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I have been battling over what to write about, since so much has happened in the last several months and so much
processing needs to be done. I currently have four drafts, each being picked away at when I have been ready to talk about
the details within. I have noticed, however, that each time I write, at some point I reach a sign that reads, 'Too hard to
process any more - go back.'

I could be easily very frustrated about this, and I have been. "Why can't I write anymore? Why am I so horrible with
words?" I asked myself, unhelpfully. "I am stuck!" I yelled in my mind. I thought that not only could I not type up a
finished piece of writing, but I also felt stuck with where I was in my life. More than a month ago I spent nearly seven
weeks in a psych ward and as of now, I do not have enough distance from the event to be able to look at it with some kind
of “gold nugget of wisdom." I have had a continuous fallout while I grieved my mental health, once again, and now I do
not know what to do. What do you do when you feel like you are stuck?

After some thought, my answer to that was to focus on the passions and things in my life that bring me comfort and joy -
something that brings me forward. For me, that is art, because it allows distraction and also the facing of my deepest
thoughts, insecurities and worries. It has saved my life on many occasions and I am so grateful to it. Art is an odd thing to
write about, since it is such a huge concept that is so ineffable. It can be found in all spaces and emptiness within life,
death and any in between. It can be primal, accidental and completely raw, or methodical, elaborate and refined, as well
as both or neither and on any part of the spectrum.

It is magic. An accidental blob of paint may be repeated in the fashion of being accidentally on purpose. A planned line
that goes crooked may be worked in the process of the painting itself; celebrated for its wildness and as a wondrous secret
for the artist. I doubt you could find too many artists where the vision and the result is exactly identical to each and every
detail, because with any medium, beautiful surprises may pop up. The thing about this and why I need the wonderful thing
called art to go forward, is that it does not matter about the outcome, other than the hopeful wish that it becomes
aesthetically near to your idea. For me, I need it because it with every stroke of wet paint, I am processing, thinking and
visually depicting my thoughts about my past, present and future, as well as insecurities - the leeches that tell awful stories
in my mind and my emotions. It allows me to do all of that when I paint and after a session, I often feel re-energised and
hopeful. Because art is my love, when I take part in it I often feel like I am going forward, towards my future.

However, not all the time, especially when I feel stuck, am I able to paint, draw or do some kind of art. Sometimes
depression and anxiety is so painful that I cannot get out of bed. When there is nothing you can do, but be, it is important
to be self-compassionate, despite all the leeches, that say that you are worthless, a waste of space or someone who is not
doing what she has to do. And truly, those stories are never helpful in getting you to do what apparently "needs" to be
done. People look down on being self-compassionate or gentle in times of pain, grief or feeling stuck, because they see it
as some kind of laziness. But there is so much good that can come out of being self-compassionate for a while, weeks, a
day or even just a moment. Which leads me to what Cassandra, my girlfriend, answered when I asked her the question,
"What do you do when you feel like you are stuck?" I tried my best to write down her beautifully spoken answer.

Her answer focused on how she descends into her 'rabbit hole', so that she can work out what is making her feel stuck
without too much pressure or pain. Her rabbit hole is her safe place, and it is an imaginary house where there is nothing
harmful. It is hers and hers alone, and it is designed to be comforting and reassuring. Usually before going in the rabbit
hole, she puts pressure on and she gets angry at herself, which doesn't make her do the something she is putting pressure
on to do. She realises an alternative approach is to be gentle. Imagine someone else who is stuck and whether you would
talk to them in the way you talk to yourself. Look at yourself as if you are your own friend. Always, in enough time,
gentleness results in being unstuck.

She also talked about how when she feels emotionally stuck, it feels as though she cannot write or draw and the more she
insists on doing art, the more she doesn't want to. The instinct is to do some kind of writing or drawing, because that is her
calling and what she is good at, however, when she puts pressure on, the result and process won't be as good. She shared
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with me a saying she wrote, which is, 'The doing only has worth when the being doing the doing has worth.' Just being is
enough. We are raised to believe that our worth is bound up in our actions and that our worth is our merit. But it isn't.
Whenever you are stuck, you need to take in, rather than to output.

I thought this was excellent, because not enough people realise that going into this 'rabbit hole,' or safe place is not being
weak, but rather strong and emotionally intelligent. It allows processing to be done - which is another thing that is so
important but undervalued - in a way that's gentle and self-compassionate, which is one path that can help you go
forward. Yes, you can push yourself, force yourself to do things that are "good" for you, but in the long run, it can cause
you to crash or fall apart. We are all human and we need to allow our own limits be. It does not make you weak or
inadequate. You are good enough, more than good enough, when you are just being. And when you just be and fully accept
you just being, that's when you are able to do the things that are good for you. That's when you become unstuck and that's
when you can move forward.

Over this month, I have realised that I have needed to be gentle with myself, because I am still healing from my past. It is
okay to be self-compassionate, and it's hard to say, but I am an example of that. It was so hard to get out of the house or
get out of bed for the first couple of weeks after getting out of the psych ward, but since I allowed myself some love and
understanding, I have achieved a lot. I have painted almost every day for the last several weeks and two days ago, I
travelled to Melbourne with my art lover, Cassandra. Being surrounded by art was the greatest medicine, but I need to
realise that being there and getting there was the hugest feat for someone who has such high anxiety with going outside
and being around people. It's hard to say and I am writing this with tears in my eyes, but I am proud of myself. I have
been self-compassionate in a time I felt stuck and because of that, I can move forward in my own way. I really do hope the
same happens for you.

***
I am a bit stuck with my art right now. My energy levels are low and finite, so I often spend it quite quickly, which means
that most of the day I am exhausted. Or in other situations, I spend my energy on things that I wish I didn’t. It’s not all
about energy though, it’s also about inspiration, or more accurately, the lack of it. I have several works in progress right
now, but I just cannot find myself to be able to work on any of them, or even start a new one. It feels as though I have lost
the ability to draw or paint and that I have no idea how to get my hands to work. As a person with no job, I stay at home to
recover, heal and create art. Creating art makes me feel like I’m doing something productive and that I am not a waste of
space. But when I have an art block, a lot of negative stories flood in. 

As I write this paragraph, it is the 9th of January, 2019. I wrote that previous paragraph at the end of 2018 and the feelings
and experience of feeling stuck like that is a common occurrence for me. However, I have been quite good with my mental
health lately and I have been right in the gritty mud of art creation. I just finished a painting I started one year ago that I
abandoned after dropping out of school again. The long title for it is ‘DARE TO SEE - DARE TO BE - despite what has
hurt you in the past.’



Description - This painting means a lot to me because it has evolved in so many different ways. It started as a self-portrait
in a very superficial and literal sense and has evolved to be about my journey of recovering from trauma. So many people
are on this journey as well and my heart goes out to them. I just want to tell them and myself that you will continue
forward and grow to be even stronger - you just need to dare to see the light and darkness, and allow it and you to be - to
use the bravery that I know you have. You are a warrior and despite depression, anxiety, PTSD, psychosis or other mental
illnesses, you will not only survive life, but also conquer it.

Yesterday I wrote that I just finished the painting above and that I have been quite well mentally. As though my brain had
heard that, it responded with, “Fuck you!” and then it all came crashing down today. I feel like my hands can not create
anything anymore, I do not know what to do and I feel lost and stuck. I was sad for reasons that I could not articulate and I
spent a good chunk of my early afternoon crying. I realise when I think about it calmly, that feeling stuck is perfectly
normal and does not mean you suck at being an artist or a human being. But why do I go back and forth from acute
depression to hopeful? And how can I get out of the rut that I am in now and stay that way?

Just before I started crying, I messed up making our bed, a task that is so simple but still I could not get it “right.” As an
autistic person, I find it really difficult to do some things, including following verbal or visual instructions. The more I was
shown how to tuck a sheet under the mattress, the more distressed I became. I have always felt bad about being unable to
follow instructions and for me, it makes me disappointed in myself for being so “stupid.” My previous positive mood
unravelled and all the emotions I was keeping inside fell out. When I was crying, I told Cassandra how useless and
worthless I felt, and how I felt like I ruin things. Cassandra knew I was not just talking about the bed and so she held me
and told me about forgiveness.

Not everything we do in our own life will be exactly like we want it to be and sometimes we will mess up. The key is to
realise that yes, we  made a mistake or simply did not do what we wanted to do, but we forgive ourselves. We deserve love
and understanding. When I was having an art block last year, I stopped pushing myself to create, but rather allowed
myself room. I forgave myself for not making art and instead worked on the things I could do, even if that is just resting.
Then when I was ready and felt at peace with myself, I created more than I had in months. I was able to finish a painting I
started a year ago and the happiness and pride that came with that made me realise that it was good that I painted when the
time was right, and I can in fact finish things and not abandon projects or goals, unlike what my brain was telling me.



I am really scared that I will not be able to complete this art book, based on how many times I have abandoned a project
just like this. However, after looking at the words I have written so far and having them jumble in my brain, I realise that
yes, this will be hard work, but worrying about the creation of this book, just like in painting or other kinds of art, will not
allow me to create, or in this case, write more. I will finish this book, but I won’t if I do not think or act as if I can. I am an
artist and you are an artist - whether you have realised this yet or not - and we will create, whatever that means to you, as
long as we forgive ourselves for the times that we can’t.


