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Work In Progress is really an appreciation letter to the folks 
that gave me a hand out of my sinking ship. To say: thank 
you for believing in my colours, for seeing something in me 

when I couldn’t, and for not letting me go. It’s also a note of 
encouragement to every person I haven’t met. To tell you that 

you’re doing way better than you think, that there is more, 
and I hope you’ll be brave enough to keep at �nding out 

what that is. 

lovingly,
sam
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�is series is a reminder to myself and 
every growing person that it’s okay to not 
have “arrived” and that maybe we never 
will. It’s perhaps a stab at breaching that 
chasm that looms between reality and 
curation utopia, that rung between 
crushing mediocrity and the unattainable 
pursuit of perfection. Bringing us to the 
inevitable and limiting, yet beautiful and 
liberating truth: that we are human.

�e stories you’re about to encounter are 
pages from my journal and collected truths 
I credit to the most stunning people I’ve 
had the privilege of encountering, 
especially in the winter seasons. 

I hope that through these many nights of 
tears, of attempts to articulate, of 
paint-drenched �ngers and rede�ning 
moments, you’ll realise that you’re the real 
art, the breathtaking work in progress, 
the one worth studying and processing, 
and so worth the wait to watch unfold.

Making art started for me as a process of 
recovery and reconciliation. It was an 
exercise that unraveled to me what it 
meant to heal, to love, to be loved, and to 
then pass it all on. 

It taught me how to embrace the paradox 
of chaos being a catalyst for order—the 
darkness that made sense of light; the pain 
that helped us realise comfort. 
�e list goes on.

�e truth is that we live in a culture of 
inadvertent curation. It causes us to 
instinctively fall into grids and lines, and 
we end up obliterating the parts of us that 
don’t seem to measure up. In doing so, we 
rush the process of what it means to be 
human—sometimes abandoning it 
altogether. 

WORK IN PROGRESS
(the creative process of being human.)

an art series by heue
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Part of this conversation about the creative process brought me to a 
heightened curiosity about auroras. How were they formed? What made 
them colour and light up the way they did?

Quick geek moment here: I came to discover that the brilliance of the 
aurora was the cause of molecular collision in the atmospheric �ow. When 
fast-moving electrons come in contact with gases in the Earth’s 
atmosphere, it results in the release of photons, also known as light. �e 
colours of the auroras are determined by speci�c type molecules and 
atoms, and where they were formed. 

It was comforting to learn that this beautiful light dance was quite simply 
put, the consequence of a certain form of disruption. I wanted the same 
for my narrative; to �nd the colours I would never have otherwise, were it 
not for its disruptions. In the same way auroras are most visible in the 
darkest and coldest conditions, I did not want to miss the colours that 
were passing me by in the winter chapters: the ones of heartache, 
isolation, frustrations and agonising plot twists. 
 
Somehow, I hope that in the unexpected collision and unplanned 
roadblocks, you meet breathtaking people, cross into untraversed grounds 
and �nd unexplainable treasures. I hope that the disruptions that come 
your way will turn your once mapped out plans into adventures, and that 
of placid skies into canvases of captivating auroras. I hope you’ll make 
and discover colours in the ache and in the bedlam, and at the end of 
it, �nd more than you ever lost. 

Aurora
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“I haven’t been here before.”, where are we?

“I haven’t been here before.”, I’m scared.

“I haven’t been here before.”, I’m not sure if I’m going to make it.

—

“I haven’t been here before.”, but here you are.

“I haven’t been here before.”, but you promised.

“I haven’t been here before.”, so this could be pretty damn exciting.

“I haven’t been here before.”

Courage. Let’s. Freakin’. Go.

 I Have Never Been Here Before 
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I wondered what it was like that night as this story started to unfold—what 
did the air smell like? How did the night sky look?—this is the place where the 
beautiful, unimaginable exchange happened. 

�ere are dierent levels of crushing and pressing that comes with being 
human. Sometimes it’s so overwhelming, we’re tempted to throw in the 
towel; and so lonely, we want to call it quits. Some will relate to this 
disposition deeply, and some will struggle to even understand the depths of 
distress. Some call it depression, and some will call it pathetic. 

And yet, Gethsemane. 

Gethsemane tells the story of promise, of sacri�ce, of true love and true 
pain, and of undying hope that won the �ght. For me, she is location proof 
and a forever promise that no longer would any form of crushing, 
completely crush us.

�is piece is for the ones stranded in the middle of the collision and 
chaos—right where the struggle is real, where the pain is engul�ng and the 
noise, deafening. 

�ere is a bridge in a song called Remembrance that goes:

If ever I should lose my way
If ever I deny Your grace
Remind me of the price You paid

As far as heights reach from the depths
As far as east is from the west
So far Your grace has carried me
Until I see You face to face
Until at last I've won my race
Remind me You're not �nished yet

Like those lyrics in the bridge quoted above, the race isn’t over yet.

Gethsemane

© Lyrics from Remembrance by Hillsong Worship, 2018.
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Time at �e Moon has been a �urry of endless coees, sometimes 
incoherent conversations, and daily dances around the warmest of faces. It 
was a collision of people from dierent worlds, with all kinds of pasts, and 
struggles and dreams. �is piece of work ended up more vibrant and 
articulate than I expected when starting on it, just like my experience has 
been in my time in here. In the same way the colours have converged and 
formed a new life of its own, meeting �e Moon and her people was like 
having my hues eortlessly weave into a brand new family.

—

Dear Moonie, thank you for being my safe house, for creating with me and 
building with me and then feeding me when I coup up for days on end, 
trying to make sense of the work. 

My memory of our �rst day meeting each other will always be fond and the 
days following, even fonder. �e way you celebrate people and collaborate 
with love, is something I will carry along with me for a long time.

In these 5 months, we’ve found common ground and bigger dreams than 
we landed here expecting, and I know it is only the beginning of your epic 
story. I can’t wait to see everything you’re about to create together as a 
team, and also individually. 

From here on, the residency comes to an end, but our friendship continues.

From �e Moon
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We are an ocean of colour and texture—each o�ering di�erent hues, representing 
an endless world of stories and scars; and whether or not the cause of our 
collision happens through the intertwining of each others’ lives, or through 
narratives �owing alongside each other, beautiful things happen.

Some years ago, I started a little thing I called the Heart Portraits Series. 

�e idea was to paint a whole series inspired by the people I loved. I started 
thinking of colour the way I thought of these speci�c friends; detailing their 
nuances, their words, and the colours they made me feel. Many times, the 
pieces ended up becoming love letters back to them. 

Self Portrait 3.0 is another work in progress; a piece I wanted to dedicate 
time to, to remember the colour, the faces, and the conversations I’ve found 
my soul intertwining with, in the process. It is the noise on the canvas that 
catches your second glance, the places of incalculable collision that takes 
your breath. It is in these points of chaos that the narrative between where 
we are and where we want to be is recorded. 

�is is the tale of unreasonable hope, the �ght of a soul that believes there is 
more to be found than lost even in the losses.

Self Portrait 3.0



14

And how blessed all those in whom you live,
whose lives become roads you travel;
�ey wind through lonesome valleys, come upon brooks,
discover cool springs and pools brimming with rain!
God-traveled, these roads curve up the mountain, and
at the last turn—Zion! God in full view!

— Psalm 84:5-7(MSG)

Will it not be wild knowing that somehow there is a person—a God. �e 
very creative, genius mind that formed everything we know into existence, 
greater than we’ll ever grasp of greatness, who not only stopped in the 
grandeur of all He could do to even think of me, but who actually wants to 
travel on my road? I mean seriously, He wants to travel on my, tiny road!?

And will it not be even wilder, knowing that He would put it all aside— 
His heaven, His unfathomable divinity and limitless might— He would put 
that all aside, to come take a stroll with me? He would do that to hack at 
�nding a way into my heart, to win over my impossible depths of jadedness 
and very possibly continuous failure and pride? It always ba
es me to 
realise that He has a paradise to live in and yet, He chooses my heart. 

Zion
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“You have told me about your dreams, about the old king and your treasure. 
And you’ve told me about omens. So now, I fear nothing, because it was those 
omens that brought you to me. And I am part of your dream, a part of your 
Personal Legend, as you call it. 

�at’s why I want you to continue toward your goal. If you have to wait until 
the war is over, then wait. But if you have to go before then, go on in pursuit 
of your dream. �e dunes are changed by the wind, but the desert never 
changes. �at’s the way it will be with our love for each other.” she said.

“If I am really a part of your dream, you’ll come back one day.”

— Fatima, �e Alchemist by Paul Coelho

Still my favourite quote of my favourite book. 

Desert Dreams PT. II
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It’s a loaded word: stay. 
We fondly hope that the people we love would.

�e creative process taught me how to allow colour, ideas, textures and layers to 
walk through the exit doors. �e ones that remain often looked dierent from 
what we started out with—sometimes simpler, sometimes more complex but 
always, better. 

Sometimes, people don’t stay and it’s di	cult to comprehend their leaving. 
Sometimes, our hopes and dreams slip through our �ngers and we chase after 
them on the runway only to bid them goodbye as their cold backs leave without 
turning around for even one last look. 

A dear friend often reminded me that there was a mourning in letting them go, 
and a breaking that comes with doing so. She often said, it was crucial to mourn 
and break, to then be able to heal after. 

So, I did that with my losses. 

I mourned through writing letters, and making short �lms and painting walls. I 
skipped meals on some days and (involuntarily ha ha) passed out in the train on 
one of them, but found ways to laugh again. I learnt to be okay with the cracks: 
the ache and the sudden gaps. More importantly, I stayed with myself even when 
it was enticing to leave. 

So now I say to you: go buy your favourite snack and eat it, and sleep for 48 
hours, 49 if you like odd numbers. �en read a book about adventure and get 
ready to try and go again—Truth is you’re never completely alone, and the ones 
who surround us are worth us staying the path.

�is piece of work was conceived by your courage, my brave friend.

And now, I hope you too �nd once more, that the ones that remain are well 
worth the wait. And while you do, I’ll be here to stay with you.

Stay
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�e unfortunate thing about transitions is that many times, we might not 
realise it is one. We become breathless in the waiting, we fear we’re failing, 
we lose hope believing that the world moves on without us, in our struggle 
while we wait for the silver lining.  

So much of this series of work endeavours to put a bookmark on speci�cally 
the chapter of transition. From mundane to adventure, from heartache to 
heart-healed, from breaking down to broken-free, and from fear to courage. 

We understand the concept of backing up our data when we get new 
gadgets; we organise and care that we don’t lose the important stu� even as we 
move on to a better thing. No new gadget is worth losing all the past work, 
content created, ideas conceptualised. 

I hope these transitions will be your cloud, that you take care and take pride 
in everything that has unfolded, because something better is coming and 
you won’t want to lose the important stu when you’ve moved on—the 
people met, the relationships forged, the kindness received, and the truths 
found. 

To all the dear places in between: thank you, thank you, thank you. 

All �e Places In Between
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Once in awhile, the then-scalded parts of you will feel the sores 
afresh—the shock of the wounds that no longer are, but you 
�nd your �ngers tracing their silhouette; you give yourself 
reasons to believe that you’re still where you were, paralysing 
the soles of your feet. And once in awhile, you paint pages and 
pages about being okay to not be, and that it’s okay to have 
pain, to have lived, to have loved. And that really is okay– 
because once in awhile isn’t forever. 

3 1 0 5 1 8

Once In Awhile


