


In memory of 
Gail Julie Watts 

1966-2018
 

“A woman who kept pushing me to be
more than I thought I was”

Cancer took you from us, but you will always live on in
our hearts. 

 
- RIP My Special -

 



THE JOURNEY BEGINS AND THE FEAR SETS IN
 
 

“How do you know you're an artist? That's the
main question. 

To know you are an artist or not is like breathing.
You don't question breathing, you have to

breathe 
otherwise you just die.

So, you breathe."
 

― Marina Abramovic



THE BEST ADVICE I WAS EVER GIVEN, 
AND IGNORED

 
 
 

“People who know what they're doing know the rules, and they know
what is possible and what is impossible. 

You do not and you should not. 
The rules on what is possible and impossible in the arts were made
by people who had not tested the bounds of the possible by going

beyond them."
 

― Neil Gaiman
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Rather than making yourself focus on something other than your
misfortune, go deep into it. The strong emotions that emanate from
not getting that grant or that show can be channelled into your art.

Use the rejection letter or voicemail you received as a jumping-off
point to express anger, frustration, and sadness.

Make artwork directly from the letters, or make a drawing, painting,
photograph, sculpture, or poem based on your reactions.

Make it big or small, but assume it is not for sale or public viewing;
let out all your feelings in it.

This is a moment not to hold back. It could even lead to greater
works of art in the future, or—who knows—a breakthrough.

Frequently, the advice on how to process rejection involves
focusing on ways to feel better; those tactics tend to apply to any
industry, but not necessarily the profession of being an artist.

It may be difficult and disappointing not to get that job, promotion,
or pay raise, but it’s quite different (and perhaps more intimate) for
rejection to be based on your art, which is so closely linked to who
you are as a person.

I was content and settled at the bar. I remembered that it is safe to
sketch and draw at an airport or official establishment, but not to
take photos. Security today is very strict.

I experienced this in Prague at a place called "Grow Bar".

I discovered this underground bar as I was walking down the steep
cobbled streets. It was in a cellar and would not have been
discovered if it was not for the sound of a young man playing a duke
box mix. 

I stepped down into a new world and went to the bar confidently for
a beer. 



I noticed there were ashtrays and people at the bar smoking. 
They did seem to be very content and extremely happy. I asked the
barmaid if it was okay for me to smoke, to which she smiled and
passed me an ashtray. I hide in the corner with a panoramic view of
the bar, people watching as I did with Gail. 

We would always do this together and have that "Comfortable
silence" where we were both in our zone observing a play unfold in
front of us. Then we would comment on what we had both
witnessed, and laugh.

The sketch book came out and I was in the zone cataloging my
environment and fixing my memory.

I took a photo of my drawing and then the barmaid appeared stating
that no photos were allowed and left me to my drawings.    
                   
Many artists travelled and recorded the atmosphere and essence of
the environment surrounding them. I hope to feel and see this
more. I have heard many peoples advice and opinions and always
turned away or felt it as an insult. 

I watched a graduation speech to university students by Neil
Gaiman. He said.

 
“First of all, when you start out on a career in the arts, you have no
idea what you're doing. This is great. People who know what they're

doing know the rules, and they know what is possible and what is
impossible. You do not, and you should not. The rules on what is

possible and impossible in the arts were made by people who had
not tested the bounds of the possible by going beyond them. And

you can. If you don't know it's impossible, it's easier to do. And
because nobody has done it before, they haven't made up rules to

stop anyone doing that particular thing again” 
- Neil Gaiman





Marina Abromovic said how much she respected her mentor. and he
gave her two pieces of advice. He said to her.

"If you are drawing with your right hand and you are getting better
and better, and people come up to buy your art because you can
draw anything you want perfectly. Immediately turn to the left
hand". 

And that was very important advice because when you become
routine, that is the end of everything. And the second great advice
he said to her, "You know, in your lifetime, you probably will have
one good idea if you're a really good artist and if you are a genius,
two good ideas, and that's it. Be grateful and careful."

- Marina Abramovic

Collaboration and sharing advice is so important. Network and
communication. We should learn from the mistakes of others, but
we only accept it when we have equally made the same mistake and
then say "Now I know."

Stay open to different ideas, opinions and views in life.

Richard Branson
He said the following on Linkedin - “Ask Richard”

"Throughout my life I've tried to remain open to different opinions,
even when they are at complete odds with my own. If you want to
grow and create something new - 

you need to encourage healthy debate and stay open to new ideas.
If you want to change someone's mind and make meaningful change
- you need to try and understand where they are coming from.
I have always said you need to listen more than you talk, and I view
every conversation as a learning opportunity. 

Staying open to different opinions can ignite a creative spark, create
shared solutions, form deeper connections and help us overcome
our differences."



The expected news was on the screen and intercom. My flight was
delayed. My journey was on hold and I just had to occupy myself
with my drawing and warm beer.

I awaited for the start of the next chapter in my journey

This was totally expected. You should always allow for this
contingency. Nothing ever goes to your plans “You can’t plan your
life. Life happens between your plans”. 
I remember watching a film with Tom Hanks “The Terminal” based
on a true story of a man who becomes trapped in an airport.

The Terminal  was a 2004 American comedy-drama film produced
and directed by Steven Spielberg and starring Tom Hanks,
Catherine Zeta-Jones, and Stanley Tucci. 

The film is about an Eastern European man who is stuck in New
York's John F. Kennedy Airport terminal when he is denied entry to
the United States and at the same time is unable to return to his
native country because of a military coup.

The film is partially inspired by the true story of the 18-year stay
of Mehran Karimi Nasseri in Terminal 1 of Paris-Charles de Gaulle
Airport, France, from 1988 to 2006.[2] In 1988 Mehran Karimi
Nasseri flew from Brussels to London via Paris. However, he was
sent back to Paris because he lost his refugee passport.
 
Mehran Karimi Nasseri lived in the transit area of Terminal 1 at
Paris-Charles de Gaulle until 2006, after France denied him entry.

So sad how bureaucracy, red tape, can affect our lives. Would it
happen to me here and now? Flight delay? Food !

I needed it now, but at these airport prices it was crippling. I
thought it would be slim-line on my wallet if I just ate the left-over
food from passengers' plates rushing to their flights. (Oh, the lucky
ones who’s flights were still on time). Obviously I did not.

Thinking of food, plates and discarded objects, it made me wonder
about “Still life” painting. I really struggled with this. 
Why? How can you express the movement, expression, personality
of a placid plate? 



I started to think why would an artist spend so much time painting
a subject that gives nothing but just it’s being there? Maybe I am
not seeing the full picture. Maybe it is just the simple journey of
creation that is the driving force. I wish that was applied to my
delayed flight.

As I sit and read, I am distracted by a mother and her daughter as
they head towards their departing flight gate. 

The daughter appeared 16yrs old and was with a face mask 
 covering her mouth (Covid), the mother not. 

The daughter was encapsulated with clothes to cover her and
even hands. Her mother, not. Joggers and tee-shirt. The daughter
walked with careful calculation, avoiding the cracks in the floor
tiles. The mother skipped on. 

I wonder who was more content and happy? Did the mother just
care more about the holiday?
Maybe the daughter had psychological issues. Art therapy could
help her. 

It is cognitive therapy for trauma, depression, anxiety and more. It
is the expression, journey and process of the art creation which is
the fundamental objective. It is not about what the artwork looks
like at the end. It is the journey.

Many artists have had psychological issues such as Van Gogh,
Frida Kahlo. Maybe society paints their own picture of an artist
who must feel (pain, fear, depression) to create.

Is it the subject or execution of the painting that makes a great
artwork? Blood, sweat and tears. Surely these are not the
ingredients.



INTERCOM ANNOUNCEMENT

The announcement comes on the speakers asking for myself to go
to the security desk IMMEDIATELY !!
What have I done? Why me?

I leave my half pint of warm, overpriced beer and head diligently
to security. 

I don’t want to make it obvious that I am the target for
questioning.
I arrive (with no delay) to the security desk and am greeted by a
lovely smiling young lady. 

“Hello sir, how can I help you today”? She spoke with a high
pitched, squeaky tone. 

Nails down a chalkboard, but she smiled with perfect teeth and
puffed lips. Foundation perfectly plastered and trimmed
eyebrows.

I explain to her that I was called to the security desk and ask her, 

“So! how can I help and improve on your day?''  with a suave
smile.

This reply changed her performance and expression. Her smile
disappeared and was on the next flight. (Not like me or fellow
passengers)

Then the light started to darken, the ground rumbled as a huge
shadow cast upon us. Her protector appeared from behind. He
was a hulk of a being, dwarfing us both.

“You are an artist?”. Stern and direct. My knees quivered and
other areas of my anatomy.

“Well yes, or I'm trying anyway”, and laughed. 
He did not.
He thrust a tube in front of me. Hands that made it look like a tube
of smarties.



“Recognize this?” No expression.
 
Now I am really feeling the fear build up. Midnight express film
comes to mind.

“Oh, Crumbs, I completely forgot that.” (It was a collection of my
art rolled up)

“Thank you so much” I said, trying to be passive and deflect the
issue involved.

Unamused, he stated that security breaches like this, (leaving
unattended items), cost time, money and resources. His time and
resources.

I felt for him, having to do a job he is employed to do and paid for
when he feels it is wasted time and costly. 
Shame on me.

RELEASED FROM SECURITY

I was released and needed a cigarette from my encounter with the
“HULK”. 

AVAILABLE ON AMAZON KINDLE
AND PAPERBACK

www.davididdonart.com








