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Matilda Meredith: MMYMA4CRE Creative Project Review 

 
Listening for the Whisper of the Unheard Voice 

 
 
“Research with soul in mind is re-search, a searching again, for something that has already made its 
claim upon us, something we have already know, however dimly, but have forgotten” (Romanyshyn, 

2007: 4). 
 
 

When researching what this creative project wanted to be about, I had to look at what was claiming 

my attention and what claimed me were the wounds that I have experienced and transitions that I 

am undergoing at this point in my life. I recently left a job that I have loved for a long time, which 

was like leaving an abusive relationship that was making me ill and in connection to this I have 

developed arthritis and fibromyalgia which gives me constant pain in my body. My children are in 

the process of leaving home or have left and finally, I am going through the menopause. With these 

threshold events comes the awareness of a desire to reflect on what needs to be let go of, what 

needs to be kept and what treasures I might have forsaken in adulthood. These transitions have 

highlighted where I have ignored or forsaken myself and I consider the physical and emotional dis-

ease that I am feeling is my soul calling to me. I had to question what I meant by this and from what 

stand point I viewed it from. The process of reflecting on what I learned from the project gave focus 

to this viewpoint. 

 

Hillman (1976: xvii), suggests three definitions of soul which have helped me to direct my project 

towards a particular purpose. These definitions are that the soul is a perspective rather than a thing 

and that it “mediates events and makes differences between ourselves and everything that 

happens”, that it is “the unknown component which makes meaning possible, turns events into 

experiences, is communicated in love and had religious concern”, and finally that it is “the 

imaginative possibility in our natures, the experiencing  through reflective speculation, dream, image 

and fantasy – that mode which recognizes all realities as primarily symbolic or metaphorical”.  The 

idea that the soul makes meaning possible and is a reflection of our internal onto our external life 

seems to me exactly what I was experiencing. The question was, if my dis-ease is my soul calling out 

to me, how could create a process that would allow expression to this call and to honour it.   

 

 To encourage my soul, I began by paying attention to what I might have neglected; those parts of 

myself which I had branded ‘not I’. So, I ventured on a quest to listening to those ‘not I’ parts of 

myself; my unheard voices, focusing on what had been cut off or had withered to see if it still had 
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any quickening in it. I realized, however, that this narrative of The Unheard Voice was related to my 

own personal myth in a negative way.  I had charged others with the offence of separating me from 

these withered parts and saw myself as the victim of this separation rather than my own oppressor. 

As Bochner and Ellis (2002: 90) say, “when you write a story of yourself, you accept an assumption 

about yourself that then determines in part how you understand yourself”.  I wanted to question 

this narrative and to bring “these rejected and denied elements of soul – life, ‘those places where I 

said no to my life’ back into [my] daily rhythms” (Weller.2019). I wanted to accept command of my 

own fate by editing my original narrative. In The Soul’s Code, Hillman (1997:63) describes the 

concept of the ‘parental fallacy’ suggesting that contemporary civilization is in the merciless grasp of 

a fantasy about parents being completely instrumental to their children’s fate, I too feel that I have 

been in the grip of this illusion.  

 

One particular atrophied ‘not I’ that was calling for my attention was related to making art which I 

denied myself very early, as it was owned by my mother. She was the artist and she tried to ‘teach’ 

me to make art. I rejected her tutoring and instead learnt that what I already produced was not good 

enough, nor was it art, and that she held primacy over what art truly was. This assumption 

encouraged me to reject this aspect of myself and relegate it to ‘not I’, and so I have always blamed 

my mother for my fear of this particular type of creativity and the shame that goes with it. This 

particular call for attention is more than just to reclaim aspects of myself from the wastelands, there 

is also a seemingly lethal facet to the narrative. At this point of transition in my life I have had to look 

hard at my relationship with my mother and the aspects of myself that I have rejected because, as 

she becomes infirm in her mind and body my body seems to be mirroring so many of her own 

ailments. As a result of this fusion between us, I have a terror that if I don’t heal some of the issues 

that I have with her I will slip into the abyss with her.  It is clear to me that cutting off this creative 

part of myself has helped to generate this dis -ease in myself and if this is to be healed, I need to 

search for the places where I can recover wholeness. So, it is very important to reclaim this 

quickened ‘not I’, the little green sprout, as it not only is it connected to my souls calling, as it is 

inextricably connected to my physical health. 

 

I decided that the way to see if this small shoot had any life in it, and to heal the wounding, was to 

fully encounter that non-artist and experiment with intuitive painting.  I signed up for an intuitive 

painting course with an artist called Flora Bowley whose premise is to listen to your heart and trust 

your intuition (Bowley, 2019). Hers is a spiritual course which assumes that everyone has the ability 

to access their intuition in this way.  Intuition suggests understanding something unconsciously or 
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instinctively but perhaps inspiration would be a better word as it suggests divine guidance or 

definitely something that gives you breath from outside. As Cardin (2011:18) suggests, it can be seen 

as the “infusion of ideas from a personified external presence”. To give gravitas and credence to this 

creative act and what it produced I chose to consciously interpret it as Hillman (1976 : xvii) does, 

which is the ‘making, shaping concepts and images that express the needs of the soul as they 

emerge” and for these images to be “both the raw materials and finished products of psyche, … the 

privileged mode of access to knowledge of soul”.  

However, even though I had made a conscious decision to give my soul permission to express itself 

my original shameful, critical voice had to be heard first.1 

 

 

The blank canvas on the easel stares at me. 

 

The Worm 
Out of my swamp smeared shame, slowly  
She slithers – blank eyed, moon shadow, silver.  
Naked mouth agape, feasting blindly on  
Those terrors lurking in my tender soul. 
 
Pernicious vile fiend – twisted pimping slime! 
Her fleshy substance swells like putrid shit 
Colonizing those caverns of my mind. 
My diamond Love squeezed into glinting atoms. 
 
Helplessly I doubt her heartless urging 
That she is all that I am, me complete. 
I close myself off from her cloying tones. 
Gulping for hope in this suffocation. 
Exhausted I yield this fight – surrender. 
 
Awaiting this fall Love takes dominion 
Scorching those caverns with sweet compassion. 
Contempt defeated she slips back shrunken 
My small dark ugly squirming worm of hate. 
 
 
Doubt overwhelms me. Surely, I cannot paint. I do not have the capability? Surely, I am conceited if I 

think well of something I do or am proud of something I make? But something urges me on to move 

beyond this old story. 

 
1 In this essay I have used one of my paintings as a template for the process I went through in chronological 
order. However, I feel it is important to mention that this process could have been charted in various ways 
with other paintings I have done. 
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I only have to choose colours, colours which speak to me now, today. There is nothing else that needs 

to be done. I choose sweltering reds, vigorous pinks and feverish oranges, large warm colours, 

colours which can fill the space, pulsing and thrumming their energy onto the canvas.  

I begin. I make abundant, sweeping actions, taking in the 

whole canvas. The movements are sometimes languid and 

sometimes frenetic, sometimes rounded and sometimes 

spiky. Slowly the canvas is filled by sweeps circles, spirals 

merging the colours together in harmony. The colours 

connect and are satisfied with their space. I move my body 

with the paint, dancing with the brush or through my 

fingers. The energy flows through me and up my arm, 

breathing itself onto the canvas and then back into my 

body. This first covering takes no time and an eternity. I don’t know how long I have been immersed 

in the process, in the colours, and I wake as if from a trance, blinking at what is before me. I have 

been somewhere and nowhere at the same time and that liminal place has filled me with a sense of 

peace and connection. My body feels satiated and satisfied. These feelings go with me into the day, 

but I want them again, to feel that bliss again.  But the worm comes back, and if I am too 

demanding, too forceful, it doesn’t come. I stand in front of the painting and there is nothing singing 

to me from that liminal place. My demand has made that door remain closed.  I then allow creativity 

in, I relax and have no expectation and the canvas sings again and I am let back into that imaginal 

place.2 

I struggle with trying to describe what I experience during this process because paradoxically I have 

to ‘consciously’ keep my rational brain from appropriating what I am doing and killing it dead before 

anything occurs. I have to give the whole process freely to the unconscious so that my conscious 

does not have any purchase. If I let the ego have a chance it will either inflate my pride in what ‘I’ am 

creating and so sabotage the exercise or turn me towards that worm of shame and again sabotage 

the work. The way to circumvent this inflation or shame is for me to be so myopically close to the 

painting that I cannot see or make sense of what it is I am painting until I moved away from it.  I look 

through the painting rather than look at it, making a window into another world. Matt Cardin 

(2011:147) articulates my experience precisely in his book A Course in Demonic Creativity.  

If you think you know what you’re creating, where it’s headed, and how you’ll get there, then this 
sense of knowledge will almost inevitably result in an attitude of control and ownership over the 

 
2 All of the paintings in this essay are incarnations of the same painting.  
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work. And this is, bar none, the most reliable way to block out the light, whether of the bright or the 
dark variety, that your genius is trying to shine through you. The way to overcome the problem is to 
sidestep it entirely by embracing conscious ignorance and relying on your demon muse to carry you 
through and inform your work with a deep, organically coherent direction. 

Cardin navigates his way from the Greek daimon to the Latinised daemon and then introduces the 

more modern demon muse reclaiming it from the Christianised evil aspect. I will consider this idea of 

demon muse later in the essay. Using his approach, I consider what is operating within my creativity 

is a thing other than the soul. While it is my soul that is calling for attention it is the daimon which is 

able to express my soul’s yearning in the process of making art.3 It is the conduit between the 

eternal part and this mortal temporal part of myself. It divines what it is that my soul wants me to 

know and to heal. The thought that this creativity is not of me but comes though me again allows my 

ego to relax and let go of the outcome. At the same time, however, it brings me to the edge of 

something else which is numinous and alien to me, and perhaps a little frightening. 

In letting the numinous in I have to be both completely in myself and out of myself, as Hillman 

(1997:170) suggests, “while imagining is going on you are somewhere outside of yourself, in another 

zone”. Time and space are irrelevant when I am in this enchanted, creative space, it is like stepping 

“through a hidden portal into another way of seeing, into an alternative reality, where the 

reasonable, the certain, the measurable, and the predictable give way to the awesome, the 

wonderful, the delightful, the paradoxical, and the uncertain” (Voss A, and Wilson S,……:1). 

Inwardly I inhale, like a meditation I am in the eternal present and then the prayre is exhaled into the 

painting. I continually turn the canvas as I paint, evading my 

rational mind and its attempts to make sense of the image. I 

stay in that prenotic state of unknowing, playing in the primal 

waters of creation. I am delighted by this state of just being 

without a thought of what it means and why I am doing it.  

And then suddenly she surprises me,  The Divine Child appears, 

and I am awake again. She is ruddy, raw and vigour, and has 

an alien energy that I don’t recoginise, and I have no idea 

where she has come from. I experience awe for this being that 

has appeared on the canvas and I feel uncomfortable in her 

presence. What message does she bring or is her presence 

enough? I remember that child and she brings tears to my eyes.  

 
3 I prefer to use the Greek word daimon for my purposes. 
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The Grass House 
 
Verdant green essence pullulates with life - 
vibrating. 
She inhales the odour of earth 
brown and deep and longing. 
 
 
Crushing seed pods that explode - 
like a deluge. 
She tastes their supple ripeness 
on her tongue. 
 
A thrumming hum pulses through her ears  
as she lies on the earth. 
Her cheek rasping 
against the gleaming rock. 
 
Warmth invades her body  
she is loved. 
 

The title of the Divine Child in itself suggests an archetypal image and a connection with the divine 

itself, and an enduring union with the primordial force of nature. Jung documents the many aspects 

of this archetype in Archetypes and the Collective Unconscious, which range from the child god of 

the “Christ Child” to the child motif of the dwarf and elf as “personifications of the hidden forces of 

nature” (Jung, 2019: 268). Reflecting Jung’s conclusions about this archetype I am aware that not 

only is this image a re-membering of my own child but also a recognition of the archetype which 

wants to be recognized through the painting. Although the painting felt uncomfortable to me at first 

I was able to enter into the memories that it brought with it of being completely in harmony with 

nature and the bliss that that brought with it. Jung suggests that with the individual expression of 

this archetype, “ the most we can do is dream the myth onwards” with the caution that whatever 

interpretation we have of the archetype will have direct impact on our own soul and our well- being, 

and that “the “explanation” should always be such that the functional significance of the archetype 

remains unimpaired” (Jung, 2019: 271).  I did not feel the need to reflect too deeply on the 

memories it brought up, but I realize that the image urges both a looking into the past to unite with 

the archetype and into the future as a motif for potential and promise. Patrick Harpur (1994:16), 

asserts that the soul was traditionally pictured, amongst other images, as a “homunculus (a little 

person or child)”, perhaps this was what the image was portraying. I consider that she is part of the 

non-verbal healing process, which is being expressed through my painting, and because it is non- 

verbal I decided that I would not go too deeply into the analysis of the image but let it work on me 
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through my dreaming state. This could be seen as an eschewing of the responsibility that comes with 

initiating the expression of this archetype, but I feel that it was acceptable to the image and my soul. 

I was fully conscious that the painting was not complete, and she had to be reabsorbed into the 

fabric of the canvas. But because this was a continuing process of intuitive layering she is still very 

definitely there and within the layers and so is never quite obscured. 

 

Again I breath in and out through this process.  This time it seems that I have to explore my shame 

and oversensitivity. I give myself permission to listen to the 

wisdom of my body and to the shadow aspects which lurk 

underneath. They whisper of uncertainty, disgust, anger and 

thwarted vanity.  It is difficult to carry on.  I feel that I cannot 

move past this place, it is dark and chaotic, but I force myself 

to paint and I have to carry on painting until I can pass 

through another portal. I only want to feel the bliss and 

rapture of the other layers, but the gloaming continues to 

advance, and I am powerless over it. Nothing of the previous 

layer is left and I am devastated, there is a grief that 

threatens to overwhelm me. I am no good, I have no talent; 

the worm has returned. This time however, I can see a transformational energy rising, it is within the 

movement of the paint strokes and the chaos of colours.  

 

The worm of doubt brings with it a distrust in this process. I question whether I am making art from 

the point of view or my ego’s indulgence and desire to be seen or because of the soul’s call. I have to 

go back to my original intention and remind myself that I am doing this not because I want to be a 

famous artist, but because I wanted to experience the thing that happens during the process and 

find a place of healing. If this is so, then is what I am doing art, can anything that comes out of a 

personal sense be called art? It is not skilled or technically correct and neither does it have any 

intellectual thought to it. Is it then something else, more of a therapy rather than a thing to be 

presented to the world? My only answer to this is that like other forms of unique expression, as in 

music or poetry, we know when it is true because it touches another’s soul as it touches our own. I 

can only evaluate the universal impact of my paintings if they affect others, but I can evaluate their 

personal impact on me by how they transform from one thing into another. It is not the resultant 

painting that is of sole importance but the re-searching through the process and the healing of the 

dis-ease as a result. The painting is the expression of that re-searching. 
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What I am doing is not Jung’s Active Imagination which “aims not at silence but at speech”, but can 

be seen as a process similar to this, because although it is an artistic endeavor it is “in dedication to 

[the images] and to realize their beauty, and not for the sake of art” (Hillman, 1989:57). The process 

of painting that I am working through is for my personal well -being but is also to develop a 

relationship with and heal the soul by finding the middle ground between the two by giving 

sovereignty to the imaginal.  This middle ground either comes from the depths of the unconscious 

self or from the heights of Corbin’s Mundus Imaginalis (Voss 2019). At the time of painting the 

location of this place did not matter. I simply knew that it was somewhere other than in my mind or 

the room that I was in, and I knew this because I would feel myself re-entering the room from 

elsewhere. This place is a world that is “as real as the world of the intellect” and is a world that 

“requires its own faulty of perception, namely, imaginative power, a noetic value which is as real as 

that of sense perception or intellectual intuition” (Corbin, 1976: 5). However, according to Cheetham 

(2015:24 – 27), Corbin was clear that his Mundus Imaginalis was the “realm of the angels and of all 

the phenomena of religious experience. It is not the product of human imagination, which is a lesser 

and derivative manifestation” giving his cosmos a religious heirachy, which to my mind excludes 

human endeavor and gives creativity solely to the angelic realm. This is challenging for me because 

although I agree that what comes through from my paintings is not from my ego or rational mind I 

am not so happy to think that it is also solely an angelic or daimonic endeavor.4  It is Hillman who 

moves this into the area of psychology and where I am more comfortable, making the action more 

of a co-creation. What I do understand and know is that it is this imaginal – angelic - daimonic realm 

that gives me access to this creativity and what comes through is a co-creation between this realm 

and myself. At the same time as healing something within my soul, I also work as the conduit which 

allows the image to become manifest.  

 

I dip into the painting again. The question of whether it is the angelic or daimonic realm seems 

irrelevant during the activity of painting. I start with moving my body and placing colours of beauty 

on my palette. This time my mood is sublime. I have recently come from a walk on the moor where I 

witnessed an exquisite sunset. My body is filled with its perfection and I am connected to its 

boundless bliss. I have seen into that angelic realm by simply observing the sky and it pours out of 

me onto the canvas. 

 

 

 
4 I realise that I have not discussed the move from the diamonic realm to the angelic realm.  I consider that 
these two realms can be interpreted as the same although they are from different ontological viewpoints. 
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The firebird  

After the long night she soars out of the blackness away from 

the chains which have held her earth bound.  

Once her feathers were white and ghostly, but now they have 

become golden and pure. 

No longer is she leaden and held underground in the dark. 

Instead she soars towards the blue boundless sky, into the 

infinite.  

Sloughing off the chains of responsibility and constraint.  

Reborn again from the ashes.  

No longer captive. 

 

I exhale into the void. A breath of golden joy. My body vibrates with effervescent energy - delighted. 

The painting tells me she is complete. There is nothing more to do but feel the energy that it brings 

with it. My shame and doubt are forgotten. The intensity of the process has dissolved leaving the 

satiated feeling that the completion brings. 

 

My rational mind would like to examine where the image originates from and to delve into the myth 

of the firebird so that I can make sense of it, but as Hillman suggests I will just stay with the image as 

long as I can and let it work on me. I am satisfied that whatever needed to manifest itself has done 

so and whatever needed to work on me will do so without my having to understand it. Having 

pronounced this, one reflection that I would like to make is, that the firebird is an image of 

transformation and as Harpur (1994:16), points out, the bird is also one of the archetypal images of 

the soul.  Out of all of the paintings that were produced this is the one that expresses the 

transformative experience that I have had during this project. I feel as if the chains tying me to my 

assumptions about my mother are beginning to fall away and that I am being able to listen to the 

whisperings of my own story.  

 

When I began this project, I was very conscious of not reading anything that would corrupt my own 

tender experience. I wanted to have it as my own and then see if I could fit in with how others view 

this kind of encounter. However, in the process of reviewing my very personal experience through 

the lens of those behemoths on this subject I have been guilty of conflating many different ideas to 

try and come to my own conclusions. I feel that this is a legitimate position as I have tried to listen to 

my own unheard voices; it has to be my own knowing that is absolute here. 
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Writing about this experience, which comes from the realm of the imagination, in a reflexive, 

rational way has been very challenging. How do I grasp the original experience and put it into words 

when it is so spontaneous and fleeting? Even the product, which is apparent on the canvas cannot 

truly show that experience and so the question has to be asked whether it is possible or important 

to express this experience in words. The empirical mind would say yes, everything that is of any 

value has to be documented and analysed. But what if this is unnecessary and the experience of 

painting or dreaming are of value simply because they are, and that we have to countenance that 

the experience is working on us without our conscious knowledge. Cheetham (2015: 66 -67) notes 

that Corbin believed, “the logical concept is only the dead body of an Angel” and goes on to suggest 

that “concepts are at best the empty husk left behind when the living being they attempt to 

represent has fled. Conceptual rationalism by itself leads at best to an impoverished and incomplete 

experience of life”. However, as a parting question for myself which sends me right back to the 

beginning, I have to ask whether the endeavor of trying to unite the imaginal and the material 

realms is what motivates humans to be creative in the first place. To be able to hear the whispering 

voice of our soul and the daimonic realms is the enduring reason that we create. 
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