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Concord Institute is an educational charity dedicated 
to promoting greater self-reliance and personal 
responsibility in maintaining our health, what we refer 
to as “self-health”.

Rooted in whole food nutrition, bodywork, self-
inquiry dialogue and self-expression, our approach is 
holistic—drawing on a comprehensive understanding 
of the human condition encompassing the physical, 
psychological, social and spiritual dimensions of our 
lives.

Based in Finsbury Park in North London, the Institute 
offers various courses, workshops and other forms of 
training and education to people who are interested 
in a new dimension of possibility for their lives.
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Introduction:

Full Circling

Welcome to this summer issue of the Concord Newsletter. As you read this we’ve just topped out at midsum-
mer, the apex of the year—for those of us on the upper half of the planet—and the natural world around 
us is in full flourish: a riotous explosion of colours, foliage, light, birdsong and creatures of every kind. 

The cyclicity of everything natural is a regular theme within this publication and the work we’re engaged in at 
Concord Institute. By natural we’re learning to include our own selves; not only the rhythms and cycles of our 
biology as we inhabit (and fall back into step with) the miraculous biosphere of this planet, sandwiched as we are 
between rock and sky, but also in the cyclic, circular experience of the transformation of consciousness. As the 
poet T S Eliot says it with such ease in The Four Quartets:

We shall not cease from exploration
And the end of all our exploring

Will be to arrive where we started
And know the place for the first time.

Imagine that? De-knowing ourselves, our experience, the world around us and life itself like we had no recollec-
tion, no prior knowing to lean on. No names, no methods, no hacks, no-thing. As Greg Johnson once put it at a 
Full Circle gathering: every moment is a choice between more of the same or into the Unknown. Ready to dive in? 

There’s a story about a transformational facilitator leading a programme in the US some years back, in conversa-
tion with a less-than-engaged participant; bored, resistant, cynical and disruptive. The interchange boiled down 
to something like this: ‘Yeah, but I’ve been to one of these things before and I know all this stuff. I was hoping to 
hear something new.’ Facilitator: ‘OK, so perhaps you’d like to hear about the Advanced Course then?’ ‘I didn’t 
know there was one...yes, tell me about it!’ ‘Well, it’s the same as the Basic Course but with better listening.’ Ouch. 

One of the joys of curating and assembling this publication is the reminder to reset our listening; our listening for 
the natural world, our listening for nourishment of body and soul; our listening for Spirit, for life itself. A remind-
er that not only is the miracle of life all around us, but that we are all integral players within that miracle—we 
just don’t see it...until the thought-shell dissolves momentarily and we do, and then don’t again. And that this 
naturally cyclic experience goes on, ever-wider; an opening into opening, a spiral into an unknowable knowing. 

Our hope is that you’ll enjoy what’s offered on the following pages—a chance to strip off, dive in and take a 
mid-summer skinny dip in the wonder, the marvel and the fleeting flourish that is the awakening human expe-
rience. 

Our thanks again to all who have given so generously of their time, energy, talents and love to create this issue. 

With warmth and gratitude,

THE EDITORIAL TEAM 
Stephen Hopper, Georgia Pownall, Alexandra Brown, July 2021

CONCORD NEWSLETTER ISSUE #43

IMAGE—KALEIDOSUMMER
Concept: Georgia Pownall, Stephen Hopper
Photography & photomontage: Stephen Hopper
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Land 
of the  
Gods

PHOTOGRAPHY: STEPHEN HOPPER

BY GREG JOHNSON

A pilgrimage into the heart of Japan’s 
mythical consciousness & the ancient 

wisdom that awaits us there 

7
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After a two-day trek along the Nakahechi pil-
grimage trail in the mountains of Wakayama, 
twenty pilgrims arrive at one of the most re-

vered and ancient shrines in Japan, the Kumano Hongu 
Taisha. The Nakahechi is one of a series of mountain 
pilgrimage routes called the Kumano Kodo that con-
nect three shrines, collectively called the Kumano San-
zan, all of which are located in the southern part of the 
Kii Peninsula. 

The Nakahechi is also known as the Imperial Route due 
to the fact that the emperor and his party made regu-
lar pilgrimages from the ancient capitol of Kyoto to the 
three Kumano shrines as far back as the 10th century. 
It is here where we pilgrims arrive first, finding the 
Kumano Hongu Taisha celebrating its 2,050th birth-
day. We arrive late but come back early the next day to 
pay our respects to the resident deities. The Kumano 
Hongu Taisha enshrines Izanagi-Okami, one of the ear-
liest deities who was responsible for giving birth to Ja-
pan, and Ketsumimiko-Okami, a benevolent deity who 
strives to help mankind. 

What I have found most fascinating in my encounters 
with Japan is that under the surface of modern Japan 
lies this ancient way of life that sees and experiences the 
world quite differently from our modern scientific world. 
It has become clear in my long association with Japan 

that the Japanese and the Japanese language represent a 
fundamentally different consciousness than the one I had 
been encultured with my Western upbringing.

In his book The Ever Present Origin, Jean Gebser postu-
lates earlier consciousness structures that preceded 
the modern scientific mental-rational consciousness of 
the West. It becomes clear that the Japanese experi-
ence the world quite differently than we do because 
the cultural lens through which they experience life 
has a different perceptual filter. In other words, where 
we might light a candle for a loved one who had passed, 
the Japanese will offer flowers, cooked food, incense 
and prayers to support their journey in the next world. 
My wife frequently sees her father and mother’s influ-
ence in not only dreams but many life situations. We 
might quietly believe that while she means well, she 
is perhaps a little naïve and somewhat superstitious.  

As best I can tell, Gebser would refer to this as the 
mythical consciousness structure. The model that Geb-
ser uses for the evolution of consciousness has five 
stages or levels. He calls the earliest and initial stage, 
representing primordial man, the archaic stage. This is 
followed in order by the magical stage, representing be-
ings with little distinction between states of dreaming 
and wakefulness, or between inner and outer realities, 
certainly well before any defined sense of self. Thus, 

magical beings would cast spells and there would be 
little or no difference between symbols and what they 
symbolize. 

The next stage was, for Gebser, the mythical stage, which 
is the stage we are concerned with to better understand 
traditional Japan. The mythical stage as the name im-
plies concerns itself with myths. Gebser also thought of 
this stage of consciousness as being a duality (or two-di-

mensional), having the quality of polarity as understood 
by yin and yang, for example. In addition, the beings at 
this stage concerned themselves with rhythmic and sea-
sonal and agricultural cycles, and with astronomical cy-
cles such as those found at Stonehenge, or in the Mayan 
calendar, or Indian Vedic texts. 

It is instilled in the Japanese from a young age and in 
their mythology that the Japanese are descended from 
the Gods. This claim is based on an ancient mythology 
passed down orally through the ages and later chroni-
cled in such texts as the Kojiki (Records of Ancient Mat-
ters) and the Nihon Shoki (The Chronicles of Japan). The 
emperor himself is considered to be a direct descend-
ent of the sun goddess Amaterasu-Ōmikami, translated 
as “Heavenly-Shining-Great-August-Deity”. The earthly 
home of the sun goddess can be found within the in-
ner shrine (Naikū) of the Grand Shrines of Ise. You can 
even see her symbolism in the Japanese flag, indicating 
how central this deity is to the Japanese.

On the last stop of our 12-day journey, we made a pil-
grimage to the Grand Shrines of Ise. We visited the 
outer shrine (Geku) on the first day. It is located about 
six kilometers from Naikū, or the inner shrine, and is 
dedicated to Toyouke-Ōmikami, the goddess of agri-
culture, rice harvest and industry. On our second day 
in Ise, we decided to rise early and make the six-kilo-

“As we stood under the 
enormous torii gate that 

demarcates the outer 
everyday world from the 
inner sacred world of the 

shrine, we stood rather 
stupefied for, as if right on 

cue, the sun suddenly broke 
through the cloudy sky, and 
began to rise above the tree 

line in front of us.”

“Where we might light a candle for 
a loved one who had passed, the 

Japanese will offer flowers, cooked 
food, incense, and prayers to support 
their journey in the next world. My 
wife frequently sees her father and 

mother’s influence in not only dreams 
but many life situations. We might 

quietly believe that while she means 
well, she is perhaps a little naïve and 

somewhat superstitious.”

8 9
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meter journey on foot. You can imagine what an odd 
sight it must have been for residents of Ise going to 
work that morning, seeing a parade of foreigners 
walking in almost single file along the main highway 
to Ise Naiku. Until then the weather had been unpre-
dictable. There had been at least four typhoons in 
the general area since we arrived. We somehow had 
dodged the bullet, but the weather had been mostly 
overcast.

As we got closer to our destination, we decided to fol-
low the banks of the narrow river that runs through 
the wooded shrine area. Being considered part of the 
shrine, the Isuzu River is always stocked with colorful 
fish known as “koi” (carp). We were delighted to have 
these companions guide us toward the entrance to the 
shrine. At the last moment, however, we turned away 
from the river, crossed a parking lot, and found our-
selves standing at the foot of the wooden Uji Bridge 
that took us across the river into the shrine grounds 
existing in an ancient forest of centuries-old trees. 

As we stood under the enormous torii gate that demar-
cates the outer everyday world from the inner sacred 
world of the shrine, we stood rather stupefied for, as 
if right on cue, the sun suddenly broke through the 
cloudy sky, and began to rise above the tree line in 
front of us. We all seemed to realise at once not only 
how magical this moment was, but to realise simulta-
neously the perfect circumstances involved in having 
us here right at that exact moment. Just an hour or 
so before, we had met in the hotel lobby, then walked 
rather casually along the main route, detoured along 
the river, and then arrived at the exact time the sun 
was rising This had not been our original plan, which 
was to get there early enough to fit the rest of our 
schedule for that day. We all clocked the welcome be-
stowed to us by the sun goddess herself, coming after 

eleven days of trekking through the mountains and 
paying homage to numerous sacred sites.

For a moment, the twenty of us had entered that myth-
ical and mysterious world of the kami, the gods. It is 
this world, this mystical or even magical consciousness 
that has captured my interest. Each consciousness 
structure has its own dimensionality, and its own rela-
tionship with space and time. Therefore, when we are 
talking about consciousness structures, we are talking 
about different worlds that operate under different 
rules and agreements. These worlds, or stages of con-
sciousness, are not historical. In other words, they do 
not occur linearly in time. What we, of the modern sci-
entific world, do is project, or map over, our notion of 
linear time onto that framework. But we are dealing 
with worlds, each having their own time, or timeless-
ness, as is the case for the ‘earlier’ archaic and magical 
stages. 

The beings of mythical 
consciousness expe-
rience or mark time 
by the rhythm of the 
seasons, but also more 
essentially, by various 
annual festivals held 
regionally throughout 
the country. Also, each 
year of the Japanese 
calendar is rendered 
according to what year 

it is in the reign of the current emperor. That way of 
marking the year, by the reign of the emperor, is how 
modern Japanese date the year. For example, this year, 
2021 by our calendar, is Reiwa 3 on the Japanese cal-
endar, the third year of the reign of the current em-
peror, Naruhito. Mutsuko and I were married in Showa 
50, the 50th year of the reign of Emperor Hirohito, the 
grandfather of Naruhito.

Japan, being considered one of the developed coun-
tries in the world, must play by the same rules con-
cerning time as everyone else, especially since every-
one and every sort of enterprise is online these days 
and requires a uniform and precise agreement about 
what time it is. That notion of time is our invention 
and contribution of course, and is a product of a ‘lat-
er’ consciousness structure – the mental-rational con-
sciousness that arose, some believe, at the beginning 
of the Renaissance, through the Enlightenment, and 
has continued to the present day.

“This could be the 
longest running scam 
in the world, preying 
on the grieving 
relatives of departed 
loved ones...or is there 
something to this?”

Scattered throughout Japan there are upwards to 
80,000 Shintō shrines and an equivalent number of 
Buddhist temples. The smaller shrines that serve 
towns or villages are referred to as ‘jinja’, whereas the 
grand shrines, such as Ise, are referred to as ‘jingu’ or 
‘taisha’. The smaller shrines are closely involved with 
the lives of the local community. Unlike Buddhism in 
Japan, which deals more with death and the afterlife, 
Shintō shrines tend to deal with matters and transi-
tions having to do with this life. 

The first shrine visit, called Miyamairi , which occurs 
one month after birth is to introduce the newborn 

child to the tutelary kami deity. Then comes Shichi-
Go-San (Seven-Five-Three), a festival held in Novem-
ber for boys of five and girls of three and seven years 
of age, who visit the shrine to pray for protection and 
good health. On the 15th of January each year, there is 
Adult’s Day or Seijin-no-Hi. It is essentially a coming-
of-age ceremony to commemorate having reached the 
age of 20. Next, most Japanese are married in a unique-
ly Shintō ceremony and pronounce their wedding 
vows to the kami deity.

In the front room of our house in Atlanta we have a 
makeshift Buddhist altar on which are displayed 
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many religious and spiritual arti-
facts along with photographs of my 
wife’s deceased parents. Many a 
morning when I come downstairs, 
I will find my wife in prayer before 
the altar burning incense, making 
offerings, and praying for their wel-
fare and safe journey in the next world. In addition to 
the burning of incense, offerings could include fresh 
cut flowers, food items, and sake as well.

What to make of all this! Is this just fanciful thinking 
for fear of accepting the hard reality and finality of 
death? There is no scientific evidence whatsoever to 
believe we survive in any capacity after death. I mean, 
people in Japan pay enormous sums of money to tem-
ples for their loved ones to be bestowed a posthumous 
Buddhist name for the next world, and a good sum of 
money to the temple for the safekeeping of a portion 
of the remains (ashes) and regular devotional prayers 
to the deceased. And this has been going on for sev-
eral thousand years that we know of. This could be 
the longest running scam in the world, preying on the 
grieving relatives of departed loved ones.

Or is there something to this? Broadening the horizons 
of our existence beyond this world forces us to consider 
the possibility that some part of us survives the tran-

sition to the so-called next world.  
Could I have a guarantee on that? It 
seems many if not most ancient cul-
tures shared that same belief. Had 
they all fallen for a kind of wishful 
thinking or superstition? And do 
we in the West now see through 

their follies as we pride ourselves on our scientific un-
derstanding of life? Or is this the arrogance of modern 
man, and his perceived dominion over life and universe, 
a kind of scientism that scoffs at other-worldly beliefs?

Finally, Gebser hints at the advent of a new conscious-
ness structure, integral consciousness, which suggests 
the unfolding of a new worldspace or dimensionality, 
one that brings together the previous consciousness 
structures into an integrated whole which he called 
presentation; the making of something present through 
transparency. Also, the new consciousness structure 
integrates the past-present-future categorization of 
time into an indivisible whole.  In other words, we are 
not only affected and shaped by the past but equal-
ly affected and shaped by the future yet to come. All 
taking place in immediate presence or nowness.  This 
opens the door for us to consciously participate in the 
‘earlier’ consciousness structures. Perhaps we will dis-
cover that the Gods have been waiting for us all along 
as we awake and come out of our lostness. n

“Perhaps we will discover that 
the Gods have been waiting 
for us all along as we awake 

and come out of our lostness.”

Hyperion’s Song of Destiny

Holy spirits, you walk up there 
in the light, on soft earth. 
Shining god-like breezes 
touch upon you gently, 
as a woman’s fingers 

play music on holy strings. 

Like sleeping infants the gods 
breathe without any plan; 

the spirit flourishes continually 
in them, chastely kept, 

as in a small bud, 
and their holy eyes 

look out in still 
eternal clearness. 

A place to rest 
isn’t given to us. 

Suffering humans 
decline and blindly fall 

from one hour to the next, 
like water thrown 
from cliff to cliff, 
year after year, 

down into the Unknown.

— Friedrich Holderlin (1799) —
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BY MUTSUKO JOHNSON

Morning Visit to Pay  
Respects to Ancestors

My morning visit to pay respects to my ances-
tors is a family tradition that I developed in 
my own simple humble way. 

I grew up Japan in which Shinto and Buddhism are 
both an integral part of our lives throughout the four 
seasons. Every morning I visit my ancestors in our 
Buddha room at the front of our house.

I adopted this practice from my parents; generally 
Japanese household have a Butsudan [family altar], a 
beautiful little altar for the ancestors to rest. If a family 
member passes away, a special ceremonial photograph 
is created and presented to the family altar. Traditional-
ly, when people pass away, a special posthumous name 
is also given from the temple as a show of respect. For 
my father who studied law at university, a special callig-
raphy was chosen for his posthumous Buddhist name.

We offer fresh cooked rice (or uncooked rice) in a small 
white bowl, sea salt in the small white dish along with 
some fresh water. We also make sure there are fresh 
cut flowers. On the anniversary of their passing or re-
membrance day, we offer sake and some special foods 
to their spirits. 

When a person passes away, family members remain 
in a state of quiet mourning for 49 days or 7 weeks. 
When my father passed away, I didn’t eat any animal 
food, and remained a vegan for 49 days. We were living 
in Boston at the time and I was nursing my second son.  
I felt quite weak, so I stopped being vegan after the 49 
days.

When my mother passed away, I was pregnant with my 
4th son. I was told not to go to the crematorium in or-
der to safeguard the spirit of the baby. Then I did same 
with eating vegan for 49 days. My sister sent me an al-
tar, on which was written both my family and Greg’s 
family names. 

My morning visit to my ancestors is a very special 
ritual time every morning. I make sure there are fresh 

flowers and fresh water, and then I burn some incense. 
Incense is the food for the spirit. I thank them that all 
our family members are safe and well. 

And I call each family member: my father, my mother, 
grandmothers, grandfathers.

南無妙法蓮華経。 — Namumyou Horengekyo

南釈迦牟尼仏。 — Namushakmunibutsu

南大使遍照金剛。 — Namutaishi Henjyou Kongou

This is paying respect to different lineages in the fam-
ily. Then I pray and pay respect to Greg’s side: Greg’s 
mother, father, Aunt Fanny and others. I pray for their 
safe journey in next world. Then I call family members 
names, and pray for their safe good day.

Then I pray:

核戦争が、決して起こりませんように。—Kaku Sensou 
ga kesshite okorimasennyouni.

May a Nuclear War never happen again.  
No More Hiroshima. No More Nagasaki. 
May peace on Earth. 
May peace on community,
May peace on family,
May peace on ourselves. 
May ease for Covid 19. 

I have one corner for people who have greatly influ-
enced my life: Dr Nami Kominami. George Ohsawa 
sensei. Lima Osawa sensei. Michio Kushi sensei. Ave-
line Kushi sensei, Michel Matsuda. I pray for their safe 
journey to the infinity.

My morning visit to pray and pay respects to our an-
cestors grounds my energy and provides a fresh start 
to the morning!

I am very grateful.    
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The first stawberries and rhubarb arrive with us in 
May, here where I live in Normandy. I wanted to 
test a cream that can be used for the tart and it 

is also delicious served as a pudding in a glass with the 
fruit & jelly on top (no pastry needed). It’s a dessert for 
a celebration...so butter in the pastry tastes good and of 
course you might use your favourite pastry recipe with 
other ingredients and proportions of fat to flour. 

It takes several steps to make: making the pastry, mak-
ing the rhubarb custard, making the jelly for the top. 
All simple but it’s easier to make the pastry and custard 
ahead of time…you might go to the strawberry farm to 
pick them yourself if you have the opportunity! I could 
write a lot about pastry making but there is not space 
here, so do explore. I love the book Wholefood Baking by 
Jude Blereau.

Summer Strawberry 
& Rhubarb Tart

BY FRANÇOISE AUVRAY
PHOTOGRAPH: JULIA ELLIOTT

Pastry
250g white spelt pastry flour
100g of butter
1 pinch of salt
ice cold water

1. In a bowl place the flour, make a well, grate the 
butter and add the salt. Rub the butter in the flour. 
Add just enough water to bring the ingredients 
together but do not knead. Let the dough rest in 
the fridge for 30mns.

2. Oil a pie dish and sprinkle with flour to prevent 
the pastry sticking. Roll out pastry using enough 
flour to stop it sticking. Roll gently and from the 
middle to the outside edges. Flip over occasionally. 
Roll to 2-3mm thickness and large enough to cover 
the pie dish (do not overstretch). 

3. Place pastry over pie dish and press into sides. Cut 
away excess pastry and prick it with a fork. Cover 
with foil and dried beans. 

4. Bake the base on a high temperature (180C) 
for about 10 minutes until pastry is hardened. 
Removed the paper and beans and cook a little 
longer at 160C until it’s fully cooked (golden). 
Leave to cool whilst preparing the rest.

Rhubarb cream filling
550 ml plain soya milk
70ml (100g) agave or maple syrup + a few spoons extra for the 
rhubarb
75g corn starch
2g agar agar powder (or if using flakes 2 heaped tbsp)
pinch of turmeric (to colour)
pinch of salt
65g butter or unroasted almond purée
250g rhubarb, cut in small cubes - no need to peel

1. Place the cut rhubarb in a dish the day before 
making the pie and pour a few spoons of syrup 
over to get its juice out. The next day, drain and 
measure the juice, you will use it to make the 
topping. 

2. Place the rhubarb in a single layer in a baking dish 
and bake 10mins at 170C till lightly golden. Don’t 
mix it as you want to keep whole pieces that will 

be folded in the custard. 
3. Heat 500ml of the milk in a saucepan. In the 

meantime, place the corn starch in a bowl, 
with the pinch of turmeric and salt. Mix in the 
remaining 50ml of cold milk and syrup. 

4. When the milk is hot, sprinkle the agar flakes on 
top, make sure it boils to dissolve the flakes. 

5. Once the flakes are dissolved then add the mixed 
milk-starch. Mix well until it thickens. 

6. Pour into a large bowl to cool and cover with 
a cling film or similar to avoid a thin skin 
developing. Leave to cool.

7. Once completely cool, blend the cream in a mixer 
or blender till it becomes smooth with the almond 
puree. It is very thick; it needs be to hold in the 
pie.

Strawberry topping
juice from the rhubarb (measure what you get)
agar agar powder (2g per litre of juice, 2g is 1 tsp) or if using 
flakes 2 heaped tbsp per litre.
250g strawberries (or as much as you like to fit on top of the pie).

1. Heat up the juice, then taste if it is sweet enough. 
When hot, sprinkle the flakes, whisk and ensure 
they are dissolved before switching off the heat.

2. Trim and cut the strawberries to desired size. 
3. Leave to cool a little but not so much as to let it set. 

Stir to check consistency and that it stays smooth. 
4. You can start assembling the pie while it cools 

down...but be quick. Otherwise you can heat up the 
jelly again to melt it.

Assembling the tart
1. Keep the pastry in the pie dish.
2. Assess how much cream you need to fold in some 

cooked rhubarb to your taste. 
3. Pour the cream filling into the pie and level 

roughly with a spatula.
4. Place the strawberry pieces and pour just enough 

jelly to cover the fruits. 
5. Leave about 1-2hrs to cool and set before eating. 

It’s best eaten on the day it’s assembled as the pastry 
gets soggy the next day. Enjoy!
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Keep squeezing drops of the Sun
From your prayers and work and music
And from your companions’ beautiful laughter.
Keep squeezing drops of the Sun
From the sacred hands and glance of your Beloved. 
And, my dear,
From the most insignificant movements 
Of your own holy body. 
—HAFIZ, 
 
FROM THE POEM “CAST ALL YOUR VOTES FOR DANCING” 
TRANSLATED BY DANIEL LADINSKY

PHOTOGRAPH —STEPHEN HOPPER
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Concord School of 
Culinary Arts

BY CHARLOTTE HOPPER
ARTWORK: BLANDINE BARDEAU

Ancient Dreams, New Beginnings

Concord Institute was born from dreams. The 
dream of a man named Michio Kushi, who saw 
the possibility of ‘One Peaceful World’ emerging 

through eating and living in harmony with the laws 
of the Universe; the dream of a man named Bill Tara, 
who founded The Community Health Foundation; the 
dream of Greg Johnson, our current director, and his 
vision to bring together enquiry into the nature of 
Being (transformational dialogue) alongside the disci-
pline of wholefood, macrobiotic nutrition. 

The truth is, there have been many dreamers who 
have generated this organisation. It seems we may be a 
vessel for life to dream through… 

Each year, at an event called Full Circle, we gather as 
staff, trustees and a diverse range of community mem-
bers (with experience and time spent working with 
the organisation between 9 months and 20+ years). 
Together, we review all that has taken place within 
the last year and look ahead, to see what new projects 
want to come into existence. 

This year a new—and also an old—dream was declared; 
to build a beautifully designed, newly equipped culinary 
school, offering the finest macrobiotic, whole and natural 
foods education available today. Once established, the 
school would become its own business, working along-
side the charity and growing out in new directions; ca-
tering, retailing and more besides. 

This dream has been growing within our community 
for many years. It is also an ancient dream; a love for 
the abundance of the Earth which is the food of life; 
for creating life-giving, nourishing sustenance. And 

yet the dream is also new, re-born of a new team, with 
fresh energy and a unique set of opportunities.

Several members of the community have stepped for-
ward to transform this vision into action, including 
myself as a staff person and Jean Torné, our master 
wholefoods cook and teacher. 

This year we are setting to work! We will generate a 
business plan, design our dream culinary school and 
raise the funds of £250,000 to build it. 

The first of a series of fundraising events will begin 
this August, with a very special evening entitled The 
Food of Life, taking place on Thursday 19th August, 7 - 
10.30pm. 

Over a delicious three-course meal, we shall enjoy 
live music, poetry and entertainment from the tal-
ents within the community, as well as a ‘silent auc-
tion’ with unique opportunities on offer. Each course 
will be crafted by the culinary apprentices of Jean 
Torné and through the ticket sales and auction we 
intend to raise £2,500—1% of our grand fundraising 
target!  This amount may sound small, but as anyone 
who has dared to dream could tell you: it all starts 
with the first step. 

We invite you to come and be part of this magical 
evening. Tickets are on sale now, and details are avail-
able via the ‘Forthcoming Events’ page at the back of this 
newsletter. 

We look forward to seeing you there, enjoying a beauti-
ful evening together and sharing this dream with you. 
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It’s 5:30 a.m. I’ve woken with the dawn chorus on 
day 2 of “Power, Intent & Evolution” (PIE) at Ox-
onhoath. The house is quiet. My phone’s in flight 

mode. I’ve disconnected myself from the busy-ness of 
my life. 

I tiptoe down the creaking stairs to make myself a cup 
of tea in the galley kitchen and take it out to the front 
entrance. The unbelievably hard-working volunteer 
production staff are emerging into the day. I am greet-
ed with heartfelt smiles. These are folks with whom I 
have participated at previous Concord events and of 
whom I have become fond. I notice a feeling of guilt 
that I am not assisting this year but I am also very glad 
to be on “retreat”. I wander out of the front door and 
onto the gravel driveway. There’s a gentle mist and the 
scent of rain from the night before. The massive syc-
amore, chestnut and fir trees silently hold the noisy 
chatter of the birds within their outstretched arms. My 
mind is unusually quiet. The endless chattering of self 
concern seems to have abated momentarily. I breathe 
in the morning.

7am: we sit on yoga mats on the polished black wooden 
floor of the high ceilinged, airy, “dance studio”. We are 
being guided in a self-massage starting at the feet and 
including acupressure points for which we have been 
given a map. The massage continues up the body and 
includes the hands and head. We finish by sitting in si-

lence in a meditation with the intention to to increase 
the periods of silence between the chattering of the 
mind. The chattering of the birds is at times as mesmer-
ising as the chattering of my mind. Every so often there 
is a lull in which the underlying silence grins through.

8am: We enjoy a lavish breakfast including porridge, 
sourdough toast and eggs.

9:30am A “dialogue” session. A facilitated conversation 
with the intent of stirring up, illuminating and dis-
rupting our habitual modes of thought, emotion and 
physicality. I am no stranger to these conversations. 
They have been part of my life for nearly 20 years. 
People have asked why I keep being involved;  surely I 
must have got what there is to be got by now? Surely I 
must have resolved the core contradiction that lies at 
the heart of human being by now ?! 

The idea that the work is a “process” is beyond the 
scope of the instant answer, quick fix, soundbite driv-
en way of thinking that is so prevalent in our Western, 
Intellectual Materialism driven culture. Even more 
afronting to that intellect is the idea that it’s not just 
our minds that store memories and emotions from the 
past but that these events are recorded in our bodies 
like a “low level hardware memory”. The assertion is 
that these “low level hardware memories” drive our 
attitudes and ways of seeing the world and crucially 

CHRIS BARNES

Power, Intent  
& Evolution
BY GEORGIA POWNALL & CHRIS BARNES
PHOTOGRAPHS: STEPHEN HOPPER

A thunderstorm pummelling us from all direc-
tions with its wet fists. Thick rain is wiping 
at my cousin’s 1986 VW Golf Mk 1 GTI as we 

weave through the Kent countryside. She asks me 
to hold the window shut and maybe the door handle 
while I’m at it. The car is as resistant to going to Oxon 
Hoath as me.

This is Power, Intent and Evolution. PIE to its friends.

Hello, hi, hi there, how are you? Room to myself? How 
lovely. Things are looking up.

Thursday Morning. Greg, ‘we are going to be jumping 
into the abyss this weekend.’ Cool...can’t wait to tell 
my friends what this weekend was about.

Dialogue session, yay! Now DO something to me...I came 
ALL the way from Italy for this. Tell me exactly what a 
meaningful life looks like. And then how to get it. 

Ufff... we’re in the nothing business!? Fine...give me 
LOTS of nothing then, all the nothing you have in store, I’ll 
take it.

‘Your body is an instrument for perception.’ Must 
scribble that down, sounds good. I look forward to re-
peating that to someone else all insouciant. ‘There are 
two of you..’ No idea what that means but that’s never 
stopped me repeating something clever.

Massage. Silence. Tensegrity. Repeat.

I am a body, I have a body. We move and we move. 
We slice invisible balls of energy, seize a sabre-tooth 
tiger mid-air, birth babies from our womb, beat our 
butterfly wings. Decapitate people. 

I am a body, I have a body.

I wonder at what point I might turn round to Greg 
and say, ‘mate, are you sure about this?’ but that time 
never comes. Magic starts to fill me to the edges, a 
grace, a fizzy intent. I become this gilded, luminous 
energy ball who occasionally sits down, eats short 
grain brown rice and talks words to other bodies.

This is who I am at the end. I am body. I am body.

I stop taking notes because I get distracted by the 
majesty of my hands. A new entry point to perception 
has been whittled from my own heart.

My body is a giant ear. 

Life a mellifluous melody playing through my veins. 
The world out there dipped in honey. I am turned on 
like a football stadium at night.

This is who I am, a body. 

GEORGIA POWNALL
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Power, Intent  
& Evolution

Thank You, June

Been thinking about a lot of things recently. I’ve 
been thinking about the movement through life, 
from life to death, mortality, the way we are on 

this planet for a short time and how it catches up with 
you. One moment you’re a child, then a teenager and 
the next moment things feel very different. 

I’ve been thinking about this quote from Kurt Vonne-
gut and how I think my grandpa (who’s recently been 
unwell) has lived by it and I can only hope to live a life 
as full as his. 

“Hello babies. Welcome to Earth. It’s hot in the summer 
and cold in the winter. It’s round and wet and crowded. 
At the outside, babies, you’ve got a hundred years here. 
There’s only one rule that I know of, babies—God damn 
it, you’ve got to be kind.”

My friend Milena—she’s a florist—told me that a bee 
makes one teaspoon of honey in its whole lifetime. 

All that work for ONE teaspoon? 

Do you think it knows the futility? If it knew the fu-
tility would it still collect pollen? What if we are like 
the bees and in our lifetime we really only collect one 
teaspoon of metaphorical honey? Is that why I—or the 

people I love —fall in to depression sometimes, because 
we realise it’s all about just one lousy teaspoon? 

Does the teaspoon matter because it’s all relative?  
Sums of parts do make a whole...a whole jar perhaps. 
And a whole teaspoon of honey is sooooo sweet. Too 
sweet for my tea anyway. 

I’ve been thinking about this month of June a lot too 
and how precious a time it is, how it makes everything 
look special and even the most mundane roundabouts 
spill over with enthusiastic and fleeting life. I’ve never 
really had time—made time—in my life to really truly 
appreciate it. I’ve always either had deadlines at this 
time of year or I’ve been away somewhere. 

Last lockdown doesn’t count really. I was too wrapped 
up in being worried about the future. 

Well this is the first June I’ve truly been present to, 
and I love it with all my heart. It’s the month of life 
and growth and bloom and lusciousness and it makes 
me grateful to be alive and be able to cycle past roses 
and wisteria and fox gloves and lupins and all the new 
leaves on the trees. 

June you make me feel alive...thank you thank you.

BY ELLA PAVLIDES

that it requires continuous intended activity to disrupt 
them. It’s not just a case of re-reading the same books 
and “understanding” it all again. It has to be done. Bit 
by bit. As a practice so that the trapped energy can be 
released and redeployed more usefully. 

That’s why I’m back here for the 5th time (I think!) 
There’s something very cathartic about standing up 
in front of a group of people and sharing a highly 
charged situation from the past that’s been trapped in 
the body for years. It’s a bit like throwing weights out 
of a balloon so that we can take off. People are getting 
up and sharing their experiences. Some funny, some 
horrific, some tragic, some cringe-worthy. Each has a 
unique flavour. With each tale come the accompany-
ing body sensations: hotness, shaking, aches, fizziness, 
fuzziness, inability to speak, waffling, sidestepping, 
bullshitting, defensiveness etc etc etc...

13:30: Tensegrity: We are all standing, spread out in 
the “dance studio”. We are attempting, as a group, to 
perform a complicated sequence of movements known 
as a “Magical Pass” following the lead of our facilita-
tor. The long sequences of movements and unfamiliar 
body positions are having the desired effect of disrupt-
ing our routine, habitual ways of being and ways of 
carrying ourselves. We are being stirred up.

We are attempting the pass called “Stalking The Self”. 

To stalk ourselves as if we were prey watching our hab-
its and movements like hunters to see what we’re actu-
ally doing while half asleep at the wheel. I’m failing to 
follow the group but on this occasion, I’m unable to fol-
low the movements. The perennial sense of inadequacy 
wants to fill my thoughts and feelings with either resig-
nation or a drive to try to strive to get it right. 

I noticed that my flailing around is not helping those 
around me who are making better progress with it. I de-
cide to do something I would never normally do: I stand 
by the side and watch. It’s very hard for me to watch. I 
can’t stand failing. I have to be “having a go”. But I stand 
there and watch the beautiful movement. Remember-
ing how fleeting my life really is in the face of death. The 
Magical Pass is having exactly the intended effect: I am 
stalking myself: I am observing myself. I am noticing a 
strange sensation of energy around my body. 

Could this be the Luminous Sphere described by Don 
Juan Matus to Carlos Castaneda? Could this be the Chi? 
The Qi of Qi Gong? The Ki of Reiki? The Energy Body? 

I delight in the mystery and the exploration in my 
foolish idiocy and I am very glad to be participating in 
such a wonderful event.

With thanks to Greg and Sheila and everybody who 
made it possible. 
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In the world of beautiful food, there’s what’s known 
as the ‘et voilà!’ moment, the great reveal as the 
fortunate diner is presented with a plate-full of cu-

linary wonders. I recall sitting down for dinner with 
Greg Johnson over 20 years ago and him musing along 
the lines of ‘what would be the equivalent of this ‘et voilà!’ 
moment when it comes to bodywork?’ That question has 
stayed with me ever since and has elicited an evolving 
stream of answers. I’ll come back to that later! 

In recent months during the restrictions of the pan-
demic, Concord Institute has taken the opportunity to 
explore and develop online bodywork, firstly for par-
ticipants of the Foundation Course programmes, but 
subsequently offering ongoing open-to-anyone body-
work series such as Energising Your Body and Grounding 
Your Body. I’ve had the privilege of leading all of these 
from here in Boston, USA and it’s been a great oppor-
tunity to focus and clarify our purpose. 

Why is bodywork such a key element of integral transfor-
mation work? How is it different from the many other forms 
of bodywork, especially yoga, that have become so popular? 
What exactly are we up to here? What’s the real point? How 
does it relate, feed into the wider explorations of transfor-
mation and awakening? Here’s where 
I’m at with these questions. 

In transformational work we dis-
cover the ‘story’ nature of the ‘me-
self’ and how fixed, limiting and ha-
bitual this is storytelling is. I know 
who I am, how the world is, how it is for 
me. At some point as we continue 
to explore, this illusory shell starts 
to fracture and crumble. At first we 
tend to think of transformation as 
something of the mind, but in truth 
the physical body is central to this 

exploration. We don’t have to look far to see how the 
sense of me, my identity, is so locked in to the body: 
the character—me—at the centre to the story adopts 
the body as its own. We identify and associate totally 
with this body we seem to inhabit. 

But firstly, to consider me as that which is limited to 
the boundary of my skin is to miss something vital. The 
body still knows what other animals intuitively know: 
you cannot separate the animal from its environment. They 
are deeply and intimately interconnected, inseparable. 
In reality the same is true for us humans...we just don’t 
think it is, locked as we are in our interpreted, thought 
created world. We live lost in habits of thought, asleep 
and senseless to our real, unified relationship with the 
world around us, the Earth we move on and that we 
have emerged out of. 

But secondly this me-self also shows up as divisive lan-
guage and internal confusion: here’s me, I have a body, 
I’m IN this body. But am I this body or do I have a body? In 
which case who is the me that has it? So here it is, the sep-
arated self, dividing reality into bits, me being one of 
them, my body being another! 

So back to those questions about purpose: 
what are we about here? 

First let me be clear what we’re NOT doing, 
which is asserting mind over body, looking 
to fix, force, control, improve or remodel 
ourselves. This isn’t about fitness or bet-
terment. What we ARE doing is bringing 
about an openness, creating a space, a 
space from which our total connectedness 
once again becomes obvious to us. 

What this looks like in practice is a lot of 
focus on the breath, on the inner feeling 

“We discover that we 
can inhabit a body that 

isn’t weighed down 
with mental images 

of what’s good or bad, 
what’s attractive or 

unattractive, worthy or 
unworthy.”

Body, Breath & Integral 
Transformation

BY GREGOR SINGLETON

Appreciating the mystery that is our body

“Our job is to become 
present to whatever is 
true for our bodymind 
in this moment, however 
lovely or however awful 
...and we discover that 
this kind of deep body 
awareness turns out to 
be central.”

and sensations of the body (there’s a technical term 
interoception, which means to feel or sense within) as 
we engage in and explore the body’s responses to gen-
tle movements and yogic postures. The aim is to wake 
up all parts of the body and bring them to life, notic-
ing blockages, pains, blanking out, shutting down. And 
also noticing all the mental commentary and emotion 
connected to inhabiting ‘my body’; habits of thought, 
feeling, conflicts, frustration, even anger. 

Our job is to become present to whatever is true for our 
bodymind in this moment, however lovely or however 
awful. We’re looking to explore a shift in conscious-
ness, and what we discover is that this kind of deep 
body awareness turns out to be central. Presence 
brings a freedom from mental tyranny. We discovery 
that we can inhabit a body that is no longer weighed 
down with mental images of what’s good or bad, attrac-
tive or unattractive, worthy or worthless. We find our-
selves moving in ‘the second attention’—our awareness 
widening so that we can see the self from that which is 
not the self, that quiet, spacious, still presence which 
defies definition. Through this appreciation, this gen-
uine self-love, we begin to experience transformation 
as a shift from within, a release into deeper knowing, 
deeper seeing, beyond this limited, confused, terrified 
self and into the mystery of life itself. 

Poets have a genius for putting words to our deepest 
experiences. Shakespeare had many ways of express-
ing it but my favourite is “We are such stuff as dreams 
are made on.” There’s this sense of how the world gives 
rise to us, and yet somehow we give rise to our own 
world too. We are this mysterious coming together of 
intelligence, energy and matter that defies rational 
understanding—and yet our body intelligence gets it, 
knows it. In appreciating the mystery of being alive, 
we can also appreciate the mystery that is our body, 
and the way in which transformation takes us into 
the unknown. 

And so, the ‘et voilà!’ moment? For me it’s that first 
time someone becomes present to this wonderment, 
to this whole miraculous, mysterious show of life that 
is over in the blink of an eye. When the penny drops 
and the full magnificence of what it is to exist this 
moment dawns on another human being through 
this work we do together, whatever the physical dis-
tance between us. 

We don’t get to understand the mystery...we ARE the 
mystery. n 
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PHOTOGRAPH: STARS, ISLANDS & MOORED TRAWLER 
STEPHEN HOPPER  
Nachikatsuura, Japan, October 2018

Night Dancing

I asked the night to fetch me a star.
It didn’t know where to look.
I am,
it said,
the stars
and the spaces between stars
and the little crawling creatures
like you
who shift across the surface of my earth.

—MARIE FALLON

29
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The Concord Coaching Services was launched in 
late 2020 to bring the unique coaching approach 
of The Foundation Course to the wider commu-

nity. Through the first six months of this year I have 
been delighted to see the service take off and be able 
to make a difference to those who have worked with 
the team. 

There are 6 sessions over a 12-week period, with sup-
port between calls and an online resource library of 
cooking and bodywork videos to work with. 

Coaching in the Concord context is notable for it’s fo-
cus on the disciplines of bodywork and cooking as tools 
to guide our self-enquiry. Each per-
son who comes to the service has 
often participated in several of the 
transformational programmes at 
Concord and is looking to ground, 
sustain and build upon the work 
they have done to support them 
in their endeavours. People bring 
issues around relationships, work, 
notions of purpose and balance, or 
projects they may wish to put into perspective and 
make real. The coaching team is committed to enable 
them to achieve those goals. 

We often find that the stated intention is only the start 
of the enquiry. It becomes the doorway into consider-
ing who is the one who is stating the goal in the first place.

The focus on the patterns of bodywork and cook-
ing are so vital in the process. Firstly they create a 
change in our daily routines which reveals how we 
have set up our days. When I first decided I wanted to 
try yoga in the morning before work, I realised that I 

needed to get up an hour earlier. To do that I needed 
to go to bed sooner, which meant I had to address my 
Netflix and YouTube consumption. I also needed to 
eat in a timely way which meant I needed to come 
home from work sooner. So, a simple attempt to do 
yoga in the morning lead me to a challenging focus 
on the very being I am in the workplace that has me 
consider my relationship with delegation, and my 
work colleagues. Who is the one showing up to work, 
becomes the issue. 

Secondly, the focus on bodywork and cooking affects 
the very biology of our selves. Committed bodywork 
and careful listening for appropriate foods can help 

develop a body sensitivity that has us be 
able to tune into ourselves. Our body is 
the first signpost, the first flag that we 
have been captured by some thought 
or fear. Being in real relation with that 
gives us a new found power that might 
allow for something new to occur, some-
thing outside of the familiar. 

Coaching is the art of listening. It is in-
tegral to the work of Concord Institute in helping us 
all listen to life. The picture-perfect life is available 
for us all right there if we only give up all notions 
of what it should look like. Our minds get in the way 
with busy thoughts about who we are and what the 
world thinks. 

Through a committed bodywork and cooking practice 
the tools to listen to life become more readily available 
and a new orientation might arise. Concord coaches 
are navigating these same questions for themselves, 
sharing their journey and partnering participants in 
the unfolding of their intentions.

“Coaching is the art of 
listening. It is integral 
to the work of Concord 

Institute in helping us all 
listen to life.”

The Concord Coaching 
Service

BY PAUL BYERS

Full Circle
MUSICAL PIECE

You can listen to this recording by clicking HERE

BY STEPHEN HOPPER & CHRISTOPHER BANGS

CB: It so lovely to listen to this piece again, having not 
heard it for a year or so since we recorded it. The title is 
a great one, as the music has this lilting, circular, spiral-
ling feel, and reminds me very much of the changing of 
the seasons, particularly that magical time as summer 
turns into autumn. In fact the recording was originally 
intended to accompany video material for the JumpStart 
residential programme which takes place in late August, 
so it’s fitting that it should reflect this. 

In Chinese five element theory, late summer is at the el-
ement of earth and autumn the element of metal, and I 
hear lot of these elements in the simple cello accompa-
niment and the wonderful ringing of Steve’s particularly 
fine acoustic guitar! I love like that the piece has a sweet, 
almost nostalgic feel. We had such a lovely time recording 
this and I think we managed to capture that flow.

SH: This piece originally started life as a solo accompa-
niment to a poetry reading at Concord several years ago. 
It’s set in an unusual tuning (CGCGCD) which lends a rich-
ness to the harmonic tones and chord structures. Chris’s 
beautifully restrained cello accompaniment takes it to 
another level, eventually unleashed into a solo that spi-
rals upwards, taking us all soaring to the heavens. 

Whenever I listen to the finished piece I find myself 
back in my in-here-world, simultaneously playing, danc-
ing and flying, a free and genteelly unhinged daydream, 
three-stepping and circling again and again, ever up-
wards through the cotton clouds. It seems a shame to 
come back to earth again, but such is the lot of us hu-
mans. For now at least.

https://concordinstitute.com/blog/fullcircle
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460g cooked chickpeas (In glass jars if possible)
2 medium onions
2 big garlic cloves
2 medium red beetroots 
Sea salt
1 tbsp + half tsp tamari
1 tbsp olive oil
2 tbsp balsamic vinegar
Yogurt

1. Turn oven on 180°C.
2. Cut onions in small dice, and garlic finely. Fry 

together for 5-10mins in pan with olive oil and no 
salt, as we want to caramelise them. 

3. Peel and grate beetroots on the big side of the 
grater. Place in pan with onions and cook for 10-
15mins. 

4. Add balsamic vinegar and tamari and fry for another 
5mins, making sure beetroots have dried (use your 
judgment and cook longer if needed).

5. Mash chickpeas roughly with hand masher/fork in 
a dish, you don’t want it perfect. Mix beetroot and 
onions in, and mix well with spoon. Then use your 
hands to make sure they’re thoroughly mixed, and 
add 4 generous pinches of salt. Taste and adjust 
seasoning.

5. With your hands, make 12 round burgers. Brush 
with olive oil on both sides. Place on oven grid and 
bake for 20-30mins, or until they look dry. If baking 
in a dish, use baking paper and turn them over after 
15mins. 

6. Let cool down for 5mins before serving with a scoop 
of yogurt.

Chickpea 
& Beetroot 

Burgers
BY BLANDINE BARDEAU
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Beneath the Surface

When Mother Earth calls,
You need to go 
And show her your heart;
Spill it on what needs healing,
Plant the seeds, run with the rivers,
Cross the mountains and don’t look back.

Sing her song to reach the Heavens
Sing it softly to pierce the ground
And shed your skin, forever melting
Let the truth unveil deep down.

Just close your eyes for, thus, they open
To the world that is in your heart.
So, you move beneath the surface;
Life is flowing through each sound.

Words & Photograph—Laura Muresan
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WHO AM I?  — FRITZ LENSCH
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SUMMER GRASS & A FEATHER  — STEPHEN HOPPER  
Saltwood, Kent June 2021

The Summer Day

Who made the world?
Who made the swan, and the black bear?
Who made the grasshopper?
This grasshopper, I mean —
the one who has flung herself out of the grass,
the one who is eating sugar out of my hand,
who is moving her jaws back and forth instead of up and down —
who is gazing around with her enormous and complicated eyes.
Now she lifts her pale forearms and thoroughly washes her face.
Now she snaps her wings open, and floats away.
I don’t know exactly what a prayer is.
I do know how to pay attention, how to fall down
into the grass, how to kneel in the grass,
how to be idle and blessed, how to stroll through the fields
which is what I have been doing all day.
Tell me, what else should I have done?
Doesn’t everything die at last, and too soon?
Tell me, what is it you plan to do
With your one wild and precious life?

—Mary Oliver
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When the weather is warm and we’re getting 
lots of sun, it’s time to enjoy cooking food 
with a lighter energy. It’s also very impor-

tant to focus a healthy flow of energy, so we keep fer-
mented food in our everyday meals!

We start by making an Ichiban Dashi stock, which is 
the primary dashi and the foundation of Japanese 
cooking. We’ll then use this as the basis of the Summer 
Miso Soup. 

Ichiban Dashi stock
Ichiban dashi is very easy to make and can keep in the 
fridge for 3-4 days. Once you have this simplest dashi 
stock on hand, it makes miso soup or broth for noo-
dles very easy. It’s so simple and yet it represents the 
Earth’s energy—food from the ocean (kombu seaweed) 
and food from the land (dried shiitake mushroom) and 
water!

INGREDIENTS
1L of water (spring water or filtered)
6-7cm strip of Kombu
1-2 pieces of dried shiitake mushroom, depending on size, with 
stems cut off

METHOD
1. Place the kombu, shiitake pieces and water in a jar 

or other glass container.
2. Leave to soak overnight; it will be ready to use the 

next day. You could also make it in the morning 
ready to use later in the day. 

Summer Miso soup (serves 4)

INGREDIENTS
1 cup cooked chickpeas (be sure they’re very soft)
1L Ichiban Dashi
2-3 tsp. light miso such as chickpea or white miso
1-2 tsp. dark miso such as barley or brown rice miso
1-2 chopped spring onions

METHOD
1. Put the Ichiban Dashi in a pan and heat up.
2. Add the chickpeas with a little water; bring to the 

boil and simmer for few minutes.
3. Take out little of the liquid, mix it with the miso 

and put it back in the soup.
4. Serve with the chopped spring onion.

If you like you could add some thin sliced sautéed on-
ions with the chickpeas.

SUMMER VEGETABLE 
DISHES

BY MUTSUKO JOHNSON

Light cooking to focus a healthy flow of energy

Zucchini boat with Sesame Miso sauce

INGREDIENTS
2 zucchini (courgettes)
pinch of sea salt
2 Tbsp. toasted sesame seeds
1 Tbsp. barely miso
dash of mirin
small amount of maple syrup
sesame oil for pan frying

METHOD
1. To make the sauce, place the sesame seeds in 

suribachi (Japanese pestle and mortar) and grind 
them finely.  Add miso, a dash of mirin and the 
ground seeds.

2. Wash and cut the zucchini in half vertically, then 
cut in half lengths. 

3. Heat up a frying pan with sesame oil and sauté the 
zucchini for 3 minutes each side.

4. To serve, place the zucchini on a serving dish with 
the sesame miso sauce on top.

Deep fried Tofu with Ume sauce
INGREDIENTS
1 block tofu, drained by placing between two plates
Sunflower oil for deep frying  
1 Tbsp. ume paste
1 Tsp. brown rice malt
dash of mirin
lemon rind

METHOD
1. Cut the drained tofu pieces to the size of a match 

box.
2. Heat up the sunflower oil in a pan suitable for 

deep frying, but not too deep.
3. Use bamboo chopsticks to check the temperature 

(if the chopsticks start to bubble the oil is hot 
enough to cook with).

4. Deep fry the tofu pieces for few minuets each; 
place on a kitchen towel on a plate to cool, or 
something like cake rack. 

5. Mix the sauce; the ume paste, brown rice malt, 
mirin and lemon rind.

6. Place the tofu on a serving dish with a small 
amount of sauce on each piece. It can be served 
with steamed asparagus.

NOTE: The tofu can be pan fried rather than deep fried

Wakame cucumber salad with radish

This traditional salad is very refreshing during warm 
weather.

INGREDIENTS
¼ cucumber
3pc radishes
1pc dried wakame (soak in water, take out hard part)
pinch of sea salt

lemon dressing:
juice of 1 lemon
1 Tsp. apple cider vinegar
dash of toasted sesame oil
dash of mirin and soy sauce

A few toasted sesame seeds for garnish

METHOD
1. Wash the cucumber and radishes.
2. Thin slice the cucumber then mix with a pinch of 

sea salt. Mix well, leave for 5-10 minutes and rinse.
3. Thin slice the radishes then mix with a pinch of 

sea salt. Mix well, leave for 5-10 minutes and rinse.
4. Take out the hard part of wakame and slice into 

bite-sized pieces.
5. Make the lemon dressing by mixing the 

ingredients together.
6. Mix the dressing with the wakame, cucumber and 

radishes. 
7. Serve with a sprinkle of toasted sesame seeds.
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FLIGHT  
St Leonards-on-Sea, June 2018

Still images, frozen moments, time 
suspended. Hanging. Space opens up for 
silent seeing. Fascination. Mesmerism. Little 

things, trivial things, unusual angles, surprise 
peep holes into human seeing. Those fleeting 
marvels which give life its richness, its moisture. 
Caught red-handed in the act of emerging and 
retreating again into no-thing-ness. Noticed. 
Noticing notices itself noticing. Awareness 
becoming aware of being aware. As if I—one of 
an infinity of universal eyes—were the only one 
watching and just that is enough. This is devotion, 
the giving up of oneself to seeing; the torch-eye 
catching hints of itself in fragments, reflections. 
Human as nature, nature as human. “‘Lo, I am 
with you always’ means when you look for God, 
God is in the look of your eyes,” gasps Rumi. 
Somewhere in the depths, momentary glimpses, 
flashes. Untraceable imprints on the soul-retina, 
hinting. Perhaps the nearest we get to knowing 
what lies beyond the reaches of form. And I saw 
it. I noticed. I noticed the noticing and somewhere 
in there is hidden the whole point.

Words & photography: STEPHEN HOPPER
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SUNSET & TREES  
Saint-Josse, France September 2011
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A SUNSET IN EVERY RIPPLE  
St Leonards-on-Sea, 2021 47
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PARTIAL SOLAR ECLIPSE
St Leonards-on-Sea, June 2021 49
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ONLY IN PARIS  
Cubist graffiti, Paris, August 2017 51



CONCORD NEWSLETTER   SUMMER 2021CONCORD NEWSLETTER   SUMMER 202152 53
WAVE WOMAN  
Kyoto, Japan, September 2018 53



CONCORD NEWSLETTER   SUMMER 2021CONCORD NEWSLETTER   SUMMER 202154 55

BUZZ BUZZ NOM NOM
White tailed bumble bee with full saddle bags,  

Brixton Hill, London June 2021
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GROUNDING MY BODY
BY GEORGIA POWNALL

IN which Georgia thoughtfully summarises and shares 
her experiences of online bodywork sessions over six 

weeks, in the most recent Grounding Your Body series 
with Gregor Singleton. 
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This soup is a delicious way to pack lots of 
mood-boosting, liver-loving, dark leafy greens 
into your day. It’s nice and light, and perfect 

for springtime and summer! It is definitely one I turn 
to when I’m needing something light, restorative and 
cleansing. It makes me feel super energised and re-
newed. 

INGREDIENTS 
bunch spring onions 
bunch fresh radishes
bunch of cavolo nero (stalks removed and chopped) 
olive oil for frying
thumb of ginger 
2 cloves garlic 
3 cups vegetable stock
4 cups fresh spinach
big dash rice vinegar
salt & pepper to season
fresh mint, chilli and extra virgin olive oil to garnish 

METHOD 
1. Sweat the spring onions (saving the green ends) 

with the garlic, cavolo nero & radishes for 3 mins 
before adding the stock & ginger. 

2. Bring to boil and then simmer for 10 mins.
3. Add the spinach, chopped ends of spring onion and 

vinegar; stir for 30 seconds and then blend. 
4. Season to taste, then garnish with mint and chilli

Summer 
Greens Soup

BY EMILY BARKER

Light, Easy & Deeply 
Nourishing
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The air has changed recently, hasn’t it? And I don’t 
necessarily mean that it’s now seemingly full of 
the lilting laughs of those lucky people enjoying 

a coffee on a terrace somewhere. The edges of the trees 
are greener by the day, their freshness is permeating 
into our spaces and the change in the air might well be 
that it now carries The Joys of Spring. Gardening at this 
time of year is like a daily treat. Each morning that I’m 
watering the plants it feels like there are new sights to 
see, new shoots shooting, and evolving plans for our 
outdoor space percolating in my mind.

The garden became the perfect retreat almost immedi-
ately during the first UK lockdown last year. By the 
time August rolled around we had borders heaving 
with dahlias, roses, jasmine and violas (and the rest!). 
This year, with a cold start to spring, our garden start-
ed indoors. Seeds for a myriad of future plants were 
carefully sown in trays and laid out on windowsills 
throughout the house. Before we knew it, twenty sun-
flower sprouts became shoots, then eventually out-
grew our kitchen window and were promoted to the 
fresh air outside. Inside, we still tended to trays of aq-
uilegia, dahlia, echinacea and tomato seedlings. As the 
weather warmed up enough for us to prepare their out-
door beds, the soil was turned, and borders widened to 

make room for all our rapidly growing friends. The win-
dows were all cleaned so that we could look out and spot 
a thirsty plant from twenty feet away. 

Cultivating 
Silence

BY MAIA FALLON

The garden as a mirror 
of my inner being

Each seedling has its own personality: a winding stem 
here, a lop-sided shoot there. There are even a few stub-
born ones whom I have to realise are happy getting on 
without my intervention! The morning after we first 
left them out overnight, I woke up wondering how they 
were doing, and rushed down to check on them. I found 
them laid out in rows of 3-inch pots they were waiting 
patiently for their morning watering, and despite my 
fears they appeared even stronger and vital than when 
I’d left them. 

Plants are like that though, aren’t they? They’ll 
quite happily get on with things without us. I feel 
I’m tending to an array of complicated individ-
ual beings who rely on me for everything, but in 
actuality they do very well without me. The sun, 
worms, bees, flies and I are the support team who 
keep things going, and the plants enjoy the space 
we keep for them. It just happens to be a perk of the 
job that I have a garden to enjoy after the day’s tasks.

As such, there really isn’t space for me to be too 
self-concerned in the garden. I am, after all, not the 
centre of attention in this space. My interactions with 
the plants are based on intuition and knowledge, not 
thought and logic. Once I realised this, the act of tending 
to my garden allowed me to access a meditative space, 
where ‘Maia’ is no longer the primary actor. The activi-
ty itself allows me space to observe and participate with 
the plants in a new way: I’m not gardening to the plants; 
I’m gardening with them. 

In caring for a particular corner of South-East London, 
I have space to connect with nature and really take the 
time to appreciate its complexities. The characters of 
our plants grow along with them, and eventually they 
become part of our home. The rose greets me at the gate 
when I come home; the Jacob’s Ladder, heavy with bees, 
waves in the breeze; the smiling violas bob their colour-
ful heads over the borders. The more I re-
lax into the garden, the more I see 
that it too, like the wider world 
around me, is a mirror for my in-
ternal being. Complex as I may be 
in my intricacies, sometimes it’s a 
worthy thing to sit back and enjoy 
looking at the whole, too. n

This huge Oriental Poppy 
is the perfect stop off 

point for pollinators
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giver/receiver
matter/energy

me/you
earth/space
inner/outer

we continue to separate and 
define the undefinable 

in binary categories, 
using healing bodywork

images and words 
we attempt to explore beyond  

playfully 
representing the visceral 

experience of this form of healing

listening - through hands and eyes
the space

responding, moving, 
the interplay of energy

body resists,
shifts, receives

relief, relax

shiatsu breath deepens.  perceptions shift

listening
warmth
coolness
empty
spongey, springy

intuition and knowledge intertwine to respond
i am guided
we move
dance with the directions

subtle motion, subtle conversation 
nothing but this moment, this movement 
infinite stillness 

accessing  
all experience 
all moments 
here to be seen, heard, felt, expressed, released
given a place to be 

words Lumi Thring
images Alexandra Brown

6362
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I was surprised by how small my son was when I first 
held him. It was the first time I had ever held a baby. 
I was twenty-one, wise to the ways of the world, hav-

ing unshackled myself from the parental controls a cou-
ple of years before and moved to London. I was definite-
ly looking for something; something that wasn’t in the 
material realm – I had glimpses of it sometimes in the 
Rothko room at the Tate, or in the colour of the sky at 
sunrise, or in a Grateful Dead album. But the connection 
was momentary, a tantalizing glimmer of something be-
yond. All I knew was that what I was looking for certain-
ly wasn’t a job, and it definitely wasn’t parenthood, but 
here came the job and the parental responsibilities all 
at one go, in one tiny armful. Suddenly I didn’t feel so 
worldly-wise after all.

As I looked at my son sleeping in his crib, I could see 
Buddha in his face. There was a golden glow shimmering 
in the air around him, pulsing like the heartbeat that I 
could see in that sublime softness at the top of his head. 
Wow, this guy was totally open, totally tuned in. I could 
only look on in awe. When his eyes flicked open from 
sleep into sudden, unblinking wakefulness, they were an 
opening straight to the heart of the universe and there 
was something very like infinity looking back out at me. 
I felt small and insignificant. Why couldn’t I be like that? 
It’s just not fair. I’m banging my head off every wall on 
this quest to find out, and here he is - a couple of hours 
old and already he has got it all sussed out.

Of course, I had already been like that. It was just that I 
had forgotten all about it. I have seen that Buddha-star-
light-channeling gaze in the faces of many babies over 
the years, I don’t think it’s stretching the argument 
too much to say that this is something that we have all 
brought into this world with us. It doesn’t feel destructi-
ble, it is still there, somewhere, in all of us. 

Our gift is our present. Once we step outside of time into 
now, we are back in that world of wonder and connec-
tion. You will know when you are there; it is a glowing, 
beautiful place, beyond the power of words: you are re-
membering who you are.

Remembering
BY MARIE FALLON

A TRILOGY:  
THREE TALES FOR A LONG 
DARK NIGHT

Naming the Animals
At first, he was part of a continuum of life. He didn’t feel the 
fur or see the orange eye or hear the scarlet beak heralding 
the dawn: the experiencer was the experienced. He was there 
in everything around him. He was not a body but a presence. 
With each name he speaks, he becomes a little more separate 
from the world. Everything he names becomes instantly ‘oth-
er’. Some of the animals bite and some get accidentally trod-
den on. How can he trust this world. Everything has its name, 
but the space that is the boy does not have a name. He calls it 
Scared or Lonely or Stupid or Bad or Nice. The voice is a child’s 
voice. He will hear it for the rest of his life whenever life is at 
its most Other. The story is being told. The golden glow of the 
universe is still there, it will always be there. It is beyond nam-
ing, so he has forgotten it. 

The Sleeping Princess
This is the forest, these are the thorns, these are the walls. Far 
beyond and deep inside is the spinning wheel and the drop of 
blood on the finger and the fall into sleep. Do we know who 
we are? Do we know we are asleep? The thorny forest of story 
keeps us safe, keeps us locked in. We build our relationships 
into a tall, unscalable tower; those who would control us and 
those who we would control. We are living a life but is it even 
ours? Inside the castle walls we turn in our sleep. In that 
dream we see ourselves in sunshine, incandescent in the air 
around us. We wake into night and wonder where that tiny 
speck of light has gone. 

The Gift
In your hand it shimmered with possibility, colours merging 
and unmerging, mesmerising. An iridescent pebble that felt 
like love. You gave it to me and I was lost in its beauty, there 
was nothing else and there was everything. This precious 
thing. I wrapped it in paper, wound it about with ribbons and 
string, covered it with cloth and packed it in a box of rosewood. 
And I carried it with me, wrapping my life up in care and con-
cern, and work and fear and love and laughter and grief just 
as I had wrapped that precious jewel to keep it safe. I thought 
all I had was this box, chipped and splintered, its face scoured 
with age. What was inside? I knew it had been something pre-
cious, but it was all gone now. All that was left was this tangle 
of mummy cloth and dirty string, paper hard and yellowed 
with age. I poured away the dust and picked away the debris; 
there was just one layer left. As I peeled it back, I could see the 
glimmer within. In my hand it shimmers with possibility. 
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A Flute Meditation

Sound is vibration 
Vibration is feeling 

Feelings are sacred

Feeling is seeing 
Seeing is believing 
Beliefs are sacred

Believing is creation 
Creation is colour 

Colours are sacred

Colour is smelling 
Smelling is flavour 

Flavours are sacred

Flavour is allowing 
Allowing is language 

Languages are sacred

Language is listening 
Listening is sound 
Sounds are sacred

—Graham Dickson—

REFLECTIONS MANDALA 
ALEXANDRA BROWN
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CALATHEA — BLANDINE BARDEAU 2018
Gouache, acrylic, Indian ink and oil pastel on Arches paper 

PAPAYA — BLANDINE BARDEAU 2018
Gouache and acrylic on paper
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EMBODIED ASH — IMOGEN ALLEN
Pastels on paper, 2021

GOLDEN KOI — ELLA PAVLIDES
Glasgow Botanical Gardens 2021 
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Forthcoming Events
Summer/Autumn 2021 

FOR MORE INFORMATION JUST CLICK ON ANY PROGRAMME TITLE  
TO GO TO THE RELEVANT PAGE ON OUR WEBSITE

Dreaming A New World
During this two day workshop, we shall call on the tools of an ancient Toltec tradition to clear

the path to who we really are. We will identify what we no longer need andrelease it,
gathering new energy to dream ourselves forward.

London

Saturday 7 August (10am – 7pm)
Sunday 8 August (10am – 7pm)

Fee: £325 (deposit: £100, non-refundable and non-transferable)

JumpStart
JumpStart is a seven-day residential that takes place at Oxon Hoath in Kent. The programme

offers intensive training in wholefood cooking and bodywork practice, alongside dialogue that
questions our conventional way of looking at life. 

Oxon Hoath, Hadlow, Kent

Monday 23 August - Sunday 29 August

Price: £2,200 (deposit £350, non-refundable and non-transferable) 

iEvolve
Our core educational programme, introducing participants to the transformational work of Concord Institute.

London

Friday 17, Saturday 18, Sunday 19 September (9am - 11pm)
Wednesday 22 September (7pm - 11pm)

Fee: £525 (deposit: £200, non-refundable and non-transferable)

The Foundation Course
Autumn 2021

A 10 week programme with cooking, bodywork and self-expression to create a foundation  
for the breakthrough created in the iEvolve programme.

London

Commences October 16; four weekends, 10 Tuesday evenings
Weekend dates: 16, 17 October; 6, 7 November; 27, 28 November; 18, 19 December (10am – 7pm)

Weekday evening dates: 19, 26 October; 2, 9, 16, 23, 30 November; 7, 14, 21 December (7pm – 10.30pm)

Fee: £1,750 (deposit: £250, non-refundable and non-transferable) 

Celebrating the Summer Season with Jean Torné
A day of celebratory summer cooking with the master of wholefoods cooking, Jean Torné. Over the course of 2 classes, 

you will create an elegant plant-based lunch and evening meal. The course is available online, for those who are not able 
to attend in person.

London / Online 

Saturday 31 July, 11am - 1pm (Lunch Class) and 3 - 5.30pm (Dinner Class)

Fee: In person: £140 / Online: £95 (Deposit: £40, non-refundable, non-transferable) 

The Food of Life
Food of Life is the first of a series of fundraising events to launch the Concord School of Culinary Arts. Over a delicious 

three-course meal, we shall enjoy live music, poetry and entertainment from the talents within the community, as well as 
a ‘silent auction’ with unique opportunities on offer. Each course will be crafted by the culinary apprentices of Jean Torné 
and through the ticket sales and auction we intend to raise £2,500 - 1% of our grand fundraising target of £250,000. We 

invite you to come and be part of this magical evening! 

London

Thursday 19 August 2021, 7 - 10.30pm

Tickets: £38 (non-refundable, non-transferable)

HeartSpace
HeartSpace is a course on human relationships. In particular, it is about what is made possible when

human beings do connect with each other in an authentic heart-space.

London

Friday 12, Saturday 13, Sunday 14 November (9am - 11pm)
Wednesday 17 November (7pm - 11pm)

Fee: £625 (deposit £150, non-refundable and non-transferable)

The Meaning of Money
Our relationship with money plays a critical role when it comes to our emotional and psychological health.

This is an opportunity to distinguish and transform your relationship with money.

London

Friday 10, Saturday 11, Sunday 12 December 

Fee: £375 (deposit £150, non-refundable and non-transferable)

Concord Coaching Services
Concord Institute are offering coaching services to the community at large. Six sessions will take place

over a 6-12 week period, drawing on our model of Integral Coaching, customised to meet
the individual needs of each person’s situation. 

Online

Price: available on request

https://concordinstitute.com/programme/newworld/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/jumpstart/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/ievolve/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/the-foundation-course/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/the-foundation-course/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/celebrate/
https://clients.mindbodyonline.com/classic/ws?studioid=16056&stype=43&prodid=655
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/heartspace/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/the-meaning-of-money/
https://concordinstitute.com/online_resources/concord-coaching-services/
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PHOTOGRAPH: RAIN POUNDING A WATER CISTERN
STEPHEN HOPPER 
Cosmos Temple, Nara, Japan October 2018
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Thank you to everyone who 
has so generously contributed

to this newsletter.
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