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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT

THE RAINBOW WAY

We’re dedicated to our kids, but can’t afford to lose ourselves in the chaos of motherhood. So how do we do it?

This book is the generous answer – and the most important survival guide creative mothers will ever read.

Ariel Gore, founding editor of Hip Mama, author of seven books including The Mother Trip: Hip Mama’s Guide to Staying Sane in the Chaos of Motherhood.

The Rainbow Way is much more than a practical guide for mothers to stay creative, it is a spiritual and personal journey to understand the essence of one’s true self.

It inspired me greatly and I know it will inspire so many others. The best gift of all from this rainbow of ideas is that our creative force as mothers will not only help us grow but it will help our children grow into creative, caring and compassionate human beings.

Mary Trunk, filmmaker, director of Lost in Living, a documentary film about creative mothers.

If you’re a creative mother, The Rainbow Way is the book you’ve longed for. In these pages, Lucy Pearce does what few others have done: She extends a hand – no, a bear hug – to the tribe of creative mothers who share the particular experience that Lucy articulates so beautifully. Readers will delve deep to uncover their own creative truths – and with those truths, a realm of new possibilities.

Miranda Hersey, writer, creativity coach and host of the blog Studio Mothers.

Lucy’s book is a gift of beauty that feels like a waterfall of sweet nectar flowing upon the flower of our soul. With tender warmth, the author takes our hand and invites us on the magical journey of authentic self-expression. Walking beside us each step of the way, she encourages our unfolding dance of creativity with a rainbow of inspirations and ideas.

Guided by Lucy’s vibrant support, each woman will traverse her unique path of creative self-discovery…a path that leads us to the exquisitely fulfilling experience of inner communion and outer expression.

Mara Berendt Friedman, celebrated artist of the sacred feminine.

The Rainbow Way: Cultivating Creativity in the Midst of Motherhood is destined to resonate with mothers of all ages. I especially value Lucy Pearce’s description of the Rainbow Mother as a lost feminine archetype, one with her own distinct dark side, the Crazy Woman. Having these aspects of our experience as mothers given words makes them real and able to be understood and shared.

The world more than ever needs women who hold the strong vibration of a grounded creativity, one which we also pass to our children to fortify them as they meet the challenges of an accelerated planet. This book is a welcome companion for all mothers navigating the dual, intertwining and sometimes conflicting joys of motherhood and creativity in service to their families and to the world.

Pat B. Allen, author Art is a Way of Knowing and Art is a Spiritual Path.

Like a new best friend Lucy Pearce offers permission and support for mothers to embark on a creative soul journey. With passionate encouragement and heartfelt advice she dishes up a full gamut of women’s wisdom.

As Lucy reminds us “the message of love or beauty or hope needs to be said by a hundred thousand different voices, written by a hundred thousand different pens, at a hundred thousand different times in history”. On each page, as she shares her own labor of love, she enthusiastically invites us all to cultivate our creative expression…in the midst of motherhood.

Jenafer Joy, director of Cosmic Cowgirls LLC – every woman has a story to tell, a song to sing, and a legend to unfold!
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I wish I could speak like music
So that you could hold Truth
Against your body
And dance.
I am trying the best I can
With this crude brush, the tongue,
To cover you with light.
Hafiz

Dedicated to all the creative mothers around the world.
May you shine!






Foreword

I still remember the nights at 2am. Crying in front of the bathroom mirror, my eyes gray and dark from exhaustion, red rimmed from sobbing.

In the morning, when night broke and left, when light streamed through the windows, when yet another day started, I would search for answers. I had tomes of bibles. All the ways I should be parenting. All the hard, hard lessons I needed to know. There is no test greater than this.

How does one ever prepare for the momentous task of becoming a mother? The answer: one cannot. You only go there. And then you sink and swim, sink and swim. But oh, those tomes. Those bibles. I thought it would be easy. Easy if I did it this way.

Baby would sleep peacefully all day in a sling, and I could continue on with normal life. I could keep creating and sitting and living my magical dream-job life. And she’d sleep beside us of course – and that way I wouldn’t have to get up all night. I’d barely wake up a bit, you see. And baby and mama would never ever be unhappy, you know…because we’d always be together. Seamless. Unbroken. One organism.

The truth of it is, it wasn’t easy. There is nothing that makes the deep, difficult initiation into mamahood easy. It’s not supposed to, really. It’s the process that crafts you into a warrior, a bear, a courageous woman who creates and sustains new life.

But easy? Oh, no, not easy. Not for me.

Even as my beautiful young baby girl bloomed, even when I knew whole of heart that I was born to have her, I found myself hitting a mud-strewn wall.

I had lists and lists of who I was supposed to be:

A mother who never complained. A mother who never swore. A mother who never cried in front of her children. A mother who sacrificed herself completely for her family. A mother who was always happy. A mother who didn’t find anything difficult. A mother who never took time for herself. A mother who never did those things that I truly adored in this world: to sit, and be still. To read. To create. To write. To paint.

It took a tornado of post-partum depression for me to realize that the image of the Perfect Mother wasn’t the mother I could ever be. Wasn’t the mother I ever even wanted to be.

So I began turning to beloved books to find the answer. It was in Lynn Andrews’ and Christiane Northrup’s words and stories of being Creative Rainbow Mothers that I found my self, my archetype, my soul’s truth, my home.

The truth is, I will never be a perfect mother. I’ll never have it all together.

But what I will do is be irrepressibly me. I will create every day. I will make my art. I will sing my song. I will write my words. I will continue to devote time to myself. I will birth the miracles inside me. I will express myself and my emotions. I will not sacrifice myself or my soul. I will not survive motherhood – I will thrive in it.

And my daughter will learn what it looks like for a woman to be in love with herself. To accept herself. To craft the life she needs in order to thrive. She will see it as normal that mothers have lives beyond mothering, have soul purposes that are bigger than just keeping their wee ones alive.

More and more, I am less convinced that one style of parenting will heal all the wrongs in the world. I am less convinced that The Other styles of parenting will result in adults who are irretrievably damaged. It’s all just merging into a blur for me. All it truly means – parenting or religion or anything else in life for that matter – is love.

I know souls who were raised in a rainbow kaleidoscope of ways…and each of them have their own joys, gladness and lessons. Every single person on this planet can be happy, healed and dancing. However their bum was wrapped. However their heart was held. Whatever parenting books their parents read (or not).

My child will grow. I will love her. I will give her what I can. I will be the mama I am.

I will not give myself away in the battle. More importantly, I will not battle. I will open myself to the possibility that love is enough, that healing will part the way – for me, for her, for my love. That we aren’t expected to have it all together every moment.

I used to be fixated on The Mother I Would Become. Now I’m choosing to cherish The Mother I Am.

And that’s my fondest wish for you too – to accept that you are who you are. To embrace the healing and spiritual powers of creativity in your life. For you to craft a motherhood that sings to your soul.

That’s why this book is so important. More than ever before, it is vital for mothers to reclaim their souls and their creativity so that we may mother from our wholeness. In doing so, we will change the destinies of our selves, our families and our world. The Rainbow Way is a beautiful guide to shift your mode of living from “Surviving” to “Thriving”.

There are seven billion paths up the mountain to God, just as there are seven billion paths to mother.

Make it your own. May it delight you, uplift you, inspire you and give you just what you’ve been looking for.

Leonie Dawson, Australia

Author of 73 Lessons Every Goddess Must Know

Business and life mentor, Australia.

www.leoniedawson.com
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Introduction


All know the way. Few actually walk it.

Bodhidharma




Miracles start to happen when you put as much energy into your dreams as you do into your fears.

Richard Wilkins



Welcome, dearest woman.

If you are creative, and a mother, and are struggling to find balance, welcome home!

If you long to be creative but don’t know where to start, let me be your guide.

If you experienced a creative renaissance during pregnancy and motherhood, this book is written for you.

If you feel that life could be richer and more vibrant, and can feel things bubbling inside but can’t reach them, then I’m so glad you’re here.

If you want to gain a deeper understanding of your unique, female, embodied creative process, then I might just be the woman for you!

This book is an attempt to put language to the reality of being the most fabulous, and misunderstood of creatures: a creative mother. One who answers the callings of her child – and also her creativity. A woman who says: I cannot, I will not choose. I must mother. I must create.

Motherhood multiplies all previous challenges to creativity tenfold, whether you be a stay-at-home, work-at-home or work-out-of-the-home mama. Your life, especially in the “short years” of young children, is almost totally not your own. Trying to discover who you are now and fulfill your creative passions is high on the agenda for most mothers – but where is the time and the energy?

I longed and searched for something like this over my early mothering years. I needed a mentor, a guide to show me how to be my creative self and a mother without letting either suffer.

But there was nothing out there: society it seems either does not see the problem, acknowledge it as important, or think it requires solutions.

But I know that there are a lot of us out there…women like you and me…

Trying to be stay-at-home mothers, and feeling like we’re dying inside. Trying to be working women, and feeling like we’re dying inside.

Women who are trying to find their way back into their unique creative groove, after the disorientation of early motherhood. After our lives have been turned upside down and inside out. After we have forgotten who we are and found another self.

If you are there now, dearest mama, you will find plenty of gentle guidance within these covers to support you. What I offer is a template. Not of how to be a perfect mother. Nor how to find perfect balance. Both are false holy grails on this journey of motherhood, promised by wishful thinkers and charlatans. I am here to show you a path which balances, as much as possible, your needs for creativity and mothering. Your children’s needs for a good, loving, attentive caregiver. And perhaps your needs to make a living.

None of us gets it right all the time. The balance shifts back and forth. But what is important is that your needs, all of them, are in the equation, rather than, as has been so many women’s experiences throughout history, ignored, shamed or undervalued.

This book is not about doing more stuff. Lord knows every mother in the world has more than enough to fill every hour of her day twice over. I have not achieved anything if you come away from it beating yourself up for not doing more, for not being good enough, or not being like any of the women in it.

But if you want to make time and space to reclaim yourself, then I am here to support you. After all, though we all have the same 24 hours in a day, we all have differing numbers of children, and children with different needs. We all have different responsibilities to other family members, work commitments, health issues and energy levels. These are an important part of the equation, which also includes how much childcare (paid or unpaid) you have.

After all that, then it’s down to time optimization and understanding how the creative process, and you, work, to ensure you get the time you need and use it in the most efficient and rewarding way.

How do you do it?


You ask for a few words of comfort and guidance.

I quickly kneel at your side

Offering you this whole book – as a gift.

Hafiz



The idea for this book stemmed from one question. It is the question that so many women ask me, all the time:


How do you do it? How do you practically make the time for creativity when you have young children?



It isn’t something that we are taught in school, nor as adults. We find ourselves as newborn mothers at the deep end with no instructions on how to float our families into the gentler shallows.

After eight years, three children, three books, four blogs, an art exhibition, creative businesses and years of teaching, I consider myself a reasonable expert on the matter, or rather, as expert as one can be at this precarious art of creative motherhood!

Behind the “how” question, which we will focus on in depth, there are more questions:


•  Why do some mothers need to create, as a matter of almost life and death?

•  What drives her?

•  What does she get from creativity?

•  What are her specific needs as a woman, as a mother, as a creative?

•  How can we empower this sort of woman?

•  How can she find support and learn to support herself?

•  How has technology changed the playing field for her?

•  What are the steps on the path which will transform her from lonely wanderer to fully fledged and fulfilled creative mother?



It is these questions and more that I could not find the answer to myself, as a new mother. It is these questions to which The Rainbow Way is my answer, for you.

In the process of writing this book I spoke to painters, potters, doll makers, dancers, illustrators, lots of writers and poets, actors and directors, quilt and jewelry makers, photographers and crafters.


•  Mothers of one child and five.

•  Women whose children were now grown and mothers still birthing their babies.

•  Mothers whose creativity was their main family income and to whom it was a hobby.

•  mothers who home educate and school educate, single mothers and women who are partnered.

•  Women who were at the pinnacle of their careers and those who were still figuring out where they wanted to go.



They are women of vision and courage, women who doubt themselves, women who burn with creative fires.

And I asked them those questions. And they answered them from their hard-won experience which has carved their souls to new depths.

I can’t wait to introduce you to them over the course of our journey through The Rainbow Way (to find out more about them, see the “Contributors” section at the end of the book).

I must confess now, that this book is prejudiced towards mothers who have birthed rather than adopted their babies, although respondents included both adoptive mothers and mothers adopted as children. But my own experience and that of majority of women is that of giving birth to our children, and that is what I have focused on. But, again, here I am prejudiced, and do discuss birth in general in its biologically “normal” experience, which today is certainly not the experience of every woman, and I am very mindful of this. Some of the mothers I spoke to had struggled with infertility. Their birth experiences ranges from home births to C-sections, with everything in between. Some respondents had also had hysterectomies. I feel a desperate need to be sensitive to those whose experience differs, balanced with an urgent need to speak for the biological experience of motherhood: conceiving, gestating and birthing a baby. If your experience was different, please find yourself welcome with open arms, your experience no less valid in any way.

My story

Over the years I have created a new dream for myself: that of the creative mother. Sometimes the balance tipped further towards motherhood, at other times creativity. But both elements have been constants in my life. No matter how tired, how overwhelmed, I was never willing to relinquish either my full-time mothering role, nor my creative work.

I kept comparing myself to other women who seemed really happy in their role just as mothers, and concluded that I must be doing it wrong. I was happy and recharged when I had my creative time; impatient and mean when I didn’t. But this need, this urge, was not a whim, it was an essential for my sanity. And so I learned, little by little, to honor it and build my life around it. At the time I thought I was the only one feeling this way.

I am the mother of three small and very energetic children. As I start the book, I have a five-year-old boy with chicken pox perched on my lap, a three-year-old who will not get her clothes on and a baby who is supposedly eating her lunch, though not much is going into her mouth. The first draft of this book was written in the early mornings before they woke, whilst they watched TV after school, in the evenings when they had finally gone to sleep and in precious two-hour stints on Saturday mornings.

Often I have been cross and frustrated with the process. I have wanted more head-space to write, rather than this constant stopping and starting. The truth of creating as a mother can be very frustrating indeed. I have lost whole chapter ideas when, before I had gotten pen to paper, I had to stop and break up a fight – and whoosh they were gone!

But I have also had constant moments of inspiration, ideas, reflections during my mothering day that I have jotted down and captured: in the car, in cafes, at the kitchen table, before going to sleep, even on the toilet! Ideas that I would never have had if I were alone at my writing desk or in a book-filled library. This, then, is the paradox of creative mothering – it both threatens our creativity, and adds necessity and practical inspiration to our creative fires.

When I was a new mother, I built a life of parenting and work split evenly with my husband. But this diminished as babies two and three were born in quick succession and I became subsumed into full-time mothering. And so I learnt to squirrel away every moment I could and focus my energies more clearly on building my freelance writing career. I began to co-edit a wonderful natural parenting magazine, JUNO, and work on other creative and community projects. Since becoming a mother I have organized arts festivals, made chocolates professionally, taught drama and writing and pregnancy yoga. I have directed plays and made playdough, belly-danced and led craft workshops in friends’ kitchens. I have baked cakes for money and forgotten to put the sugar in, and made snowman costumes that fell apart at the seams. I have written articles to great acclaim, and plenty that no one would publish. I have led empowering women’s circle ceremonies and drawn disappointing pictures. But I keep on creating because I have to, I need to, and I believe it makes me a better mother to my children than the unfulfilled full-time mother they could have if I didn’t.

In a happy turn of events, shortly after I had completed the first draft of this book, my husband had the opportunity to take a part-time job, which meant that I could have two days a week to write. Though we took a massive cut in income, just as the economy was tanking, it was perfect for us on every other level. Once again the balance of creating and mothering had shifted, and I felt I could breathe again. The only thing that is certain is that this will change again, as the children get older and start school I look forward to having five half days a week to do my creative thing!

Through the two years it took me to write The Rainbow Way, I went from not having painted in ten years to launching my first solo art exhibition and a range of greetings cards. I went from a freelance feature writer to author of three books. I went from having a newly launched blog to teaching blogging in prestigious places.

This book has transformed my life in the making of it. And I hope it transforms yours in the reading. Wherever you may be on the path, whether starting out or stalled, know that you are not alone.

We’re going to take baby steps and giant leaps towards your dreams. Hand in hand. You and me. That’s my promise.

I know you can do it. How? Because I have, and you are no less creative, no more tired, no less capable than me.

If you’re dedicated to reclaiming your creative self, you can create a whole new way of living which honors and supports your rainbow of talents, yearnings and needs – as mother, and a creative woman.

This book is an antidote to inner death. It is full of life, creativity, healing, acceptance, wisdom and transformative practices. Let it be a mirror to help you to see yourself more clearly, your brightness and your shadow, to help you understand your uniqueness. Let it open your eyes to the sisterhood of creative mothers around you. Let it help you to create the life you want for yourself.

You deserve it! And the world needs you to be yourself in all your shining colors.

So here’s to our dreams – yours and mine – let us paint them in bright colors and inhabit them as our lives.






PART I
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Chapter 1

The Rainbow Way


Show not what has been done, but what can be.

How beautiful the world would be if there were a procedure for moving through labyrinths.

Umberto Eco, The Name of the Rose



For years the Rainbow Way was nameless to me. Always calling me, navigating my footsteps unseen. My creativity was an unconscious process, hit or miss. But motherhood, and the writing of this book required that I put into words the invisible, indescribable forces which steer the path of the creative mother.

So what, you may be wondering, is the Rainbow Way?

It is my attempt to express the unique creative journey of mothers, through women’s experiences, language and symbology, to create for us a native map of the terrain. To make visible and viable that which has previously remained hidden and impossible.

The Rainbow Way…


•  Stands in contrast to our culture’s monochromatic vision of what is possible or desirable for women, and especially mothers.

•  Embraces the many different shades of creative mother. Each woman has her own path to travel, her own soul callings. It is not a “one size fits all” program, but one which provides structure, support and possibility for your own unique journey.

•  Shares a lost feminine archetype, the Creative Rainbow Mother, and helps those who identify with her to integrate this new understanding into every area of her life.

•  Integrates creative, personal and spiritual development.

•  Is a path of color, beauty and transformation, incorporating the sunshine and showers of life.

•  Honors a creative mother’s dual soul yearnings in a practical way.

•  Offers a “road map” to creative motherhood which speaks to body, mind and soul.



But in order to seize this possibility for a more fulfilling life, we have to let go of our old map, which has been handed down to us by well-meaning career counselors, teachers, parents, partners and employers, that which is called “The Only Way” or “The Way Things Are”. That is the way that our ancestors and communities have lived, unchanged and unquestioned for generations. When we decide to follow our souls on their creative journey whilst nurturing our mothering hearts, then we are ready to take the first step onto the Rainbow Way.

But it is not enough to just try to change our minds and try to think differently. The Rainbow Way is an embodied process. One which uses our innate creativity to help birth us more fully into our selves. Women’s creativity – both artistic and biological – is embodied in our arms, legs, hands, hearts, breasts, wombs and vaginas, in our hormones and cycles of fertility. We cannot enter creativity with our rational brain, in order to enter it we must allow our body, its senses and intuition to lead the way.

The labyrinth


A labyrinth is a symbolic journey…but it is a map we can really walk on, blurring the difference between map and world.

Rebecca Solnit, Wanderlust



The Rainbow Way takes the form of a labyrinth. A winding, circuitous path taking us into the center, and out again.

Labyrinths have been used for thousands of years around the world as symbols of the spiritual journey, as meditative tools, and for healing.

[image: ]

At first glance a labyrinth resembles a maze, as both are made of winding paths. But there is a vital difference. Mazes have dead ends, and wrong turns, whereas a labyrinth has just one path leading into the center and out again. Unlike the maze, which is there to trick us into going the wrong way, all the labyrinth requires of us is trust as we follow the path, step by step, following our intuition. Although walking a labyrinth might feel like we are going round in circles, getting nowhere, in fact, we are always moving on through: we cannot lose our way.

The labyrinth is the perfect symbol of, and guide to, our journey as creative mothers. Though it may be new to you now, it will become familiar over the course of the book. If it is already familiar I guarantee that you will gain new insight into it.

Labyrinths come in many shapes and forms, from the simplest spiral path, to a complex rose-shaped Chartres labyrinth. Though they can have different numbers of paths (circuits) and take different forms, the anatomy of the labyrinth is innately simple. They share the same unique features – one entrance, one path leading in and out, spiraling from the entrance to the center.

When I had finished the first draft of this book, having already named it The Rainbow Way, a dear friend who was reading it through asked me: “If you were to create a visual map of the creative journey, what would it look like?”

I puzzled about this all afternoon, desperately trying to logically figure out: what does the creative journey look like? And then as I was leaving my studio that evening, my eye fell upon the picture of a seven-circuit labyrinth that I had drawn some months earlier at a workshop I was teaching. Seven spiraling circuits colored red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo and violet. One for each of the body’s energy chakras. There it was, staring me in the face: the Rainbow Way! Of course! It suddenly all fell into place. This was my map, which had been sitting quietly on my altar of inspiration, waiting to be discovered! This image which I had been drawn to for years. That I had been teaching for years. This symbol which represented the spiritual path. That I had used to teach women about the journey of birth. It had been there all along. Waiting for me!

I could not believe it had never occurred to me before. And later, during my final editing, it was waiting for me again as confirmation that this was indeed the right path. Reading Sue Monk Kidd’s life-changing book, The Dance of the Dissident Daughter, she discusses in great length the central role of the labyrinth and its myth in women’s awakening to themselves.

Please remember…

Whether you identify with the archetype of the Creative Rainbow Mother or not, whether you “get” labyrinths or not makes little difference. They are merely conceptual frameworks for explaining and exploring the intangible concepts of creativity and women’s experiences. Please do not get hung up on them. If they work for you, as they have for me, and scores of other women, then I am delighted, if not, then allow your mind to scoot over the terms, rather than block your way. I would ask you to stay open to possibility, to the unknown. Stay curious and receptive to the unfamiliar. That, after all, is the royal road of creativity.

Walking the Way your way


Feel yourself being quietly drawn by the deeper pull of what you truly love.

Rumi



This book echoes the creative process it talks about – spiraling in from my personal story, to those of other creative mothers, to those creative heroines, to the archetype of the Creative Rainbow Mother herself and back out again.

It is divided into two parts. The first gives voice to the experience and struggles of being a creative mother. The second focuses on the creative process itself and how you can integrate this into motherhood. Right at the center is a powerful initiation onto the Rainbow Way.

Each step along the way is explained, the voices of other women shared, and exercises – both reflective and creative – allow you to explore the topics and further integrate the lessons into your daily life and creative practice.

They will help you to identify your own blocks, passions, needs and priorities. They should also churn up lots of useful material for further personal creative projects and help you to start getting back into your creative zone, by offering guidelines for simple but meaningful creative projects, which are accessible to you whatever your skill level.

Each chapter should stand alone and give you guidance, inspiration, creative mother’s voices and practical tools on the topic you need, when you need it. You can turn to a chapter on getting unstuck or creating with your children, and it can work for you that way.

If you already are an established creative person, I want it to help contribute to your understanding of your own creative process, to help to mesh your roles of mother and creative person more harmoniously, and to take you deeper into your own process.

If you want to learn “how to” be creative then I will teach you real skills in how to approach and access your creativity easily and practically, demystifying the process.

To get the most from its transformational potential, I recommend that you read it from cover to cover and work through the creative exercises and reflections, commit to it like a self-guided creativity course from the comfort of your own home.

Even more powerfully, work through it with a group of other creative mothers (using the chapter on Women Creating Together to help you in setting up a group if you need guidance). Share your responses and insights. You could meet in each other’s homes once a week, or create a private group on Facebook. Do the creative activities together or as homework, and use the reflection questions as discussion starters (perhaps using the model of the speaking circle in Chapter 4 to guide you).

Recording your journey

I recommend that you to get yourself a journal or sketch book to use alongside this book. I will be asking you to write and draw a lot in response. Though your responses may turn into later great works, they are initially just for you, and writing and drawing are the two quickest, simplest ways of recording your thoughts, intuitions, memories and feelings.

If you do not consider yourself an artist or writer, please do not let this stop you. Celebrated psychologist James Pennebaker, spent ten years of clinical research studying the effects of writing on healing emotional trauma and has shown that 15 minutes of writing every day for four days, about traumatic or formative events, helps every area of an individual’s life, from self-esteem, to productivity and employability. The verbal expression of previously withheld stories helps to reallocate energy from the subconscious to the conscious mind. Drawing helps us to access other parts of our awareness, to express thoughts and feelings which we might not have the words for.

Step one: Find, buy or make yourself a book. You could:


Use a spiral bound sketch book.

Staple a bunch of A4 printer paper together – or tie it with ribbon!

Buy a pretty journal.

Get a folder to keep loose leaves of paper in.

If you will be painting in it or art-journaling, then be sure to use thick paper (140gsm or higher).



Step two: Get some pens or pencils that you like and keep them with the journal. And keep in it a place that you will use it – or take it round with you during the day. Good places include: beside your bed, beside the toilet, in your handbag, on the kitchen counter…

Step three: Fill in the first blank page! Do not be outsmarted by a white sheet of paper! Perhaps fill the first page with your name, a quote that speaks to your heart, an image you love – use a color you like, maybe two, add some doodles, a few stickers that you like, make it feel good.

Step four: If you’re feeling really creative why not make a cover for it – choose some nice wrapping paper, perhaps print your own, make it feel like yours.

Congratulations! You’ve just started your creative journal. May it be a sacred place to rest, reflect, rant, to see yourself more clearly and celebrate your beauty, to work through ideas and birth beautiful dreams. Do not be a stranger to it!

At the end of most sections in this book there are questions for reflection. Be honest, be real, look deeply; answer instinctively as you respond to them. Make a promise not to second-guess yourself. This is a space where the first thing that comes to you is OK: this is the place for raw instinct.

Why not use it as a scrapbook for your creative endeavors? Stick in photographs, write down recipes or your feelings about what you’ve painted. Jot down ideas of things you’d like to write about, things you’d like to research more, images you love, articles which have caught your interest. Make this full and rich and messy, a real workbook full of you: your thoughts, ideas, reflections, achievements, plans, possible projects.

Let this be the map to your creative journey, an archaeological record of your soul. It will show you where you came from and document your creative development. This is also where you can capture your ideas, to work them up into bigger creations later.

You can take the Rainbow Way as far as you need to – whether you just want to get creatively unblocked or find practical ways of fitting creativity into your mothering journey. Or if, like me, you are open to letting the Way transform your whole life!

Reflections


How have you used journaling in the past?

Do you have any blocks to getting a journal started? Where do these come from?

Are you excited about having a space of your own to reflect and dream? Or does this make you feel anxious?

How does it feel starting afresh, filling that first blank page?








Chapter 2

Creativity


Odd how the creative power at once brings the whole universe to order.

Virginia Woolf




There is a vitality, a life force, a quickening that is translated through you into action, and because there is only one you in all time, this expression is unique… You have to keep open and aware directly to the urges that motivate you. Keep the channel open.

Martha Graham



What is creativity?

What exactly do you mean by creativity, I hear you cry! Creativity is a broad term, intentionally so:


•  Creativity is the magic that happens when intention meets matter, the application of human skills on materials which shape it into something new, beautiful, useful or reflective. In grandiose terms it is transformational alchemy.

•  At its most basic level creativity is making stuff. Taking one substance, say wool, and turning it into another, in this case, a sweater. Taking flour, butter and sugar and turning it into cake. This takes concentrated effort, defined skills, some degree of imagination and the ability to follow – or create – a recipe or pattern.

•  But we can also create intangible things – such as events, workshops, or concepts: we take the germ of an idea and turn it into a reality.

•  Creativity is about stepping into the unknown: first with our minds, and then through our actions.

•  It also refers to a way of thinking and problem-solving, an imaginative approach to living, a way of “thinking outside the box” and finding innovative solutions.

•  Many forms of creativity require that we tap into our imagination, reflecting on and studying our inner or outer worlds in minute detail, translating our inner experience through color, words, sound, movement, touch…

•  This imaginative communication can help us, or others, to find healing, joy, beauty or a deeper understanding of ourselves.

•  Creativity is all around us, all the time. Trees make leaves, flowers make fruits, spiders make webs, women’s bodies grow babies. It is how the world works. We are doing it all the time, whether we think of ourselves as creative or not. Whether we are doing it consciously is a different matter.

•  When we become conscious creators, we take the time and intent to focus our energy on what we want to create, or how we want it to look. We are creating the world anew in our own image.



There is a juiciness to creativity, a succulence that comes up from within, a sensuality which both produces and is soothed by the act and product of creativity. Creativity is pleasing to us on a deep level. Be it the feel of clay in our hands, the colors that make us feel alive as we knit or sew, the meaning that we find in the words that we write, the energizing feel of movement as we dance and the music moves through our bodies.

Taking part in creativity helps us to be more fully alive on every level, it asks that we engage with life in a visceral, and interactive way. Paula, a home-schooling mother of four, puts it beautifully:


I think that the Holy Spirit that Christians talk of is something that is expressed or channeled through art and creativity – it is an energy that comes of being connected to life rather than hiding from it, although it is also connected to the secret self – there is a balance between the inner and outer world, a relationship, a movement or dance if you like, between the two. Both are needed for really creative magic to happen, for something to really have soul.



Are you creative?

I’m curious, what is your gut response to this question? If you’re anything like the majority of women I spoke to in the writing of this book, you will have a hard time thinking of yourself as creative. Let alone calling yourself a Creative Mother.

There seems an innate nervousness to calling ourselves creative – though most of us are. Most of the women I spoke to struggled with defining themselves as creative, let alone “artists”. And yet they painted pictures, wrote books, danced, sang or knitted, or sometimes all those things and more! One woman, who had made her living from writing for twenty-five years, wasn’t sure if the term really applied to her! Another, who went to art college forty years ago and has sewed and painted almost every day since, shirked the label.

Why is this?

I think that the answer to this block is the first key to unlocking our creative selves, and giving ourselves the time, space and permission to be creative. What we consider creativity to be, and whether or not we “have it” or “are it” is a large part of our self-definition.

The chances are, if you’ve picked up a book on creativity, some part of you either thinks of yourself as creative, finds joy in creativity or aspires to be creative. Right?

I know all about denying creativity. Let me tell you a story…

Many years ago at the opening of one of my father’s painting exhibitions an older woman asked me that very question I just asked you.

No, I answered, in all seriousness, I’m not creative.

My father had made his name as a renowned potter, now he was branching into design, sculpture and painting. Whereas I hated making pots and I’d never had a painting exhibition…

And I really meant it, I wasn’t just being humble – I didn’t value my creativity because I wasn’t a money-making Artist.

In that moment I kind of forgot the A Level in art; all the oil paintings; the plays I had written, directed, adapted, translated, acted in at school and University; the dance classes I loved; my fervor for cooking; singing in numerous choirs; the instruments; the crafting. Oh yes, and the poetry, novel chapters and journals full of writing stashed away in drawers. It was all hobbies, just silly stuff!

We can be very good at belittling our skills. And it is far more than just modesty. It is something to do with what “art” should look like, what writing “should” be like. Discovering the research of Sally Reis gave me a huge insight into this:


The creative process in women may emerge differently than in males, and in some women, it may have difficulty in emerging. Women’s perceptions of the creative process in art as well as other areas have been filtered through male perspectives and the cultural roles developed for women but not by women. Therefore, female writers, artists, scientists and creators in all domains deal with male conceptions of creativity and a creative process that has been accepted as the standard within that domain, but may only be the standard for male creators.



It was then that I realized that I wasn’t alone in my lack of creative confidence. It was endemic amongst women – because we were comparing ourselves to something which felt instinctively “not us” – so of course we didn’t fit, and couldn’t belong. We will explore this in much more detail later in Part I.


Can anyone be creative?

Mary, a mother of two, asks a question I hear a lot from people:


Can you learn to be creative? I feel it is something you have in you, and I don’t have it!



I believe that we all have a creative spark in us, but in some it has just never been kindled, and in others it has been prematurely extinguished. Creativity is a process which is innate to humans, and one which we engage with, usually unconsciously on a daily basis.

The creative flow is everywhere. It is the underlying principle of life; we do not need to make it happen. By aligning ourselves with the creative processes arising naturally within us, and in the world, rather than feeling isolated from them, we can begin to co-create. The more aware we become of the process and how it feels in ourselves, the more we can align ourselves with it. The more we can heighten our senses, and refine our skills, the more accomplished the products of our creativity.

However, most people confuse “creative” with “artistic” and associate creativity with its end product – a masterful painting or beautifully iced cake. We are all creative, though not all of us might have raw artistic talent, just like we are all active, but not all of us are naturally athletic. But raw talent is only a part of the equation – the rest comes down to regular practice, learned skills, supportive habits and lifestyle, good teachers and mentors to get the best from us and, most importantly of all, confidence.

I love Pam England’s insight on the subject:


Human beings in every place and time have beautified and decorated dwellings, tools, pottery, clothes, ceremonial masks, even their bodies; part of being human is to make art. We imbue our creations with meaning and draw meaning from them. Making art can be a social ritual; sometimes it is a journey into solitude. Through art we see what we have not seen before, we are surprised, confirmed, and changed by the process of making it, and by our reflections on it.

And yet prevailing attitudes about art-making keep most adults from making art. For example, making art is: reserved for those with special talent; for everyone else, it is frivolous; time would be better spent learning facts. Tapping into old childhood anxiety or messages about not knowing how to draw or color (or sing, dance, or write for that matter) interferes with impulses to create.



So I need to stress here that when I talk about creativity I am not talking about Art. This is not a book about composing opera or making oil paintings, unless, of course, that is your favored form of expression. This is a book about self-expression, making stuff which makes you feel good, having fun, making the world a little brighter and enjoying that whilst you have children, including them in the adventure.

Not everyone need dedicate themselves to the life of the artist. As a creative mother, unless your children are much older or you can afford full-time childcare, you are unlikely to be able to. But we can all learn to quiet ourselves, to look outside with open hearts and listen inside with curiosity. We can all develop our senses and practice giving expression to our inner experiences. Every single one of us can learn to express what we truly love, what we find beautiful and multiply this in the world. We can all gain pleasure from seeing our mastery of skills develop and grow in whichever field we are interested in, be it cooking or prop-making, dress-making or ballet. This is the heart of the creative path, and it is open to anyone. I love the way that Leah, an artist and mother of two, reflects on the cultural understanding of the term artist in Pam England’s book, Birthing From Within:


In some cultures there is no word for artist. Everybody has that innate urge to create, everybody is a creative being, that’s human. The Balinese, who have no word for art, say of their art: ‘We have no art, we do everything as well as we can.’ But in our culture we are constricted and told from a very early age that some people are special – they’re artists.



And if you are still not sure if you dare apply the word creative to yourself, let alone “writer” or “artist”, I dare you to read these passionate words from my dear cyber friend, Becky, and not feel something stir in your soul. I first read them in the early days of learning to call myself a writer, and held them close to my heart as I stepped into their permission to own myself as a creative:


For those among us who grapple with the titles of writer, artist or musician, I offer a reflection on my journey to accepting myself as a writer.

Who do you regard as “writers”? Are they people who write for others? Are they people who write for themselves? Are they people who have achieved status as a writer by selling their work?

For most of my life, to me writers were artists I respected as significant literary contributors – those widely read and praised–those whose words stood the test of time, inspiring their readers by capturing their attention through their words. Writers were people whose works stayed with their readers long after the book was read. Somehow it felt presumptuous to put myself in the similar category with my loves: Emerson, Thoreau, Nin, Shakespeare. I mean, who the heck was I to call myself a “writer”?

Many artists feel the same about the title of artist, as do musicians about being called a musician.

Our society creates, praises, and values creators of art, music, and literary works equating the sale of their art to success – by creating pleasure en masse: the most CDs sold, money exchanged for a painting, selling out a concert hall, book sales etc. Should sales be the barometer of success? Risking cliché: surely beauty is in the eye of the beholder.

Personally, I refuse to define art and artist (works and writers) by society’s collective acceptance of talents (vis-à-vis monetary exchange) as the gold standard. I believe these beautiful essential expressive human art forms are dwindling – at risk of extinction – at the hands of a collective definition of art, music and writing.

As creators, it is our silent – most often unpraised, unnoted but most worthy – responsibility to write, make music, and create art first and foremost for ourselves, and to define ourselves as writers, musicians, and artists by our personal satisfaction not society’s.

A few years ago, I decided to define “writer” to myself, and created my own definition.

To me, being a writer means finding personal depth and courage to use words to express that which is difficult to put words upon – whether our words are witnessed by others or not. Being a writer to me means taking time to paint with words, to edit, replace, and to painstakingly birth a vision, born of energy, thought, and letters. Being a writer isn’t something that was externally dubbed upon me, or a title I earned. Being a writer is sacred work, a responsibility to use my chi (energy), my time, my life experience to select and connect words from my palette (my vocabulary) to capture the essence of intentions, feelings and ideas: the light, dark, good, bad, painful, and joyous.

I write because I must. I am a writer by self-proclamation.



How creativity shuts down


Art is not what you make, it’s who you are.

Leonie Dawson



Creativity comes quite naturally to most of us when we are young – we like colors and textures, to scribble and explore. The cool squishy feel of clay in our hands, the splashes of bright color as we paint, the beat of a drum and the emotion of music. We are naturally programmed to immerse ourselves in the creative flow, in the process of doing, totally unaware and unconcerned about the end result.

And then, after the first few years, we learn to watch for responses to our creations. Turning to our mother, Look mama! we say, to our first art critic, showing her our creation with great pride and an open heart. And that’s when it starts to change – how does she respond? Does it make us truly witnessed and appreciated? Or ashamed that we aren’t good enough, chastised that we’ve made a mess? Or is our work compared to that of an elder sibling?

And then at school we are told to color in, only inside the lines, make things the right color, all make the same art project. Be good, do it right, don’t make a mess. Stop! Now start. Write a story, but it has to be one-page long, no longer, or shorter, and about owls. And later again if you carry your creative skills on it becomes about theory, adulation of the great masters and A grades.

Somewhere, quietly, unless we value it deeply, and come from a family that values it, or have a wonderful teacher who sees us truly, our creativity slips out somewhere by the back door, as we get subsumed by grades and earning money, looking right and fitting in.

One of the most powerful exchanges I had on this topic was with writer and dancer Julie Daley, a heroine of mine, who oozes creativity in her life and work. To the outside world she is the embodiment of a unique and highly creative spirit. Her response truly floored me, and illustrates just how much impact the judgment of others in our formative years can have:
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