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As an artist, sensitivity accredits inspiration.  That’s to say artists must be sensitive to the mass amount of inspiration that surrounds them.  Imagine waking up to a window facing a colorless concrete building with another window facing back at you. Like a mirror, you almost see yourself through the window with your neighbor looking back with the same helpless aspiration.  If this is an environment to create art-- songs with lyrics--the music is going to be about two things, quick money and getting out.  Contrast this to a tropical setting where the breeze floats through your window carrying nature’s melody as you wake to serenity.  The lyrics and songs will reflect these things—the beauty of environment.  While culture and passion are constant in the creation of art, a visual refuge frees the creative mind and impacts the art significantly.
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St. Croix is an island paradise engulfed with vibrant colors.  Green slopes can turn into jagged rocks without warning. White beach and a brilliant blue ocean are visible everywhere.  The hills look like a bed ready to sleep in: green, supple, almost fluffy from afar.  As the concrete meets the grass, the bush is determined to swallow up the road. An inviting island can turn into an overwhelming jungle without proper maintenance.  The colors, comforting to watch, relax the mind and bring to memory feminine beauty of sweet curves and delicate skin.   
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Curiosity is inevitable with mystery embedded everywhere.  The history of the island offers adventure for those looking.  Beneath the waves lie coral reefs with schools of fish arrayed in color.  As a school goes by, you find pirate treasure, or a hidden cove, or  satisfaction  swimming and befriending some dolphins.  The waves crash against sharp rocks above the waters surface; nature’s force meets rigged rock, atypical of the rest of the island’s beauty.  Nonetheless, like Niagara Falls, outstanding force sparks curiosity. 
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Sunshine beats down like a drum.  Rhythmic beats of invisible rays warms the core.  White sand, rolling waves, palm trees swaying as a coconut rockets to the ground.  Sweet aromas creep from behind; a bed of flowers is their home.  Sultry sand meets tired feet—stress washes out to sea.  With the mind at ease, images appear more real.  While in deep concentration, these thoughts by the bay are vastly different than the concentration necessary for a math equation.  An artist feels free to gather the thoughts jetting so quickly within the mind.  Time is slowed down, that which is, was, and always will be beautiful, will also always remain inspirational; the beach. 
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“Poetry lifts the veil from the hidden beauty of the world, and makes familiar objects be as if they were not familiar.”—Percy Bysshe Shelley 

After rainfall the sun comes out as a rainbow appears.  It is the end of a constant rainfall lasting three days.  What was shadowed under clouds is now drying in the sun.  Birds begin their melodies, pleasant in their tunes.  Everyone cautiously sighs with relief.  Did everything beautiful disappear while shadowed in the rainfall?  The beauty of the island is all things of the island, from the roads to the hills to ocean and the beach, even the litter on the streets brings gritty beauty to the mind.  A single road into a bed of green hills is a familiar scene, to a local driving through.  This scene, viewed in its loneliness, in the purity of itself is not empty but instead vigorously screaming to earn its appreciation.   
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Creativity and the creative process  start with time.  To formulate something as to creatively process information; analyze it to its extent and then express it in a unique way is creativity at its finest.  Where the time formulating is spent is known as a creative environment.  The beauty of it all is that the whole world is your creative environment. Anything can be inspiring to the naked eye.  But then again, some environments are better suited for inspiration than others.  Perched on a mountain, looking out to the wide open brilliant blue ocean, is more suitable to get creative juices flowing than tucked in a windowless corner of a breathless library.  You must see, hear, and smell before you can make something knowledgeable and as John Kao puts it, “The crucial variable in the process of turning knowledge into value is creativity.”
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Is sight required for creativity?  Can we not touch and smell and thus sense beauty?  It’s possible to feel the breeze, hear the ocean, and smell the flowers and grass around a beach.  But without seeing the sun radiate throughout these things; the rhythmic pattern of when waves meet sand, downy clouds ready to be shaped by imagination, slim figured palm trees swaying with the tender wind, it just cannot be the same.  Imagination takes memory and the ability to overlook that memory into something hopefully better than the original.  Imagination is related to visualization, therefore the visuals we take for granted are our key to a mind truly put to peace. 
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Coming to terms with something unimaginable is quenching to mind, body and soul.  A bird’s eye view of a tropical island is stunning yet deeply revitalizing.  Failure to appreciate is the first step in the failure to creativity and thus creation.  Appreciation is a reflection of yourself, appreciate the wrong things and you’ll end up in the wrong places.
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ref-uge: noun: anything to which one has resource to aid, relief or escape.


A concrete jungle like Manhattan is not a place of refuge but instead a city of continuous work, a city where no one sleeps, preoccupation underlies everybody and everything.  A refuge should be gentle like a bed, sweet like candy and safe as in the arms of a loving mother.  While in refuge safety allows undisputed concentration and the fulfillment of knowledge.  A visual refuge is parallel, with knowledge comes the ability imagine and then create, the process of an artist, the creative process.
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Cruzan Carambola

Night time on a sandy beach

Laying in a hammock on St. Croix

Above my head the moon shines bright

The waves are rolling high tonight

The stars are out to grace the sky

Cruzan Carambola—serenity before my eyes

Mountains slope to ocean—palm trees sway as the ocean meets the bay

I have no need to explain where I’m coming from

My roots run deep in the island man

Though not my home—how can I feel alone

In a culture grounded in diversity

Diverse history

End of black misery

Welcome to the islands—West Indian, Caribbean Inspiration

Welcome to the islands—You’re gonna wake up to that brilliant tropical sunshine


This song is one I wrote, at night, on the beach, laying on a hammock, all alone for miles.  I had my visual refuge and I aimed to capture it, to trap it as my own, to remember the essence of beautiful Carambola beach. 
