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It’s hard to say in one sentence

When someone says ‘How are you?'... s it possible to
cover the yin yang of every day, the feeling of joy or
peace, the physical pains .. . the lightheartedness of
this and the utter horror of that ... in a few words?

Fortunately not.

| used to answer t}utquestlon with =0 - s0'— which

no doubt left a slight dis-ease in the asker ... as it did

in myself. .

Then there s a time when one tells amore direct truth ;
- ‘terrible’ or great’
or ‘it’s difficult to say’
or ‘glad to have made it thus far’
To the latter ~ if someone seems
surprized — 1 say 'Well, it really is a miracle, when you
think of it — |
to have made (t thus far -
considering life -
all it’s challenges,
- | all {t’s choices ...
and with this 1 tend to delve right in and
strangely enjoy mulling around in the state of the
inner life of the moment!

The real answer | suppose is: ‘It’s hard to say in one
S : ¥y -
sentence,
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Intuition

A developed tool, 2 small voice, a guide,
which he[ps us live more cansciuu.sly and is the synthesis

of our thoughts and feelings to date
briuging the head in to the heart.

Listened to and followed, intuition {s essential to
creativity, yet there is a point at which the individual’s essence
must not be pushed, |
A very delicate place, this potent note,
which contains the sum of the person’s parts,
the integrative summation of their lives to date

 the pearls of life

the PEARLS
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Sorting at many levels

A thread to mast of my days s

sorting, noting, discarding, sxmp[if'ymg
as though to ‘have a handle’ on most items in the
house will bring me an ultimate satisfaction.

Often, I've said, | don't wish anything to be in my
house which is not useful, sentimentally valuable or
aesthetically nourishing .. .. with always the aim of
keeping the rooms simple and enjoying them.

| wonder if this is the need for some control over life
... the control we seldom really have.

Or is it that as we sort things out on one level -
another level of one’s self is being affirmed or released

at the same time.. ...
Yet ancther possibility is thatas time goes

on and we have absorbed much and are bombarded
with much else. ... we simply do not want to handle
it all, so consciously we attempt to pare down

.. to have less, savour more.
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How Where We Are Living Reflects Ourselves

 always say I have done my
metamorphosis in the same city I was
born in and feel proud of it!

| have had several rebirths in this house.
It went from being an expression of being
US in my marriage, to being a room of my
own’ or an expression of ME in years of
being on my own.

Through existential nausea to Joy - has
been my pervading concept about life.
l have painted from paln and now

I want to paint from Joy.

| check every year within, to see whether |
choose to remain in my house... and still,
when the pondering is done, the answer is

yes.

It (the house) pleases me.

It is in and close to nature - so
important. A refuge, a pleasure
and my own.

| can orchestrate it fairly well now. The
spaces are the right size, the light is ample.

It is simple enough... not too cﬁlttered...
Comfortable —

and from it | have a show place for my work.

Theoretically, | would like to be able to be
in many places and have my home
in myself.

So — it holds me
still.
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1 guess it [s ﬂattering
when people say
“you're so lucky to have your art”
3n .
The statement though, always
confuses me from the start

To have done
what I’'ve done on canvas,
I have paid ounce for ounce

in anguish

It has not been apparent,
that vulnerable centre,
that growing edge
sharpened from angst

Yet reflned energy is
gleaned from those ciepths ;
Transmutation is one of the steps

So Ithey’re right in a way,
they just miss what | pay,
in being lucky to have my art

S



