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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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This House Is Not Your Home
Click HERE to listen to this musical piece written and performed by Chris Warren.  

You can read about it on Page 18
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Introduction

Curiouser & Curiouser

There’s a pervasive message in our culture that you’re either an artist or you’re not. You’re either creative or 
you’re not. An article I read recently suggests that 77% of adults think they’ve ‘lost their creativity’. This feels 
tragic to me, and also quite baffling. I got to wondering: what do we think creativity is?

In her book Big Magic: Creative Living Beyond Fear Elizabeth Gilbert invites readers to replace the word creative with 
the word curious. A phrase like ‘I don’t have a curious bone in my body!’ suddenly sounds absurd. 

Curiosity is the essence of creativity. If you are curious (and we all are) you are creative. And we are all born 
creative. From the first muscle we flex as newborns we begin to explore. Exploration and experimentation are 
fundamental aspects of human nature and the core of what drives our creativity. 

Much of the transformational work at Concord Institute aims to shift our fixedness; shift the ways of being and 
made-up beliefs that we’ve formed—about life, the world, about ‘me’ and others—freeing up energy and making 
space for possibility; to grow in the awareness of real power in our intent; to see that, aware of it or not, we are 
constantly creating our reality. 

The Concord Newsletter is really a curated collection of testimonials and personal expressions of the result of 
transformational work in our lives. A celebration of creative expression and our participation in unfolding con-
sciousness. In my view this is probably the most powerful way of expressing the work: say it in new and unusual 
ways! 

I am very grateful to have been a part of this process and want to acknowledge once again all those who have 
contributed in bringing this issue to completion. 

With gratitude (and curiosity),

Alexandra Brown 
Editor

May 2022
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BY CHRIS BARNES & GEORGIA POWNALL
PHOTOGRAPHS: STEPHEN HOPPER

JEAN TORNÉ

Yes, but what, how and why?

I love walking in Nature, through forests and mead-
ows and with attention listening to the trees, the 
flowers, the wind’s voices, enjoying the colors, the 

scent and delicate fragrances of the forest floor and its 
plants. I also love visiting parks, botanical gardens and 
letting my thoughts wander, letting my attention at 
times be captured by the flight or call of a bird.

After my promenade I may go shopping, buying the 
foods I would need for a few days.

Why would a walk-in nature be a prerequisite to shop-
ping for food?

If I can, I walk barefoot as much as possible, because I 
can feel if the soil is alive, teeming with life, a life in-
visible most of the time to the eye, but essential to the 
delicate plant roots which they need to grow and flour-
ish. I know from a field, from the forest floor, from the 
way a park is tended by the city’s gardeners if life here 
is real, if it has a vitality, a force, an authenticity which 
expresses and celebrates joy at its fullest.

Nourished by this spaciousness I can go to buy vegeta-
bles, or grains or other foods. If I restrict my shopping 
experience to a supermarket shelf, just going for the 
most convenient, the easiest to go by, I can for sure find 
most of what I need to cook and create meals which 
will taste great, which will be a pleasure to eat. But I 
know for certain that some “essential something” will 
be missing, regardless of whatever magic trick I apply 
in the process of preparing and cooking the meal.

This essential something is the flight or call of that bird 
earlier during my promenade, the strong almost intox-
icating smell of the decomposing leaves and twigs on 
the forest floor, the vibrancy of the green of each leaf 
on the trees. This is this “ensouling” of the plants, the 
animals, the rocks, the tree barks which I am looking 
for, to bring back to the kitchen, to the fire (the Hearth) 
and transmute, transform into a nourishing meal.

So, I often make a point to walk an extra mile or more 
to go to a Demeter farm, to a farmer’s market outlet 
and then to walk around to look at every stall and veg-
etable on display, to open large barrels of bulk grains 
or pulses and feel their glow, their potency, before 
choosing consciously what I feel is alive and real, often 
despite the relatively high price (I just have to buy less 

of it, whatever it is), what I feel speaks with the voice 
of the Earth, which has given its complex and myste-
rious alchemical processes to grow with the farmer’s 
help and skills each carrot, each stick of celery, each 
vegetable or fruit.

A cook is no one without a farmer, a farmer is no one 
without earthworms, sun, water, wind, soil, micro-or-
ganisms and the dance or the intervention of the Ele-
ments. All these are somehow subtle energies or sub-
stances, most of which cannot be measured exactly.

The cook after the visit to the farmer’s market returns 
to the kitchen and again, with water, fire, metal and 
earth and wood (the cookware) and a “mélange” of tal-
ent and attention, rearranges by some alchemical pro-
cess called cooking those substances into a meal.

The food the cook can now serve is “ensouled”. 

I believe cooking is an essential activity, a life giving 
daily undertaking we must all embrace, however we 
must first learn how to choose, to buy our foods, to feel 
their aliveness before even starting to open a recipe 
book.

Sometimes, we may just pop into some local super-
market and grab some empty foods to munch on or 
“throw” a meal together, but if we were to do this 
every day, we would create for ourselves a life without 
vitality, without appreciation, without true healing. 
Empty foods may have all the carbs and minerals and 
fats our body may need, but they are totally deprived 
of that “essential something”, of Light.

With these few thoughts I would like to inspire the 
reader to look in his/her cooking pursuit for this Light, 
given by Earth and Sun, and Water and Wind, and walk 
an extra mile or spend an extra pound to go to a farm-
er’s market or a small food shop, to choose with radical 
care, questioning the provenance and the quality and 
the “realness” of each ingredient the next meal will be 
composed of. I am so certain of the utmost importance 
of this attitude in the making of a healthy life and soci-
ety, which I was given in my youth by the understand-
ing of macrobiotics. 

With Love and Care, Jean.

Home Cooking
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Tofu/nori roll

INGREDIENTS
400-500g firm tofu
2-3 dried shitake mushrooms powdered, or 6-8 fresh shitake 
mushrooms cut into very fine strips
1 large carrot or 100gm new carrots, grated finely
2-3 spring onions (or 1 small new onion) chopped very finely
2-3 small green asparagus spears, very finely sliced
1 Tbsp sesame oil
½ tsp salt
1 flat Tbsp toasted sesame seeds
3 nori sheets, roasted
20ml soya sauce or tamari

METHOD
1. Heat the sesame oil and sautée the fresh shitake, if 

using it, the asparagus and the spring onions for 2 
or 3 minutes.

2. Add the carrots, salt and 2 tablespoons of 
vegetable stock or water. Cover the pan and cook 
over a low flame for 10 minutes.

3. Add the soya sauce and continue cooking for 5 
minutes increasing the heat under the pan to let 
most liquid to evaporate.

4. In the meantime, using a large bowl, grate the tofu 
coarsely, add the shitake powder, if using it, and 
mix the vegetables thoroughly with the tofu and 
sesame seeds.

5. Toast the nori sheets.
6. Place a sheet of nori on a sushi mat.
7. Spread a layer of tofu mixture (1cm+) thick over 

the nori sheet leaving a border (1.5-2cm) on the 
two end sides of the nori. 

8. Roll the nori using the sushi mat and press tightly.
9. If your mixture is too wet and the nori sheet 

melts, simply double it.
10. Place those rolls in a vegetable steamer and steam 

gently for 10 minutes.
11. Remove the cooked rolls delicately onto a plate, 

let them cool fully and cut each roll into 4-5 slices 
using a very sharp wet knife.

Season Vegetables with an anchovy dip

Anchovy Dip

INGREDIENTS
2-4 anchovy filets preserved in salt (or in oil if salted anchovies 
are not available)
(If using salted anchovies the bones must be removed and the 
flesh rinsed thoroughly)
1 Tbsp lemon juice
1 tsp mustard (soft mustard or whole mustard)
3-4 Tbsp high quality olive oil
1 Tbsp parsley very finely chopped and dried
1 small shallot or onion cut into very fine dice
1 small celery stalk (3.5cm) cut into very fine dice
1 tsp capers (optional)
Freshly ground pepper

METHOD
Grind the anchovies to a paste with the capers and the 
lemon juice. Add the mustard and continue to paste 
it; add the olive oil slowly to obtain a smooth sauce. 
Fold in the parsley, onions, capers. Season with black 
pepper. 

Vegetables
1. Choose a selection of fresh, new vegetables like 

asparagus, new carrots, new onions, young leeks, 
snap peas, yellow or purple beans, yellow or green 
squash. Prepare these vegetables simply trimming 
them, leaving them whole or cutting them in 
batons or spears.

2. Bring a large sauté pan of water to a boil, add 
½ tsp salt, 1 or 2 bay leaves and part boil the 
vegetables starting with those like carrots or 
turnips, and keep adding all other vegetables 
adding the softer last. Strain the vegetables and 
arrange them immediately onto a large plate, 
completing colors and shapes. (The cooking water 
can be used for stock).

3. Serve with the anchovy dip.

Recipes for a light spring/early summer meal

A Light Meal

Equipment needed:
vegetable steamer, sushi mat, 1 medium saucepan, 1 skillet, 1 suribachi (or a pestle and mortar)

This meal can be served with plain boiled rice. 

PHOTOGRAPH: MARINA DENTE
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FIRE FROM WITHIN — RAPHY MENDOZA
Water colours 
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We are standing on the edge of a new para-
digm. Things are changing fast; more and 
more people are looking for something, 

yearning for change, seeking to find themselves. Some 
of them find themselves getting out of the train at 
Finsbury Park Station and heading off down Seven Sis-
ters Road towards Concord Institute where, one way 
or another, they will be keeping an appointment with 
Transformation.

What does this Transformation look like? On one level 
it is a few rows of blue chairs in a converted warehouse, 
with a facilitator drawing out threads of awareness 
from a couple of dozen people who have each shelled 
out several hundred pounds on the recommendation 
of a friend. It won’t happen without Sheila, it won’t 
happen without Greg, it won’t happen without a room 
with a few rows of blue chairs, and it won’t happen 
without your friend inviting you and supporting you 
up to the moment when you get out your credit card 
on a call with Sheila.

And it certainly won’t happen without an army of peo-
ple looking after the building, cooking your meals, lay-
ing the tables, welcoming you at the door.

When I was on my Foundation Course, I was always in 
awe of the people who were there week after week, 
looking after us in such a calm, kind and nurturing 
way. Nothing was too much. The assisting body is the 
fire underneath the cooking pot of the course room.

Behind the scenes, assisting is not always so calm. 
There are things that need to be done, some of them 
not particularly glamorous. The space is sparkling 
because people have come in to clean it. The food is 
amazing because people show up to peel it and slice 
it and cook it with such love and care The welcoming 

face and open heart that greets you at the door is the 
expression of all the people who come in to look after 
the programme. They are all essential to your experi-
ence. Without them there could be no Transformation.

At Full Circle this year, the Community showed up. It 
wanted to be talked about and looked at. Five thousand 
people have come through Concord’s doors over the 
years. They have sat in rows of chairs, had their socks 
blown off and passed the gift onto their friends and 
family. They have come back and cooked meals and 
cleaned toilets and smiled in welcome as they checked 
your name off at the door. They have felt the joy of see-
ing your face brighten during your programme. This 
is our community. Whatever happens after coming to 
iEvolve, your life will be touched by magic.

We need the community to show up and look after 
our programmes, but we want people to feel valued 
and cared for. When they come and support our pro-
grammes, we want it to be a continuation of their 
Transformation. We want them to be energised, to 
learn, to find connection to others and to feed their 
dreams.

Following on from Full Circle we have formed a Com-
munity Engagement Team. We are looking at ways in 
which we can make sure that coming to assist is itself 
an experience of Transformation. This is a space for 
you to have your say, to share your experiences and 
to be a part of the change we want to see in the world. 
The community showed up at Full Circle this year. It 
sat on twenty-three blue chairs, speaking the future 
into the void. It stood up and asked to be heard. 

And now the universe is waiting to hear what Commu-
nity has to say.

The Community Comes  
to Full Circle

MARIE FALLON

IMAGE: NEW KALEI NO.3 — ALEXANDRA BROWN
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16 Dreams

I’m at the same place looking in, for the first time I’m outside
I recognise this place, I have been here a 1000 times
It’s closed, scary, tight, lots of lists, books, piles of stuff
Yet it says it’s safe, safe, we will be safe here….
As if for the first time I see my prison from the outside
I walk away

The wind softly calls, the blossom shivers, pinks, white, cream against vibrant green
Oak, ageless, loved and loving, Tall, majestic, close, fixed and free
See me, I am here, Bright rainbow colours, 
Reflecting your light, your beauty, our beauty
The growing tree, just as, perfect, no improving
Just as, just is, still, still, flows

The Ridgeway shimmers in the distance, Hackpen hill, The Sanctuary
Marlees brook nearby, an ancient barrow above
May Hill, Holy Mountain behind, mist swirls from the Severn, like Hokusai’s Mount Fuji
An old junction, Light shimmers, I read my letter
Then as if for the first time ever, I look up
Look up, up, up, above Up, the leaves sparkle like stars
Leaves like I’ve never seen, branches grow into beautiful halls
1000 stars, 1000 seeds, 1000 dreams....Infinity calls    
 16 Stars, 16 Seeds, 16 Dreams...Infinity Calls

—John Scally

PHOTOGRAPH — JOHN SCALLY
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A ttending a few events at Concord left me alto-
gether speechless – and Haiku is the most fitting 
and pertinent way I can think of to articulate the 

experience.

A Haiku is a three-line Japanese poem. Haiku have been 
traditionally described as evocative snapshots con-
structed of words. In Japanese Hai means “unusual” and 
Ku means “verse” so Haiku are, literally, unusual verses. 
Sir George Samson called Haiku “little drops of poetic es-
sence.”

My (transformational) experiences at Concord have been 
just this: evocative snapshots of myself, hidden in long 
superfluous stories told by a narrator I allowed to inhabit 
my inner temple.

Attentively, with care, but also rigorously and vigilantly 
the facilitators and coaches have supported and encour-
aged my essence to re-surface, after a long vacuum in a 
dreamy land. 

A vivid image of myself has emerged, a real presence; to 
my body, nature, humanity, mortality, beauty, reality, 
existence.

As superfluous words tend to dull an image, I have then 
chosen an evocative snapshot for you in the form of this 
Haiku poem by Yosa Buson (1716-1784): 

Spring ocean
Swaying gently
All day long.

Concord 
Haiku

RAFFAELLA BARUZZO

PHOTOGRAPH — STEPHEN HOPPER
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A: When did the idea for this song first come to you? 

C:  Now that’s a good question…

After my second iEvolve that would’ve been, the title 
came from that experience - the idea that basically the 
reality as we perceive it is not our true domain. 

My experience of iEvolve as a transformational event 
- I found myself somewhere else. Although actually it 
was where I was before, just that I could perceive it 
differently. 

A:  (Like a fish stepping onto land) So the title ‘This house is 
not your home’ - what does to mean to you?

C: It’s about impermanence, the fragility of life. I’ve 
realised its a bit of a paradox, because if you could see 
the house of the spirit as the body, then the house is 
your home.

But at the time I saw it like reality as we often perceive 
it is not its true state, like the buddhists say, ‘it’s 
illusory’. That’s what it means to me.

The true home is with the spirit - with the energy of 
the cosmos - not to sound too new age...If you catch 
my drift?!

A: What is real?!

C: Where are we? What is matter? What is physical - 
what is materiality? 

It seems strange to me that the matter that we are 
seems to keep its coherence for a period of time, 
retaining largely the same shape - what are these 
atoms?

A:  How do you feel about the concept of the title for the 
song personally?

C:  On a personal level as someone who’s experienced 
a  lot of upheaval and turmoil I find I rarely feel truly 
at home. It relates to an anxiety that comes of ‘being 
me’; I feel a restlessness. My card is the 9 of Diamonds, 
which says I’ve got to give up everything. 

I wrote the main tune - the chorus - 8 years ago - but 
with the advent of the newsletter I decided to go into it 
again, but with a more personal style. Like I’m used to 
playing in the band, but this is more revealing, there’s 

more vulnerability in this type of song.

I’ve been putting off doing the vocals really. They tend 
to be the last thing anyway, but leaving some things 
to the last minute is okay for me now, I’ve stopped 
making that wrong. But I was pissed off yesterday (the 
day after our agreed deadline). I find it difficult to let 
things go when they’re not perfected.

I feel nervous. I feel exposed.

What drives artists, from my perspective, is a fear of 
getting it wrong, being judged - a loud internal critic.
Because it wasn’t good enough in my assessment 
I’d given up. I felt I didn’t have any energy - I was 
disappointed...

I got to really see the pattern in me that say’s ‘it has to 
be perfect’ and not wanting to disappoint people. That 
I’ve got to present something really polished.

This has been a good process - being in a band I have 
to present myself professionally. My usual process is 
to mix and master records, but this is different, it asks 
me to be vulnerable. The piece itself is coming from 
the space of transformation.

Like performing at the end of The Foundation Course, 
that’s not like a gig where everything has been 
rehearsed and performed over and over.

This is a different experience.

So last night I sang it rough shot...But I didn’t send it. 
The real vulnerability would be to share what I sang 
last night and be done with it.

A:  Which I’m so pleased you have. What changed ?

C: If I’m brutally honest it was encouragement 
- which you gave me. In a way if I’m left to my own 
devices I can stay in that state. 

Then you sent messages about the vulnerability and 
letting it be its own thing. Something internally just 
said I’ve just gotta stop being precious.

A: How does it feel now it’s going out?

C:  Good, but incomplete. It feels good to have sent it!

This House Is Not  
Your Home

Chris Warren

Alexandra Brown 
in conversation with

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN TO THE SONG

https://concordinstitute.com/blog/music/
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It is hard to recall the precise moment when my 
heart was broken. I suspect, however, that it was 
at the time when my dad relapsed and began using 

drugs and drinking alcohol. My life before his demise 
into self-sabotage, self-loathing, shame and addiction 
was characterised by love, stability, and innocence. 
Self-protective preservation of the heart had not been 
required. 

Events following my dad’s relapse would change that. 
The love, care, and attention he had showed me up un-
til that point slowly and increasingly withered away as 

he was swallowed up by the addiction that had plagued 
him all his adult life, except for the several years he 
achieved abstinence when I was born. When I was 16 
years old, my dad died. The doctors said he died of can-
cer. I think he died of trauma and shame. To me, psy-
chologically at least, my dad died 1000 times before he 
physically died. Whenever I approached him or sought 
comfort or attention from ages 8 until 16, and he was 
unavailable or rejecting, our relationship suffered a 
blow, and my heart hardened.

HeartSpace offered the possibility of discovering what I 

RICHARD DEVINE

HeartSpace

had lost – of creating space for so that my heart could be 
in relation to the magnificence and beauty of oneness, 
the infinite. But I was scared of letting go of the protec-
tive casing that, whilst keeping me disconnected from 
experiencing life fully, shielded my psyche from con-
scious awareness of the pain, hurt, and feeling of rejec-
tion I experienced as a child. It was a trade-off in which I 
massively underestimated the cost of – the cost of open-
ness, oneness, love, and spontaneity. I didn’t read the 
small print of this contract I had made with myself.  

On the third day of HeartSpace, we examined our rela-
tionship with our father. I spent the morning enduring 
a pounding headache and nausea. In the past, when 
dealing with unbearable feelings that I couldn’t easily 
inhibit or suppress – for example, around the anniver-
sary of my dad’s death – I would turn to alcohol. I al-
ways felt connected to my dad during these moments. 
Connected by shame and our desire for self-annihila-
tion. The symptoms I felt on the morning of the third 
day were the same symptoms I experienced following 
episodes of emotion avoiding alcohol use. After lunch, 
we sat and meditated. As we sat there quietly, peaceful-
ly, and attentive to the moment, tears began to fill my 
eyes. For the first time since my dad died, I cried. I ex-
perienced the sorrow, sadness, and sense of rejection 
that I hadn’t been able to acknowledge for all these 
years, let alone process. 

It was a beautiful kind of pain.

Whilst engulfed in emotion, I could still hear the fading 
voice of my ego berating me for being weak, pathetic, 
and embarrassing – it was still clutching on for dear 
life, concerned that the expression of emotion would 
open us up to be hurt again. For the first time ever, 
I was able to let that be. I didn’t need to attach any 

meaning to it nor allow myself to be influenced by it. It 
was the ‘just so’. 

Allowing space for the forbidden emotion shed light on 
the relationship between the death of my dad and the 
closing of my heart. By opening up my heart to process 
the painful feelings tied to this loss, I also shattered the 
casing that had for too long diligently armoured my 
heart.

I subsequently shared this experience with others in 
the group – confession, recapitulation. To confess in-
volves a need to speak out and be heard, so that what-
ever is compressing one’s heart/mind, troubling one’s 
spirit, can be received, and witnessed. It is something 
about a need to move out of one’s self-centred prison 
and trust that by sharing whatever it is that deadens 
one’s being there can be a release and renewal. It is 
something about acknowledging and uttering forth 
that which corrupts and destroys our capacity to love 
and be loved.

Throughout the remainder of the afternoon, I explored 
in communion with others the limitations of my fa-
ther, including his unresolved trauma, addiction, and 
death, but also his admirable qualities, such as his love 
for me, his intelligence, and capacity to overcome ad-
versity and transform, even if only for a short time. De-
nying the pain that his functioning and death incurred 
on our relationship also denied me access to what else 
he had offered. More fundamentally, being at war with 
myself denied me access to the present moment. Freed 
from this inner battle to prohibit the expression of 
emotion, I could experience a new space.

What was left? Presence. Uninhibited presence. Love. 
Unbounded love. A space for the heart. 

I  miss the days when 

I had a smile on my face and

Wasn’t so caught up in all the small things

Wasn’t so adamant that I could handle everything alone

And wasn’t so cautious and always exhausted

And actually listened to what my heart said

I miss the smile we had when we were young

I miss the memories of feeling love

When we had joy and we were innocent

I’d give it all to feel that way again

—Nathan Feuerstein, 2019

PAINTING: CALATHEA — LEIGH ZYWEK 2022
Gouache, acrylic, Indian ink and oil pastel on Arches paper 
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Creative 
Wind Down

CHARLOTTE HOPPER

The wind-down routine is critical to getting good 
sleep and a healthy sense of balance in life. I’ve 
noticed for some time that each evening calls for 

a different way to unwind. Sometimes it’s bodywork or 
meditation, other times watching something, listening 
to an audiobook or catching up with family. Recently, 
I found myself yearning for a deeper way of immersing 
myself in relaxation…I was having a strong impulse to 
make art!

One evening I rooted out some old charcoal, unused 
for fifteen years, and just started to draw what was 
in front of me: my hand. I found the experience 
both relaxing and joyful. I let go of judgements 
about the result and enjoyed experiencing creation, 
not knowing what I was doing. 

I was pleased with the outcome, not because of its aes-
thetic, but because I had made something out  of nothing 
and had been captivated by the process. I also noticed 
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that I slept more deeply that night, and felt both more 
satisfied and more relaxed going to bed. I realise now, 
having just supported the HeartSpace programme, 
that this activity had immersed me in the peaceful con-
sciousness of my right-brain.

A week or so later, I was compelled to meditate on 
some sea shells that were decorating my bedroom. 
The magic of drawing them was exquisite, again not 

because the likeness was good, but because I felt like I 
was talking and listening to them through drawing. It 
took me completely out of my left-brain.

This new practice has enriched my wind-down options. 
I’ve also noticed that like all well-selected night-time 
activities, it has deeply nurtured my daily working life. 
I’ve felt more at liberty to start something, not know-
ing where it will go, and allow the creative process to 
arise.

Serendipitously, the theme of the online Tensegrity se-
ries I have been facilitating was creativity. The title of 
the series was ‘Calling the Spirit of the Earth’ and we have 
been learning movements which call to ‘El Duende’—the 
force which rises through all of us, urging us to create 
through the Unknown.

I hope that you too are inspired to (re)connect with 
your artistic expression and I trust you will be nour-
ished by the joy of your own power of creation! And 
perhaps, invest in a little more attention for your 
wind-down routines. 
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PAINTING: DANCING IN THE MOONLIGHT—LAURA AXE, 2015
Acrylic on Black Cloth, 

2726
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One of my reoccurring, somewhat secret thoughts 
is that someone or something is watching out 
for me. I couldn’t say what, who or how, but it’s 

a sense I have had for a while. 

It doesn’t always bring me as much comfort as one 
might assume. In fact, it’s sometimes a nuisance. When 
a small part of me wants to be left to suffer in my own 
despair,  it’s rather inconvenient when I get that in-
visible pull towards the kinds of commitments that 
fundamentally enrich my life. Sometimes, it pulls me 
towards a programme or a production role that I’m 
not really sure I want to do, but do anyway. It has even 
led me to my kitchen and fed me wholesome food. It 
has had me on my feet, brushing the air as I move my 
body to the structure of a magical pass. Occasionally, 
in spite of my weariness and scepticism, I let it take up 
residence inside of me and I simply become it. 

I’d be stretching the analogy quite far to say this sense 
of something safe and protective has allowed me to 
travel through time, yet that is one way of convey-
ing the process I experienced when recently recapit-
ulating scenes from my personal history. I was not 
alone in this. There was a combination of deliberate 

and thoughtful conditions within the confines of a 
programme called HeartSpace which supported my 
journeying back to a specific moment in time that my 
heart had been shielding itself from for over 12 years. 
One of these conditions was a magical pass called the 
‘Wings of Affection’. Unbeknown to me at the time, 
these particular set of movements became an antidote 
to the harsh vibrations that took over my body as my 
defences battled against the softening of my heart.  

Another condition was the generous listening and will-
ingness of others to witness and re-enact memories 
alongside me. The feeling of a mother and father’s ener-
gy, guiding and nurturing us through fearful territory, as 
we each returned to grant ourselves freedom from the 
past.  

The completion of an event can often feel like a new 
beginning. For me, the completion of this programme 
marked a critical ending. The end of a story in which 
the main character was unworthy of care or compas-
sion, un-trusting of love and painfully alone. What 
stands firmly in their absence is a realised sensitivity, 
fragility, responsibility and power. 

PAINTING: GROWING WINGS OF AFFECTION—ALEX BROWN

Growing Wings of 
Affection

ZOE ASH
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HOMAGE TO SCIPIONE BORGHESE  
(QUOS EGO) 1633, ETCHING ON PAPER

The Triumphant Right

Get the fuck out of my way,
you thorny throne of righteousness.
Your barbed branches
strangling me, sapping my strength.
Your necrosis silently coursing through my vein….
cursing me.

Get the fuck out of my way.
The buck stops here, Bitch.
Your will has no power over me.
I refuse your dominance.
How dare you tread on my Spirit!

My light eclipses your darkness.
My pureness envelops your selfish intentions.
The fierceness of my being will burn your hold on me.
My fire will disintegrate you to embers,
blown by my Spirit into nothingness.

You are gone.
The Clearing is there.
It is empty of you, but yet so full
Full of pureness
Full of peace
Full of potential…..

...waiting to welcome love in endless capacity.

Helen Duthie
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Lo & Behold
WORDS & PHOTOGRAPHY: STEPHEN HOPPER

On loving seeing and seeing loving

FIRST SUN  
St Leonards-on-Sea, February 2021

“To sense that behind anything that can be experienced there is a something that our 
mind cannot grasp and whose beauty and sublimity reaches us only indirectly and as a 
feeble reflection, this is religiousness. In this sense, I am religious.”—Albert Einstein
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A FLY ON A LEAF MINDING ITS OWN BUSINESS 
London, May 2022

A big penny dropped for me recently. A lot of 
photography is about story-telling, but after 
years of shooting and playing with images I’ve 

only just realised that what actually interests me most is 
the complete opposite. 

Still images are like freeze-framing story—ourselves 
and the world in action—whether in close-up detail 
and texture, or in wide-angle sweeps and vistas. An op-
portunity to stop, step away and see around, behind, 
beyond. A way to stop the world and in doing so, notice 
the marvellous human mind-body organism in very 
act of generating its reality.

Lo and behold: look and see. Like REALLY see. Seeing what 
you’re seeing, and then seeing seeing itself. 

Alan Watts once remarked “Just as you have to stop talk-

ing to hear what others have to say, you have to stop think-
ing to find out what life is about. And the moment you stop 
thinking you come into immediate contact with what some 
have called ‘the unspeakable world.’ The most ordinary 
sights and sounds and smells, the texture of shadows on the 
floor in front of you. All these things—without being named 
and saying ‘that’s a shadow, that’s red, that’s brown, that’s 
somebody’s foot’—when you don’t name things any longer, 
you start seeing them.” 

As we’re reminded often in the conversation at Con-
cord, we don’t see what’s there, we see what we already 
know is there. We’re like people walking through an art 
gallery, but rather than directly seeing what’s on show 
our attention is taken up with our internal Wikipedia 
telling us what we’re seeing, what it means and even 
what we should be thinking and feeling about it. 

On one level photographs show things, objects we 
know and recognise: It’s the sun. It’s a bird. It’s the sea. 
It’s the sky. It’s a cloud. It’s a sunrise. It’s me in a selfie 
in front of a beautiful place...how did that happen?! 

But I’ve been playing in the idea of using still imag-
es like visual mantras, opening the way to non-thing-
ness. In some kinds of meditation you repeat a word or 
phrase again and again and again until all the mean-
ing drops out of the words and you’re left with just 
the sounds, the rhythm, the music of it all. Digging the 
universal vibe without being lost in the lyrics, it’s like 
listening to a foreign language as sound without the 
distraction of understanding. 

Look long enough at a still image and you eventual-
ly forget the WHAT of what you’re looking at. Music 
to the eyes in a language you’ll never grasp...but who 

needs to? Music is at its best when you can’t hold it, 
contain or apprehend it. 

And then once again, I notice that a deep love of being 
arising in me as I look, as I see beyond seeing. A love 
of life itself. A wonder that’s so welcome amidst all the 
dry mundanity of knowing about as a poor substitute to 
simple knowing. To love the forms yes, absolutely. But 
more than that, to love the seeing of them. And then, 
somehow to sense that which makes all forms and see-
ing possible, behind and beyond the projection screen 
of the known. 

For me that’s that sublime but ungraspable felt sense 
that Einstein referred to as ‘religiousness’—our best 
but feeble attempt, in the face of the natural world, to 
know and to love that which makes all life, all worlds, 
all knowing, all loving a reality.
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“Look long enough at 
a still image and you 
eventually forget the 

WHAT of what you’re 
looking at. Music to the 

eyes in a language you’ll 
never grasp...but who 

needs to?”
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TRAWLING ON A SEA OF DIAMONDS  
St Leonards-on-Sea, April 2022
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LEAVES ON A RUBBER PLANT 
December 2021



CONCORD NEWSLETTER   SPRING 2022CONCORD NEWSLETTER   SPRING 202240 41

JUST PERHAPS

Can you love what you see,
and then love that you can see,
and then love that 
which makes all seeing possible? 

Can you love what you feel,
and then love that you can feel,
and then love that 
which makes all feeling possible?

Can you love what you know,
and then love that you can know, 
and then love that 
which makes all knowing possible?

Can you love what you love,
and then love that you can love, 
and then, 
just perhaps, 
love that 
which makes all loving possible?

PADDLEBOARDER WITH DOG & MOON ON A PASTEL SEA 
St Leonards-on-Sea, September 2021
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Seems I have no choice in the creative ‘fruit’ that 
I bear. It comes through whether I like it or not. 
In this case the chorus for this song appeared out 

of nowhere in my consciousness while walking in the 
countryside. It can’t really have come from ‘me’ per-
sonally because ‘Who writes a chorus made up of bars of 
5/8,6/8,5/8 ?’.  

Who is going to like that? 

The words that originally formed in my mind were ‘I 
waded all in I waded all out’. Then it all got mixed up 
with the Tensegrity practice of ‘Recapitulation’ where 
trapped energy in the form of locked memories is/are 
redeployed by a process of revisitation, similar to my 
understanding of EMDR. 

This got me thinking about the myth of the Toltec Eagle 
waiting to consume awareness at the end of a life but be-
ing satisfied with a facsimile in the form of a set of reca-
pitulations. This led to thoughts of the Egyptian myths 
of a life being somehow “weighed” at the ending. This 
led inevitably to looking our “Constant Companion” - 
Death - straight in the eye and remembering how brief 
are our lives. 

How short the time I have to live, love and express the 
song of the universe through my being. In spite of the 
judgement of my mind on the ‘quality’ of the output. 
The naked expression of life as it unfolds. So this song is 
dedicated and sung to our most intimate lover and  “Con-
stant Companion”...

CHRIS BARNES 

Constant 
Companion

PHOTOGRAPH: TREES I LOVE—CHRIS BARNES
Oxon Hoath, 2020 

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN TO THE SONG

https://clarumedia.com/tracks/Weighed-It-All-Out.mp4
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PETER NOAKES

Dear You

I’m writing from an opening
from the space where you can hold your power in your hands
You feel how real it is
How life truly belongs to you

In this space
you feel the love of and for others.
Being with other beings,
Allowing being to be enough to love.

I can try to describe this power that you hold
But you’ll just have to trust me,
You possess it.
The power to say no to the story you’ve woven;
To expose it as such
And stray from the script.

Now, the nature of the mind
And the unpredictability of life, 
may cause you to fall
into the seductively safe arms 
of whoever it is
That you tell yourself is running your life,
And you’re probably reading this because
Somewhere in your being,
You know this is true:
It’s only you

Love, You

—Mary O’Neill

My Journey —

I came, I attended, I wa
s moved. 

I came not knowing becaus
e I had never thought.

Were these rails I was on 
confining me, or ever going in

 the right direction?

Was I Structural or Gener
ative, carnivorous, vegan, vege

tarian, plant based—

Thinking at all?

My body?

Still no answers but do I n
eed them?

I have some tools for my jo
urney;

Dialogue, bodywork, wholefoods—
for body and mind.

Yes mind and body.

How long will my Journey be, 
and who with? 

Here comes the rest of my 
life—with my friends. 

PETER 
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Power, Intent  
& Evolution

ANNELIESE MESILATI

We arrived depleted, sick and stuck. A last gasp 
to liberate some energy, to shift the clearing 
that we are. To create a discontinuity so that 

a new path can be laid. 

I sucked in the energy of the room, the bursting energy 
of spring, and absorbed the unwavering commitment 
from our community to nurture, nourish and support. 
My heart burst and I saw an opening for the magical, 
mysterious and miraculous. It is time to bring in the 
new. 

And then the fear, layers and layers of drama and en-
tanglement. When does it stop being about me, and be-
come about living one’s life in service? Making way for 
something bigger than me?

This work is a gift - it is a miracle I am here. Life is giv-
ing me the opportunity to uproot the patterns; I have 
to take it! We are at the point where sorting out ‘me’ 
can no longer be the main project of our life (Buckmin-
ster Fuller).

We delve into all the areas of our life where we are los-

ing power, the racket that keeps us small. We uproot, 
reveal and recapitulate and release the trapped life ex-
perience from our consciousness.

Upstairs in the dance studio we clear energy, we wake 
up our dormant bodies, we enter into the world of the 
Magical Passes. My feet burn as my body comes alive, 
energy moves, my perception shifts. My experience is 
profound - I am no longer dormant. I witness a lost side 
of human perception and connect with an ancestral 
awareness that has been squashed, lost and domesti-
cated.

And then I land - I sit sober in the realisation of the 
work. The understanding that nothing will save me. 
I have to do the work - every day. Connect with my 
body, nourish, journal, be accountable - use the pow-
er of Tensegrity and the Magical Passes. To get just 
enough distance to give it up - see the patterns, to be 
aware of the thoughts pumping in, and to just be. To 
experience the silence.

It’s time to let it all go; it’s time to let something new emerge.

Transformation is calling us —
our species, our planet and our possibility
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It was during my participation in The Foundation 
Course in the winter of 2020 that I was introduced 
to the writings of Jean Gebser and his defining 

work ‘The Ever Present Origin.’ We were given a piece of 
writing to read as homework, written by Ed Mahood, 
entitled ‘THE PRIMORDIAL LEAP AND THE PRESENT: THE 
EVER-PRESENT ORIGIN -AN OVERVIEW OF THE WORK OF 
JEAN GEBSER.’ (Yes, it was and is all in capitals!) 

I did not find this an easy text to read at first, because 
I was encountering entirely new concepts and terms. I 
had to read it several times and to seek out other writ-
ers who also wrote about Gebser so that I could further 
understand. But some part of me understood from the 
outset and it felt more like a remembering; this reso-
nance drove me to further enquiry. 

This led me on a journey of research that resulted in 
writing a paper that examined the relationship be-
tween the unfolding of human consciousness and a 
history of art. I was looking for evidence that we are 
on the verge of a mass shift in consciousness from a 
fragmented rational world view to a more ecological 
perspective. From the illusion of separateness to the 
reality of oneness or as Gebser puts it, ‘a world in which  
the divided human being is replaced by the whole human 
being.’

I focused on the role of art in assisting our transfor-
mation and included a chapter exploring the function 

of Sublime Art as a possible catalyst for this shift. Phil-
lip Shaw in his book entitled ‘The Sublime’ wrote: ‘The 
sublime marks the limits of reason and expression together 
with a sense of what might lie beyond these limits.’

My experience of programmes at Concord could cer-
tainly be described as sublime. We stand on the preci-
pice, gazing over into infinity.

Philosopher Edmund Burke wrote that fear is a ‘prin-
ciple of the sublime.’ Burke says that if we are con-
fronted with potentially catastrophic events such as 
hurricanes and erupting volcanoes for example our 
usual information processing systems are disrupted. 
When such fear is put at a safe distance however—as 
in a painting, for example—we can sense its strength 
without the threat of physical danger. The result is a 
unique feeling; a kind of all encompassing joy, that in 
an intuitive and shocking contemplation of mortality, 
makes us feel more alive. 

Imagine watching a storm over the sea, the rain is 
thrashing down heavier than you’ve encountered; the 
tides, immense; lightning strikes, thunder booms. Con-
fronted with the vast and awesome power of nature, 
we may realise how very small and helpless we are and 
either be consumed by terror or find ourselves surren-
dering to the magnitude. 

In surrendering there is liberation and we become infinite.

ALEXANDRA BROWN

Art, Transformation  
& Freedom

IMAGE: CONSCIOUSNESS CARTOGRAPHY—ALEXANDRA BROWN
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CÉLESTE IV—BLANDINE BARDEAU
Monotype on paper

TATA—BLANDINE BARDEAU
Soft pastel on paper
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For Love of the Community
Love, abounding, all-encompassing Love,
From perfect stranger to perfect stranger,
Holding gently,
As one may hold a delicate butterfly as it  
takes flight,
The Generosity of Heart,
Of giving oneself over completely,
Despite all Human faults and follies,
What can be more Precious?
Thank you for this stab at Transformation,
This moment of Rebirth,
From one Open Heart, to Yours.

Kimberley Noakes

PHOTOGRAPH: GALINA COSCIUG
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Forthcoming Events
spring/summer 2022

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

Intentional Yoga
Join us for a five-week yoga series on Monday evenings, offering you the time and space to 

inhabit your body, quiet your mind and empower the beginning of your week. Open to all.

Concord Institute, London

Mondays: 13, 20, 27 June; 4, 11 July (6:45pm - 8pm)

Fee: £75

Touching Infinity
A five-class series, offering an opportunity to experience the energising, extraordinary power 

of Magical Passes; movements of body and breath passed down from Seers of Ancient
Mexico. Open to all.

Concord Institute, London

Wednesdays: 15, 22, 29 June; 6, 13 July (7pm - 8:30pm)

Fee: £100 (deposit £40, non-refundable and non-transferable)

Grounding Your Body
These online classes will give you the opportunity to connect with and restore your body, 
re-gathering much needed energy to support the completion of your week. Open to all.

Online

Thursdays: 16, 23, 30 June; 7, 14 July  (6:30pm - 7:45pm)

Fee: £125 (deposit £40, non-refundable and non-transferable)

Introduction to Wholefoods Cooking
A gateway event to the world of wholefoods cooking, a journey of discovery of how cooking 

can improve your health, vitality and enjoyment of life. Open to all.

Concord Institute, London

Mondays: 20, 27 June; 4 July (6:30pm - 9pm)

Fee: £175 (Deposit: £65, non-refundable, non-transferable)

The Foundation Course
Summer 2022

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

Concord Institute, London

Commences June 26; four weekends, 10 Tuesday evenings
Weekend dates: 25, 26 June; 16, 17 July; 13, 14 August; 10, 11 September (10am – 7pm)

Weekday evening dates: 28 June; 5, 12, 19, 26 July; 2, 9, 16, 30 August;
6 September (7pm – 10.30pm)

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

The Flavours of Summer
You are welcomed into the kitchen with Nicholas Allan, wholefoods cook and café owner; 
sharing the secrets at the heart of an inspired, nutritious approach to food for the summer. 

Open to all.

Concord Institute, London

Saturday 23 & Sunday 24 July, (10am - 7pm)

Fee: In person: £450 (Deposit: £150, non-refundable, 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 22 August - Sunday 28 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.

Concord Institute, London

Friday 16, Saturday 17, Sunday 18 September (9am - 11pm)
Wednesday 21 September (7pm - 11pm)

Fee: £575 (deposit: £200, non-refundable and non-transferable)

https://concordinstitute.com/programme/intentional-yoga/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/touchinginfinity/
https://concordinstitute.com/online_resources/grounding/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/wholefoods/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/the-foundation-course/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/the-foundation-course/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/summer/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/summer/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/jumpstart/
https://concordinstitute.com/programme/ievolve/
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PHOTOGRAPH: DAISIES & DANDELIONS
STEPHEN HOPPER 
London, May 2022
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Thank you to everyone who 
has so generously contributed

to this newsletter.
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