DISCOVERING SPIRITUALITY
THROUGH THE ARTS |

Natalie Rogers

"If you bring forth
what is within you,
what you bring forth
will save you.

If you do not
bring forth
what is within you,
what you do not bring forth
will destroy you.”

Jesus,
The Gospel of Thomas,
Gnostic Gospels

In developing a training pro-
gram in the expressive arts, my in-
tention has been to offer psycho-
therapists, mental health profes-
sionals, artists, and educators
methods that would enhance their
work and a place where they could
activate their creativity, As the
program evolved, it came as a sur-
prise to me that many people were
reporting an awakening to their
higher self or an opening to what

they called the God spirit or uni-
versal energy. This was not part
of my plan, although it fit with my
experience of the very special am-
biance in the room when we were
all involved in our expressive art
simultaneously. I call it the sacred
space. Others refer to it that way,
as well. During the many years of
facilitating this work, my own art
has become lighter, brighter, more
flowing, and symbolically more
open and evocative of spiritual en-
ergy. My experiences during the
expressive arts program have in-
cluded receiving blessings, love,
and a sense of internal peace.
These developments could be a
product of my aging and maturity,
but my growth has also been
stimulated and nurtured through
the expressive arts programs where
the group consciousness is so poi-
gnant. Movement and sounding
particularly put me in touch with
things spiritual. It is through my
body and sound vibrations that I
gain access to my deepest feelings.
It can be a time when I feel every
cell opening to the cells of all be-
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ings. Artis the form in which those
feelings become visible. Since I
have had no religious training of
any sort (my father rebeiled against
kis puritanical upbringing and his
theclogical training), I tend to be
cautious about any claims to spiri-
tual awakening. Also, (like my fa-
ther), [ abhor the possibility of be-
ing seen as any kind of guru. In
the past I have kept most of my
personal experiences of universal-
ity to myself. But as [ discussed
my experiences of receiving light,
or possible angels, or messages
from beyond, with friends and col-
leagues, I found they, too, had kept
such experiences to themselves. It
seems important to share these
events to explore their meaning
and significance.

Spiritual Imagery

In using the Creative Connection
process, people often find them-
selves in nonordinary states of con-
scicusness. What may emerge in
the resulting work are symbols that
exist in many cultures. The indi-
vidual may say things such as, "1
don't know where this particular
image came from, I've never related
myself to a butterfly (or bear or
cross or serpent or Easter egg) be-
fore,” or "How did this symbol,
which is also on a tomb in Egypt
and a vase in China, appear in my
art when I have never thought of it
before?" Such symbols are found
in ancient and modemn cultures and
become archetypal or universal, al-
though their meanings may be spe-
cific to each culture. As Carl Jung
and other psychologists and an-
thropologists have found, these im-
ages come from a collective uncon-
scious. As participants reflect on
their expressive art, they may be-
come fascinated with this univer-
sal symbology. When powerful im-
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ages come out of "nowhere,” even
the skeptical person may wander
into the halls of mysticism.

As [ have said often, I do not
interpret symbols for people. Even
if I had the expertise, 1 would ask
them to pursue the meaning of
these symbols for themselves
rather than rely on any external au-
thority. By discovering her own
internal relationship to the symbol,
the individual finds its real power.
For the intellectually curious, look-
ing into the meaning of those sym-
bols as defined by other cultures
may add interest and dimension.

Spiritual symbels abound in
churches, caves, sand paintings,
weavings, tombs, and temples.

They range from the cross in all its

varied forms to the rose window,
chalice, lingam (phailus), yoni
(vulva), spirit-guide animals and
sacred plants. When these and
other symbols arise spontaneously
in expressive art, [ encourage the
artist to delve further, with more
movement, art, sound, and writ-
ing involving that symbol. Some-
times I also encourage looking into
references that describe the mean-
ing as others have defined it.

Gail's Herringbone

A very meaningful piece of sym-
bolism came from an afternoon ses-
sion with my good friend and coi-
league, Gail Laird, who was at that
time facing the grief of her mother's
death. Personally moved by our
work together, I wrote about it in
my journal that evening. With her
permission 1 offer you this almost
verbatim account of that day to il-
lustrate many of the methods de-
scribed in this book. By looking at
the dynamics of this counselling
session as well as the spiritual sym-
bol that emerged spontaneously, I
then comment on many aspects of
person-centered expressive arts
therapy.

Overcoming grief takes time.
The process is helped if the person
in moumning is able to release feel-
ings in the presence of a compas-
sionate and understanding person.
It is possible, of course, to grieve
alone, but as many hospice work-
ers know, the presence of a peer
who can accept the kaleidoscope
of feelings speeds the healing.
Grieving has stages of denial, sad-



ness, anger, catharsis, acceptance,
and finally healing of the wound
of loss. The expressive arts are a
particularly helpful means for re-
leasing emotions and communicat-
ing to a trusted other. The searing
pain of loss chokes words: they
get stuck in the throat. At such
times people can release their feel-
ings through colour and line;

through images and metaphor in
visual art, poetry, and journal writ-
ing, or released kinesthetically,
through movement and sound.

Going into the weil of grief
means plunging into suffering.
When experienced and accepted
fully, this leads to a path of en-
lightenment and spirituality.

Those who will not slip beneath

the still surface on the well of grief
turning downward through its black water

to the place we cannot breathe
will never know the source

from which we drink,

the secret water, cold und clear,

nor find in the darkness glimmering

the small round coins

thrown by those who wished for

something else.

*David Whyte, "The Well of Grief™

Gail had told me, "During the
past three months I made trips to
the East Coast to nurse Mother as
she was dying. Then, after the
third trip, my husband and I ar-
rive home to get word that his fa-
ther had died. Then Mother dies.”
She continued, "And, during the
previous year, my very good friend
- my colleague and mentor - was
shot to death. And my former
therapist died of AIDS. It's too
much,” she said, "just too much!”

Gail is an extremely competent,
well-balanced professional, usually
full of bounce and humour. At this
point in time, she had had it! Since
she had used her skills to help me
through a very tough month in my
life, I wanted to offer her some time
in my studio. She had completed
our expressive therapy training, so
she knew how to use this work for
herself and with others. We set
aside a time. On the appointed

day, we began by sitting on two
large cushions. Our agreement was
that for the afterncon I would be
her counselor, giving her the space
to focus on any issue she wished.

"Would you like to meditate
together for a few minutes?”
I ask. She nods, yes. As we
begin to settle into the quiet
say, "I think I'll guide us a bit
to help us get here." She re-
sponds softly, "I'd like that.
it would help me get into my-
self.”

I guide us in a meditation
something like this: Breathe
deeply. Let your shoulders
relax. Feel the support un-
derneath you as you sit on the
cushion, which is resting on
the floor. Feel the support
that comes from the floor and
below the floor. You might
imagine roots going down
deep into the earth. Let those

roots spread out. If you like
this image, imagine the
earth's energy coming up
through your roofs into your
whole body, giving you earth
energy. Watch the energy as
it rises through every cell, ev-
ery organ in your body.
{Pause}. Now imagine the
clear biue sky above. If you
like this image, imagine the
sky energy coming into the
top of your head and wash-
ing down through every cell,
every organ in your body.
Let it mix and mingle with
the earth energy. {Pause.}
Breathe. Relax. Now, check
into your body. What feel-
ings do you have? {Pausel}
Where, in your body, are they
located? {Pause.} Are there
any colours or images that
appear? {We are quiet for
awhile.} Take your time, but
when you are ready, gradu-
ally open your eyes and let
me know.

We look into each others eyes
silently for awhile. I feel com-
passion for the pain and ex-
haustion I see. She begins:

"I had an image of fish, It
was hanging, vertically. It
was in black and white, only.
There was a head and a tail
but the whole body was just
a skeleton. The vertebrae and
the ribs were visible but there
was no flesh and no skin.”

I sit quietly, allowing her im-
age into my perception. She
continues, describing it in
more detail. "The sun has
been on its bones. They are
bleached white and dry.”
When she seems finished, I
ask her to review that image,
putting the description into
first-person statements. This
is a Gestalt art practice that
we have found to be ex-
tremely beneficial and Gail
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was familiar with it.

"l am a fish, hanging verti-
cally. My head is intact.
There is a link that holds my
head part to my skeleton
part.” She slumps as she
speaks. "I see that my tail is
all there. But I see that there
is only a skeleton in between.
I have a vertebrae and
bleached white ribs, and that
is all.”

"Can you say any more about
that middle section?" I ask.
She thinks for awhile. "Well,
nothing is left of me. There
is no liver, no intestines, no
bowel, no stomach, no heart"
(A leng pause and a big
sigh..) "I don't have any
heart." Her voice is sad, si-
lently weeping. "I don't have
any heart, [ am all intellect.”

I am disturbed by her inaccu-
rate perception of herself. Af-
ter some inner debate, I de-
cide to be congruent and give
her my perception.

"l understand that you are
feeling that you have no heart,
now, and that you are seeing
yourself as ruled by intelilect,
but I think if we asked your
friends and colleagues if you
have a heart, they would say
you are a very heartfelt per-
son. At least that is my per-
ception of you. You always
seem to come from the heart.
I do hear you, however - that at
this time, now, you definitely
feel you have lost your heart.”

Gail is upset about losing her
heart. She describes the ex-
cruciating details of her
mother's death: that her
mother was gasping for each
breath, not being able to get
enough air to live, and not be-
ing able to give up, to die.
The loving daughter feit help-

CREATE Vol. 3, p. 96

less yet stayed present for
days. Gail speaks of the hor-
ror of watching her mother
leave the world in this way.
She weeps as she speaks.

I move around behind her
and, kneeling at her back,
place my knees at the base of
her spine, giving her support.
I am aware of not wanting to
"comfort” her in the sense of
making her feel better but to
give her the necessary sup-
port and touch that will al-
low her tears to be
unrestrained. [ let my intu-
ition and hands guide me.
When [ start to stroke her
hair, she breaks into deep
sobs. "My mother always
loved my hair. When [ was a
<hild she would brush it and
stroke it and tell me it was
beautiful. Your hands found
the right place, It feels won-
derful.” She continues to cry.
My comment is simply, "It is
O.K. to cry. You can let it
out."

After awhile I ask, "Is there
anything you would like to
tell your mother?" Barely au-
dible, she says, "I'll miss you,
mother, I love you SO much.
You were really wonderful to
me." In a more cheerful voice
she says, "By the way, your
little dog is okay. She's with
me.” Then to me, she says, "I
really finished all of my busi-
ness with my mother during
all those trips to the East
Coast.”

I am still supporting Gail with
my body, stroking her hair.
When I ask, "Could you tell
your mother about your
heart, what's happened to it?"
A large pillow is sitting in
front of Gail, and she talks to
it as though this is her
mother. "Mom, I've lost my
heart, I can't feel it any more,.

It's gone." A sad sigh comes
forth.

"Where is it?" I inquire.

"I've left it with you, Mom. I

left it with your body in the
casket." Gail vividly de-
scribes the scene in the fu-
neral parlor, saying, "When
they closed the casket, it
closed on my heart."

"What would your mother say
to that?” I ask. Gail's voice
changes, sounding rather
perky and tough. "' You take
your heart back right away! '
she'd say."

"And what is your reaction to
that?" I ask.

Gail replies to the piliow,
wistfully, "Well, I'd say it may
take some time, Mom. You
were always more impatient
than I. I'm afraid it will take
some time before I get it
back.” A long silence ensues.

My own heart goes out to
Gail as | empathize, reflect-
ing back her conclusion.
"Even though your mother
may want you to have your
heart back immediately, as far
as you're concerned it will
take some time." I am still at
her back, letting her talk to
the mother in front of her.

Gail offers, "I really feel her
presence, here. She is all over
this room!” We talk about it
as a possibility. "I feel she
has been present so often, in
my dreams and actually
around my house."

I admit, "I have to agree. I've
been wondering about that
possibility, here, myself. I've
certainly been aware of some
different quality in this room
during this hour." It was
true, I had felt the possibility
of a "spirit" in the room.



Eventually I move back to sit
on my own pillow. "You
must be exhausted,” Gail
says, being protective of me.

"No, it may be exhausting for
you, but to be with you
through this sorrow feels
very precious to me. I'm
moved, not exhausted.” She
realizes there is more she
needs to do. "I would very
much like to try doing a pic-
ture of my image.”

"Wonderful!” I respond, feel-
ing the pleasure of being with
someone who knows the
healing aspects of the art pro-
cess., She goes to the art
table where a large pad of
drawing paper, oil pastels
and chalks are available. I
suggest she first close her
eyes, putting her hands on
the paper to explore it in a
meditative state. Thenlalso
remind her that one effective
way to approach the art pro-
cess is to use her
nondominent hand, thus
eliminating the judgmental
critic. "Thanks for remind-
ing me," she says. Immedi-
ately, she is completely en-
grossed in the process.

I can see she would like to
work alone, so I take her sug-
gestion to do my own art. 1
g0 to the clay table, not hav-
ing any notion of what to do.
I take a hunk of cool gray
clay, and with my eyes
closed start rolling it gently.
I realize I am in a very soft/
strong mood, having been
very centered and grounded
during the last emotional
hour yet extremely open to
all that came in. Unlike Gail,
I have no image in mind. I
spend some time just play-
ing with the clay, rolling and
rolling, first a ball, then it be-
comes more of a cylinder,

then my fingers begin to open
it. It is smooth on the out-
side. I open my eyes. There
are some lines that appeal to
me, I emphasize them with
strong finger strokes. As Ibe-
gin to open the cylinder, I
wonder what it will become.
Part of it becomes hollow, like
a fat hollow log. Still, I just
follow the shapes that appeal
to me. The clay and [ are mu-
tually engaged in the "some-
thing" that is happening.

All of a sudden I see the be-
ginnings of a woman's figure.
In an abstract way, she looks
like a Madonna. My fingers
move to give her breasts and
a lap. She already has an arm
reaching out to embrace. She
is cloaked with a large wrap.
"Of course,” I say to myself,
"the title of this piece is
‘mother.'”

1 have been feeling very open
hearted and embracing while
Gail has been delving into her
grief. Although images of my
own mother's death occurred
while she was speaking, 1
stayed focused on Gail's more
immediate experience. Now,
my art work is speaking for
me. Lovingly I am creating
not my mother, or Gail's
mother, but Mother, in the
best sense of the word. This
clay piece brings my experi~
ence to fruition.

In the meantime, Gail finishes
her picture and tells me she
is going to do some writing.
When we are both finished,
we look at her picture. Again,
I am moved. The image is
stark. It fills the page. A
large fish with a black head
and black tail is dangling. Be-
tween the head and tail is a
set of skeleton-white ribs held
together by carefully drawn
black circles for vertebrae.

TEARS OF MILLENIA
(Driftwood)

Mossy crevices
Hold tears of millenia

Long before the tumbling began
Before the rushing rambling river
I was a part of something
Something much bigger than me
I've been tossed around

stepped on

forgutten.

Born under ared suct
Scorched by the heat
Holding on

Holding

On

i've had many lives

Although I cast a different shadow
The stars remember

Hands

Reaching up to touch them

Ioana Lerchs
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"How can it be?” she queries,
"I'm no artist and I used my
left hand and it came out ex-
actly as I had wanted! Ilove
it.”

There is no need to dis-
cuss the art in depth at this
point. She has "owned” ev-
ery aspect of it through her
verbal description. Although
the picture gives a bleak im-

Imagery - Herringbone. Fish
with head and tail intact, but no
mid-section. Bones and wverte-
brae. no guls, no intestines,
stomach, bowel, heart, NO
HEART. I am a fish with a
head and tail and no heart. Sol
can decide where to go; my tail
will propel me there; but if [ have
no heart what will it matter if I
go there? My heart cares, my
head doesn''t.

Where is my heart? [ trace it to
Mother's casket in the ground
at Pulteney, Lakeview Cemetary.
When asked, mother wanted me
to retrieve it RIGHT NOW!
However, I want it to stay there
k1 [ return to New York next
wesk,
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pression, intense focus as she
created each detail with care
seems to have lifted the dark
mood a bit, 1ask if she would
like to do some free writing
at this point. She likes the
idea.

When we finish we go to the
patio to have some iced tea. Ishow
her my sculpture, and she reads
her writing:

Sounding is vibration - the con~
nection between heaven and
earth. My singing and sound-
ing has been good and clarifying
- clearing me out - making space
for thoughts, ideas, maybe mak-
ing room for a larger heart when

it comes back to me.

Natalie works so sensitively with
me, gently probing, suggesting,
- touching my back, my head,
my hair. Was it Mother's spirit
guiding Natalie's hands and fin-
gers to my hair? Mother so ap-
preciated rmy harr.

Thank you Natalie for this spe-
cial time - time to be and time
to do and for your depth so that

1 could trust and go so desply
myself. | am worn out.

As we finish the afterncon, one
remaining topic is the symbolic
meaning of the fish. Although nei-
ther of us are steeped in symbol-
ism, we both know that the fish is
a profound religious symbol, and
that in the Christian religion, it is
the symbol of Christ. I have since
locked up some of the symbolism
to share with her.

The fish symbol has a double as-
pect. On the one hand, it is a
cold-blood creature of the depths
and thus represents unconscious
instinctuality ... On the other
hand it is a symbol for Christ.
Thus it symbolizes both the re-
deemer and that which is to be
redeemed.?

The Process Reviewed

The vignette about Gail stands
by itself as an afternoon of self-ex-
ploration through words and im-
agery in a supportive environment.
Yet this example also embaodies cer-
tain nuances of the client-centered
art process as healing.

Empathic listening

Listening to the "music” as well
as the words is the heart and soul
of empathic listening. It is the
counselor's task to hear the deep-
est nuances of the client's emotional
statements. Feeding back those
feelings to the client helps her look
at them, as if looking into a mir-
ror, to help her get perspective on
herself.

How tempting it might have
been to comfort (and thus smother)
Gail's grief, or to take the side of
the mother who said, "You need
your heart back, immediately!* Let-



ting the individual be her own
guide ("It will take time, Mom,") is
what is ultimately empowering and
healing for the client.

The importance of that moment
was to accept and understand
Gail's felt sense that she had really
lost her heart. I came close to side-
tracking that meaningful moment
when I started to try to convince
her she "really was a heartfelt per-
son." Quickly I realized I was say-
ing this out of my own need, and
it was useless and possibly detract-
ing input. I went back to the poi-
gnant point she was making: "You
feel you have lost your heart." My
acceptance allowed her to feel
deeply understood - a rare event
for people in emotional pain. Be-
ing understood on that level gave
her strength to go one step deeper
- to review the excruciating details
of her mother's death and funeral.
Being accepted and listened to on
this level, she continues into her
pain: "I'll miss you mother. My
heart is in your casket.”

If the therapist finds the agony
of the story more than she can tol-
erate, she will unconsciously steer
the client away from that pain. Al-
though my heart was aching for
Gail's sorrow, and memories of my
own mother's death fleetingly in-
truded on my thoughts, I found my
internal strength by focusing even
more diligently on the depth of the
experience for her. At a crucial
point like this, my mind runs on
several tracks:

"I want to be fully present for Gail."

"This chokes me up as I feel her pain
and remember my mother's death.”
"I need to refocus on her pain, not

mine, and see to it she feels fully and
deeply understood.”

"Ah, that's better, 1 sense she is re-
lieved as she feels accepted and under-
stood."

"Now I feel in better control of my

own emotions having focused in ap-
propriately on her.”

Such mind-talk happens within
seconds. I share it because thera-
pists in training ask how [ cope
with my feelings. "How do you
remain so present yet keep your
boundaries?” As I reflect on this
question, I realize I do not shield
myself or put up a boundary. Be-
ing aware that 1 am feeling person-
ally touched by the grief during the
moment allows me to shift back in-
tentionally to verbal and emotional
acceptance of the client's experi-
ence, thus helping me contain my
emotions. [ feel so rewarded know-
ing that the troubled person con-
fiding in me will find strength by
my presence that I seem not to take
on her pain.

Many colleagues and students
have told me that absorbing the
other person’s pain is a serious pro-
fessional liability. Some counsel-
ors meditate before each session,
bringing in an image of warm pro-
tective light around them. Others
image a protective suit which they
"zip up” as a personal shield.
Whatever method is devised, the
counselor needs to be able to be
fully present, or open hearted,
without being a sponge.

Dialogue Practices

In: this afternoon session, we also
used the Gestalt practice of dia-
loguing with the imagined mother.
This is a useful verbal practice help-
ing to bring the absent person into
the "here and now" through imagi-
nation and dialogue. In keeping
with the person-centered philoso-
phy, the structure I gave allowed
the client to lead the way. Al-
though I asked questions to stimu-
late Gail's dialogue, I had no pre-
determined noticn as to a right or

wrong answer. Whatever she said
to her mother, or that her mother
said to her, was okay. The goal is
to help the client discover more of
her feelings and attitudes, whatever
they may be.

Being Fully Present

Being fully present always
sounds relatively easy. But in re-
ality, putting aside our usual ten-
dencies to advise, share our own
past grief experiences, or interpret
or analyze the art, takes a strong
intention to be fully present for an-
other. As friends, Gail and I make
fun of each other's foibles and give
advice as well as listen to each
other. Here, we both knew that
the unspoken agreement was that
I would intentionally focus on her
world as she was viewing it, expe-
riencing it, feeling it. The client-
centered process holds a basic trust
that the individual, if deeply un-
derstood, eventually finds her own
right path. This brings with it a
sense of personal strength, self-es-
teem and empowerment. The vi-
gnette with Gail highlights part of
the difference between being to-
gether as friends and being in a
counseling sessjon.

Physical Support

Touch was also an important as-
pect in our counseling session.
With so many lawsuits regarding
sexual advances on thc part of
therapists towards clients, man
therapists are terrified to touc
their clients at all. Although I
loathe sexual harassment and the
misuse of touch in counseling rela-
tionships, it is a pity that therapists
have become so fearful of lawsuits
that they no longer think they can
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use any kind of touch, People are
touch-deprived in this fast-paced
society. During the afternoon with
Gail, I did ot hesilate to use touch,
but I am always concerned as to
whether my touch is of help or if it
is a hindrance. An easy way to find
out: ASK! "Is putting my hand on
your back helpful?” "Is it okay to
touch your hair?" If in doubt, take
your hand away.

Readers may say, "This is not a
good example of a counseling ses-
sion since Gail was your friend —
the relationship is different." In
some respects that is true. Our
trust was easy and mutual. We
had no contract or commitment to
continue. Yet much of the same
process evolved, and it seems like
an event from which we all can
learn.

I also wanted to give an example
of how one colleague can be of help
to another., Wherever [ live, I try
to create my own support group
of two or three people who, after
establishing a close friendship, are
available to each other in a deep,
personal way. Women, particu-
larly, establish support circles. To
me this is one of the things friends,
particularly therapist friends, do
for each other. And we choose
each other carefully.

Transpersonal Aspects

This discussion concludes by
looking at the session's
transpersonal qualities. The word,
transpersonal literally means, "be-
yond the personal.”" Transpersonal
and spiritual experiences are
closely related. It seems that ev-
ery time I am in this type of al-
tered or nonordinary state of con-
sciousness with someone, whether
it is client, friend, or lover, very
special things happen. They hap-
pen both internally and externally
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(if there is an "external”). These
experiences invoke the spirit,
whether that spirit comes from
within, or from another reality, or
both. Who is to say whether a
spirit is in the room with us? Oris
it our own expanded consciousness
that is filling the room? Who is to
say whether a deceased person can
return in another form to "fill the
whole room"? What is helpful to
the client is to accept these experi-
ences in any way that fits with your
belief system. What is non-helpful
or non-healing is to reject the ex-
periences completely.

Why is it that Gail, in going deep
into her grief, comes up with a uni-
versal symbol of Christ — a de-
pleted, suffering Christ with no
body? Carl Jung would agree that
here we have a religious symbol
springing from the unconscious.

..religious symbols have a dis-
tinctly "revelatory" character;
they are usually spontaneous
products of unconscious psychic
activity. They are anything
rather than thought up; on the
contrary, in the course of the mil-
lennia, they have developed,
plant-like, as natural manifesta-
tions of the human psyche. Even
today we can see in individuals
the spontaneous genesis of genu-
ine and valid religious symbols
springing from the unconscious
Iike flowers of a strange species,
while the consciousness stands
aside perplexed.®

One further point: when Gail
suggested she draw an image, 1
wondered whether it would be of
her lost heart, her fish, or her
mother. How important it is to let
the client choose the image to draw!
The fish image came from deep
within her unconscious and has
continued to have significance for
her. Again it is evident that psy-
chological suffering, if deeply ex-
plored, brings forth a state of
deeper consciousness, The process

seems to put the individual in touch
with the coilective unconscious.

I compare my own experience
with that of Gail's, From being
with both my mother and father at
their respective times of death, I
know that the experience of feel-
ing (and perhaps even seeing) them
leave their bodies — yet stay in the
room — has changed my percep-
tion of death. As a young woman
I always thought of death as the
absolute end. Death was like en-
tering a black box: no life existed
after this life. Now my experience
has me seriously questioning that
assumption. After my parents'
deaths, my months of grief, release,
and healing through art, move-
ment, and sharing with close
friends led to important personal
understandings of the meaning of
death. As I try to accept death as
a very different beginning (rather
than a dead end) I find I become
more totally present in life.

The Discovery Process

For some people, discovering
higher (or deeper) consciousness
and spirituality happens in a mo-
ment of revelation, for others it is
a long, steady process of opening
and unfolding, or becoming aware
of forces beyond the self. Some
people discover a higher self for
the first time, others experience a
new dimension of their spirit. Itis
also evident that the intense focus-
ing and concentration on the cre-
ative process is in itself, sacred.
When we are an environment of
empathy and understanding, we
use our creativity to journey inward
to our deepest inner essence —
bringing us a sense of peace. It
seems miraculous that using move-
ment, art, sound, writing, and
drama will open a window of con-
sciousness giving us a new per-



spective on ourselves - but it hap-
pens. One student described her
sense of the creative process:

I have a sense of awe and a sense
of it being something really sa-
cred ... as if I were an estuary
and the waters happened fo flow
into me. My significance comes
from the creative force, not the
other way around .., I think be-
ing a creative person has also
had an effect on me spiritually
and politically in that I can't
act without being conscious in
some way of having an effect.

The creative force has incredible

amounts of power and it's up to

me with my little piece of it how

I'm going to direct it,

I have often heard such state-
ments. It is encouraging to know
that discovering one's spirituality
through the creative process acti-
vates a sense of personal responsi-
bility in the world. Another stu-
dent also connected the sacred na-
ture of the self with others:

Creativity is, to me, the act of
"becoming". It is the unfolding
of unique patterns of expression
— the Universal Impulse mani-
festing Itself in an infinite vari-
ety of expressions. As we move
into a conscious relationship
with our own process of creativ-
ity, we begin to understand the
sacred nature of ourselves and

others.

The creative process is a path to
finding the divine self. Discover-
ing the capacity to love is pro-
found. Discovering the ability to
receive love, whether it is from a
particular individual or a univer-
sal source, can be so awesome as
to be frightening to some people.
However, tapping into that ability
or consciousness is both healing
and revolutionary in that it changes
the lenses from which we view the
world.

(Editor's Note: This article is
adapted from Natalie Roger's forth-
coming book, The Creative Connec-
tion: Expressive Arts as Healing).
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