WORK YOUR LOVE, LOVE YOUR WORK




    …
By following your Muse

I remember that at age seven, with the aid of a mirror, I sketched a self-portrait!  My mother was an art teacher, while a distant great-granduncle, Fabian de la Rosa, became a well-known artist.  Despite the genetic connections, my father was aghast that I wanted to enroll for Fine Arts.

 “You’ll end up a starving artist, you should be a doctor—a profession which insures a secure future, ” was his well-meaning advice which I dutifully followed.  However, it became apparent early on that my right brain flaunted its dominance!  I excelled in humanities subjects while science or math was torture.  To conserve credits, I shifted to dietetics.  In succession, I obtained a degree in Nutrition, became a dietitian, got married.

When the children came along, I switched to full-time mom.  

 With the children grown, I jumped at my husband’s generous offer to pursue a formal career in art.  It was another culture peopled by classmates as young as my children, made formidable by their youth and carefree stanch—coupled with a few “terror” professors who loved to test elder students’ (especially matrons) guts.  Still, art was fun and easy.  Eventually, I earned respect and amazed myself, garnered a Bachelor of Fine Arts degree, cum laude—hands down.  A summa could have been attainable, had I exerted conscious effort. 

Painting, working at the easel for hours on end, never fazed me.  The realization that I was actually “working” dawned only when vague shoulder aches nudged into my consciousness.  Each time I captured a subject’s likeness on canvas, it refreshingly felt like my first attempt at portraiture.  The element of surprise at accomplishments was never taken for granted.  It appeared that a Higher Command guided my hands to create.  When I taught art to students old and young, it felt that I was painting, and I shared my students’ successes.

One ten-year old student had a curious query:  “Where do you get your ideas?  You seem never to run out of them?”  I felt that inspiration for ideas naturally spilled out of me from nowhere.  I passed these on to students willing to listen.  Praises and accolades never made my head swell since art seemed naturally to flow in my veins.  Maybe a naïve gratitude for God’s gift made a job likeable.  Maybe it helped to be aware of God-given innate gifts.  When appreciated, this awareness could open an exploration to alternative possibilities of earning.

My only regret is that I did not pursue this gift earlier but embarked on a career in science for which I had zero leanings.  One mentor in art, Jose 

Joya, was only five years my senior in school, but became a National Artist.  Others successfully earned, active in art careers that they loved.  It is sad that the majority is rooted to a success-oriented mentality—thus opting for careers geared to earn a lot of money, instead of a course dictated by the heart. 

“Discovering” another part time career in music, it was a revelation that I commanded a doctor’s hourly rate as I gave piano performances at retirement homes.  If only it could be translated to an eight-hour job with benefits!  As I played, musical awareness among the audience always became contagious such that listeners participated, sang and applauded.  Paraplegics, moving with the musical beat, dangerously swayed in their wheelchairs to lively Charleston rhythm.  This activity brought a lot of cheer and nostalgia to many old folks, my audience and their guests.  And this is “work” that I loved and, got paid for! 

My husband—an engineer, who loved his work, was excellent in the numbers game and endlessly teased me about not knowing “how to multiply nine by eight”.  His accurate observation confirmed futility in jobs that dealt with numbers for me.  One digit I missed on a checking account balance, resulting in a bounced check, was good enough proof!  But, I never missed a beat on the piano, and painting was heaven.  Dr. Betty Edwards, author of 

 “Drawing on the Right Side of the Brain” and the sequel “Drawing from the Artist Within”, explains some intricacies arising from right-brain left-brain awareness and how these could be harnessed.  My husband seemed to be more left-brained and logical, while I definitely shut off my left-brain most of the time, to free my right and give unlimited access to working my love.  


What is life all about then?  Earning a living?  Or living on earnings—working eight or more hours a day?  It’s all about money, for survival.  Gerry Gatchalian—a cousin, quoting from some unknown source, said: “to acquire money, there are three options—earn it, inherit it or marry it.”  Add robbing the bank or winning the lotto.  So, for the majority classified in the first option, is life then a maze of endless paths in pursuit of the money?  Some doctors, entrepreneurs, successful artists, “beautiful” people, have earned compensation for doing something they love.  The rest sweated it out 

at regular–paying humdrum employment that sometimes sap up energy and spirit.

Victor Bochris in his book “Warhol” chronicled his subject as an astute businessman-artist.  Jose T. Joya engaged in promotion blitzes even while he was still alive.  I witnessed accusations of “commercialism” from jealous peers, since Joya’s art works were sought after and commanded high prices.  When he died and was proclaimed National Artist, it became very difficult to buy his earlier paintings.  

  Aspiring writers are advised simply—to start writing, in effect, work your love.  William Zinsser, in his book, “Writing Well,” wrote that a product should take care of itself if the process is good—and most likely, sales will ensue.

Some retirees, cushioned by ample pensions and retirement benefits, pursue their true love like painting, music and writing.  Finally, at this late juncture of life, although they may be restricted by limited physical functions, they have achieved some independence to work their love, like Grandma Moses.  Would that they could have pursued their muses earlier! 

Understandably, daily existence is focused on earning from an occupation, five days a week, to support requirements for food, clothing and shelter.  A few lucky persons who worked on a job they loved and got ample compensation are indeed blessed.

But then Stephen C. Ludin, et al, in their book “Fish”, advise us to try to learn to like what we currently do, even if we do not exactly love it. This mind-set, I take to my day job.  Thank God I also successfully work my love!
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