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HEATHER HANSON CREATES LARGE-SCALE PAINTINGS IN SAINT JOSEPH, 
MINNESOTA, WHERE SHE SHARES A STUDIO WITH HER DAUGHTER. A FORMER 

NAVY LINGUIST, BREAST CANCER SURVIVOR, AND MOTHER OF TRIPLET 
DAUGHTERS, HEATHER SPENT DECADES IN CORPORATE LEADERSHIP BEFORE 

RETURNING TO HER CREATIVE ROOTS. HER LAYERED, INTUITIVE WORKS 
EXPLORE MYTH, HEALING, AND THE DIVINE FEMININE—INVITING VIEWERS INTO 

THEIR OWN JOURNEY OF REMEMBRANCE, RECLAMATION, AND LIGHT.

MY STUDIO ON ARTFUL WAY 
DIDN’T BEGIN AS A STUDIO—NOT 
IN THE WAY IT BECAME ONE.

It was a storefront. A placeholder. Something 
I could wrap my hands around while the rest of 
my life unraveled and reassembled. I had just 
let go of the corporate title. My daughters—the 
triplets—had all gone off to college. The house 
was quiet. Too quiet. I was in a space between 
roles, between identities, between versions of 
myself.

But Embrace the Space Between had already 
found me. The name arrived in December 2019, 
back when I was still in corporate but beginning 
to hear the call of something else—something 
quieter, more soul-led. I didn’t yet know what 
form it would take. I just knew I was ready to 
find out. I told myself I might coach from there, 
run a little retail, keep things tidy. But the truth 
is, the space knew who I was before I did.

It was long and narrow with high ceilings 
and tall windows that caught the morning light. 
A single tree stood outside—one of the only 
in the district—and as its leaves turned gold, 
something in me quietly began to change.

Inside, I curated everything with care. Teak 
bookshelves lined the walls, filled with oracle 

decks, journals, and sacred books. A marble-
topped bar served as the checkout counter. In 
quiet corners, I placed birds, fairies, and mythic 
symbols—small invitations into the sacred. Gold 
velvet curtains hung from peacock-feathered 
holders, transforming the room into a cocoon. 
The space had its own presence. It invited 
stillness; becoming.

One day, a little girl stood quietly in the 
corner while her mother paid for a book. She 
looked up and whispered, “I like the way it feels 
here.” She was right. It felt alive.

Something in it awakened a deeper part of 
me I hadn’t fully acknowledged. Maybe it was the 
river’s rush. Or the stillness of the Blue Ridge. 
Or the rhythm of being surrounded by artists. I 
found myself walking through nearby galleries 
and quietly thinking… Why not me? I had the 
space. So why wouldn’t I listen to the call?

I didn’t land in that studio out of nowhere.
Before the paintings, there were other lives: 

Navy veteran; helicopter mechanic; Russian 
linguist; corporate executive; global vice 
president. Titles I believed defined success. 
But at what cost? My body, my spirit—both 
protesting. Breast cancer forced a reckoning.

When our triplets were born, Sean and I 
agreed: I would work; he would stay home. 
For nearly twenty years, I carried the weight of 
being the sole provider. When I finally left that 
world, I expected freedom. Instead, I felt guilt, 
like I’d let someone down.

I thought I’d consult. Build a business; stay 
relevant. Then Covid. Everything paused. And 
in the stillness, a question surfaced: If not that, 
then… what?

Beneath the striving was something truer: 
a pull toward color, texture, and story. I didn’t 
know it would become a full art practice. I just 
knew I couldn’t go back.

For a while, I still called it “the shop.”
The shelves were full. Coaching packages 

behind the scenes; SoulCollage on the walls; 
Curated inventory reflecting my years of 
transformational work with women and in 
corporate marketing. I lit candles, taught 
creativity, tried to generate income in all the 
ways I’d known before—through service and 
showing up in ways that felt familiar. But I 
wasn’t painting. Not really.
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THE TRUTH? I DIDN’T THINK I 
COULD AFFORD TO. I’D ALWAYS 
BEEN THE BREADWINNER. EVEN 
after corporate, I kept trying to straddle both 
worlds. Be useful. Be enough. And yet… the art 
kept tugging.

I moved things around, cleared shelves, 
brought in paint supplies. The space shifted as I 
did. Music played; palettes formed. I listened.

I started painting in the back. Just one piece. 
Then another. Tucked behind the shelves, 
the work emerged. One day, a customer said 
brightly, “You could host artists on your walls!” 
I smiled. But something in me stopped. Host 
artists? I protested—“But I’m the artist.”

Then my retail neighbor saw a portrait I’d 
painted. “My God,” she said. “That brushwork. 
Is that yours?” I nodded.

“This,” she said. “This is what you should be 
doing.”

That cracked something open. I brought in 
more work, signed up for art lessons, bought 
better brushes, closed the shop early to paint. 
Eventually, one wall became a full painting wall. 
The other, a gallery. I stopped calling it “the 
shop.” It had become something else. A studio. 
A sanctuary. A space that no longer asked me to 
sell transformation—but to live it.

Eventually, the rent at Artful Way became 
too much. I made the hard decision to leave 
and move into 310 Art, a shared gallery space. 
Practical, yes—but also transformative. It was 
there that I learned how to stand beside my 
work and say, “Yes. I made this.”

And then—just before Hurricane Helene—I 
felt it: a whisper. Take your work home. I didn’t 
question it. As the sky darkened, I packed every 
painting, brush, and piece of furniture into my 
car. I didn’t know why—I just knew I had to.

That was the last time I saw the gallery. That 
night, the flood came. 310 Art was submerged; 
everything was lost. Except my work. Every 
painting had made it out. Saved by intuition.

After that, everything changed. No water, 
no power, no safety net. We left North Carolina 
and moved into Sean’s father’s basement in 
Minnesota. It wasn’t glamorous, but it was safe.
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More on Heather
www.embracethespacebetween.com
Instagram: embracethespacebetween
LinkedIn: mheatherhanson

STANDING BESIDE YOUR ARTWORK 
IS LIKE STANDING NAKED IN THE 
STREET, ASKING TO BE JUDGED.  
At 310 Art, I had that moment again and again. “Yes, 
I made this”—no show, just presence.

One day, a customer fell in love with a piece. I lit 
up. Maybe I can make rent this month. Then he asked 
for a discount.

“I’m an artist,” I murmured, a bit desperately. 
“This is all I have.”

He smiled, shrugging. “It’s just business.”
But to me, it wasn’t.
That experience was part of my healing. I sold it. 

Paid rent. And carried that moment forward—not as 
shame, but as clarity.

My work isn’t a commodity. I’m not here to decorate a 
rental. I’m here to channel what comes through me—to 
honor the divine feminine in bold color, layered texture, 
and mythic form.

Now I watch my daughter MacKenna walk her own 
version of that path. She graduated from art school and 
creates beside me, unlearning the boxes they tried to 
put her in.

As artists, we are told to market, to bend, to shrink. 
But art doesn’t ask to be convenient. It asks to be honest. 
To commit. And I will never betray my calling again.

My work begins with a whisper—a stirring that 
something wants to come through. These aren’t 
decorations. They’re visual prayers. Portals of story and 
truth.

I work large—four, five feet tall—because the energy 
demands it. I mix color palettes as ritual and let them 
lead. Music fills the studio—playlists matched to the myth 
or mood.

Sometimes I begin with words, written directly on the 
canvas. Sometimes collage forms the foundation. But 
always, color reflects our light. Texture reveals our depth. 
And myth carries the truth of our story, with compassion. 
The face almost always arrives first. She anchors the work. 
She is the story.

One of my most important pieces is The Light of Healing. 
I had painted her large at first, full of presence. But as I 
layered elements into the background, they began taking 
over. Bit by bit, she disappeared, her face lost in the noise 
around her. I kept looking, wondering what was wrong.

And then I saw it: I had let her be crowded out. It was 
easier to focus on everything else than to face her. To 
see her. To allow the hugeness—the light—of her to fully 
emerge.

So, I began again. Full-scale. Full presence. She became 
a mirror of what I was finally ready to claim in myself.

Since then, I paint animals, archetypes, and fairy tales 
inspired by Women Who Run With the Wolves—mythic stories 
that speak to the wildness we’re here to remember.

When I get stuck, I dance—move until I 
return to myself. This isn’t a formula. It’s a 
conversation. I don’t paint to decorate a wall. I 
paint to open a heart.

I used to think a studio meant square 
footage; light; materials. Now I know it’s about 
presence. Today, I paint in a smaller space. 
Simple, peaceful—I share it with my daughter. 
We create. We heal. The rest of my family is out 
in the world—each of them living, creating, 
staying true to their values. Each of them 
is learning to remain whole in a world that 
wants us to forget. That’s what art is, too. A 
declaration; a devotion; a way of saying: I know 
who I am.

We are given the gift of creation. And the 
invitation to use it, boldly and fearlessly. 
Wherever we say yes to that is the place where 
we create.

“OUR DEEPEST FEAR 
IS NOT THAT WE ARE 
INADEQUATE. OUR 
DEEPEST FEAR IS THAT 
WE ARE POWERFUL 
BEYOND MEASURE. IT 
IS OUR LIGHT, NOT OUR 
DARKNESS THAT MOST 
FRIGHTENS US.”

—MARIANNE WILLIAMSON,  

A RETURN TO LOVE
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