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Foreword
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Have you ever wished you could fast-forward to your ideal life? Artist and author Lewis Evans has done just that, vividly creating it in his imagination, pre-living and pre-loving it in exquisite detail, until it materialized in physical form.




Quantum physics tells us we are an integral part of the seamless consciousness that pervades our cosmos, connecting us to the infinite possibilities of universal intelligence. Since our individual electromagnetic fields are part of this interconnected energy, we are constantly transmitting and receiving, broadcasting information to the world around us. Our sense of self is informed by our thoughts, which are electrical, and by our emotions, which are magnetic. This means that what we think and feel matters—and becomes matter if we powerfully focus our thoughts and feelings on the vision we wish to realize.




In this unique futuristic projection, Lewis takes you on a very personal journey, sharing his profound wisdom, insights and breakthroughs as he envisions his ideal reality, bringing it alive for the reader as it gradually takes physical form in his own life.




A collection of inspired journal entries spanning 365 consecutive  days,  this  book  represents  an  intimate






conversation in which you get to know the man behind the pen and the paintbrush. The captivating narrative establishes a special relationship that also enables you to discover and more deeply relate to yourself. As the revelations unfold, the sharing becomes more intimate and profoundly philosophical, creating a friendship and a shared vision of what is possible for our world.




Future Perfect Now is an invitation to expand your sense of self, to embrace your own limitless possibilities, and to engage your higher faculties in creating your own vision for the world you wish to see. It is an invitation to a quantum upgrade—to fully live your life and to truly love living it.



—Olga Sheean, author of

The Parents: How far would you go to save your world?

Create a vision and never let

the environment, other people’s beliefs, or the limits of what has been

done in the past shape your decisions.

Ignore conventional wisdom.


—Anthony Robbins
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FUTURE
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Every day, for a whole year, I settle down to write.

––––––––
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I have no agenda, no forethought, no story, no plan.

My mind is empty, save for a vision of my perfect future and the blank page in front of me, which I fill,

right down to the very last square of the grid.

––––––––
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They say that thoughts become things, and I certainly agree. Everything we create begins with a thought.

To create something we want, we must think of it in the present tense, seeing it as a done deal.

If we put it in the future, that is where it will remain.

––––––––
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I let my mind roam in this space as I explore my perfect life.

Now.

Am I writing about a future life or

having realizations and feelings about my present? Human experience is only in this present moment, so vision and reality merge in a seamless flow.
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PERFECT
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This book contains 365 visionary tapas—snippets of

unfolding reality for me; perhaps some inspiration for you. These pages can be read individually, in any order, because there is no plot, no timeline. Only now.

Now. Our most precious gift and our only true reality.

––––––––
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Which came first: the chicken or the egg? The vision or the life? In my experience, they co-exist. They are inseparable.

––––––––
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As an artist, writer and lover of life, I appreciate the magic of the moment, the power of stillness, and a focus on our fragile existence. What I create is also for you, and vice

versa. Our co-creations merge, out there in the ether, with my vision supporting yours and yours mine.




––––––––
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Sample, savour and share whichever tapas appeal.

May they inspire, bring fresh perspectives or ignite a spark on your journey, lighting the way towards your vision and enriching those who see you shine.
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NOW
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I love these moments. After a good lunch up at the house, we step down to the beach and walk along the surf. It’s such a gentle slope at the water’s edge that we are both able to soak our feet as we walk. That’s when we dream. That’s when we remember past times and look forward to new ideas that surprise us still. That’s when we connect in creativity—and gratitude. Today, we are remembering. That was such an incredible day, not so long ago. You hated it but loved the anticipation when I insisted that you wear a blindfold. You knew roughly where we were after an hour’s drive from the airport. And, of course, you could smell the sea and hear the breakers. But did you have any inkling as to what was about to be revealed when I stopped the car on gravel, and opened the door to the blast of heat and warm breeze? When I opened your door, took your hand and walked with you, eventually placing your hand on the iron knob of a heavy gate... “Turn it,” I said. The hinges creaked a little as the gate opened. We walked a little more, flip-flops on warm gravel, before I stopped you again. I could hardly contain my emotions. “Lewee, where ARE we?” you said, smiling under your blindfold. I turned to face you. I felt so proud, and so much love. I felt humble and had a slight sense of worry in case the effect wasn’t as I’d anticipated. Would it be another Milestones1 moment? I gently removed your blindfold. You blinked. “Welcome home.”






You are still sleeping as I tiptoe downstairs and charge up the Gaggia. It’s taken a few goes for me to get it right. But, then, trained baristas devote a lot more time—or, at least, they used to, when all the Gaggias were purely mechanical—to get the pressure exactly right, the exact amount of grounds, freshly milled in the machine that stands beside it, and the perfect pump action on the handle. So satisfying. All that chrome, all that engineering focused on creating a perfect, slightly frothy espresso. In my case, it’s a double. I withdraw the little white cup and place it on its curved white tray with one—no, let’s make it two—almond biscotti. I admire the arrangement on the beautiful gift you gave me so many years ago. Sitting on our lush wooden worktop. I tie my bathrobe and take the coffee, slide open the patio door and place the cup on the wall. The seagulls are up to their usual tricks. I instinctively place my hand over the biscotti. Just in case. As I breathe in the warming sea air and watch the last of the mist evaporate over the still ocean, I am so grateful ... and somewhat smug, I have to say, that after everything that has happened—all the struggles you had with your health and the fight to find a safe place—here we are. Safe, secure, fully paid up, huge income in place, and a beautiful home where we are already getting creative.






I stand at the front door, looking out across the gravel courtyard towards the gate. A beautiful curved wooden double gate that echoes the shape of the doorway where I stand. The gateway, framed with rambling wisteria that extends along the newly renovated wall that it serves to mask on our side, leads onto the coast road a short distance beyond. It’s a quiet road as it doesn’t lead anywhere that tourists want to go—to the south. And, to the north, there is just the village. From the village, you wouldn’t even know the coast road was there, unless you had spent some time studying the map. No visitors yet. But there will be very soon. Carefully and lovingly, they will be welcomed to share in the beauty of our new world. Our front door, a bridge. Our protector. Our stargate. It’s strong, weighty, but moves on the perfect mechanism in effortless balance and firm resolve. It knows what it does and is proud of it. You are safe here, but you are no prisoner. You shine and grow stronger by the day. Sea air. Long walks on the beach. Good food. The boundaries are in place, but they are laughing with those who understand, those who love, because they provide the freedom in which we now revel. I go back inside. Each step appreciative of where we have been, our journey, our struggle, those who have loved us along the way; knowing you are there with your heart aimed fully at mine. The door closes, my heart opens.






My restless mind is both a blessing and a curse. When I got up this morning, it was as if nothing was in sync. I did the five rites2 all wrong and forgot to put my cup on the coffee machine, having pressed the button to deliver the coffee. And I didn’t even notice for a few seconds. I was somewhere else. I was thinking about the planet. Turning one turn each day. And, as it does, people rise, have their day and go back to sleep. Like a Mexican wave, eternally rising and falling, opening like a flower to greet each day and then closing up as the light fades. It seems such an impossible and at best unlikely process, unique—as far as we know—to this one rock, floating round this sun of ours, with its own gravity, ecosystem and consciousness. And then I look around me at the stuff we have for living, and outside at the garden and the beach and sea. I am not of this, I think. But then the eternal question butts in. Okay, then, what am I? I have asked this too many times, so I take my partially rescued coffee and sit on the warming terrace for a few minutes while I drink it. And forget the question for a while longer, knowing that, in doing so, I am re-entering the illusion where I have striven and been fortunate to become comfortable and to have found love—and to know the question will come back.






It’s all about mark-making. This life. We make marks, not knowing what on earth we are doing and how it relates to or affects anything else, or how the picture will develop. The first mark on the canvas. My life without a real plan. Even if I have an idea as to how this painting will work out, I know it may change significantly along the way, either by dint of my skill limitations or my choosing to change things, my choice of colours, shapes, materials. It’s all the same. All a choice. And what does it all matter in the end? I don’t even go there. The search for meaning becomes too tortuous. But, somehow, I tread a path between aesthetics, meaning and some idea of decorative acceptance. Or do I? What is my courage? I take a quick break to re-hydrate. I am safe here in the cocoon of my studio, to explore beyond—but only in my head. Outside, the world of living, relationships, eating, shitting, busying, finding interesting and entertaining ways to fill time before death. And there is so much beauty there already. There is you, this place, tastes, smells, sex, love. So, what am I trying to do in my private space? Why do I always question? Why cannot I simply enjoy—a reflection, a reflex to what happens beyond these walls, a celebration in abstract expression. How can I usefully use my energy and enjoy the rest of my life?






I press the button and a wedge of blinding white light starts to spread across the concrete floor as the door slowly rises. Eddies of dust and sand swirl, dramatically thrown into contrasty detail that fades as the door nears the top of its travel. My eyes adjust to the light. The bright white sand resumes its sand colour. At the back of the room, I grab the hook on the end of the cable and pull. As it unreels, I walk out onto the beach and down to the water. A momentary chill as my feet are submerged by the slight swell. “How was it today, Manuel?” “Good, thank you. I think you will be pleased.” I am still embarrassed that this simple handyman has perfectly mastered my language while I have done so little to learn his. I attach the hook to the bow and we take up our normal positions—one on either side as I press the remote for the winch. The boat lurches as the cable takes up the slack and we glide it up the beach to the runners, then inside onto the rollers. I cut the winch motor and turn on the lights as Manuel closes the door. Together, we haul the box out of the boat and lay it on the floor to inspect its contents. It has indeed been a productive morning. He gives me the two Dorada and a snapper that I choose and quickly lay on ice in the fridge. We haul the box to his van so he can get the rest to market. I know he has no time for a coffee, so we shake hands and he leaves.






How come ants are so organized? And how did they find our barbeque, anyway? I didn’t clean up properly last night, so I am watching as a neat line of them commute both ways, with purpose and amazing mountaineering skills, from the barbeque, down to the floor, across the terrace, up and over the containing wall before they disappear into the shrubbery beyond. An entire city mobilized with one simple aim—to get food and take it home. Compare that with the chaos we humans create at the supermarket, just before national holidays or in times of crisis. Mind you, ants don’t have to battle with trolleys or line-ups at checkouts, or park and load shopping into the backs of SUVs. All the same, I am struck by the seamless flow, the apparent cooperation, the seeming absence of self-interest and the pure athleticism of what they achieve. Bring it up to human scale and we’d need to be iron-man fit and then some. And we’d need climbing equipment and goodness only knows what to tackle the terrain. And we’d have to cooperate, every single one of us, without ego or baggage or complaints or discussion of any aspect of it, and simply get on with it. What are the chances of that, I wonder. Will humans ever achieve the level of efficiency and cooperation that ants achieve constantly? Each one of us has a brain the size of a planet, quite literally, compared to the brain of an ant. And they will survive long after we have all destroyed ourselves.






Being at last stationery, rooted, settled in our place, has given us the opportunity to see our lives afresh. No more rushing from one temporary place to another. Some of the effects of this have surprised us in a nice way. We had been concerned that we might get bored—repetitive journies, the same beach, the same house, year after year— but the reverse is true. We have calmed our adrenaline- fuelled tendencies and stilled our minds. Every day brings fresh surprises, new experiences and new joy, in ways that, perhaps, we would have missed before, in our race to be somewhere else. Now, we are present and time has become elastic and full of wonder. In our stillness, we see, taste, feel, experience so much more. Sometimes it’s mind-boggling—even sad—to see how much of life we have missed by being constantly in a state of flux, in our heads; missing. They say that travel broadens the mind, but stillness enriches it because it has less impetus to interfere with the now. We are relieved and gratified to have discovered such new wealth and happiness. I open my eyes and become super-aware of the sea, lapping gently against the rocks where I sit. “Time to go.” Your breath is warm as you lean down to kiss my lips. “I can’t get any more in the bag.” You lift the bulging string bag to show me, bursting with glossy black shellfish. I feel so alive and I am bursting with love—so happy you are well—as we walk back along the beach.






I have to say, it was a piece of genius to make the connecting room into the garden with its spring. What a fabulous discovery—that clear mountain water was just a few feet below the surface when they dug the foundations. That bench, set among the rich foliage, is still one of your favourite spots to sit and read, with the water gently trickling in the background. Our cool retreat for days when we actually want to get out of the sun for a while, but we don’t want to be in the dark, behind the storm shutters. I still remember Dee’s reaction when she first walked from our lounge, across the stepping stones, to the guest house when she first arrived. “I’ll sleep here!” she burst out with admiration and enthusiasm. “How utterly gorgeous!” And, of course, the water is heaven to drink. No more Berkey3, no more bottled stuff, just the best— the real thing—which is so rare in our world now. “Have you nearly finished?” I ask you, stepping carefully around papers scattered over the desk as I bring you a glass and some chocolate. “Almost.” You keep your focus on what you are reading. “They’re sending an agent to pick it up, this time. He should be here any minute.” Wonderfully old-fashioned, I thought, how they still also like to have the physical paper version along with the digital. But they knew you’d make last-minute changes before publishing.






We all have notions of greatness and whatever success is for us. And they change. All the time, if we are honest about it. Success can simply be a great breakfast, or it can be lots of money in the bank. Greatness can be influence over others or the admiration of millions, or it can simply be feeling whole and content. We are dynamic beings and, as soon as we try to grasp and hold on to singular concepts, we shut the door on a million others. And, so, along the way, lack of focus can be a blessing. Contemplation without purpose can lead to creativity. And we are meant to be creative. It’s at the very core of us and its evidence is all around us and has been since the beginning of man on earth. My ideas about such things have shifted considerably, especially as I entered my third phase. Maybe this was brought on by my relative lack of success in my second phase, when I was supposedly meant to be establishing and solidifying my position in this world. It doesn’t matter. What happened, happened, for whatever reasons. And I am at peace with that, because what I did or didn’t do has left the doors wide open for my potential to form and change as it will, when many others have stopped that process and are content to fill time in other ways. Not only that, but I am in the unique position of being married to the most incredible, wise and perfect person for me. I know and really appreciate that. And I know that however this all eventually plays out, my success and greatness are assured.






It is done. All of it. This game of life is simply to find the key to knowing that, and then ride the wave. How much do we actually learn from others? Very little, I suspect. When I look at the myriad blind alleys I chased in my life, I am convinced that we actually have the knowing inside us. All the preachers, intellectuals, influencers, seers, so-called leaders—they know no more than any of us. They are just as lost and confused as the next man – probably more so, since they wittingly or unwittingly seek recognition and some sort of elevated position in society, to try to convince others of the partial answer they think they have found, and thereby use it as a springboard to ‘change the world’. What does that even mean? Change the world? The world would be fine, if only we would stop trying to change it. Our efforts to change the climate, in the name of prosperity on a material level; or to change people, to align them with our egotistical wants and thereby control and manipulate them, are as transparent as they are ill- informed. Changing the world is truly us on the road to nowhere. Why didn’t we realize, when we first arrived on this planet, that the world is done. It was perfect. Nothing needed changing. Everything was in balance. Everything worked. The world turned, seasons came and went, and the whole thing operated like a giant free supermarket. Then it changed, when we introduced pricing. It may be too late, but I really hope we all start knowing soon.






I realize now that the only thing that stopped us from getting to where we are now was that we didn’t have a dream. We weren’t clear about what we wanted the universe to give us, so it didn’t know what to give us. Once we’d got that sorted out, we allowed the universe to help us achieve everything we wanted. And once we had 20/20 vision (so to speak), we stopped running away— from microwaves, people, places, uncomfortable beds, the wrong walks, rain, cold, unsatisfactory shops, the wrong coloured stone in houses, false dreamers and self- responsibility—towards what we wanted, and what we now have. It was flipping a switch from ‘off ’ (negative) to ‘on’ (positive). It sounds banal now, like some sort of inspirational speaker’s spiel, but it really was as simple as that. “That was easy.” I’m glad we kept that button4, by the fireplace. It is a constant reminder of the key to a wonderful life. I don’t need to be reminded about being grateful. Gratitude is always there. It has been, for a long time. I roll over on our dream-filled mattress. You stir, deep in slumber. I carefully run my fingers across your cheek. That skin! That beauty! You smile, your eyes still closed as you plant a leg firmly over mine as if to say, “Don’t you dare move. Don’t even think about getting up yet. Keep doing what you are doing.” I smile, knowing there is no place I would rather be—ever!






One small fear that had been lurking in my subconscious had been that, once we were fully installed in this beautiful place, I would get lazy. Yes, there was a period of two weeks when I simply basked. I would sit, for hours, on the terrace, gazing out to sea, or spend an hour wiping down the Gaggia until it gleamed like new, or I would stand at different positions around the Aston Martin to simply admire the lines, the reflections, the colour, the presence of the thing. All because I could. No one was telling me to do something else. But, most of all, I wasn’t telling me to do something else. There was a vast, indulgent stillness that came over me. A release from all the anxious years of never having enough, never giving enough, never being enough. What a fool I had been. But I was in no mood to fall back into admonishing myself. Here I am now. Congratulations! I walk down the stairs into the cool of the lower floor, with its workshop, garage, boathouse, storage, machine room and gym. It’s the only part of our complex, apart from my studio, where I cannot be distracted by the sea and sky, or the ever- shifting patterns of sand. High windows in the gym cast enough light during the day that I don’t need to switch on the LEDs. Now that I have a new rhythm in life, this is where I re-energize my body, get stronger, more alert, faster and enjoy the physical challenge that denies aging its descendance.






We really are peculiar beings. We live in this incredible manifestation and we are often miserable, sometimes bored, occasionally angry, unfulfilled, ungrateful, scheming—and, well, totally mad. I look for inspiration for my art. When I think about that, it is ridiculous in the extreme. Here I am, living a wonderful life: I have a beautiful home, a wonderful wife, health, hands, paint, canvas. Each day, there is an inspirational download—if that’s how I want to think of it—of such incredible variety and colour and vibrancy, should I even care to open my eyes, that if I truly got started on it, I would never stop. I would have no time to stop. It would consume me 25 hours of every day. Instead, I look for meaning, search for an issue, work up some angst, look for some way to create impact. In other words, I am looking to serve the dysfunctional interests of others who also cannot see the incredible beauty, inspiration and richness that is set before us and inside us every waking moment of our lives. Yet still I have questions. Such is the tortured complexity of the human mind. How do I celebrate all this in my painting and in my writing? Still, there is a voice that tells me that these activities are a communication with others, not simply an expression of me to no audience other than the hearts, behind the minds, that know the truth.






It’s been a great evening. My favourite kind of evening. I take one last look at the fantastically creative words arranged on the Silly Scrabble5 board as we pass by the long wooden dining table and make our way to the stairs. The last of the sunset, dotted with lazy dark clouds, is the only light casting a cool glow over the aged wooden surface that has been such a convivial meeting place for so many meals with remarkable people. Somehow, we have gained a remarkable cachet across the globe, and great people travel huge distances for the opportunity to be in our company for a few days. But this evening it was just us. My favourite kind of evening. You clasp my arm in both hands as we pad our way, barefoot, across the tiles and make our way upstairs. As the wide vista that we see from our bed slowly disappears, I light the soft lamps and switch on the clever mechanism that lifts the projector from under the bed and points it at the white ceiling. It’s a clever bit of technology—all fully shielded. It suspends the projector three feet above the bed and gives us cinema- quality imagery. The sound is theatre-surround-sound built into the walls and everything is controlled from the headboard. As you undress, I am impossibly distracted, but I try to focus on choosing a nice film. We sink into our wonderful mattress, my arm around you, your head resting on my shoulder, as we settle in to watch again, the movie of my novel, Hominine.






I’m so glad that I’m no longer chasing the dreams of others. All those things that are designed to make you feel less than, in order to have power over your heart. All those things that appeal to your sense of unworthiness, in order to feed the bottomless pit of a false, expansive economy. Marketing, after all, is all about discovering ‘pain points’ and then pressing those points relentlessly until your target succumbs, through desperation or manufactured desire. After all, what do we as humans ever really need and desire other than love, food and a level of comfort and good health? I am amazed at the way those basic needs have been exploited and distorted, along with the massaging of ego, purely to create and sustain an expansive and unsustainable system that brings only discord and envy and sadness, as well as ill-health. All the opposites of what we truly want and what we are designed to enjoy. I could not be happier with what I have, now that I have discarded that poisonous need. It all reduces down to incredibly beautiful simplicity. I have love in infinite abundance. I have health. I have comfort and good food, and I have a beautiful home. How come it has taken most of my life to realize, to come full circle from the day of my birth, when all was well in equal measure, before the strange, mysterious and disruptive journey began? Okay. Now is all that matters.






We are much less about doing than we are about being, if only the majority of us could see that. Years ago, on a brand-building course I devised, I said that if we don’t know how to be, we cannot know what to do. Pat on the back to my former self. Without being connected to being, we are animals. That seems to show itself all the time, in the world and in our entertainment—be it books, films or whatever. The eternal dance, or struggle, between our animalistic selves and our higher selves that we misguidedly suppress, in the delusion of the reality that we perceive on the physical plane. And it’s so damned attractive and powerful, if we let it be. Yet if we let go to the higher and disengage from it timelessly, we can be in a much better place. That’s what I strive for now, every minute of every day. The triggers to go there are many and plentiful, if I choose to take notice. They start at sunrise and finish... when? If I think about it, they are always there – even in my dreams at night. Perhaps especially then, and particularly when I am dozing in the early morning, when dreams and first thoughts intermingle imperceptibly, into fantastic stories, scenes and feelings. I guess the trick is to keep that unaware awareness as we progress through the day, somehow not allowing the physical reality to take over and take us away from being the amazing beings that we truly are.






She’s unmistakable in the distance—as much because of her statuesque figure as the fact that there is no one else on the beach. She’s casually wandering back to the house. Big hat, long beach wrap, camera clasped loosely in one hand as the gentle surf splashes around her feet as she walks. “ETA?” you say. “I’d say we have about 10 minutes, at the rate she’s going.” The table is almost ready. Gleaming white bowls and plates, bright serviettes

—your favourite breakfast ones with the multi-coloured jungle prints—even candles in tall glass holders. “I’ll get the glasses,” I say, as I open the unit along the back wall. You’re at the cooker, preparing this momentous breakfast. I fill the Gaggia with water and switch it on, then fill the holders with organic decaf, smoothing off the tops before I twist them tight in the machine. Clara has excelled today. Fresh spelt croissants! How on earth did she get them so light and fluffy? But she knows what you can and can’t eat6, and she has never let you down. “Oh, I nearly forgot!” You look up from the cooker and glance nervously ahead. The pressies... “I’ll get them!” I say, and I dash upstairs. They’re sitting on the bed, wrapped in the most incredible paper and tied with ornate bows. I bring them down and arrange them carefully on the table. We’re ready—and not a moment too soon, as she comes up the steps from the beach. “Happy birthday, Dee!7”







I used to wonder if my senses had become dulled over the years, but now I know they hadn’t. The world has changed, but if you know where to look, you can find again those senses that I thought were lost. That’s what I had done, and it was a revelation. Thankfully, there were people who took the trouble, years ago, to store ancient seeds. Now, we are reaping the benefits of their good deeds. As I dig up a few potatoes for our evening meal, and gently rub off the dirt, I can even now smell the rich sweetness they will release when we boil them. It’s a taste I remember from my childhood that was lost with the advent of supermarkets and chilled food distribution, extended shelf lives and plastic packs. Now, I hold that richness again in my hands. Reaching back into history to find healthiness and a way forward that the rest of the world may never know. True balance. The way we are meant to be. And, after all our struggles, I am so, so grateful. A humble potato. A revelation. I pick up the basket. The breakers lunge methodically and eternally at the beach, releasing their energy and drawing back, as if to say: “There you are, another miracle for you. Now, wait, I’ll do it again.” As I walk through the terrace back towards the house, I cannot resist picking a couple of heritage tomatoes—gnarled and bulbous and so incredibly scented that they almost make me dizzy. And you are picking some herbs outside the kitchen. My miracle. Another day, another meal, another opportunity to give thanks.






“Do you miss the snow?” I say as I open my eyes and see Jack gazing out to sea. He turns. “No, not really” “What about your friends?” “Yes, a little bit.” He considers this further. “And my mom and dad.” “I’m sure you do,” I reassure him, “and you’ll be seeing them all again soon.” He smiles. “So,” I say, as I get up from the recliner. “What have you got for me? Is it finished?” He looks sheepish. “Yes, I think so.” “How do you know?” I smile. I’m teasing him. “Let’s go and have a look.” He leads the way back to the studio. He looks unsure. The drawing is on the small easel. He really has come a long way in the two weeks he has been on this scholarship. “I think...” I look at him. He’s hanging nervously on every word. “I’m really proud of you. And you should be proud of you, too.” He smiles. He’s got Becky’s structure, the feeling of her, the proportions—everything! “Now you’re ready for Emily Carr8—if that’s what you want.” And I feel a huge satisfaction as well. Being in a position to take four school students a year out of the Canadian winter and into an intense life-drawing course that wasn’t available for them anywhere else, and show them a taste of Europe—its history and its art—is deeply satisfying for me. And their parents don’t have to pay for a thing—just get them to the airport. The kids are all verified and they win this. We have friends in Canada who do a great job of vetting them. And I get to help develop some of the rising stars that this world needs so much, nurturing the soul and spirit and revitalizing traditional art skills.






It’s only when I took action that things started to work and we realized our vision. I am aware, or I often had the feeling, that my well-entrenched programming had held us back for a long time. Patterns that I had reinforced as I went through life – negative patterns that were reductionist, certainly not expansive, had seriously impacted my life, the lives of those close to me, and our progress. Once broken, the patterns became clear and I could see them for what they were, rather than the fait accompli that I saw my life as, for so long. And, by action, I discovered that I meant something different to what I had been taught in the past. It’s not about manufacturing a burning passion, working all hours or following a 12- step program to emulate someone else’s journey that brought them the dream that they had and now, for various nefarious reasons, peddle to desperate souls in the guise of an answer. No, the new action surprised me somewhat. The action was in being still. One of the most challenging actions to take in a world that claims that true action is anything but still. Yet in this stillness is all action. Because unless I am in that stillness, there is no clarity and therefore no direction and therefore, without it, all action is useless – or simply a lottery. But the action in the stillness is profound. It encompasses all possibilities and potentials in ways that I could not have imagined before. And it realizes my vision.






The air has a fresh scent after a good downpour. This time of year, we get almost nightly rain, so we don’t need to use the desalination or irrigation systems. We’re both out there working the moistened soil before the sun gets too hot for gardening and the earth hardens. I’m weeding one of the raised beds that promises to yield a bumper harvest of an ancient variety of strawberry. You are up the hill on the flat part, in your element, kneeling down, bare-footed in the rows of leeks. Working your way along, piling up the soil on either side to ensure long white stems when we eventually harvest them. You came out before the rain stopped. Your straw hat is steaming as you start to dry out. Your T-shirt is soaked. I cast my mind back to the beach at Langkawi, when you walked up the beach from the sea, your breasts proudly visible through your T-shirt after a swim in that warm water. You are just as beautiful now. Nothing has changed and I still want you every day —although my body cautions me to cool it! You still have that wonderful elegance, square-shouldered lightness of being that tells me you will never age. You have kept your sparkle, your inquisitiveness, your creativity, your ‘can do’—when I haven’t figured out that you plan to do something differently and better than I had thought of. And you still know how to lovingly deal with my quirks and annoyances in ways that leave us both laughing and loving. I cannot imagine any ending, only your eternal embrace.






I pick my way through the brambles and brush aside branches and tall grasses. My jute-soled shoes are wet through as I tread softly through the undergrowth. My legs are scratched, furry little seeds cling stickily to my shins. The air is scented and clammy. My shirt is running with sweat. I found a small forest just a few minutes’ drive from the house, and now I am the intrepid explorer, miles from anywhere, hemmed in by green, no sense of direction save for the sun glimpsed through the canopy, and my watch, so I can relate its position to the time and guess my north. There are no paths. No one comes here. Nature owns the land and the air. I am a foreigner. And then I see it. A small clearing where the broad-leafed trees have denied seedlings an opportunity to crowd out their territory with a thousand lesser species. A place of peace and shade. Quiet, once I stop trudging forward. Moss and sand; rocks and exposed roots are the only inhabitants. A world on pause, regardless of elsewhere. Its own meditation, claimed through years of diligent growth, safely locked away from all activity beyond its own stuffy stillness. A place to hear the sounds of the rock, the stories of the roots, the settling of sands blown in from continents afar. A place to sit in full contact with the entire mass of this planet that these roots and we humans cling to for fear that we disappear and mean nothing.






I switch the fan on again and open the skylight a bit further. It’s a routine I seem to have adopted once I have completed a section or a colour, or I have re-defined a shape, or I simply need to step back and contemplate. Luckily, the paint dries quickly with the additives and the heat of the day, but I always need to get rid of the fumes. I have a love-hate relationship with those fumes. I know they are not good for my health, but they are also a reminder of the earthy artist I have become. Nothing plastic or chemical about my work. It’s all done with materials that are as close to the earth as you can get. It’s also the reason why my sophisticated clientele love the work that I do. These are people who have nothing to prove. They are not flashy, just richly educated, sensitive and great company. I take in the work from a distance. Trying not to think. Just being with it. A movement on the monitor in the corner catches my eye. The gates are opening. I wipe my hands and walk out into the sunny courtyard just in time to see your bright yellow bug of funkiness—your C1—sweep into the driveway and circle to a stop by the front door. It’s a move you’ve refined over the years. Fast, confident and timed to perfection, you stop firmly, inches away from a large plant pot I strategically placed to protect our flowers from your F1 tendencies, should you make a wrong move any time. But, of course, you never do. You smile—no, beam—at me as you get out, knowing full well I was waiting for a sickly crunch. “How did it go?” I feign relaxation. “Fine!”






There are many values of black and white. Seen one at a time, they are simply accepted by their names as absolutes. They are either black—or white. But when you get to work with them, they are very varied, and they fulfill many different purposes. It’s the same with silence. This place has taught me subtle differences that exist as what we call silence. I am experiencing one of those this evening. There is simply absence of noise—which can be empty, even scary. Add peace and it can be a huge relief. There is the silence of the mind, which is so elusive and that we misguidedly chase down in meditation until we understand that we simply must surrender. Then there is the silence of nature, which is what I am experiencing now. It’s a very loud silence, yet a profound one. If I listen, as I sit here on our balcony, this silence is speaking to me all the time, caressing my soul, feeding my imagination with its rich murmurings and gentle songs. Accompanied by warm breezes, sweet smells of herbs, flowers and trees, the taste of salt on my lips, the flicker of a candle’s flame on the table beside me. And, above it all, the delicious knowing, as I glance towards you, soaking up the stars, that it also carries our richest, most powerful, loving communication with such purity and simplicity, that even to say “I love you” is as unnecessary as it is true.






The creation of an abstract is a complex business for me. Today, I got started, after days of reflection and consideration, scribbling down thoughts and ideas, trying (and trying not to try) to achieve some intuitive connection with what may be subject matter; curbing emotions, generating emotions, stretching beyond tired old concepts of shape and colour, emptying my mind of things seen, other art, great works of the past, searching for a new voice and a construct that speaks clearly and powerfully in non-words and deep emotions. I start with a blank canvas and a mess of imagery on paper on the floor. The white is oppressive, so I have previously washed it with what I believe will be a complementary colour to the image that will evolve. I scrawl the basis of the form or arrangement in charcoal, in swift, broad strokes. Step back, drink some water. Face the other way, watch the image in the paint-spattered mirror across the studio. Be careful not to edit or ‘tidy up’, but see it for what it is, with its comfort or discomfort, aggression or reassurance, balance or disturbing vertigo. Whatever. I start to think how I can work with this and, at the same time, get out of its way so it can emerge in its own way. I mix colours, precisely, intuitively, in varying volumes. A palette develops as its own artwork. I choose a brush and start.






How do I measure it all? Shock, intrigue, alarm, love, inquiry, impact. All the qualities, as well as a binding relationship that I seek to imbue my work with, are all abstract. All mists; uncontainable, indefinable, amorphous. It’s so much easier, and in some ways more attractive, to hit for the base. Go for the obvious, strive to strike just a little beyond the cliché. Because, if I go too far, the audience reduces to a pinhead, and the haystack is huge. Then it becomes a task of mass communication before that little pinhead sees daylight again, and I stack up a complete sewing kit in an over-stuffed studio of unknown mysteries that even I forget. The heart, the clear place, the fine point and the strong message is an elusive and time-bound thing that may work one minute and be lost in the pandemonium of existence the next. So, is the answer to produce quickly, manically, and expose immediately; hoping that eyes coordinate minds and hearts before the moment is lost and as energy and money are exchanged? It seems we have no time to digest, ponder and meditate on a piece that has taken days, weeks or months to prepare while somehow maintaining the original measured emotion. And so I continue my search for a universal language in art.






Where did the past go? Our visitors keep me lightly tethered to the world. I’m a helium-filled balloon, most of the time, dancing in the breeze, enjoying the view, just occasionally looking down. What was it that kept me so low down for so long? I listen to their concerns when they arrive, see the tension in their expressions, their movements. I feel their victim mentality and I don’t want to go there. Selfish? I don’t think so. They are here for something else, something better. Not an escape, but a deep transformation in themselves. It had taken a while for us to reach this point, these universal realizations, this lifting of our souls from all the madness that had kept us bound to simply surviving. No one goes back in the same state of mind. Hearts open. “She’s incredible.” Someone sits at the table beside me and puts their plate of food there. I look up. I don’t really know what to say. Of course, I know you are incredible. I have lived with your incredibleness for so many years that a simple “Yes, she is,” or “I know” is just not sufficient. The transformation of our lives, under your guidance and wisdom, has been something that there are no words for – or to say them would take a lifetime. But there is a part of me that needs, wants to stay in this world because, from this standpoint, it is indeed a truly magnificent place. I don’t know how long I have left to love you, but it feels like the beginning of a perfect eternity.






I always remember, from when I was a teenager, my cousin was at college studying architecture, and he told me something really interesting. It was that one of the best parts of the course was where they talked about designing feelings into buildings. What was the sensation you would experience in a space? A good architect designed this home. It was as if he’d had us in mind right from the initial site survey, through his inspired scribblings, to the finished haven of peace that this now is. This place FEELS like our home. I remember the huge relief and knowing when we first walked in. It was as if we knew it already. It was as if IT knew US! And then a skillful and sensitive interior designer had known how to enhance that feeling, what furniture to perfectly occupy the right spaces, what parts to leave open, where to hide things away in enclosures. There are just the right spaces on walls to fill it elegantly with an ever-changing tableau of canvases, and there is still space for extraordinary sculptures. And then there is the gorgeous light. Casting sunlight on a mobile vista of shadows and colour as it weaves its lazy way through the day. And the evenings, when the light takes on its cozy hues and defined focus, its gentle flickering and calm highlights, in ways that define anew the areas and rooms, matching our relaxed moods, meals and whatever reading we may do. Every day, pictures of you, placed and posed in perfection.






When I look at you, I feel whole. In this instant in time, that expands infinitely beyond the crude limits of physicality that wants to confine it to a moment that will pass sooner than I can register it with my mind, I see you. A snapshot, held forever, stored somewhere inside the extended me that has no limits, it is there, and always will be. This delicious fraction of the whole that I record has a beaming smile, sandy hair fluttering across your forehead, touching an eye, abundant freckles cover your tanned face as you turn your head, shiny with the sea, little rivulets running down to your neck. Our eyes meet. “Lewee...” You’ve done it again. A new moment. Do I have the storage capacity for yet one more instant? Of course I do. That’s the miracle of now. No photos, no clinging to past memories, no yearning for then or when. Just now. With you. And it is all-consuming. I can hardly move or speak. Intense. Beautiful. Is this why we are here? To truly experience this?! I can hardly believe my luck. Thank you. Thank you. Whatever impossibly strange and gracious being or thing or accident of circumstances made this moment, I thank you. And I spend more and more of my time in this moment. Flying high in a sort of universal connection, but also being here, as a true observer, detached and yet my body and mind are somehow participating. Everything changes all the time, yet, somehow, the universal truths are constant as the colours swirl around them.






We’d given visitors a lot of thought before we moved here. We were aware of the serious addictions they would have when they arrived, but we were often pleasantly surprised when they left—which some had, just today. I opened the main gate, which automatically unlocks the phone box as well, to check it again. A traditional red phone box. I brought it from London and had it fully shielded, and kitted out with power plugs. This ensures that no cellphones enter the property and they could be fully charged when their owners leave. As usual, there was one still there, left by an owner who had no further use for it. This place opens people’s eyes again—to nature, to being present, to themselves. These are the lucky few who have the realization and come seeking help to get their lives back—to get themselves back. Cold turkey never tasted so good after a few days of your care and understanding. As the techno-madness increases, so do the requests for help, because more and more are being affected and are feeling it. I remove the battery, bin the phone and walk back into the kitchen where you have your hands in a salad, mixing in wild strawberries and herbs from the garden. “Look at the miracles you perform,” I say. You smile coyly. You KNOW how good you are, but you are still too modest to fully admit it. It’s so, so wonderful to see you shining like this, and so perfectly healthy and strong. Our hearts fill as we eat.






There were always so many images of you that I wanted to somehow capture, and now I have the opportunity to at least attempt it. Even on a daily basis. I keep the small digital ‘sketching’ camera close by a lot of the time, and spend hours sifting through the images on my computer, always looking for those magical moments that somehow work. Trying every day to stay open to new ways of seeing, new moods, new compositions. Drawing every day. Making fresh marks and letting the work develop. I have let go of the idea of progressing in my work—as an intention. I can see it happening with each new piece, as the work gets more and more personal, and increasingly energized. And there is so much of it! Photos, drawings, lightly scribbled in seconds or poured over for hours, paint thrown at the canvas with new passion. I even find that the proportions and details are becoming more accurate, more fluid. And the less I think, the more it comes. Yet there is a thinking process going on somewhere. Thankfully, it doesn’t burden me now. In the same way that the mechanics of mark-making, and the decisions that I have to make, seem to flow from me now, I can relax more into the moment, and the energy of what I am doing. Letting go of the spectre of end results and flowing with whatever comes. And, all the time, I am so grateful for this place, the way our lives turned, all the good in it and, especially, my muse.






It’s amazing how we are all communicating—all the time, even without realizing it. And it’s not just us. Everything does, in its own way. What is the sand telling me? We think we are so smart, but I cannot tell you that. And when we don’t understand, do we listen harder, look for signs or ignore, perhaps with contempt, as I know I have done in the past when another person has not made their communication clear, or when their words are unwelcome, as in so many e-mails. But sand, and rocks, and grass, this pen (well, maybe that’s obvious!), the table. I have no idea. I could easily say, therefore, that they are not communicating. They are inanimate, of course. Yet I have seen the energy, the connective universal consciousness that binds everything into one. So it’s reasonable to assume that communication is here. Surely it has to be, in order to connect. It’s easier to understand when I look at my art— an inanimate communication—or a book. Or watching birds and animals and, especially, Jake, our dog. Another language, supported by my own, that has developed into a complex, deep understanding and relationship. Through touch, as well. I wonder, then, if everything that touches another is just as much in communication as I am with you. It’s a mind-boggling concept but one that is manifest throughout nature, perhaps best demonstrated by a tree with its roots in the soil and its body in the air. We are all conduits in the whole.






Gurus ain’t what they used to be. Time was, they resided in mysterious, not-easily-accessible places, where they received seekers of truth in quietness after long and eventful journeys. And the seeker would have realizations about the journey that got them there, and they would already understand the teachings they were given along the way. And there would be reverence, silent respect and misty landscapes viewed from the tops of mountains, stories and artefacts that had real meaning. Contrast that with today’s gurus, the ‘successful’ ones plying their trade through devoted and well-paid teams in ever-larger halls, ever-more high-tech. Lots of air punching, slow waves, teary private revelations on show to sway the crowd—a crowd drawn there through social media, advertising, air travel, endless e-mail streams and the trick of high-cost commitment. “This isn’t for everyone.” “You must really want this.” Seduce and entrap, assisted by the devoted hysteria of those who have convinced themselves. I have always felt uncomfortable following the crowd that has been magnetized by hype, however clever. Surely the truth doesn’t need all that, and forums to discuss it. The truth, surely, supports itself. And it cannot be complex, intellectual or a process that takes years; or it cannot be universal. Just as any religion cannot, in itself, reveal the truth, through divisive self-interest. The truth is that we are all gurus—if we want to be. We are all magnificent, and there is nothing to sell.
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