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1. Rain droplets begin to patter against my window, streaking the 
stained glass. The blank canvas stares me in the face, and I have half a 
mind to put my fist through it. Discarded tubes of paint lie unopened 
next to me, and my grip tightens on the wooden handle of my brush. 
The ideas that used to flow so easily have grown scarce, and time 
seems to stop, mocking me.

I sigh and lean backwards, face buried in my hands. This used to bring 
me joy and peace, and now…

2. I lie still for a while, yearning for the inspiring spark of hope that 
is so lost to me now. I need to do something, otherwise I have to face 
failure. If I could just get something…

3. “Would you like to help with supper?”

The soft voice calls out to me from the woman leaning against my 
doorway. Relieved at the distraction, I eagerly stand, following her out 
into the kitchen.

4. A few minutes later, my spirits already lift in my mother’s calming 
presence. 

The muted ambience of rain fills my mind and I quietly hum to myself 
as I peel potatoes.
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5. “So, what were you doing in your room for so long? You usually come 
out for tea.”

She glances at my hands, which have turned stationary, before bending 
down to poke at the embers in the hearthfire oven. The quiet crackling 
of fire fills the room, clearing my mind as I try to articulate the 
complicated mess of feelings into a cohesive sentence.

6. “Well, I can’t… I can’t create anything.” I breathe in and out, beginning 
to make sense of my words. “No matter how hard I try. And believe me, 
I’m trying, but… Nothing feels right.”

7. She straightens up and dusts coal off her apron, gazing into my 
expectant eyes.

“You’re trying too hard, my dear. Of course, no ideas will come if you lie 
in wait for them!” She places a hand on my shoulder. “You must let go.” 
The words shoot through me like little arrows, piercing my soul and 
releasing something new. A revelation? I’m still unsure.

8. “Take moonlit walks, breathe in and out, and take notice of the 
aspects of life that fill your heart with joy.”

She smiles, like she knows a part of me that I don’t yet understand.

9. We sit down for supper together and listen to the sounds of nature 
from the window. I slowly bite into some chicken and the salty aroma 
travels through my body. This state of calmness envelops me in a warm 
hug and I wonder if this is what my mother meant. Taking time to 
notice; not expecting greatness. Already I feel a sense of contentment. “I 
think I know what you’re talking about now.”
I smile at my mother. “Thank you.”

***

10. The next day, I didn’t try to make anything spectacular. I sat by lakes 
and fed the ducks. I enjoyed a serene cup of tea in the yard. I simply let 
myself be.

The day after that, I began to notice small things, like birdsong, and the 
clouds in the starlit sky. And the day after that, I picked up my paint-
brush again. The creativity seemed to burst from the bristles of the tool 
as I let my mind guide my hand through the canvas.

It didn’t come back to me immediately, but slowly…

My spark returned.

***
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11. The sun bathes the room in a warm glow as I stare at a simple 
image of a lake surrounded by a pine forest. I look into this painting 
and I no longer see imperfections. I see everything I yearn to be. The 
slight glint of the lake, the whistle in the wind.

12. I feel a warm hand on my shoulder, and smile as I look up at my 
mother. “Thank you.”

She gazes proudly down at me. “Now then, how about that cup of tea?”


