
	  

	  

A story about the origin 
 
Listening to the sounds I sense around me. And to the silence inbetween. Everything is 
alive, and out of this vibrancy everything is giving birth to itself in an endless motion. 
Thus words, melodies, rhythms are found, songlines are woven, leading back to Source 
where they came from. 
 
This reconnection primarily brings strenght and hope of being able to fall back in love 
with life over and over again. In spite or just because of the seemingly detours that have 
been made. 
 
And so it is also a story about the end of the fighting with myself - my small self against 
the one, whom I really am. The one, who never fights. Who knows and waits patiently, 
indulgently. Who lends a helping hand, saying: come on - get up - keep on going. 
Believe, know, love and act upon it. 
 
Questions & Answers &  Answers & Questions & Moving along 
 
What am I able to do –  
as I see how destructive humans are dealing with each other?  
With nature, the earth? What can I do? 
These were the questions I asked myself as a child. 
 
It wasn´t until much later I realized, that my wish to change the world, first would need 
changings within myself. I identified myself as much as ruthless, severe, without 
patience and respect, not aware of my own or boundaries of others, just as I saw, 
experienced and felt it all around me. I saw myself as an imperfect human being, which 
had forgotten who it is, and why it is here.  
 
I realized that I needed support to find my path again. Amongst other things I found this 
support in the lyrics I wrote, in the tales, in the music that is streaming through me from 
the beginning on like a constant river. Sometimes it is a low gushing creek, sometimes it 
swells up to a rushing, fierce stream. For a very long time I have constricted myself to 
stand at the shore watching the events. But little by little I learned to trust by stepping 
deeper and deeper into the water, and eventually letting myself being carried away by 
the current, without knowing where the journey would lead me to.  
 
 
Receiving - Letting go - Giving - Being 
 
I am always deeply moved, literally rinsed thoroughly by the words, varying melodies 
and rhythms, that come to me. It is like a clearing of mind and body. It is my wish and 
my hope that you too will be moved by the texture of singing and sounds. That the music 
inspires you to understand yourself and your sorrundings a bit better. And to recognize: 
your path, your being…….to develop the courage for asking questions, and the strenght 
by knowing, that the answers will come to you just in their time. 
 



	  

	  

 
aahhh yes….. music, tones, sounds, words………..we are given great gifts here. They 
are vibrations helping us to become whole and finding the pieces that were separated, to 
integrate them. We have wonderful tools here, which allow us to become great co-
creators. 
 
 
The core is the mystery 
 
Thus my strongest wish, the wish for peace with the world outside and within, have 
become a motor to reanimate the warrior within me. This utmost creative being, if 
redeemed, solely wants to create in joy. It shows empathy and compassion, acts or 
withdraws just in the right time. It knows itself very well in all its facets. And above all it 
knows that within all the knowledge and trust, there is a core, that remains a mystery. 
 
 
Out of the silence into the movement 
 
In singing, music, words, tones I approach this core: explore the feeling of it, sense the 
taste of it, reconcile with it, allowing it to reverberate in my heart and mind. This eternal 
dance around Essence - this diving through the layers, until I re-reach the middle of all 
things, enables me to emerge smilingly. 
It allows me to stand still and be rooted, even when the storm is fierce and seems to 
sweep me off. 
 
My lyrics, woven in sounds and textures are reporting on these occurrencies and much 
more. 
 
Maybe you sense similarly, when hearken to my singing and music. When submerging 
into the current, letting yourself be carried along with it, being able to stand still, moving 
like a bamboo, altough the strong winds are blowing. 
 
I am blessed if my pleasure in my music finds an echo within your joy. 
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