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Individuality is such a slippery notion. It can sometimes be more easily expressed 
by saying what an individual is not; a member of an organisation; an orchestra; a 
community; a chat-room; a club; a team; serving in an army; working in a factory; 
a voter for the least worst candidate. These are activities in which it is the sum of 
individual contributions that define, and in some cases validate, the whole.

We are social animals, and like our primate relatives we form groups, sometimes 
spontaneously, to serve any number of social functions. Unlike the apes, we may do 
this on a grandiose scale that dwarfs and demeans the individual’s sense of identity. 
No chimp ever laid a trans-oceanic phone cable to converse, albeit in grunts, with 
a distant relative; no gorilla ever plucked fruit from a tree with the intention of 
air-freighting it to some far-flung outpost of the gorilla empire. The scale of social 
organisation in nature seems to be restricted by forces as diverse as geography, food 
supply and how many of your tribe you can recognise, and it is observable that most 
primates do not seek to expand their social groupings beyond those limits (not that 
they could find anywhere to expand into). 

The human tribe is the exception that proves the primate rule – we recognise no such 
constraints. Our reach and purpose spans the entire globe, but our monumental 
achievements have realised their scale at the expense of a human perspective within 
them. A city is a perfect example: we are awed by its size, dwarfed by its architecture, 
hammered by its noise, harassed by its traffic, intimidated by its raw energy, paralysed 
by its crime and just scared stiff by all those people.  There is a palpable vibration that 
runs through any city, part physical and part feeling, contributing to an unease, an 
anxiety that I believe affects anyone who remains there for any length of time. These 
are powerful forces at work; the instincts for safety and survival honed over millions 
of years cannot be overcome in a lifetime of journeys on a crowded train, the strain 
and strangeness of which, even on a good day, has no equivalent in natural social 
groupings. It is a saint or a fool who can walk down a busy street in any metropolis 
while maintaining any meaningful measure of equanimity.

For humans, the village is a more appropriate scale of social architecture; an appealing 
size for a gathering of people, which is one possible reason why city folk are so 
enamoured of them in a rose-tinted sort of way. Individuals are a cherished part of 
village life, because it is clear how important a role they play in forming the social 
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bonds that make a community. There is no apparent surplus of people to create a 
consensus, as there appears to be in a city like London, where I have lived. There, it 
seems almost self-evident that my lack of participation would never be noticed, since 
so many others were available to take my place. This is, of course, an illusory and 
alienating way of thinking about one’s place in society, but in a village – and I live 
in one now – you cannot really fade into the background. You either participate, or 
you plainly and visibly don’t – and everyone in the village may know your preference, 
since there is no anonymity either (although, curiously, it feels as if there is rather 
more privacy). But for the average participant in village life, there is also a sense of 
place, of belonging, and of having some consequence as an individual because the 
scale of the gathering allows it.

Is it important then that we consider ourselves individual at all? Would it not be 
to the greater good if, like ego, we could put aside our notions of self and become 
instead like certain insects, obedient servants of a colony mind? Indeed, if we appear 
to value our uniqueness so little, express it in such limited ways, and endlessly 
subscribe to schemes that inhibit it, would we even miss it?

Let me state for the record what I value about being an individual. It is the 
transcendent, the small epiphanies of life, those events that are utterly unique to us 
in time, space, understanding and experience. I have to believe that every person, at 
one or more moments in their life, will feel their pulse rise and heartbeat quicken in 
reaction to the world around them, and the wonder of being aware of it; the hiker 
who finds a fossil; the parent holding a new-born child; the scientist transported 
by the numbers; the mechanic who loves his machine; the footballer who scores 
the perfect goal; the child looking through a telescope; the musician who hits the 
high note and the listener who hears it; the dancer whose feet don’t touch the floor; 
the warrior marked by God and the road-sweeper whose heart is touched by the 
inhabitants of the streets he tends. These small epiphanies, quite unique to each of us, 
are also the most treasured moments of our lives. 

There are other measures of individuality, but they are largely technical. The state 
recognises the individual by way of the vote. The world of finance does so with bank 
accounts, credit ratings, plastic cards and loans. The police take your fingerprints 
and DNA, the latter method also being the way science acknowledges our identities. 
But these methods, these reductionist criteria that seek to turn us all into machine-
readable data, confer nothing on the individual they don’t already have: knowledge 
of the existence of the self. Those tiny, transcendental moments are so much more 
valuable as markers of what defines us, of what our individuality is made of. The rest 
is for the bureaucrats.
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If it could be said that our sense of individuality was best served by such events, our 
lives enriched and our humility replenished with each experience, should we not ask, 
perhaps even demand, our right to have more of them? Why do we not have these 
experiences more often? Why are we not more fulfilled? The answer may lie, at least in 
part, in the way we have to desensitise ourselves in order to take part in the gruelling 
experience of everyday life. For most of us in the western world, life is not so much 
an ongoing spiritual experience, more a forbidding maze of shopping, bill-paying, 
child-rearing duty, with work and sleep in between. There is no space in the car-park 
of modern life reserved for epiphanies of any size. This is hardly surprising; in the first 
place, there is no obvious way to make a profit out of enlightenment; in the second, 
most of us are unreceptive to life-enhancing experiences when the office phone is 
ringing, someone has borrowed your favourite pen, the computer has crashed (again), 
your in-box is full of spam or when all your tools have been put back in the wrong 
place by someone who shouldn’t have used them in the first place.

For the majority of people living in the allegedly developed world, life can be 
characterised by a lot of dull routine with a few good, but regrettably short, bits in 
between. For those said to live in the third world, if their options are not already 
governed by the duty to live dull and spiritually impoverished lives just like ours, 
we seek actively to convert them to this model by supplanting their lifestyles with 
our own, swapping their thrift with our desire to consume, their modest enjoyments 
for our perpetual dissatisfactions, and encouraging them to conform, to do only 
as we do; work for all their adult lives for very little, to sacrifice all opportunity to 
discover and explore and enrich ourselves, in order solely to provide labour for the 
various machineries of consumption. There is nothing new in this so-called cultural 
imperialism. The Roman historian Tacitus, writing about the Roman foods and 
baths imported into Britain after the invasion of 55-54 BC, despaired that “The 
unsophisticated natives called it ‘culture’, whereas it was a part of their servility.”

In the world in which industry is man’s most valuable asset, the world that deems 
work to be the most virtuous of pursuits for those it would employ and exploit 
(although not necessarily for those who do the employing and exploiting), the use of 
time for contemplation and introspection, and the peculiar quality of that time, are 
referred to collectively as leisure activities. We are permitted only a salutary amount 
of them, since leisure is deemed to be in polar opposition to work, producing nothing 
of saleable worth and therefore merely a luxury (except for the elderly, who may enjoy 
all the leisure time their Zimmer frames and replacement hip joints can negotiate, 
granted as they are a moral exemption because they are said to be too old to do any 
useful work). Any congruence between the contrasting ethics of work and leisure 
occur only when we discover an activity we regard as play, but everyone else thinks 
of as work. God help us when we engage in an activity that we think is work, but 
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everyone else regards as play: in my early working life as a musician, I was frequently 
asked if I also had a job.

Leisure activities are not a luxury at all. If we consider the civilisation that produced 
the great Greek thinkers and their remarkable achievements, we may catch a fleeting 
glimpse of a utopia. Unfortunately, it stood on the back of the slaves whose work 
made possible the leisurely pursuits of their owners; no change there, then. But the 
Greeks evidently didn’t regard activities like thinking for its own sake, the testing 
of ideas and theories, debating the principles that should govern our actions, the 
ongoing examination of the human condition in general or one’s self in particular, 
the creation of art, the beauty of mathematics or the exploration of hubris through 
drama, were luxurious things to do. All civilisations that have contributed greatly 
to human culture also placed such pursuits at, or very near, the apex of human 
endeavour, the most worthy use of one’s short time on this earth. The pursuit of 
knowledge and enlightenment should be reinstated as the most important thing 
individuals can attempt, and the most valuable of contributions to our society that a 
person can make. Perhaps then we might experience more of those small epiphanies.

�
By perpetuating a society whose values promote only dissatisfaction, by building 
social constructs on a scale that makes us feel insignificant and wholly unimportant, 
by alienating ourselves from the transcendent in everyday activity (for we do it to 
ourselves), it would hardly be surprising to discover that many people believe in little, 
feel that they have no contribution to make, that there is no point in trying because 
a single person can have no meaningful effect on mechanisms so vast, so impersonal. 
If such beliefs were valid, it would, for example, be a good reason not to write 
this book. But I did write it, and you are reading it. In my battle with apathy and 
disenfranchisement this book is my weapon, for I am not so foolish as to walk into 
the lion’s den of public opinion without some girding of loins and a bit of strategy. 
In the same way, I can reasonably expect my work to be vilified, ridiculed, scorned, 
deconstructed and discredited while its author will no doubt suffer a similar fate. 
However, this is still no reason not to try, for there are two very good reasons why I 
should, and have, written this book, both of which do not depend on the quality of 
the contents for their virtue as activities. 

One reason, quite simply, is to assert my right to self-expression, my right to spend 
my time in reflection and re-education, in contemplation and study, to examine the 
mystery of my existence and my awareness of it, all tempered by the sobering fact of 
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my mortality. OK, that’s several reasons and there are probably a few more if I cast 
my net wider, but I have often maintained that I only have access to one absolute, 
unquestionable fact; I will, like everyone else before or since, die and turn to dust. I 
can’t make sense of my time on earth if I squander it on foolish pursuits; this book 
seems like a worthy thing for me to do. This is not to say you should also find it 
so, but I can only live my life in keeping with that I personally find meaningful. 
If I could only spend my limited time meditating on those things that interest 
me, I would expect to die a happy, contented man. Right now, all I can say for 
certain is that I will die; it will be by dint of my future activities that my death-bed 
contentment may be earned.

The other reason – which I promise will not turn into a list – for me to write a 
book is the based on the issue of scale, of critical mass; the effect on society if quite 
a few people were doing something similarly benign. The analogy is drawn from 
the mathematics of fractals. I suggest that out of the chaotic system of humans 
unaligned by motive or means, meaningful structures would emerge, albeit with some 
unpredictability (or, more romantically, some mystery) given the right set of starting 
conditions. Therefore, if many people were to undertake writing a book about a 
better world – a benign task, I believe – no matter the quality of argument, analysis 
or execution, there would perforce be less muggings, robberies, rapes, murders and 
piracy on the high seas, simply because a percentage of the erstwhile perpetrators 
would be more worthily engaged at their stolen computers and their pirated word-
processors.  

Less contentiously, if many more people were engaged in a fulfilling activity for the 
majority of their time – their lives – than they are today, what effect would this have 
on the tenor of the society in which they lived? Would it not be reasonable to suggest 
there would be less tension, less unhappiness, less frustration and intolerance? If this 
is so, it must also follow that individuals can change society from within; create an 
evolutionary rather than revolutionary change in values and activities, through their 
own actions, without state intervention or sanction. The issue is one of choosing 
the right thing with which to occupy ourselves, and to question the purpose of any 
activity that contravenes our sense of that rightness.

But we don’t, do we? If you were to ask how it is we got in this mess in the first place, 
it might well be irritating to hear that “we made it that way”, irritating because the 
answer is both trite, and right. We cannot hide behind the convenient cover of social 
impotence because we are not impotent, and rarely in history have the masses really 
been powerless where populations were not held in slavery. The exercise of that power, 
historically, has been spontaneous; the riot, the uprising, the mutiny, demonstration 
or strike, but it does seem that no matter how strong the impetus for change, such 
movements are weakened if they expand beyond the local, quickly becoming as 
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detached from human concerns as those they oppose. Fundamental aims are diluted 
and diverted by people who come to power within the movement, and who impose 
their own political or personal agenda over those the movement was created to serve. 
Eventually, movements like this are absorbed by the forces they counter, and are 
rendered ineffectual; trade unions are a suitable example. 

You will have heard the saying that “power corrupts, absolute power corrupts 
absolutely.” As sayings go, this one is perilously over-exposed, but none the less, it 
seems that most of our organisations and institutions suffer from this to a greater or 
lesser extent.

The Christian churches have a terrible record of political and moral corruption. 
Major corporations have been found to be fraudulently gutted by their executives, 
while others attempt something similar on their customers. Governments are always 
getting caught with their hands in other countries’ pockets, while certain of our 
representatives enrich themselves at the expense of the electorate that gave them the 
opportunity. All in all, our ability to work in organisations without becoming cynical, 
self-serving and brutalised by the experience seems to be a bit limited. So what 
likelihood is there of effecting change through them? 

Not much.

This suggests that the option least likely to be a waste of time, that minimises the 
opportunity for others to misuse or corrupt my contribution, which seems most likely 
to produce some modest and constructive input to a venture as bold as changing the 
world, is to work towards this end as an individual. It is not, however, expressed in 
what I do not do. If I don’t oppose something, I am tacitly endorsing it. This is the 
converse of the position re-iterated by so many politicians, where “if you are not for 
us, you are against us”. The political doctrine of disagreement is aimed at devaluing 
debate, cowing the weak and the self-serving into submission, silence and inaction. 
The former statement is a provocation, a challenge to acquiescence, a demand that 
full consideration is given before deciding not to voice one’s concerns, to abstain 
from making a stand against a proposition, to decline the vote. So while it is true that 
things are the way they are because we either made them like that, or stood by and 
watched while others did the dirty work, it must also be true that we have the power 
and ability to remake the world, especially if we all take part, and accept responsibility 
for the outcome. It will never happen if we leave it all to someone else.

The individual is the most consequential component of society, not the least. Until 
we exercise the freedom and responsibility that is conferred on us by that significance, 
we remain unaware of our potential to improve our collective lot through individual 
actions. Alternatively, we may continue to depend on authority, bureaucracy, 
commerce and governments, assigning to them our right to decide the shape and 



�
Small Eiphanies

quality of our lives. Judging by the results already in, this may not be a team that any 
longer deserves our support.

3
The effort needed to create and maintain change for the social and global good 
must now come from each citizen alone, through our everyday actions. We have a 
responsibility towards the way our society develops which is best served by many 
modest local actions, whose unknowable but meritorious sum can and will move us 
gradually towards a better future. It is far easier to enact a small change than promote 
a large one; quicker, more measurable, controllable and possibly more efficient.

Some people appear to consider the writer’s lifestyle quite indolent. For example, I 
read a great deal, not an activity some of us associate with hard work. Sometimes I 
even feel guilty about it myself, wondering if there is more virtue in cleaning the car, 
formatting my hard disk or mowing the lawn; that is, doing “real” activities. Daft 
really, but there it is: part of my upbringing that will always cast its shadow over my 
perusal of the newspaper. Anyway, one of the things said to me quite often is this: 
“Supposing everyone lived like you? What would the world be like then?” My answer, 
quite simply, is that the world would be a better place. I live simply and peacefully, 
and my needs are modest. But before this turns into a manifesto for the establishment 
of a personality cult, let me point out that it is the possibility of adopting these values 
that is at issue, not my self-promoted virtue in following them (which I do because I 
like to live this way, hardly setting an example that qualifies me for a badge of merit, 
when all said and done). I believe I may claim, however, and with a minimum of self-
aggrandisement, that my lifestyle is possible due to what I no longer want.

We are born to work and consume, to endlessly repeat the duty-cycle of capitalism, 
and we are therefore given education appropriate to the tasks. Elsewhere, those who 
do not have the privilege of over-consumption envy and desire it, despite evidence 
of its disadvantages. Accordingly, we are all driven by needs entirely disproportionate 
to our requirements. Of course, people within societies become self-centred; this is 
what they have been educated to become. Of course, we always want more, bigger, 
better, newer things; this is how we are taught to express ourselves. And of course, 
we measure the quality of our lives in terms of how many objects we own, their value 
and exclusivity, for we also compete in all things, individuals mirroring the values 
and motives of companies and nations, themselves competing for the profit and taxes 
to be made out of our consumption. If the goal of life is to have more than others, 
because this signifies, both to us and to our peers, our apparent success, I would 
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ask you to consider what this implies for the future of our social well-being and our 
relationships to each other. These drives are surely not the seeds from which we could 
grow a decent civilisation, are they? A good set of starting conditions? In which case, 
they must be abandoned.

Now I cannot be so academic that I don’t realise how hard my suggestion is to 
implement. Abandoning the values that we have applied all our lives? Dispensing 
with much of what we believe in for something as yet vague and unspecified? Well, 
no-one ever said creating a Utopia would be easy. We have to make a start, just the 
same. If my contention that our current systems will not – cannot – be made to 
work, we have to change them, and we should not wait for others to do so, but start 
this project by ourselves. 

This is the most troublesome aspect of individuality; meeting our responsibilities if 
it should be true that we can, on our own, shape both our lives, and by implication 
and connection, the lives of others. Re-orientation is hard work, and requires self-
discipline, another ex-virtue demoted by consumerism, for which the admiration 
of a disciplined consumer is counter-productive. Part of the reward system that 
consumerism promotes is self-indulgence, which is not a good foundation for 
affirmative action. So, put another way, I ask the question: how might change come 
about? What is the agent of change, the impetus for it, the catalyst that creates it?

I suggest it should be a genuine sense of urgency. To further such aims as I outline 
here, we should be changing our ways, or considering change, right now. How much 
longer can we put off sorting things out? How many more horrible headlines do we 
have to endure? How much more compromise will one person be asked to make in 
order that another can enjoy a better quality of life? How long are we, as individuals, 
to wait for our institutions to genuinely and fairly improve the standard of living of 
all the peoples under their administration? 

For ever. Our institutions will not promote change, because the people who 
command them have what they want, and have no appetite left for innovation. The 
notion that the rich and powerful could claim to understand poverty and injustice, 
without immediately giving up their wealth to end poverty, and bending all their 
power to right injustice, is laughable. Talk really is seriously cheap, as it always 
has been. The notion that governments of wealthy countries really care about the 
impoverished elsewhere is clearly false, as demonstrated by the miserly, infrequent 
and often ambiguous actions of rich countries towards poor, like disguising the 
profit motive as a grand gesture; giving aid that is, in reality, dependent on gaining 
economic advantage in exchange, such as rights to raw materials, economic or trading 
concessions. If we are not to be so dogmatic as to suggest our institutions are corrupt, 
we can at least recognise they are awfully misguided and, particularly bearing the 
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arms trade in mind, quite amoral. In this environment of ethical vacuity and through 
worship of the false god of stability, institutions tend instinctively to suppress any 
activity or movement that compromises their ability to predict the outcome, or that 
may challenge its hegemony.

We cannot wait for our institutions, cannot give them the time to self-destruct or 
fade away in redundancy, because by then they will have taken half of us with them. 
Nor can we wait for a violent revolution, war and anarchy to sweep them away. I 
would like to live in a society that was obviously moving away from such a terrible 
cataclysm, rather than flirting as we do with nuclear, biological and environmental 
disaster on pretty much a daily basis, but clearly I do not. I must therefore meet my 
responsibility to do something about it. Me, today, now, this minute, alone, and with 
some urgency, because otherwise my inaction will constitute my tacit endorsement 
of the end of the world, and who knows how soon that event is scheduled for 
transmission?

�
The efficacy of varying scales of human endeavour are often misunderstood, hence the 
belief that small actions make no real contribution to larger issues. We plunge into 
this slough of despond when institutions fail to reflect the wishes of their constituents 
– the voice of dissent is rarely as loud as that of the institutions at which dissent is 
directed – but the problem arises not because of the size of an organisation or its 
deafness, but because the informing principles of the many that founded it have been 
altered to suit the vested interests of the few who run it. This too is a function of 
corrupting power. Many people of good heart and worthy intention found or enter 
an institution with a mandate for change, either self-adopted or as representatives of 
a collective. They fail with disturbing frequency, and I believe it is inevitable that they 
do so.

Let me reveal a small epiphany of my own that informs this view, one that occurred 
as I watched a series of TV dramas called Law and Order, written by G.F.Newman. 
The main theme was a demonstration of how those who would fight against crime 
were absorbed into it if they adopted the same methods as the criminals they fought. 
Detectives were seen adopting the language, lifestyle and values of the underworld in 
order to gain intelligence of it, but by doing so, they became indistinguishable from 
the criminals they associated with. It was then I realised that never was there a more 
insidious evil than “turning a blind eye”. We are aware of policemen who aid and abet 
one drug deal in order to thwart another, the prosecution who confers immunity on 
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one criminal in exchange for testimony against another, the agency that gives arms to 
one faction in return for ideological or strategic alignment against other factions, the 
intelligence organisation that knowingly supplies aircraft and crew to warlords and 
drug smugglers in return for assistance in a conflict between nations, or the country 
that employs the methods of murderous dictators when trying to assassinate one. In 
all these cases, the good guys and bad guys get so mixed up it is impossible to tell who 
is who, even when you belong to one side or the other (or both, the preferred choice 
of every connoisseur of conflict).

Are the people who act like this endemically corrupt, genetically predisposed to 
ditch their morals and ethics when it suits them to do so? I suspect not; according 
to that pre-eminent handbook of expedient statecraft, Niccolo Machiavelli’s The 
Prince, if you want to gain and maintain power, irrespective of your aims, you must 
employ historically proven methods that are either brutal in their realism, or deeply 
and utterly cynical, depending on your point of view. Moral absolutes like truth, 
equality or justice have no more place in the realpolitik of power and trade in the 
modern world than they did in Machiavelli’s time. They are merely the standards to 
which the masses must adhere and aspire. To join a government, protected only by 
the thin armour of righteous beliefs, armed only with a short spear of idealism, is to 
invite destruction or irrelevance. How many good people have discovered that, in a 
corrupt place, the only way to conduct business is on terms set by the proprietor? No 
businessman, administrator, or politician can claim to have accelerated change inside 
an institution without employing tainted methods in order to achieve it, assuming 
the institution was itself tainted in the first place. Few are not; there is no such thing 
as a little corruption.

If all large organisations are subject to these problems, perhaps the answer lies in small 
ones. We must disassociate ourselves from the notion that only monoliths can effect 
change on a comparable scale to themselves. However, implicit in this suggestion is 
the idea that we have to be patient, for we are too often governed by an unreasonable 
desire for the immediate solution, the quick fix. I, too, want it now, but I am 
prepared to settle for getting it later if that is realistically the best I can hope for. Nor 
should we place too much emphasis on being rewarded for our altruism. This would 
be analogous to seeking profit from an otherwise philanthropic cause. There would 
be reward for society, however; when the scale of individual contributions reaches 
sufficient size and momentum, something new will emerge, displacing outdated and 
outmoded institutions like a new tree pushing its way up through an abandoned 
graveyard.

So much for the theory. I’ve mustered mathematics, ethics and a host of other 
abstractions to my aid, but I would like to end with a real-world example of the 
importance, contributions, and scales of endeavour of individuals. Much commercial 
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software, from companies like Microsoft, is monolithic. Microsoft Windows, the 
standard operating system software for millions of businesses, is a huge program 
stuffed full of things most people never use.  It is also priced to reflect its complexity. 
It comes from a single company, and if there is something wrong with it, any part 
of it, you are dependent on this company for a resolution. Because big software 
companies are expensive to run and have to plan a long way ahead, it may be some 
time before they can fix their software during a scheduled update. Equally, you 
must be content with anonymity, since large corporations can rarely accommodate 
customised modifications for a single user or company.

Compare this with the Open Source software movement. Made possible largely by 
the Internet, it consists of a huge network of individuals who contribute innovation 
and maintenance of many programs that are available free to the user; all the 
contributors do so for largely altruistic reasons. Programs get fixed quickly, new 
features and functions are added, tested and debugged by willing hands on rapidly 
variable scales of involvement, no-one is excluded or disenfranchised, every person 
can make a meaningful contribution and individual requirements are easily catered 
for. At every level, it’s all quite up close and personal, as they say.

Better still, from my point of view, there is an observable emergent property from 
all these small, but correctly aligned, contributions; the software produced under 
the auspices of the Open Source project is so good that the operating system Linux, 
developed in exactly the way I have indicated, is now the predominant rival to 
Microsoft’s Windows in business, and it’s essentially free! Notably, this loose coalition 
did not opt to sell their souls by demanding that business should pay where the single 
user should not. This is the confused and self-defeating ethic of the closet capitalist, 
and I’m glad there at least one organisation out there that does not impose conditions 
on its moral generosity based on discriminatory judgements regarding the ethics of 
others. 

My final point is to highlight a particular quality of this endeavour that utterly 
confounds the predictions of both social and business commentators. The Open 
Source movement is essentially anarchic, a form of chaos that few consider viable at 
any real scale. Yet the results prove them wrong; the visionaries who started the whole 
thing created starting conditions that were well chosen, and then let the whole thing 
develop shaped solely by force of the collective will of the participants. This was not 
democracy – there was never a vote: it was anarchy. The outcome, indeed the ongoing 
development, is appropriately proper, moral and worthy, guided by the values 
embedded in its creation. This is a fine example of the benefits of shifting “power to 
the people,” and demonstrates perfectly how a sea of small epiphanies may combine 
to form a greater wave of change.


