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This paper explores the questions of What touched me? and What did 
I learn? in the context of the course, Art Therapy Studio: The Mystic 
and the Artist II (ARTST 5872), held at St. Stephen’s College, an 
independent institution located on the original University of Alberta 
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ing with an Afterword Reflection regarding how this course threads 
together with my praxis as an adult educator.
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D a y  O n e

Our first activity of the first day was to take tissue paper, watered-down 
white glue, and posterboard. We were encouraged to tear and glue however 
we might wish. Our instructor, Markus Alexander, described this technique 
as “low skill/high sensitivity.” Eberhart and Atkins (2014) describe this as an 
“art-making task [that] may be something that can be accomplished with-
out requiring a high level of training or experience. At the same time, [it] ... 
should be complex and interesting and challenging enough that it can hold at 
least some of the richness and complexity of human experience” (p. 46).

Having no prior experience in the field and not knowing what to expect of 
this activity, I simply worked with the materials without expectation. I had no 
particular goal in mind beyond using the full dimension of the posterboard: 
I awaited eagerly what might emerge. My piece focused on layers of various 
shades of blue tissue. I was intrigued by the way the wet glue brought a dif-
ferent type of translucency to the coloured tissue, and soon I was starting to 
experiment with adding lighter layers atop darker layers.

Our next activity was to describe our piece, starting with “I am ...”. Much to 
my shock, a poem arose. I enjoy reading and occasionally speaking poetry but 
do not typically conceive of myself as someone capable of ever producing any 
poetry.

Later, we worked with a piece of golden thread. Alexander discussed how the 
‘therapist makes the threads’, and that the golden thread is the conscious, in-
nermost self awareness. We each played with the thread, forming patterns and 
shapes with it, snapping photos with it, and so forth. I found myself strongly 
intrigued by the forms thus created, particularly the dynamics of deconstruct-
ing the forms to create yet more forms. Deliberate yet delicate slowness was 
particularly captivating: the kinesthetics engaged me more than enough to 
overcome the tactility of the unpleasantly scratchy thread. Alexander referred 
to this as intermodal expressive arts (also, Eberhart & Atkins, 2014, p. 77). 
We concluded this exercise by combining our golden thread with our tissue-
paper piece, then writing about it, beginning with the stem, “Once upon a 
time ...”.

I  a m  . . .
I am twilight aloft
Stealing across the sky, soft soft.

Chasing thin clouds and contrails hued
From last lingering bright, imbued.

Crossing, scrawling, hastening on
I change the sky fast til dawn.

Smoothly o’er the bow of Earth
I bring to thee stars, the place of your birth.

And on towards this wondrous space
The world turns always its beautiful face.
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Once upon a time ...

the Engine of the Universe
played out its golden thread.
A chain, linked fore and aft
one behind, one ahead.

Titanic spool fed link by link
Matter bound through time, think!
Thus arises all, in only a blink.

Fiery chaos, burning lead
Vastness, crossed by firm stead
Together while apart, still wed

Forms here a loop, there a kink
the Engine groans, its mighty heart begins to sink.

Yet on it plays, spool unwound, undone
Gathering all along its run
Birthing the stars, one by one
Brightening abounds where before there was none.

Darkness rent by golden wire
The toothy edge draws along the mire
of Chaos, now strung lyre
Igniting all as constellation’s fire.

Sudden tension, then soft, no more
Brings the end, to the core
The susurration in its wake
Leaves all to wonder of what to make. 

The Engine of the Universe
Is it cold, is it dead?
Or is it resting now, leaving aught unread
Or will it wind the chain, link by link
Around the spool, to the very brink.

Snagged matter dear and stars forlorn
A jagged line, the Universe torn

As tightly wound and drawn free
The Engine stops, and lets all Be.
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Upon completing this poem, I wrote, “<me: WTF? Since when did 
I start writing poetry? Is this what lack of sleep does to me?>” This 
experience left me surprised, even shocked. Surprises are something I 
often work hard to avoid, particularly in my activities related to civil 
and human rights activism: that is to say, my experiences in activism 
thus far makes me leery about unanticipated variables. Yet Eberhart 
and Atkins (2014) explain that surprises are important, yet oft-times 
ignored in the theoretical literature of therapy (p. 114). They note 
that “[s]urprises interrupt the flow of the conversation in a way that 
opens new perspectives, and new perspectives often are doorways 
to opportunities facilitating the access to solutions” (Eberhart and 
Atkins, 2014, p. 115). They also note that surprises can “disturb a 
paralyzing routine situation” (p. 115), a point that suggests hope for 
my praxis that all too often has to regard and respond to yet another 
completely routine, regular, and even predictable act of exclusion of 
people from the civil and human rights supposedly due to all. The 
surprise of poetry emerging from this first day, as well as the notion 
of the golden thread linking all, were themselves unexpected gifts to 
help shape my thinking and perhaps re-shape my praxis as an adult 
educator.

As we brought the day to a close, we came together to reflect and 
discuss. Alexander taught us never to end a session with an experi-
ence, that we should construct these sessions in thirds: the first 
third is to enter the experience, the second is to ‘do’ the experi-
ence, and the third is to prepare for leaving. In a single day, we had 
discovered, discussed, and delved through a number of important 
notions: including high-sensitivity/low skill, pressure, expression, 
communication, resonance, and others. I was impressed by the way 
that bounding our time in 20-minute segments (reflective of the 
common therapeutic practise of having only an hour together with 
clients) still allowed for the artist and the mystic to emerge. I was 
also impressed at how much the day’s work felt completely relevant 
to my life as an activist and adult educator. Indeed, Eberhart and 
Atkins (2014) even include educators in a long list of  “the profes-
sions dedicated to learning and change” (p. 24), resulting in their 
choice of the term change agents rather than therapists for their 
book. As the practise of Adult Education has a long tradition of 
working together for social change (such as the Antigonish Move-
ment, Frontier College, and the Women’s Institutes, to name just a 
few famous Canadian examples), I concur that there appears to be 
many possible areas of concordance between adult education and 
therapy. This is something I look forward to continuing to explore 
beyond the bounds of the course.
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D a y  T w o

On our second day, we selected images from magazines to place in 
a glassed and matted frame with four image spaces. Our selections 
were to resonate with things that we find give us ‘balance’. I found 
this exercise more challenging and engaging than I anticipated, but 
also more rewarding. We concluded with a walkabout, observing 
each person’s selections and being present for their description of the 
resonance they found therein. I continue to think on the resonance 
of these images and McLuhan and McLuhan’s (1988) tetrad of 
media effects, a well-known heuristic from media ecology, wherein 
we can analyse how a media simultaneously enhances, obsolesces, 
retrieves, and reverses within the environment and indeed, ourselves. 
Alexander’s discussion of being honest and sensitive to a therapeutic 
client by being willing to share bias likewise fits within the media 
ecology tetrad of media effects paradigm, as all media present a bias. 
As I appear to be the sole emergent media ecologist in my depart-
ment, discovering these connections within the nurturing space 
established by the course was exciting and warmly positive.

Later, we worked on a mandala, which I confess I disliked, though 
for purely foolish reasons. While I am often good at modifying 
activities to meet limitations imposed by my own disabilities, I did 
not do so adequately for this activity, and thus my foolishness. While 
I changed the type of writing instrument to one that was less fatigu-
ing, I failed to account adequately for the territory to be covered. 
Accordingly, I found it fatiguing and painful to try to work across 
the enormous space we had on our large square of paper. This was 
a good reminder that participating fully also requires me to remain 
mindful of my own needs in a way that will not prove distracting 
from the activity at hand. 

We also spent time writing a paper on the role of stillness in the 
creative act. I explored this topic through the medium of a decon-
structed vessel, a waxed-paper envelope normally used for foodstuffs. 
Drawing on Heidegger’s discussion of the space contained within 
a vessel as essential to the vessel--that the nothing is most certainly 
something--I wandered through the angles and surfaces of this vessel 
in a way that I had not previously contemplated. The possibility of 
inscribing the vessel was a potentiality opened by participating in the 
Art Therapy Studio class. At the conclusion of the day, we brain-
stormed (quietly--something more gentle than a ‘storm’) together on 
the whiteboard many elements of the subject ‘stillness’.
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D a y  T h r e e

On the third day, we discussed the notion of ‘interface’. Alexander 
provided us questions such as “How does a sharp mind interface 
with a soft heart?” and “How does love for nature interface with love 
for the city?” Alexander noted that people often want to simplify 
their lives, yet instead therapists find ways to assist them to make 
complexity more manageable. I resonated deeply with this perspec-
tive: in my own journeys with therapists, this is likely the best way 
to describe what I’m seeking. It’s not that I have no friends or family 
to talk about things, but that therapists ask the types of questions 
that allow me to find what is already there, if only I were to look. 
Alexander stated that “the manner with which we hold difficulty 
shapes us,” yet that ‘even in the midst of pain, we can still be con-
nected to something lovelier than that pain’. The statement “touch 
the hem of the beauty that I am” resonated particularly deeply with 
me, accompanied by the full richness of Leonard Cohen singing The 
Sisters of Mercy “and I touched the dew of their hem.” On this day, 
I thought of hems and the way they bind and later ravel, changing 
from a formal statement of public correctness to a favourite pair of 
much-loved jeans.

We played in the afternoon with children’s books and discussion 
dyads. I am still processing the experiences of that afternoon and 
cannot adequately describe the afternoon. We ended the day with 
developing a potpourri of words related to “innocence and delight,” 
which included tenderness, discovery, attentiveness, crystallisation, 
play, subtle certainty, and others. Again, much to reflect upon.

D a y  F o u r

The fourth day was a living example of why I felt so strongly called to 
take a course in a discipline not obviously connected to my own area 
of study. The evening before, I came home to an email query from an 
Alberta senator regarding some legislation currently before a com-
mittee in the Canadian Senate. He had read an analysis I’d written 
on the matter and asked me to contact him directly to discuss some 
points further. Despite rising very early, the two-hour time differen-
tial meant that our discussion was just in time for him to enter the 
committee hearing with the most-current analysis at his fingertips. 
Our discussion also resulted in a request for further documentation 
that I had in my files. While the material that prompted his initial 
contact was produced (by me) for a non-profit advocacy group that 
I head, the other items were simply research materials I knew about 
and had access to: none were prepared or organised for a briefing. 
By the time I completed the oral briefing and found the requested 
documentation in my personal files, then walked a kilometre to the 
closest train station, I wound up being an hour and half late for my 
Art Studio Therapy course.
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For the past few years, I have been a graduate student only because 
I was thrust suddenly out of the world of employment by an act 
of overt prejudice. Coincidentally, provincial actions impacting 
people like me made it obvious that these issues were both critical 
and widespread. Since 2009, I have been an active activist, spend-
ing countless hours researching and writing analyses of federal and 
provincial statutes, writing to various ministries, and speaking with 
media on any and all matters related to these issues. None of this is 
done for tangible remuneration--the knowledge that fixing systemic 
issues likely saves lives warms my heart but does nothing to pay my 
rent. Thankfully, my rent is manageable due to a small disability 
pension--but the reasons for qualifying for such a pension are not 
insignificant, and often choosing to do volunteer work for civil and 
human rights issues means not being able to choose to do things for 
me, things I might find relaxing or pleasant or simply fun. Quite 
by accident, I had the opportunity to spend a couple of hours in an 
Arts Therapy workshop a year previously, and the incredible sense of 
perspective and renewal stuck with me: something tangible came out 
of that intangible moment, and it was something I wanted to try to 
grasp again. The opportunity to take the course during the last week 
of September/beginning of October was sudden and immediately 
felt like the right choice. The intrusion into the bubble of reflec-
tion and rejuvenation during that week by the senator’s call wasn’t 
unusual--since 2009, whatever my plans might be, those urgent 
issues would immediately take precedence over my own needs.

But that day, I found myself responding as quickly and thoroughly as 
possible to the matter at hand, and then successfully turning (or re-
turning) to the space held together by the Art Therapy Studio course. 
This was an important revelation: that I might be able to attend to 
an urgent, time-sensitive matter and still regain or recover a space 
necessary for my own needs was an utterly novel experience. Usually, 
such moments instead disrupted me for at least a day, usually several 
days, and again, with attendant consequences to my health and fam-

ily life. While I begrudged losing some course time, the lesson that 
the space could be re-entered seared me to the point that by the time 
I was able to steal moments to write this paper, I had declared to my 
non-profit colleagues my need to have a temporary leave of absence, 
being available only for urgent, non-delayable matters and leaving 
the dozens of housekeeping matters I normally attend to for others 
or for no one. To do such a thing was unthinkable for me before 
engaging with the Art Therapy Studio course: previously, I dropped 
everything immediately, no matter what. This time, I dropped things 
only insofar as to deal with the immediate necessity of the moment. 
(A brief note of explanation: this particular piece of legislation has 
bounced around for a long time now, shepherded through agonis-
ingly slow and often unpredictable processes. Thus, I had no reason 
to expect I would receive a call at any time during the week I was 
in the Art Therapy Studio course. However, when the call came, it 
was urgently important to me that if my contribution was sought 
towards the successful passage of this legislation, I needed not to 
squander that opportunity.)

Apropos to my specific experience, I happened to arrive to class in 
time for the resolution of some cooperative music-making, followed 
by a painting exercise. Alexander troubled the notion of “creating 
time for creative acts,” noting that “we often talk about finding time, 
but time isn’t hiding, we need to make time, make a crack, find a 
crack into a new quality of life. An hour here, an hour there.” Again, 
my mind filled with Leonard Cohen, this time, Anthem, “there is a 
crack, a crack, in everything; that’s how the light gets in ...”

Using our canvas as a drumhead, we continued to make music in 
the moment, an unexpected moment to make a crack, make time. 
Alexander spoke of anxiety as a flow, that ‘flow often continues in 
many ways’, and advised us to paint along with the flow, to “be with 
the as-is, with what’s there.”
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Having never painted on canvas before, and no knowl-
edge of how tempura paint might work, I selected just 
three colours: purple, red, and blue, later augmented by 
points of white in spots that dried first. I began with try-
ing to ‘wash’ the entire canvas in colour, simultaneously 
using purple, blue and red in large, long strokes. I later 
added a long loop comprised of dots-and-tails, with a 
slightly different texture to the paint by adding white glue 
to the paint used for that part. Reflecting on the as-is, I 
wrote in my notebook:

I had to let go of 
a lot to paint with 
unmixed colours: 
when I paint objects 
[at home with 
acrylic], I usually 
use a dryish brush or 
pointillism to create 
colour transitions 
(gradients) by layering 
[a single colour 
at a time]. It felt 
uncomfortable 
(anxious?) to use a 
wide brush with three 
different colours 
[simultaneously], 
unmixed. THEN it felt 
liberating ... oooh, so 
pretty! But, then the 
canvas felt small, as 
it took little time to 
cover it thus.

New layers just made 
things look muddy, 
so I switched to 
pure coloured red 
to add additional 
short swaths, plus a 
few [more] in pure 
purple. This appeared 
a bit like ripples on 
water, flowing in/
under/in front/behind.

That’s when a sense 
of primordial chaos 
arose ... so [I] 
decided to try to 
frame a shape using 
the more typical 
pointillism I use at 
home. However, the 
paint-glue I’d mixed 
also pulled long tails 
with it, so instead of 

the neat, clean stamp 
of a paint brush 
handle, I had that 
plus a wiggly stem. 
Some of these even 
began to draw colour 
from prior wet 
layers, looking slightly 
marbled (at least, 
marbled when wet). 
Next I layered pure 
red dots and finally, 
tiny white wherever 
there appeared to be 
dry canvas (as [I] 
did not want white 
to pick up underlying 
colours).

Before [adding] white, 
[I] mixed paint-
blue-glue plus red 
(leftover) to make 

thick, dark purple, 
drew those across 
as wiggly tails, no 
dots. All of this 
NOW felt like tiny 
movements towards 
order: the swoosh 
of constellating dots 
and tails against 
the horizontal flow 
beneath and in [the] 
purple tails. 

The title arose: 
Ouroboros, before 
time as this piece 
feels like stillness 
(anti-entropy) arising 
or emerging from 
Chaos. 

The tiny white 
dots could be the 

first suns, few and 
scattered.

I’m particularly 
intrigued by how 
the painting’s sense 
changed both from 
different creation 
layers but also as 
it dries. I did not 
anticipate the state 
of the materials 
(liquid v. solid) 
to make such a 
difference. A second 
thing is, first, “layers” 
in Photoshop now 
make more sense, 
as constructing 
this painting also 
involves several layers. 
Second, because the 
painting CHANGES 

as it DRIES, me 
as the painter can 
ONLY set up the 
PRECONDITIONS 
for the final work, 
not truly establish 
all components within 
the work of the work 
itself. 

This intrigues me: 
I set the FORM 
but the technology 
(paints, canvas) 
establishes the 
MEDIUM. Nifty!

This last line is a reference to some of my grounding for my emergent Master’s thesis, 
wherein I investigate form forming identity, looking at form as technology for the 
medium of citizenship, as per Postman (1988) describing “technology is to a medium 
what the brain is to mind. Like the brain, a technology is a  physical apparatus. Like 
the mind, a medium is a use to which a physical apparatus is put” (p. 104). The notion 
of preconditions setting particular things into motion or allowing for the emergence of 
something is foundational to both general systems theory and media ecology. Discover-
ing this same thing through something as apparently different (than research) as paint-
ing was nothing short of amazing.



Jumping ahead briefly to Day Five, we each wrote a suggested title 
for one another’s works on slips of paper. We were free to use the 
words thereon, or other words inspired by those words, to create a 
poem regarding our painting. I reflected on the many suggestions, 
organising them by content and rhyme structure, as well as what felt 
‘right’ to me. Each line of my poem is exact to what an individual 
gifted me. 

OUROBOROS, before t ime

Circulatory ambulation

Jagged passion

Light storm ...

The intricate explicit

Clarity is emerging from the 

distance

Complex, full and oh so 

beautiful!

Opening to possibilities

Rhythm of the galaxies

Concept of Being.
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While the painting emerged from my fear of marking the clean ex-
panse of canvas, followed by chasing the ever-changing surface with 
an openness to see what might become, the painting began to tell me 
its own story. I didn’t intend my painting to be anything, yet it soon 
spoke to me in a deep, sustained rumble of primordial energy. I felt 
as though I were witnessing the birth of the Universe. The loop that 
crosses the centre might be elastic matter, coalescing as it is stretched 
to its limit, and now snapping back, scattering from it the white-hot 
points of newborn stars. From then to now, two months’ later, the 
appropriateness of this image to my thesis work is profound: as I 
explore (autopoietic) systems and the way some people are rejected 
from these in ways that constructs them in a system-specific way 
(something I currently call ‘transpoietic’ in that they are simultane-
ously rejected by yet still ordered by this system), the formation of 
the Universe is no less foundational to this understanding. Matter is 
matter, yet some can become stars, some dust. Some planets, some 
comets. Some, something else as-yet undiscovered by humans. As 
an adult educator and activist, I often feel as though the issues that 
confound us stretch and pull at us to a point of perfect tension, until 
they break and snap back to something different entirely. I remain 
fascinated that this sense could emerge from something so abstract 
(?--as opposed to searching for specific words to describe other ab-
stract things, such as words and their definitions) as paint on canvas.

I took notes occasionally as my painting dried. I was captivated by 
the ongoing changes that emerged as the paint interacted with the 
air: colours dulled or brightened, surfaces reflected one way, then 
another. One note stated “[I] feel a sense of wonder at what comes 
forth and what arises after (as it dries.” Another, longer reflection 
written after some collaborative music and dance work stated,

Today, I want to take 
away that setting up 
certain conditions can 
enable me to open up 
creative space. I am 
beginning to suspect I 
often sit at the ‘mystic’ 
space (if somewhat 
transitively) but rarely 
TAKE time to connect 

to the creative to bridge 
mystic to creative self 
AS WELL AS bridge that 
mysticism to others. 
(Others equal those not 
inside my psychic space, 
who need mediation or 
interpretation to begin to 
understand [my intent]).
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Another exercise on this day was to work with some clay whilst con-
templating either our painting or our mandala. I chose my mandala 
comprised mostly of four bare trees branching outwards. I worked 
the clay into a tree-like shape, but my conceptualisation of this was 
less ‘tree’ and more ‘nerve’ (dendron? axion?). My notes stated,

Sadly, the clay was plasticene and given the reaction I had to it, I’m 
pretty confident it was the good stuff chalk full of ... chalk. I’ve never 
reacted to clay (the type that needs firing), but I definitely reacted 
to this stuff. It was hard to work and hurt my joints terribly. After 
completing the singular neuron, I scrubbed my hands for close to 30 
minutes to try to remove the material and its binder from my hands. 
It was a thick, sticky sludge on my skin that burned and burned. 
Perhaps this might be more correctly an ironic rather than a sad 
moment--after all, I hurt myself making the mandala, too. But it was 
a good reminder that sometimes I don’t do things not just because 
I’m busy or overburdened, but because the thing that could be done 
is something that truly can’t be done by me. I think I’d like to try 
this sort of exercise again, but with something like polymer-based 
sculpting material, or even the firing-type of clay.

“I feel as though our 
work this week activates 
my nervous system in 
‘rare’ ways. However, 
this week shows me 
that such activation 
is CONSCIOUSLY and 

DELIBERATELY possible. 
Thus, this stillness, 
creative/express space 
can be RECLAIMED (at 
will?) rather than merely 
be an ongoing dashed hope 
to find or discover.”
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D a y  F i v e

On our final day, I was again late. This time, my body simply failed 
me. Normally, I am unable to sleep before the wee hours of the late 
late night, and thus my day starts late. To attend this course, I was 
operating in a constant state of jet-lag as it required me to be up sev-
eral hours before my body was prepared to do so. Rushing to reach 
the train station, I had such severe shin splints that all I could do was 
stand still until they released, finally realising that my best choice 
was to hobble to the closest bus stop and await the next bus. I would 
not reach the station any earlier under my own power. Again, this 
underscores a common reality I experience but few see: sometimes, 
my exertions result in me stopping whether or not I am prepared to. 
Exhaustion led to me moving too slowly in one space, causing me to 
move quicker yet clumsier in another, resulting in everything simply 
no longer working. As the weeks after the course have ticked by, this 
final morning has felt less humiliating and more enlightening: I need 
to listen to myself in all respects. I need nourishment for my soul, 
but I still cannot ignore my body. It’s okay for me to make choices 
that nourish me rather than only making choices that help others in 
need. Indeed, only helping others without also attending to myself 
and helping myself is unsustainable. 

We began the day with a discussion of crystallising, using the poem 
title activity as a way of crystallising. Alexander noted that we were 
playing with the I-us, the us-I. Later, he noted that the tone of our 
five days together wasn’t about “trying to be creative;” instead, it was 
about relaxing into being-with. That these days opened the possibil-
ity of “you having time with you,” “you having time with the work,” 
and “some basic theory,” together. And also, “a little more at ease 
being-with the difficulty.” He noted that ‘we are resource-oriented, 
however ... it is very important to take time to focus on what gets 
in the way of our own well-being. We need to name it, claim it, and 
aim it’. Ask ourselves, “What gets in the way?” For me, the week 

brought both my activism and my body into sharp focus as things 
that get in the way, that can lead to complexity that feels overwhelm-
ing and unmanageable. 

In the afternoon, we discussed the circle, that as the circle gets big-
ger, people handle more. Alexander spoke of taking care of presence, 
the need to “support the evolution of ‘the more’, that more-ability ... 
progress at deeper and higher without trying.” My notes are some-
what rough, so perhaps these paraphrases are more surface than the 
substance they represent, but they speak strongly to me still.

What touched me? What did I learn? I learned I could reach inside 
to find myself, even amongst the chaos that often bounds my life. 
I learned I could open myself, and let people see the chaos. I was 
touched by others, and others touched me. 
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A f t e r w o r d  R e f l e c t i o n :

Art Therapy Studio: The Mystic and the Artist II (ARTST 5872) was 
my first opportunity to study art therapy. As someone with nearly no 
prior experience in art therapy, and certainly no formal training in 
the arts, the course outline’s declaration that neither experience nor 
training was necessary was fortunate, as I had neither. My graduate 
studies within educational policy studies have gravitated to civil and 
human rights, interpreted through a media ecology lens. Why would 
a media ecologist seek the experiences available through an Art 
Therapy Studio course?

According to Eberhart and Atkins (2014), “[f ]ocusing on what is 
happening in the art-making experience and trusting in whatever 
arrives in that relational art-making process ... is a fundamental shift 
in worldview ... towards a process-based view of reality in which the 
world is seen as systems of interactive and interconnected processes 
rather than a collection of objects” (p. 24). Nystrom (1973) notes 
that both general systems theory and media ecology “have in com-
mon a view of the world as a system” (p. 6). Nystrom states that one 
difference between general systems theory and media ecology is that 
the former “is heavily influenced by its roots in pure science” (p. 8), 
while the latter “is distinctly concerned with human interactions, 
and most of its models, concepts, and methods have been drawn, 
to date, from the observation of social systems” (p.8). In my own 
research path, I arrived at the understanding of the importance of 
some aspects of general systems theory (via Luhmann) to my work in 
media ecology long before discovering Nystrom’s seminal 1973 dis-
sertation. The happy accident of uncovering the conception of two 
metadisciplines as fraternal twins is compounded by discovering that 
Expressive Arts work may also fall within a system theory paradigm.

An important point to underscore is that “meaning is contextual, 
subjective, multiple and co-constructed in relationship ... our think-

ing is influenced by language systems and by historical, cultural 
and political discursive landscapes” (Eberhart & Atkins, 2014, pp. 
25-26). In my own research work, I am continually confronted 
by conflict over the meaning of words and symbols, as any given 
person brings historical, cultural and political perspectives that bring 
forward meaning rarely identical to that of any other person. Indeed, 
Korzybski (1933) suggested that “[w]e can only speak legitimately of 
‘meanings’ in the plural” (p. 22), as “[p]ast experiences. the knowl-
edge [etc.] of different individuals are different, and so the evaluation 
(affective) of the terms is different” [“etc.” translated from typeset 
shorthand from original; emphasis original] (p. 22). My research 
work has lead me to dwell increasingly more often on developing 
visual representation of complex data, to try showing rather than 
rely only on telling in the hopes that alternate ways of presenting my 
explorations would likewise allow people to engage with my work in 
ways that might not arise through written words alone.

As an adult educator, the opportunity to experience a taste of expres-
sive arts therapy was beyond my wildest expectations. I believe that 
finding ways to reach into myself is essential to finding ways to reach 
out to others. While our discussions were often couched in thera-
peutic terms, the content and direction of such discussions were not 
out of scope for a room full of adult educators. This connection is 
exciting and nurturing for me, broadening my horizons in ways that 
I expect to be personally and professionally enriching. The gestalt of 
the week was important to my experience unfolding in the manner 
that it did. My brief explorations of what touched me and what I 
learned continue to unfold now, and knowing my tendency to dwell 
upon and fold/unfold experience, I expect will continue to do so 
for years’ to come. Accordingly, this paper cannot truly be said to 
conclude, only to end ...
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