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What does it mean to work with 

dreams? This question will evolve 

and unfold as I continue to move 

into this interesting, transformative, 

scary, and new space within me.  My 

conscious awareness around the 

answer to this question has shifted 

dramatically since beginning my 

work with this program.  Slowing 

into the process of  naming some of  

these changes is a mysterious space 

to move into.  My final project 

centered around a commitment to a 

ritualizing of  some of  the new 

realms I am exploring.  I created a 

journal (seen here) and committed 

to a yoga practice and regular work 

with meditative practices and 

embodying my dreams.  The spaces 

that followed, some of  which this 

journal captures, have led me to a deeper understanding of  myself  and my place as a unique and 

valuable member of  this collective movement.  

	 Why art? Well, the beautiful dive that is feminine requires movement.  Water and Flow.  It 

is the only thing that nourishes it.  Prior to beginning at Haden, I had merely dipped my toes into 

the magnitude of  this truth.  When we experience pain and trauma, we stagnate.  We protect and 

guard and try with all our might to stay in the place of  safety we believe we can control instead 

of  returning to the space of  pain.  This process causes more pain, but it isn’t until we have 

created an ego container strong enough to endure the return to these areas that we can touch 

them and relate with them.  Dreams guide us to these spaces.  Artwork is a way of  relating with 

the dream that allows us to move things in these hurt spaces.  We can dance them and we can 

shake them and we can sing them.  I had tried most of  these things and I will always return to 



them.  I hadn’t done much by way of  artistically embracing them with a creation of  my hands.  

The creative space at Haden opened me up to my inner artist.  And I wouldn’t even name it 

quite in those words until now.  The story prior to this time in my life was that I was not an artist, 

but I sometimes created things.  Now I know that each piece I create is sacred because it is a 

representation of  some part of  my soul.  When one enters a space like the creative space I 

experienced at Haden, we begin to realize that everything we touch turns to gold by the mere fact 

that we are connecting with the Divine as we do this. 

	 So, on the powerful and connected recommendation of  our dear Sheila, I grabbed a five 

dollar notepad and started making things.  I committed to a daily practice as well as a deeper 

dive into a regular interaction with my dreams than I had done in my life prior to this time.  I 

absorbed the words from the books I read and started to focus more deeply on presence with the 

process of  individuation that I am on.  In this journal, I used the words of  others: 

 And I thank you, Langston Hughes.  Thank you Carl Jung.  Thank you Kathleen Wiley and 

Rainer Maria Rilke and James Baldwin.  I too hope to look at the world with eyes no longer blind 

and I will continue to try to love the questions themselves.  I also used the inspiration of  my 

dreams: 



And I wrote and processed and sunk into the energies of  my complexes with this creative space I 

had created: 

The last image is one of  my favorites for what it represents. It is one of  the great and mysterious 

truths of  dream work.  If  something holds energy, there is something to be learned.  It is one of  

the most important lessons that this journey has shown me with certainty.  Complexes hold 

energy and the energy is mine.  I can work tirelessly to define what it is, out there, which is wrong, 

but the only way to move the energy is to visit it within myself.  This is a lesson with such 

powerful impacts on the world that I live and the collective as whole.  Every single time that I 

encounter an energetic that triggers me, I can use this tool.  Every time I explore the world of  my 

vulnerabilities, I have a new ally.  I know that, like dreams, I can slow into the movement that is 

unfolding.  I can feel it in my body and relate with it.  I can draw it or write it or paint it.  I can 

face the intensity of  its otherness and observe myself  respond.  I can sit in the tension.  I can 

continue my movement toward wholeness. 

	 Another profound truth of  my dive into dream work is the power and connection to 

synchronicity in life.  It is ever-present and life-giving.  It reminds us of  the profound truth of  

interconnectedness.  Prior to my dive into dream work, awareness of  this truth happened 

occasionally and it always left me deeply curious.  Now, there is a connection to the power of  the 

synchronicity and its energy in my body when it occurs.  One of  a multitude of  synchronicities 

that occurred during these two years was my connection with and entry into a course for my 

acupuncture CEUs led by a woman who studies and talks about dreams as well as Chinese 

Medicine.  She is teaching a course on the evolution of  states of  human consciousness and 

relating it to the five elements.  The teachings are so powerfully interwoven into the fabric of  the 

dream work I have been involved in recently.  The dark and light balance of  the elements of  our 



internal world of  health is archetypal and synchronistic and full of  metaphor and dream 

language.    

	 We spoke a lot about art in this course as well and I decided that for the final part of  both 

these courses, I would create a mandala.  With the earth at its center, this piece represents the 

wholeness I breath into each day.  A balance of  the fiery elements of  the heart, the ever-changing 

loss and presence of  the lungs, the depths and truth of  the kidneys, and drive and potential of  the 

liver.  The earth, steadfast at its core, recycling, consuming, releasing.  Feeling overwhelmed and 

opening doors to the tools of  the other elements to balance and ground.  It is all happening all 

the time.  We are constantly in flux and we are flowing.  Like the paint off  the brush and leaves 

off  the trees.  The dreams return again and again with images and fears and symbol and 

possibility.  Never before have I known and related to a part of  me that has so much inner 



knowing.  So much truth.  There is no “other” when we breath life into the truth that everything, 

every last sliver of  light and darkness resides right here in this body and a part of  this journey 

which is mine.


