little more than the old one.

So yeah, the trip was amazing—
once-in-a-lifetime stuff, with the add-
ed bonus of my heart being re-opened
in places where I had convinced myself
it was a good idea to close it down.
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Global Tea Hut annual trips are
one of the pinnacle benefits of serving
and participating in the Global Tea
Hut community. Having tea broth-
ers and sisters from around the world
gather and travel together to distant
tea locales is perhaps my favorite expe-
rience of the year, not to mention one
of the most educational experiences as
well. Its excellent to read about and
drink tea and to practice a daily life of
tea, but to go to the source of different
teas, brewing methods and traditions
is a rare opportunity and one not to be
missed in the lifetime of a Chajin.

As a student and servant of this
tradition of Cha Dao, these trips are
an important reminder of why we
work, serve and participate. Knowing
why you do something gives you the
motivation to persevere through the
challenging times. It takes hundreds of
hours of preparation for the trip (many
months in advance), not to mention
the endless hours of service within the
trip itself. As well, it has taken years
of effort on the part of hundreds of
volunteers to make Global Tea Hut
possible, which in turn made this trip
possible! But the important lesson here
is to remember that we are not actually
working (in the sense of going to and
from our daily jobs), but serving. Serv-
ing something greater than ourselves,
like this trip for example, is an honor.

Externally, what we do in prepa-
ration for the trip might appear like
everyday work, but when paired with
the attitude of service, everything
changes. When I remember to orient
towards my work as service, and fully
understand why I am serving, I find
an increased capacity to do more and
with higher quality energy because it
is purposeful. With this attitude, our
work shifts from a means to an end to
a meaningful, present activity that can
even be utilized as a form of self-cul-
tivation: “My work is my practice,” as
the affirmation goes. More important-
ly, it is service towards something that
will outlast us and hopefully improve
and inspire the lives of future genera-
tions of tea lovers. That's a major part
of what Global Tea Hut is really about,
and this is what I was reminded of on
this year’s trip. This was very inspiring
for me.

There was one moment in particu-
lar during this trip that captured this
insight perfectly. It was simple and fast,
but effective. We were visiting some tea
gardens on Wudong Mountain. Many
of the trees were aged and weathered,
with outreaching limbs covered in
moss and lichens. They reached for
the light in gnarled movements so that
their newly sprouted leaves might cap-
ture enough sun to flush another har-
vest. At a glance, there was one wild
garden in particular that stole my at-
tention. This was the first time I had a
real visual understanding of what the
tea gardens at Light Meets Life might
look like. We often talk about growing
tea at Light Meets Life and imaginary
landscapes naturally unfold, filled with
all the varietals of tea we can get our
hands on, like a museum of tea trees.
But here was a real example of what it
could really be like. In that moment,
I knew very well what future gener-
ations of tea lovers might be looking
upon and caring for at the world’s best
school of tea! That vision alone makes
so much of this service worth the ef-
fort, let alone all the other beautiful
and inspiring reasons to serve in this
tradition. For anyone reading this in
the future, enjoying some of the clas-
sics of Global Tea Hut magazine, per-
haps while sitting among the now-de-
veloped tea gardens at Light Meets
Life, know that it was our honor to lay
the foundation upon which you stand,
so stand proud!
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MORTEN MENGE,

Now when it comes to the annual
Global Tea Hut trip there is one thing
in particular I am looking forward to
the most. And that is the tea ceremo-
nies. Tea ceremonies happen through-
out the whole course of a Global Tea
Hut trip. For me, they make up the
heart of the whole experience. This is
because in a way they indicate where
the trip is at, where it’s going and also
in some way how its going to end.
Tea ceremonies also come in differ-
ent shapes. Let me tell you a bit about
the different kinds of ceremonies on a
Global Tea Hut trip.

Arguably the first tea ceremony on
a trip is also the most important one.
As on most trips, the schedule is pretty
tight. The people who organize these
trips each year put a lot of effort into
creating an unforgettable experience
for each and every participant. This
is important because many of us have
to overcome substantial financial and/
or geographical obstacles in order to
come. The organization crew therefore
wants to load the trip with highlights
as densely as possible, and that makes
for a tight schedule. Also on this year’s
trip we jumped right into the game.

We all met in busy Xiamen, and it
fele like we all just briefly closed our
eyes and then instantly found ourselves
sitting in between ancient tea trees in
Anxi. And after a short night, this
experience continued right into the
next day with visiting even older trees
on magical-misty mountain tops. We
were seeing ancient temples, a master
potter in action and tried to get to
know the people on the trip a litte in
between our excursions. The first days
you kinda feel like inhaling experience
after experience, by which your head
gets pumped up bigger and bigger.

The first communal tea session is
the moment when for the very first
time you have a chance to release some
pressure from your balloon-head and
make some space. The session on this
year’s trip that served that purpose was
the honey tea session at Master Chen’s
mother’s house. We sat outside at
round tables of 8-10 people and were
served one bowl after another of vi-
brant wildtree Tieguanyin tea seasoned
with gooey, thick, wild honey and sun-
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dried buddha’s hand (fo shou, #5)
fruit. What a rare delicacy it was! And
what intense effect it had on all of us!
We drank the tea in silence at our ta-
bles, our hosts constantly making sure
our bowls were never empty.

When the session ended and when
I looked to the left and right of me,
for the first time on this trip, I really
saw the person sitting next to me. I felt
connected to Jing on my left and Mar-
cel on my right. And when I looked
further around me, I felt connected to
the whole group. I felt eternally grate-
ful for being able to share this moment
with all my tea friends. And that’s what
happens to many in the first tea cere-
mony of a trip—ryou start to bond with
the whole group. The “Global Tea Hut
Trip Tribe“ was born at that moment!
From then until the end of the trip, we
were all moving on together as one.

The next days are just as busy, but
the pace is easier to hold now as you
are synced with the people around
you. Now it’s time for different kinds
of tea ceremonies to happen: the in-
timate type, the ones when you start
making even deeper connections with
people on the trip. These sessions can
be so deep and insightful, you might
never forget them again in your whole
life. The funny thing is, there is actu-
ally no time available for such intimate
ceremonies to happen. But neverthe-
less they still do happen!

Nearly every day, you get up at
around seven in the morning and then
have a tea-packed day that usually
doesnt end until 9:30 at night. Af-
ter such a long day, you are exhaust-
ed and ready to hit the pillow, when
something happens. The “unofficial®
parts of the trip start. Even though you
know you should crash, the temptation
to hold out is stronger: roommates
want to get to know each other better
by sharing some tea; old tea friends
have not seen each other in years and
want to celebrate that with a little tea
gathering; or some other tea friend you
just met simply brought a beautiful tea
along she wants to share with others in
the group. So instead of getting some
much-needed rest, you find yourself
wandering down hotel corridors at ten
at night with a bottle of spring water

under your arm, hoping you remem-
bered correctly the room number you
were told earlier.

The sessions that happen then are
lovely, because they are just so won-
derfully imperfect. The host just has to
work with what is given in the hotel
room and adds those things to the cer-
emony he or she brought along. As a
guest, you then sit down on the floor
in a comfortably dimmed room, close
your eyes, let go of the day, immerse
yourself in the company of your dear
tea friends, while at the same time try-
ing hard to not fall asleep!

After three bowls of tea in silence,
your head is lighter again and very of-
ten the end of such a tea session ends
with exorbitant, never-ending laugh-
ter—a laughter full of joy and love.
Now at one in the morning, short
sleep ahead—but man, how I love
those sessions!

And then there are the epic kind of
tea ceremonies that define the charac-
ter and make up the spirit of the trip.
They come to your mind first when
you tell your friends about the trip
and elicit a magical glow in your eyes.
For me that session was in Chaozhou,
where we drank a very old, very spe-
cial, very expensive tea, a 1979 Da Ye
Qing Bing (X 3 # ##f) puerh.

For that session, we had a whole tea
house almost completely to ourselves.
Just thinking back on the preparations
for the session makes me smile. Our
whole group spread out to sit at five
tables with the tradition’s most expe-
rienced brewers heading them to serve
tea. Everybody tried to help getting all
the necessary tea tools to the tables,
including such things as pots, runners,
kettles, etc. The concentration level
was already high paired with the ex-
citement about the tea we were about
to be served.

Then, suddenly, out of the corner
of your eye, you could see that small
bags of paper were being passed to
the brewers. Those bags were holding
fifteen grams of tea worth a small for-
tune.

I was sitting at Shen Su’s table and
could sense how nervous even he, that
old tea dog, was when it came to brew-
ing such a special tea. Of course, in the



end, he ended up serving the tea just
perfectly. Jing Ren was assisting him
with the water.

I won't ever forget that tea! Just
thinking back on the texture and fla-
vor of the tea makes my mouth water.
It was such a pleasure to just feel the
tea take a walk on my tongue to then
spread wings and fly to each and every
corner of my mouth. All I had to do
was to close my eyes, observe the tea
and enjoy. Right after I finished my
first cup, my body started to relax and
my mind cleared up. The tea affected
me instantly! The more cups I drank,
the deeper I calmed down and became
aware of how the tea slowly got some
things rolling in my unconsciousness.
I managed to not get involved, to stay
with the tea and let things unfold one
after another in my head.

The setting for our tea was great
too. We all were drinking in silence,
for what seemed hours, but maybe

actually just was an hour to an hour
and a half. The background music in
the old teahouse was easy, quiet gugin
music. The staff of the tea house just
let us do our things and observed us
with interest. When the session was
over, it seemed everybody was moved
deeply. Wu De could hardly speak, and
the same with Tian Wu and many oth-
ers who shared some words about their
experiences with the tea in front of our
group.

We drank a thirty-nine-year-old
tea—ijust two years older than me. Of
course during the session, I shortly re-
flected on that matter: how much that
tea had to tell and teach. I took it as a
lesson and reminder to put effort into
living a meaningful life for the good of
myself and all others. The older I grow,
the more I want to be able to tell such
stories as the Tea did and not waste
my time with unimportant things. We
both may then speak our truths.

This tea session had it all: (Tea)
lessons were taught, gongfu mastery
was demonstrated and I connected
through Tea to my higher self. To me,
these three things also made up the
essence of this year’s trip. They go in
line with the people we met, the places
we visited and the experiences we were
exposed to.

With much love and reverence, I
reflect back on those moments with
tea, shared with my tea brothers and
sisters on this trip. I bow to you and
can't wait to reunite (hopefully next
year)!

¢
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RivO SARAPIK,

After our last tea session in Hong
Kong, in front of the giant Buddha,
everyone shared what had been the
highlight of the trip for him or her. Af-
ter giving it a thought, I realized that
border crossing from China to Hong
Kong a day earlier must have been it
for me. What sounds like a simple act
(crossing a border) meant thousands of
people pressed together in a small room
to get over to another country, and
everyone fighting for their spot any-
where—in the queue, the transfer bus
you need to take, etc. The huge crowd
was rumbling and we were sucked into
the complete chaos of endless queu-
ing, shuttle buses, more queuing, pa-
perwork, etc. It took a small fight (for
our bags, no one was hurt) to get on
the transfer bus. Totally different en-
ergy from what we had seen previous
days of the until-then pleasant trip:
aggressive, careless and only thinking
of oneself. However, those couple of
hours we spent there turned out to be
powerful. After traveling for almost ten
days with mindful people, taking care
of each other and being extra cautious
of everything, the border situation was
a reminder that our moving retreat
would end and we would head back
into the so-called “real world,” where
things are messy. To stay mindful, car-
ing and centered through the world is
something to work on.

Despite the adventures at the bor-
der and a few nervous hours, I reached
Hong Kong with a calm state of mind.
As Tian Wu advised us beforehand,
this situation can be turned into a
meditation practice. And I did just
that: breathe in, breathe out, observ-
ing myself and just surrendering to
the situation. Something that could
have been a messy and annoying com-
motion turned out to be the brightest
moment of the trip for me. It’s not just
logistics that get better with the medi-
tative mind. It’s everything!

Having access to a meditative mind
(and practice) can make every experi-
ence more powerful, deeper and stron-
ger, whether it be resting, reading a
book, a conversation or enjoying fruit.
Without Zen, even the power and
depth of a tea from the 1960s might be
lost in words or descriptions of flavor.
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It wouldn’t be a tea ceremony without
a calm and awakened mind. Presence
and mindfulness also emphasized a
few other things we had a chance to
encounter on the trip.

As with all things Tea, these en-
counters had a lot to do with connec-
tion; without it, people act like they
did when trying to cross the border,
rushing in, mindless, fighting for a
place in line or trying to get on a bus
sooner than others, and trashing oth-
ers’ luggage as they do so. This rush is
something I do from time to time as
well, and it always leads where I don’t
want to go: mindless consumption,
overworked exhaustion, dissatisfac-
tion, regret and health issues.

Second, there is also the connection
between me as a tea drinker/server and
the plant to the roots. Even though I'd
heard numerous stories and watched
videos about how much effort goes into
the processing of tea, I didn’t really had
any idea. When we walked through
the small village on Phoenix Mountain
with the scent of freshly-picked tea
leaves floating in the air, or hiked up
the mountains in Anxi to see wild tea
trees, I started to realize the challeng-
es that go into getting these leaves to
me. My gratefulness and respect grew.
Somebody needs to pick the leaves,
carry and process them. Slopes on tea
mountains are often steep, and the sun
is burning, the baskets get heavy—it
takes ages to create a pot of tea! There
is also the influence of the tea farmer
(hopefully mindful and caring) to con-
sider. They require great skill, adapting
to changes in the weather, for instance.
Miss one step and there’s no tea.

Connection in Tea also has a wider
meaning. Whatever the service, in the
form of a good or an offered experi-
ence, somebody has given their life en-
ergy to provide me with something. It
is another reason to value whatever I
have and notice that sometimes I al-
ready have more than enough. Some-
times a lack of a meditative mind pro-
hibits gratitude for our abundance,
and helps to create ridiculous first
world problems.

These contemplations might sound
like they don’t have anything to do
with the annual trip, but they actually

do. As Wu De always says, “How I do
anything is how I do everything,” from
washing dishes, training, working or
serving tea. The presence of a medita-
tive mind (calm and awake) helps us
to experience the maximum out of the
moment and becomes the Way of Tea.

Finally, there was a lot of gratitude
on this trip, which was a highlight
in and of itself. Besides being deeply
grateful for Global Tea Hut, the trip,
my expanding consciousness, my fel-
low Chajin and all our experiences,
there is also a timeless gratitude: for
life, for roots (my home, Estonia, with
its wild Nature and long summer days,
friends and clean springs in the forest),
for now (serving the tea community at
the Tea Sage Hut), for the past (even
the things that look like mistakes or
hard times but were necessary in order
to get where I am) and the bright vi-
sions I have for the future. These are
valuables that I sometimes forget when
I seck the proverbial greener grass on
the other side, even though I know it’s
not greener. Never. This Way of Tea is
a great Way, and the annual trip deep-
ened that understanding and my ap-
preciation for it.

&
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JAANUS LEPLAAN,

The morning feels crisp and a thick
curtain of mist envelopes the tea trees
growing on the mountain slopes as
if hugging them gently. I follow the
winding chain of people into a milky
cloud of dew, and a few minutes later
find myself in front of a portal made
of branches. “Could entering a tea for-
est be more befitting and magical?” 1
think to myself as I bend and crouch
down to enter the rabbit-hole-like tun-
nel taking us into the heart of the old-
est grove.

This striking scene in that amazing
forest on top of a mountain in Anxi on
the second morning of the trip marks,
to me, the beginning of an unforgetta-
ble journey. What can be said in sum-
mary of such an adventure? Which
parts of this highlight of my year could
be highlighted? How does one express
something so meaningful?

Each day brought with it a stagger-
ing amount of memorable experiences.
Meeting the old tea trees and spending
time in the tea gardens watching the
local ladies pick the leaves with beam-
ing smiles on their faces (and occasion-
ally stopping to chat to each other and
giggle at the curious foreigners) were
amongst my favorite memories.

Perhaps the most meaningful
memory I brought home with me
was meeting our host in Anxi, Master
Chen. He is someone who has a way of
life and truly embodies the Tea spirit.
His attitude towards life, as well as his
kindness and hospitality, were inspir-
ing and deep life lessons were learned
in his presence. There were also many
beautiful small moments shared on the
road: the conversations on the bus,
the smiles and hugs after tea sessions,
spontancous group singing and, of

course, no Global Tea Hut trip would
be complete without at least one dance
party.

I am also proud of the way we trav-
eled—not as a tour group, but as a
tribe. Yes, jet fuel was still burned and
carbon dioxide released to get us there
and around, but seeing the sincere joy
and enthusiasm our hosts expressed for
meeting a group of people so deeply
connected to the spirit of Tea, I realized
that one of the ways we gave back was
inspiration. Our visit changed not only
our little Tea tribe but also the people
we met along the way. The wheels of
change have already been set to mo-
tion, and in the long run the positive
consequences far outweigh any envi-
ronmental impact we had.

¢
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SIGNE SILLASOO,

How would these tea trees describe
the forest? Or the people who are walk-
ing around here? One small and young
tree on the edge of the forest might say
that people are very tiny creatures, like
ants because the path where they walk
is far away from her and she has never
really seen a person very close. And the
forest... “Well, this is a nice, quiet and
colorful, but shady, place.” The branch-
es and leaves of bigger and older trees
are creating an airy roof over her. An-
other tree next to a narrow path might
think that people are big creatures who
sometimes make cacophonous sounds,
while at other times they are mellow
and create wonderful sounds, similar
to birdsong. “Oh, wow, one of these
big creatures is hugging my trunk right
now,” might be her thought.

This trail of thoughts came into
my mind as I was hiking together with
forty other people down a narrow and
hilly road in a tea forest on the second
day of our annual Global Tea Hut trip.
It was a foggy morning near Anxi. The
forest was magical in the fog-light:

59/ Hong Kong (%-7#)

spiderwebs, red blossoms, birdsong,
moist air, moss on the tea trees, one
abandoned kettle in the middle of the
forest, which has probably been at the
heart of numerous great tea sessions,
and lovely people all around me... The
truth is I had no idea what these trees
might be thinking or how they might
experience our presence there. They are
connected, but at the same time very
different from us, having their own
roots, trunks, experiences and their
own truths—or so it seemed...

A Path to Truth

In Sanskrit, the word “sazya” means
truth. It is also referring to being truth-
ful in one’s thoughts, speech and ac-
tions. There have been times in my life
when I was an eager student, and other
times when I didn’t want to learn at all,
but life forced me to. I learned/mem-
orized lots of things as a child, teen-
ager and young adult: facts, poems,

formulas, hand-crafted skills, stories as
well as behavior, reactions, responses,
what to say, what not to say or when
and how to show or hide your emo-
tions and express your thoughts—but
I wouldn’t call any of that “sazya,” or
“truthful living.”

Some years ago, after almost three
decades of living such programs, I got
to the point where cleanup was neces-
sary. By sorting out all these emotions,
stories, facts, beliefs and behavior, 1
found that many of these lifeways ac-
tually didn’t resonate with me at all.
These things weren't supporting me,
though I carried them with me for
years. I felt like my life had been a big
sale and I had bought too many mean-
ingless things without really think-
ing about it, just because they were
cheap. I had followed my desires and
old thought patterns. I had wasted my
time, energy, money and space. But
I did my best at that time because I
didn’t know a better way to live. The
ways | followed were educated and so-
cialized into me, after all.




Being Fully &
Completely Alive

Being in different tea forests, tea
factories and the homes of people who
have fully dedicated their lives to tea
growing and processing during our
ten-day trip, and hearing talks about
the characteristics of living and healthy
tea, I started to think about the char-
acteristics of a truly living and healthy
person, the one who really 100% lives
his or her life. Aren’t the characteristics
that make a living tea the same for a
person? Don't we need room to grow,
letting our own branches grow? Allow-
ing room to develop strong and deep
roots? We also need full biodiversity
and natural ecology that supports our
growth. We need a clean environment
(mentally, emotionally and physical-
ly), and food and water to be in our
best shape. (Agrochemicals aren’t good
for us either.) We need to exercise our
bodies, rest, find peace and quietness
inside. The relationship between us

and others, but more importantly our
own relationship with ourself, must be
one of respect and reverence. And pet-
haps most importantly, we need to be
ourselves, stick to our truth and path.

Being Your Own Hero

Such simple, yet not easy to
achieve, insights were in my mind,
wishes and even prayers as I sat for tea
in many sessions during the trip, or
stood in front of the statue of Guanyin
in Hong Kong, praying for fulfillment
in this way. Simply being quiet, feel-
ing humbled, helped facilitate magical
moments that touched and changed
things inside me. And when [ say that,
I dont mean big fireworks or emo-
tional roller coasters; I mean whispers
inside me that I finally paid attention
to. Whispers that brought me closer to
myself, to my satya, and to the things
that really mean a lot to me: being
honest and truthful with myself; being

kind to myself; being kind to people,
animals, Nature and all things around
me; being there for the ones I love; re-
placing some old stories, behavior and
reactions with new healthy ones; prac-
ticing self-love; and stopping my quest
for excuses about why I can’t do the
things I dream of doing.

Sometimes, being your own hero
means noticing and acknowledging
the victories no one else sees—the vic-
tories that are not recognized by oth-
ers. There are no trophies, there’s not
any encouraging pats on the shoulder.
There’s just you left to congratulate
yourself. But you can tell that you have
changed, because you think, react, feel
and behave differently. You live your
truth. I thank Tea and all the warm,
sincere, and good-hearted people from
all over the world who came on this
trip and helped me create the space for
such insight to blossom.

&
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Zfi On our last night, we drank 1960s
Blue Mark puerh from broken cakes
(making it more affordable) at the
Lok teahouse in the park after spend-
ing an hour or so at the Flagstaff mu-
seum looking at all the antique Yix-
ing pots on display. (Someone found
copies of Wu De’s books in the mu-
seum library!) Master Wing-Chi Ip
(¥ B4 lectured us on the history of
tea in Hong Kong, his teahouse and tra-
ditional storage of puerh tea. He spoke
eloquent English, telling us that tea
connects us to Nature and must make
us happy, bringing joy to our lives. This
tea session wasn’t as deep as the one in
Chaozhou, as we had a time limit, but
we did get to laugh and connect with
each other. Afterwards, they served
us a glorious vegetarian meal at the
teahouse and we made it back to our
hotel, full of tea and tea wisdom and
exhausted from ten days of a whirlwind
pace through tea mountains, factories,
teahouses, tea sessions in hotel rooms
until late at night, countless hugs and
jokes, laughs and some cries for the en-
vironment as well. We had a lot to di-
gest on the way home!
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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 Rivo Sarapik.

Two events especially were guiding me down to the right

spot. First, I had to break my back in a silly but shocking
cycling accident. To recover from the injury, one of the things
I needed to change was my diet—give up on animal products
and bring more plants into my life to nourish the body and
provide all the nutrients I needed for healing. This also meant
giving up on coffee, which I gulped 5-10 mugs of a day. Sec-
ondly, I needed to lose my brother to suicide. Without having
the skills or experience to deal with this kind of tragedy, I did
what I could: T took a dive into work and just didn’t deal with
it. Fast forward a few years, and this destructive way of han-
dling trauma burnt me out, with daily anxiety and a lack of
skills to manage daily stress.

It used to be ultra-endurance sports (like running, cycling,
cross country skiing for days or even weeks in a row) that would
help. Just head out to the woods for some activity and soon it
was just me and my body. Mood followed action. Only lat-
er would I learn that this solution wasn't really a solution. In-
stead, I would add another stress factor, duplicating it. Sports
had also been my Zen. It had taught me so many things about
myself and humans in general—the truths of life, if you will,
and without any words. But it stopped working. At one point,
the anxiety just wouldn’t leave anymore. I would wake up in
the morning and my heart would be beating. I was panicked
and unable to function properly—at work, home or during a
training session. The most frightening aspect of it all was that I
was only in my early 30s and had already used lots of my inner
resources to make it thus far.

I used to label these previous things “shocking,” “frighten-
ing” or “something I would rather avoid.” Today, I sce that la-
bels are useless. These events needed to happen. Only broken
was I ready to listen to Tea. The invitation was handed to me
during one of the tea ceremonies Wu De was offering in Esto-
nia during his visit to Tallinn a few years ago. I arrived to the
event anxious and a little bit angry because of work issues. I
had been drinking tea casually for some time, but the idea of
a ceremony made me nervous. “What should I wear?” (Any-
thing comfortable) “Are we going to pray?” (No). These were
just few questions running through my head. Wu De said a
couple of sentences by way of introduction and then started
to brew tea, in silence... Even his calmness annoyed me in the
beginning. “Faster, please. I would like some tea,” I was saying
in my head. Then the first bowl arrived... and another one...
and another one... Everything that had annoyed me started to
dissolve into silence. An hour passed and suddenly I felt very
light; like stepping out of a dark room into the sunlight, all the
weight dropped from the shoulders. Tea entered me and lifted
up my spirit.

Ihad to go to a dark place to hear Tea talking to me.
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R A: Rivo Sarapik

I hadn’t felt like that for ages. Every worry, work, everyday
problems, etc., seemed distant and trivial. It also had been a
long time since silence—both inner and outer. I hadn’t had a
proper pause between events for years. Every chance and need
for it was filled with a training session, chat, music, film, the
Internet or more work. This meant living without noticing,
only rushing.

A few years have passed since that ceremony, years spent
meditating, drinking tea, serving and learning about Tea, all
of which has changed everything. Besides learning the impor-
tance of service, community and ceremony, I've also learned a
lot about myself and service of myself. This is not blind egoism,
but understanding that I cant offer anything I dont have my-
self. Just like they advise on the airplane: put your own oxygen
mask on before helping others. This principle goes out of the
window when times get busy or there is a lack of skills to handle
different situations—from joy to stress, pain and grief, etc., but
things that need attention don't just go away if we ignore them.
They come back more powerful.

Now I'm on the path of Tea accompanied by humility, be-
ginner’s mind, respect, self-cultivation, joy, a community of
wonderful Chajin from all over the world, gratitude and pur-
pose. The healing has begun.
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~  Global Tea Hut is looking for an SEM and
Facebook ad professional to help us set up and optimize
evergreen SEM and Facebook campaigns, to reach peo-
ple we might not otherwise reach. We want to work
with someone who is deeply experienced in this field,
and who will be thoughtful and loving. Volunteers have
done a great deal of the groundwork already. We need
the right person to take their efforts the last mile. For
compensation we can offer tea and a small monetary
consideration. Let us know if you can help!

&
< Check out our new “Brewing Tea” video series
on our YouTube channel, where we explore the philoso-
phy, history, practicalities and experiments involved in

improving your tea practice.

¢
< The 2018 Annual Photography Contest is un-
derway. Submissions are not limited to Global Tea Hut
members, so tell your friends. The winners will be pub-

lished and receive gifts of tea and teaware.

&
< We have created a vast array of teaware for this
community, both for bowl tea and gongfu tea. There
are gorgeous kettle and brazier sets, sidehandle pots
and sets of beautiful bowls. We also have starry-sky
Yixing pots in stock again!

¢

= Our third annual Zen & Tea Retreat in Spain is
coming up from October 1st through the 9th. For those
of you who have never attended, this is a superb chance
to cultivate yourself, deepen your meditation, grow
your tea practice, all in the gorgeous Pyrenees Moun-
tains. We practice silent walking meditation down the
silent trails every day and do a day-long hike in silence
in the middle of the retreat. You can read about pre-
vious retreats in the Feb. 2018 and Feb. 2017 issues or
learn more at: www.casacuadrau.org
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2  Before you visit, check out the Center’s
website (www.teasagehut.org) to read about
the schedule, food, what you should bring, etc.
Make sure you apply early for courses as they
fill up fast. This is why we need a bigger, more
awesome Center.
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2 e have opened all the ten-day courses
to service! This is exciting for those of you who
have already taken a ten-day course and want to
come serve one. You can apply on the website.

This is also another way to visit if a course is full!

iy Affpwiti

I am also my community

Do I allow too much of a sense of separation from
the world? Can I hold responsibility? I see that I
am a part of the whole. I see that I am the people
around me, and that we stand or fall together as a
whole. I am in that love of kindness.
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“®  Our longer course for older students will
be over the course of two weeks in late August.
This course is for those who have been initiated
into our lineage. Contact us if you are interested
in attending. It will be from the 15" to the 25.
There will also be a five- day trip to Sun Moon
Lake beforehand, from the 9% to thel4™!
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@ After a year and a half of heartfelt service,
our dear brother Connor is heading back to
Australia to spread the tea love there. He will
be missed!
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tory, lore, translations, processing techniques and
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