
I is for Isolation. For a few

days the world doesn’t get a look

in and you can reinvent yourself

as a scruffy-haired beatnik yogi

poet, or wildcat-eyed frenzied

tranceoid, and no one will ever

know. Which is probably just as

well.

H is for Hygiene. (Or lack

of it…) Look at it this way: a bit of

dirt keeps your immune system

on its toes, and if you can’t go 24

hours without washing your hair

then you’ll really suffer when your

plane crashes in the Himalayas

and you have to walk for three

weeks to get help. Top tip? Wet

wipes are like a pocket-sized

shower!

G is for Grass. Lieback on it, let go of yourworries, and listen tothe best bands in theworld. Life doesn’tcome much better than this.
(And you may notice a funny smell coming from the

cigarette that accountant over there is smoking, but the
police don’t seem to care. We don’t condone that sort ofthing, of course.)

E is for Ecology.
Why is it that so many

people who love kicking

back and having a good

time also care about

saving the planet?

Because the kind of

narrow-minded

scumbags who don’t

wouldn’t be seen dead

at this kind of thing,

making it all the more

enjoyable for the rest of

us.

F is for Food. You can save a load

of cash and burn your own noodles on

a primus stove, or you can pay

through the nose to eat almost

anything, the more exotic the better.

Goat curry with tempura vegetables

and organic hummus? You got it.

D is for
Doughnuts.
Hot fresh ones

at night. etc.’s

little festival

ritual.

Doughnuts.

Mmmmmm…

C is for Colour. Red

dawns when you haven’t been to

bed, orange sunsets that are God’s

blessing on good times like these, yellow

afternoon sun sizzling you to a crisp, green

because we’re all eco-warriors now, blue skies

and a dry tent (yay!), indigo hair – now’s the time

to do it, (ultra)violet light that gives you flashy

clothes and goofy teeth. And at least one rainbow-

coloured fairy.

What did you do in the holidays? Maybe you bumped into the long-suffering members of

Team etc., who were dispatched to fields all over this fine country to report back on all

things festival-related. Glastonbury, V, WOMAD, Leeds, Download, the Big Chill – to be

honest it’s all become a bit of a blur, but we thought some memories might start trickling

back if we tried to be organized about it. Let’s start at the beginning…

A is for Atmosphere. First thing

you notice at any festival is how quickly a

bunch of stressed out middle-Englanders

become one happy loved up tribe of

beautiful Earth-Children who lie on the

grass and smile at strangers for no good

reason.

ALPHABET
A FESTIVAL 

B is for Booze. Whether your festival is
techno, indie, world music or baroque opera,
there will always be a heaving beer tent. And
there’s nothing like queueing for half an hour to
buy a plastic cup of weak lager on a sunny
day… (If you’re under 18, of course, we know
you wouldn’t dream of trying to buy
so much as a ginger
beer.)
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zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.We•reknackered. See you somewhere in afield next year!

V is for Variety.
One of the best things about festivals is
that there is always way too much for
one person to see and do. Don•t just

watch the big names on the main
stage … you might find that
Armenian cabaret becomes your
discovery of the year. etc.
certainly never thought a
highlight of the summer would
be the Ukelele Orchestra of Great
Britain.

W is for Weirdoes.

No festival would be complete without a

bucketful of complete fruitloops. You can

spot them a long way off (they•ll be the one,

say, riding a bike in the nude; jumping

around in a kangaroo suit; or giving out

sweets dressed as a Christmas tree),

and what we want to know is, what do

they do when the season•s over?

T is for Tent. Yoursanctuary from themadness all around you,and still a childish delightzipping yourself in at night (if you•re luckyenough to find it … •I•m sure it was near aWelsh flag,• whimper the voices of the lostsouls wandering through the darkness). Itthen becomes hotter than Satan•s sauna
within half a minute of the sun hitting it inthe morning.

L is for Love.
Take thousands of
happy people, put
them in a field
together, and see what
happens. Ta-daaaa! Romance! And the

whole
relationship
could be based
on a mutual
love of The
White Stripes.
Cool.

and the restetc.

M is for Mud.

Fact 1: it•s still possible to have fun in the

mud. Fact 2: however, you have more fun

when you can actually sit down, so always

pray that the rain holds off. Don•t be

one of the people who makes

like a hippo, gets
their
mud-
dripping

picture

in the
papers,

then
spends the

other two-and-a-

half days weeping

bitterly when they

remember they

don•t actually have a

shower in their tent.

N is
for New Age. Festivals
help even the most uptight attendees get in
touch with their Aquarian side, and you
should always have some incense to burn.
Tried and tested techniques get a good
showing … yoga, massage, reflexology and
meditation are all popular; but why stop there
when you can get into crystal healing, energy
field therapy, aura manipulation and telepathic
Atlantis tourism? (Actually, we made one of
those up, but only one.)

O is for Oi
Oiiiiiiii! Someone will shout this
somewhere at every festival in the
world. They are a buffoon and will
get what they deserve. 

P is for Poi. Back in the day, juggling

was the festival thing. But this year it was

poi that were everywhere: bright coloured

balls on string which you whiz round in

cunning patterns, perfect for taking out

unwary passersby. One experienced

poimeister + two glow-in-the-dark poi = one

beautiful night-time sight. 

Q is for the loos.The irony of so manypeople waiting for solong to put themselvesthrough such an
unpleasant experienceis almost as bad as thesmell. Almost..

R is for radio. Since the

BBC and co got their act

together and started

broadcasting from all the

major festivals, you are now

officially able to be One

Smug Git Who is Actually

Here while your friends back

home can only listen. Ha ha!

S is for the
sun. An
essential
ingredient for
shiny happy
people
everywhere.

Yes, we know you should use cream and stay in
the shade. Yes, we know sitting in the sun for a
whole day will have you feeling decidedly odd
by about six o•clock. But no, we•ll never be able
to resist it.

U is for Umbrella. Too much

rain is bad. So is too much sun. A trusty

umbrella protects you from both, and on-

site umbrella salesmen can make a

fortune.

Y is for
Ylang
Ylang.

The great
unpronounceable

essential oil, on sale
from willowy people
who speak very quietly.
No one knows what it•s
for.

Zzzzzzzzzzzzzzz

J is for Juice. After days

of dust, burgers and

overindulgence (legal

overindulgence, kids) then

there•s one way of feeling better:

a pint of ice-cold mango juice. It

works every time.

K is for
Kids. You•d
have thought
that spending aweekend in an unfam iliar placesurrounded by loud noises and scarycrowds of thousands of strangers doing

grown-up things would be entirelytraum atising. But kids have a ball atfestivals (particularly if they get theirfaces painted, it appears). God knowshow the parents even consider taking on
the responsibility, mindyou.

X is for
Xcess. The great
mystic Willliam
Blake said: •the
road of excess
leads to the palace
of wisdom.• But
whether he meant
drinking Carling all
day long at the Leeds
Festival is debatable,
to say the least. Got
that, all you rock kids
out there?
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