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The next two weeks after a night of undiluted fear, would see my most extreme experience of change and growth. A few
days before the fortnight ended, one drop of empathy and an added thought remodelled my entire outlook and dreaded
story. As I reflect on this experience on its first anniversary, I remember details that I left behind in those confronting
enclosed rooms of a hospital hiding as a home. The countless meetings with doctors who were only intelligent in their
understanding of medicine, but not in humans, seemed to make my situation even more hopeless. Soon they grew tired of
employing a bodyguard to eye an adolescent, so I was given a bed three hours away in Melbourne and there I arrived as a
puddle in my boots, ridden with just more fear.

The teenagers there bore similarities to the previous patients, but the difference was in me. For the first time I opened
myself to their offers of connection, because these people understood, and at that time that was all that mattered. And
through sharing my compassion and empathy for their stories, I learnt to be compassionate and empathetic to mine. I
drew obsessively in those unending hours, connecting to myself visually and therapeutically in ways I could not yet wrestle
with words.

The most monumental moment was in the white sheets of a stiff bed, when my family visited me and I saw them in pain in a
too familiar fashion of defeat. I decided at that moment that if not for me, but for them, I will try my best to keep on living.
And as though I was cementing this promise, I scribbled on my already defaced bathroom walls, the words, 'It is ok to not
be ok.' This was an idea that was simple and obvious enough, but it took the weights off my shoulders. It allowed me to
stand straight for the first time in my life, as I realised that my depression, my emotions, my state of being is not only
allowed, but accepted within me.

Here comes the true struggle; a lifelong promise... My devotion to fill in the cracks.

***
I consider my experience in two Psychiatric Wards in 2017 to be the true beginning of me deciding that art will be my life
and career, despite being told over and over again that there are no jobs or money in being an artist. To me, art is
communication and connection, and as a woman with autism, this was vital since I still sometimes struggle to
communicate or use words. When I was very young and in speech therapy, I would struggle with communicating at all, so
I would draw pictures for my mother so that she would know what I needed or wanted. Art was my way of bridging the
gap and allowing my voice to be heard and it still is. 
When I stopped going to speech therapy, I was a very vocal child, to the point where I would have tantrums anywhere and
in front of anybody - completely unaware that this was socially inappropriate. I would struggle to connect with my peers,
but I did manage to have some friends. I had a best friend at one point, but when her mother found out that I had autism,
she stopped letting me play with her daughter anymore. That was one of things that made me realise that people at that
time saw autism as something bad. I became so ashamed of my condition when I was 10 years old, that I made it my
mission to be normal. I wanted to be able to do anything that anybody else could do. I would not allow myself to accept
any limitations that I had, I tried so very hard to think about everything I said before I spoke it and I would push myself
past my limits to do things that ordinarily I could not do. “Failure” was not an option. And so I turned from a boisterous
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and confident child, into a shy, self-hating, reserved and quiet tween and teenager. Art has always been a big part of my
life, but since I wanted to do and be the best in any way I could - including having a flashy and impressive job - it never
occurred to me that I could follow it as a career. No, I was going to be a doctor or a lawyer or an engineer. I wanted my
parents to be proud of me, but more than anything, I wanted to be proud of myself.

Let’s fast forward to when the only thing that got me through was drawing. I was shocked when my parents told me that
they would support me if I chose to pursue art - this was so helpful as I was working through a lot of trauma and I could
not go back to school, let alone leave the house for several months. As soon as I got out of hospital, I painted or drew all
day, every day. I was so engrossed in art, because I could not communicate the pain I was in. Art became my
communication. It was wholesome therapy and without it, I would not be here today. I know that that might sound “overly
dramatic” or corny, but it is the truth for me and many people. Painting, drawing, the drive for creation and connection
through art… They were all my reasons to keep going. While I now have more reasons to live, it was undeniably
important and essential that I and other people had art so that we could start and continue to thrive.

The final artwork I drew in Boxhill Psychiatric Ward in Melbourne in 2017

Connection
The poem below was written in a blank book given to me by an incredibly important person in my life called Cassandra.
At the time we met and started dating on the 12th of November of 2017, I was still in a lot of emotional pain and I was
working out how to recover and heal. We connected on many things, however the main thing was art. For the first time,
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through Cassandra, I knew good love and connection. We decided to write to each other in two art journals, where we
would open up and explore our being through illustrations and words. On the 21st of November I decided to write about
“The Waterbody Beauty,” which was symbolic of my depression and suicidal tendencies of earlier that year. The
Waterbody Beauty was the release of blood, (self-harming) which promised happiness but truly gave misery. It was hard to
write about, but through illustrating the whole poem like a comic, I truly was able to release a lot of pain that has been
welled up inside of me that I had not shared with anyone.

Waterbody Beauty
21st November 2017
Poem in an Art Journal

The sticks and beads that trickle down my nail, sunbathed in inflamed rosiness and a living path,
Coat the already hardening layers of a body of water and salt, dense with protein; the waterbody…
This waterbody is infiltrated inside with her wishing to mirror it with its own shards; a collection of glass, tin, silver and
forgetful blunt replacements.
It’s beautiful, isn’t it? It’s beautiful, isn’t it…
Humour Her, Waterbody Beauty, let her see your orange sliced grin and the corn crammed inside.
Humour Her, Waterbody Beauty, let her pleasure you with her gifts of those sticks and beads, the sight so delicious it
breaks your cries.
Humour Her, Waterbody Beauty, because she is the water inside and she is bubbling and brimming and moving and
screaming with what it means to eat your smile.
Humour Her, Waterbody Beauty… Humour Her… But really, you see, you actually must humour me.
We all claim to be the the Waterbody Beauty, but she is the one that just won’t hide.
Her claws are clenched loosely on my throat and yet I tighten the nails with unfathomable glee.
The nails connected to my sticks and beads that trickle down my…



Hatred is reserved for the immoral and the crooked, but the Woman’s creation gives birth to corruption;
The rotting fringes and edges crawling on every side of the newborn’s head, waiting and hunting for the time to take over.
It’s taken over my territory and it won’t release its fangs.
Please push out the fangs, mother…
I need to breathe, breathe, breathe…
And man is born that immoral and crooked night, in the hour of the pigs that roam my mind.

Maturity is reserved for everyone but me
Respect is painted on the faces of others and they all vainly look in their mirrors that I do not own.
The day they presented strength, I overslept and the night they feasted on hope, I called to the Fathers, “I’m sick, you
poor fool! 
None of that medicine will ever fix the weak,” and then I retreated back into my safe haven, the traps hidden poorly with
rushed temptation.
I need to breathe, breathe, breathe…
And woman was born that crooked and immoral night, in the hour of the snails that release their slime over our sight.



You’re humouring the Waterbody Beauty,
The face of her kinked ethics and distortion roaming in the gross wind that touches every inch of her and there and me.
Her face dashed with red as though a hurried mask -  forgetful of the eyes that always judge and see.
And when in the immoral and crooked night, woman and man are born, swimming in corruption and premeditated and
ghosting grace,
I yell in between crinkled and quickly layered breaths.
I need to breathe, breathe, breathe…
They are born, in the hour of the cruel and worn monster that is in the likeness of the Waterbody Beauty, the night She
forgot her dashed red, but never her mace.
For it is also coated with that already hardening layers of a body of salt and water, dense with protein.
So I insist mainly to myself, “The Waterbody is everywhere you see.” For I need to…



Love is taught by your picker of fruit, with their choice laying between those masked with sickliness and ripeness, sourness
and plumpness.
For this fruit covered your umbilical cord the day humanity was born that crooked and immoral night.
You screamed a wail and a whine reaching to the webbed corners and silent roaches cities away,
But despite these pleas, your fruit - your choice of what the love means - was removed that very day.
“But it’s in safe hands, you see.” That is what they try to convince you of, but to deaf ears they scratch, because the
newborn takes her first breath,
But still I need to breathe, breathe, breathe…
Man and woman died that pure and disgusting night, in the hour of the Waterbody Beauty.

Yes, I wrote about my depression in a very vague and round-about way, but when I shared this with Cassandra by reading
it out loud and explaining what it meant, I was able to connect not just through artistic creation, but also with another
human being. And that is what art has the power to do - it can reach and impact so many people’s lives. Even if it only
reaches and connects with the artist themselves, that is still a human being’s life that has been bettered or changed in some
way, no matter how little. Art can do so many things through the connection of the audience to the artwork. It can calm
you, empower you, make you think, surface different emotions and allow you to process your life, trauma or difficulties. It
can validate you, reinforce your morals or opinions - whether you hate the artwork or not - and help you heal emotional
wounds. Art is powerful, because you can perceive it, share it or use your body to create it. It is fundamental to human
connection, even if that is just with yourself.
Self-doubt and a low self esteem can make you not want to experiment, be bold, or even take part in life or in your art
practice at all. It can create feelings of anger towards your own ability and it can challenge you unhealthily. That is why
forming a good relationship with yourself is so important in being an artist and a human. Challenges and awful
experiences will pop up no matter how confident you are. They will rear their ugly head and do things such as cause you to
“ruin” your artwork or even your life. But remember, these experiences are just as important as when life and creating
goes smoothly.


