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EDITOR’S NOTE                                     
SHIRIN SUBHANI

Shirin Subhani and Shahana Dattagupta were inspired to become curators of stories of courageous 
creativity after experiencing firsthand, the transformative power of creative thinking and expression 
that involve emotional risk and personal vulnerability in a collective forum. For more about Shirin and 
Shahana, please visit the “About Us” page on Flying Chickadee’s Web site: 
www.flyingchickadee.com/about.html and connect with us on Facebook/flying chickadee.



At an art workshop a few months ago, I found my five-year-old son mesmerized, standing in front of an easel, 
moving a brush dipped in indigo blue in circular motions on clear white paper. With a look of complete bliss on 
his face, he seemed lost to all the noise and activity around him. I found myself asking him questions about 
what he was painting, and on not getting a response, offering suggestions on what his beautiful piece of art 
might be. He was entirely uninterested in any of my ideas, content with dabbing on thick paint at the top of 
the circle he had drawn, and then watching in fascination, as several blue drops slowly trickled their way to 
the bottom. This incident came flooding back to me when I read Steven Pressfield’s words in his book “Do the 
Work” : A child has no trouble believing the unbelievable, nor does the genius or the madman. It’s only you 
and I, with our big brains and our tiny hearts, who doubt and overthink and hesitate.”

This March we bring together contributors who have gained meaning and satisfaction simply by doing the 
work, by staying true to the creative process, focusing neither on the initial inspiration or big idea, nor on the 
final goal or outcome. In our feature, “The Impact of Creation,” film-maker Sarovar Banka describes how, more 
than the beautiful film he created, it was a chance off-screen incident that gave him a profound sense of 
beauty and completion. Wesley Andrews, in the viscerally provocative, “Moments Bloody and Half-complete,” 
finds in a gruesome moment witnessed as an eight-year-old boy, resonance with his thrilling and frustrating 
journey as a writer. With “Beauty from Creativity,” Rohita Shanker shares how the beauty she found in a collec-
tive creative process opened the potential for her contributions in the “left-brained” world she works in. Ten-
year-old Amol Perubhatla ingeniously makes available for us the moment-by-moment process of constructing 
his red Pinewood Derby car.  Artist Annie Zalezsak speaks of the new lease of life breathed into her art when 
she surrendered to the simple pleasure of painting with no focus on the outcome, and poet Margot Sluytman 
discloses her commitment to her Muse, to creating over and over whatever she feels called on to create. In an 
interview, musician, author, film-maker and visual artist Yusuf Misdaq talks about respecting his process as a 
living thing - about how he must remain flexible and open to be led in completely unpredictable directions!

The journey is the destination – so let’s get on to do the work!

Shirin.

“HE WAS ENTIRELY UNINTERESTED IN ANY OF MY IDEAS, CON-
TENT WITH DABBING ON THICK PAINT...AND THEN WATCHING 
IN FASCINATION, AS SEVERAL BLUE DROPS SLOWLY TRICKLED 
THEIR WAY TO THE BOTTOM.”

EDITOR’S NOTE
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ON COURAGEOUS CREATIVITY...

“THE CREATIVE PROCESS IS A PROCESS OF SURRENDER, NOT 
CONTROL.”

“THE CREATIVE PROCESS IS NOT CONTROLLED BY A SWITCH YOU 
CAN SIMPLY TURN ON OR OFF; IT’S WITH YOU ALL THE TIME.”

“INSPIRATION IS FOR AMATEURS; THE REST OF US JUST SHOW 
UP AND GET TO WORK...ALL THE BEST IDEAS COME OUT OF THE 
PROCESS; THEY COME OUT OF THE WORK ITSELF. THINGS OC-
CUR TO YOU. IF YOU’RE SITTING AROUND TRYING TO DREAM UP 
A GREAT ART IDEA, YOU CAN SIT THERE A LONG TIME BEFORE 
ANYTHING HAPPENS. BUT IF YOU JUST GET TO WORK, SOME-
THING WILL OCCUR TO YOU AND SOMETHING ELSE WILL OCCUR 
TO YOU AND SOMETHING ELSE THAT YOU REJECT WILL PUSH 
YOU IN ANOTHER DIRECTION. INSPIRATION IS ABSOLUTELY UN-
NECESSARY AND SOMEHOW DECEPTIVE...”

- Julia Cameron

- Alvin Ailey

- Chuck Close



WESLEY K. ANDREWS
Wesley is a writer and performer in Seattle. He produces Verbalists, a storytelling showcase, and writes 
original material for the stage, page and screen. Read more at www.wesleykandrews.com

“EVERY JOURNEY BEGINS WITH A SINGLE STEP. SOME PEOPLE SAY THAT 
THE FIRST STEP IS THE HARDEST. THAT ISN’T TRUE. THE HARDEST STEP 
IS EVERY SINGLE ONE OF THEM.”

“EVERY JOURNEY BEGINS WITH A SINGLE STEP. SOME PEOPLE SAY THAT 
THE FIRST STEP IS THE HARDEST. THAT ISN’T TRUE. THE HARDEST STEP 
IS EVERY SINGLE ONE OF THEM.”

MOMENTS BLOODY AND HALF-COMPLETE

photo credit: Laurel Andrews
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I was walking to school along my usual route through suburban Fairbanks, Alaska, looking at my feet and 
daydreaming, when I noticed a trickle of blood terminating in a culvert. I followed the trickle back up my neigh-
bor’s driveway to the awesome sight of a four-hundred-pound grizzly carcass hanging prostrate and bare from 
his open garage door. 

I stopped to stare. It was the most gruesome thing my eight-year-old eyes had seen. 

But where was my neighbor? Nobody was around. The neighborhood was silent. I didn’t see a carving table 
or tools. I didn’t see a trash can or bucket. Just this tremendous skinned animal hanging from the left-hand 
portal of a two-car garage.

I later learned that a hunter prepares a grizzly bear for butchery first by cutting off the head for mounting and 
then by skinning the fur and sawing off the paws. This reveals a layer of pasty white fat that looks like cot-
ton pajamas; you could even forget that this is the body of a titan and not an oversized snuggly doll. This fat, 
once trimmed, is now generally discarded, but it used to be preserved in taxidermic deer bladders and used to 
predict the weather, or so the story goes.

Beneath the fat is muscle, tendon, and blood; the anatomical nudity one expects from a carved-up animal. 
This is when the corpse openly drips fluid. It is as though, headless and handless, the brave beast has finally 
conceded and feels she has license to weep. 

I had traced her crimson tears up to the garage; now I watched as a globule fell from her shoulder and slunk 
its way down to the gutter. It rolled off the top of the aluminum piping and onto a disembodied paw.

I said nothing, and the bear said nothing, and the breeze blew a little, and I carried on my way to elementary 
school.

* * * 

MOMENTS BLOODY AND HALF-COMPLETE

“I STOPPED TO STARE. IT WAS THE MOST GRUESOME THING MY 
EIGHT-YEAR-OLD EYES HAD SEEN.”  



The first time I introduced myself to someone as “a writer” I worried he would either laugh or yell at me. It felt 
like I was insulting him. After all, that’s not where my Paychecks come from, so where did I get off?

Whatever you get paid for, that’s what you are. 

“What do you do?” he asked.

“I’m a writer,” I replied, and almost choked on it.

But this person was an older creative-type so he just smiled enthusiastically. He probably wasn’t really a Pro-
fessional Actor (he just played one on stage) and so we could be in on the con together.

“What are you writing?”
* * *

A grizzly’s skull can literally deflect rifle fire. I heard funny stories growing up about foolish men from Outside 
who took a potshot with some handgun, fully expecting a clean kill between the eyes, and wound up food. Even 
better was the Australian lady who climbed two whole fences at the Anchorage Zoo to get a closer look at Binky 
the Polar Bear and lost her shoe, along with – are you laughing yet? – much of her thigh. The Fairbanks Volun-
teer Firefighters made Binky their official mascot after that one. I’ve seen the T-shirts.

Both instances were the same failure of imagination. You can’t walk up to a bear directly and expect something 
sensible to happen. Sure, wherever you come from, if you don’t want to deal with a thing you can just shoot it 
in the face, but bears cannot be contained with something as petty as violence. Let these claws remind you that 
the world is bigger than man’s obscene ambitions.

* * *

“THE FIRST TIME I INTRODUCED MYSELF TO SOMEONE AS “A 
WRITER” I WORRIED HE WOULD EITHER LAUGH OR YELL AT ME. IT 
FELT LIKE I WAS INSULTING HIM. AFTER ALL, THAT’S NOT WHERE 
MY PAYCHECKS COME FROM, SO WHERE DID I GET OFF?”

MOMENTS BLOODY AND HALF-COMPLETE
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It is now March of 2012. It was exactly four years ago that I resolved to change my life and finally pursue my 
dream of a creative career. Needing some sort of organizing superstructure, I arbitrarily chose ten years as the 
duration of my project, and pledged that in March of 2018 I would take stock of my life and decide whether to 
re-up for another decade.

It has been thrilling and frustrating. It has been mostly frustrating. I often feel lost. I often feel that I have made 
a foolish decision, or, more frequently, that I haven’t actually made any decision at all and am simply drifting 
through an ad-hoc ocean of open mics, email inquiries, networking coffees, submission guidelines...and I have 
six years left until something something mumble mumble (cough).

Every journey begins with a single step. Some people say that the first step is the hardest. That isn’t true. The 
hardest step is every single one of them.

* * *
I walked back past my neighbor’s house that afternoon wondering if the bear would still be hanging but it wasn’t. 
The garage door was closed and the driveway was clean. It’s entirely possible that the whole scene never hap-
pened. I certainly can’t prove it. And in any case I’ve never met that neighbor and he probably doesn’t live there 
anymore.

You should also know that I’ve never tasted bear meat and I’ve never been hunting. I’ve barely used a gun; I fired 
a .22 rifle once when I was twelve, in the boy scouts, and again when I was twenty-nine, at a public recreation 
site. I don’t enjoy fishing and I only camp out of cars, using a gas stove, and I like to cook chili, tamales, and 
steak. 

I am not the wilderness type.  And so I am not writing to you today as a prodigal Alaskan hunter who has re-
turned from the forest of the mind with some prized exotic idea.  Nor am I writing as a skinned animal who has 
lost his comfortable fur of indifference and awaits the annihilating slaughter of creative epiphany. I would never 
disrespect the mighty grizzly with a loathsome allegory and that sort of thing doesn’t really happen anyway. I am 
not even writing as a wide-eyed child on his walk to school. We are men, not boys, and the past is not a literary 
device.

Today I am only remembering that moment of suspension when I saw something bloody and half-complete 
spread gruesomely in mid-air. 

Long live the grizzly bear.

MOMENTS BLOODY AND HALF-COMPLETE



SWEET MUSE
MARGOT VAN SLUYTMAN

Margot is an award-winning poet who teaches individuals how to write their voices to find healing 
and transformation. Her most recent book, The Other Inmate: Mediating Justice-Mediating Hope, 
is a poetry- and work-book which is used with victims, inmates, at universities, and in healing 
circles and spirituality centers in North America and Europe. Find out more about Margot at: 
http://www.margotvansluytman.com 

“... I AM LEARNING TO BELIEVE THAT
I AM WORTH THE TIME IT TAKES TO
CREATE WHATEVER I FEEL CALLED
TO CREATE...”
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I commit to you sweet Muse
I beg you to guide this, my pen
My fingers.
I commit to the purpose to write.
To your presence too.
To prioritizing my soul,
My very self
In a manner that embraces all that I am.
I offer to faith,
Mindfulness,
Enduring trust.
I am learning to believe that
I am worth the time it takes to
Create whatever I feel called
To create. Birthing over
And over again. Relighting
A flame daily. I commit
To you. I pen my pain
My power. my joy.
And pray:
“Please, do not ever leave me.”

 

SWEET MUSE



THE IMPACT OF CREATION
SAROVAR BANKA
Sarovar is a film director, producer, screenwriter, playwright and creative dabbler, who travels often but 
has roots in Philadelphia, PA. His first feature film “A Decent Arrangement,” which he wrote, produced, 
and directed, has played at numerous festivals and has been profiled in Brown Alumni Magazine and 
received favorable reviews in Variety and the Mumbai Mirror. His plays have been performed in Rhode 
Island and New York City. More info on the film can be found at www.adecentarrangement.com and on 
facebook/adecentarrangement, and more collaborative musings @rovdog on twitter. 

“DESPITE MANY YEARS OF CREATIVE ENDEAVORS AND EXPLORATIONS, 
IF I SEARCH FOR A FIXED MEANING IN THE WORK OF ART ITSELF, OR AN 
OBJECTIVE EXAMPLE OF IT CHANGING SOMEONE’S LIFE IN A POSITIVE 
WAY, I DRAW A BLANK.”

“DESPITE MANY YEARS OF CREATIVE ENDEAVORS AND EXPLORATIONS, 
IF I SEARCH FOR A FIXED MEANING IN THE WORK OF ART ITSELF, OR AN 
OBJECTIVE EXAMPLE OF IT CHANGING SOMEONE’S LIFE IN A POSITIVE 
WAY, I DRAW A BLANK.”

13



It’s often easy to forget the impact of the creation of a work of art. So much time is spent on worrying if it’s 
any good, if it was worth doing at all, if it will be well received, or if it will lead to opportunities in the future. 

I realize now that the adage that an artist should avoid value judgments when approaching their art was con-
ceived by people who are incredibly smart. At various times I have loved the things that I have created, hated 
them, been ambivalent, apathetic and later loved them again. I’ve seen my work through my own eyes and 
judged it, and then I’ve seen it through the eyes of the person next to me, through the laughter of a room full 
of people, or their stifled silence. 

Recently I screened the same print of my debut feature film “A Decent Arrangement” at two different theatres 
in Mumbai on successive days, the second of these with projection problems but much better sound than the 
first. As I was watching the film, which I’d seen hundreds of times, I suddenly found myself noticing many mo-
ments I hadn’t noticed before, and gaining a greater appreciation of some of the subtlety of the acting in the 
film. One of the lead actors was there as well and I said to him quite sincerely as we went out the theater door, 
“Wow, you were great tonight.” 

Every time the film is screened it is a different performance, influenced by the quality of picture and sound, 
the lawn being mowed behind you in your living room, or the horrifying discovery that they are out of Sour 
Patch Kids at the concession stand. Certainly as artists we want to feel that our work is important and that the 
content of it is valuable, but that is a matter a judgment, entirely subjective, and from one perspective, entirely 
arbitrary. We work to try to cement the object, to say that we have created a solid, to count its sides and color 
in the polygon, and still the shape of it bends every time we hold it. 

And so the artist grows frustrated, with a reality that is not a reality, and the impact of the content that seems 
like it is ever changing with the very next viewing and the very next opinion.

“... THE ARTIST GROWS FRUSTRATED, WITH A REALITY THAT IS 
NOT A REALITY, AND THE IMPACT OF THE CONTENT THAT SEEMS 
LIKE IT IS EVER CHANGING WITH THE VERY NEXT VIEWING AND 
THE VERY NEXT OPINION.”

THE IMPACT OF CREATION



Early on in my life I had wanted to work for the World Health Organization, and the fantasy of my youth was to 
travel around fighting diseases one at a time, eradicating them like a comic book hero. In college, when my 
interests began to shift to writing plays, making films, and other creative pursuits, I abandoned the perhaps 
illusory dream, but not without a profound sense of guilt and confusion. 

While I knew that I could do something positive with my life if I devoted myself to the health of others, over 
time it dawned on me that the pursuit of art was a selfish one, and I would never know the impact of my work 
as an artist. I didn’t just abandon the former idea of my path in life, I also abandoned the idea that the work I 
did would ever have a concrete effect on anything, and therefore in my fatalism, a concrete meaning. 

I would love to say that in successive years I found this to be untrue, and that I felt my work changed the lives 
of so many people, but my art generally does not concern important social issues, and even at this time it is 
still very difficult to understand its effect beyond its capacity as a diversion. Despite many years of creative 
endeavors and explorations, if I search for a fixed meaning in the work of art itself, or an objective example of 
it changing someone’s life in a positive way, I draw a blank. 

Where then do I get meaning from the life of an artist? 

One of the most interesting things about making a film is that it is a collaborative effort. While much of my 
journey as an artist has been spent alone, with my laptop on my desk or in a coffee shop, when it comes to 
producing the work, an engagement of a group of people has always been necessary. 

I moved to India to make “A Decent Arrangement” and outside of some members of my family who live there, 
I knew almost no one, and certainly not anyone in the film industry. And yet years later (yes, it took a while), 
when we were ready to shoot, I had assembled a crew of dozens of talented people, prepared for our own 
singular artistic endeavor.

“I HAD BROUGHT THESE PEOPLE...TO CHANDIGARH, THE TOWN 
WHERE I HAD VISITED MY GRANDPARENTS AS A CHILD, TO THEIR 
VERY HOUSE. THAT GROUP OF PEOPLE WOULD NEVER HAVE COME 
THERE IF NOT FOR THE STORY THAT I WANTED TO TELL.”

THE IMPACT OF CREATION
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Something I thought about only later was that I had brought these people to that place, to Chandigarh, the 
town where I had visited my grandparents as a child, to their very house. That group of people would never 
have come there if not for the story that I wanted to tell. Some of them would have never visited the beautiful, 
modernist inspired LeCorbusier designed city; they may very well have been somewhere else equally charm-
ing, or less so. But at the time, that was far from my mind. 

My concern was maintaining a single-minded devotion to the film and doing the best job we possibly could to 
make it. I locked myself into the world of the narrative and was essentially blind to anything else, which I sort 
of came to view as either a necessary technique for a director or a really great coping mechanism. One was 
needed of course, and at least it was non-pharmacological. 

The shoot itself was both tremendously difficult and enjoyable, with all the various twists and turns that 
inevitably come with a fledgling independent production. I grew immeasurably from the experience; it was in 
all degrees personally challenging and rewarding. But I had been prepared for that. I knew I would be different 
when I finished shooting, both mentally and physically, as evidenced by the flecks of white that began appear-
ing in my beard. 

However, when we were about to leave Chandigarh, something unexpected happened that penetrated the 
creative cloud I’d stuck my head in.

At the close of our last shoot, we threw a small and quite modest party for just the crew to say thank you. 
We had a terrific time joining hands and dancing together to Hindi songs blaring from speakers tuned up way 
too loud for my American ear. At the end of the evening, we all proceeded down to the street to get into our 
vehicles and I heard the sound of crying.

“WHEN WE WERE ABOUT TO LEAVE CHANDIGARH, SOMETHING 
UNEXPECTED HAPPENED THAT PENETRATED THE CREATIVE CLOUD 
I’D STUCK MY HEAD IN.”

THE IMPACT OF CREATION



I looked over and saw that the young men from Delhi who had worked the lights on the film were weeping as 
they packed up and got into their trucks. The sound did not have a single origin; I could hear sobs from several 
different places on the street. 

A young man, probably about twenty or so years old, came up and took my hand first and then hugged me. I 
was moved.

I remember summers as a kid leaving camp, or parting with an ensemble of actors who had all grown close 
over the course of a play, but I had never before seen such a raw display of emotion at the close of a project. 
We had all been working so hard to try to create something we felt was beautiful, but it was through this off-
screen happening that I now felt a profound sense of both beauty and completion. 

It underscored then something that had been evolving in my thoughts: that it was doing the work that was 
important and not necessarily the work itself. 

I don’t want to give a false impression that it was all perfect and pure - making a film is rough, damn hard, 
and far from blissful, most especially what these men were doing. But the value of their experience and the 
time we all spent together birthed a powerful emotion. I saw that to these men, their experience in our collec-
tive endeavor, something that I had started at my desk in another country, never knowing if it would even be 
made, never knowing if it would have any impact on anyone, actually mattered. And because it mattered to 
them, and because they were proud of their work and their experience, it also mattered to me. 

I have come to look for meaning not in the impermanent object of creation itself, but in the act of creating. And 
one of the amazing and profound things is that this action can make a tangible impact on the lives of others, 
affecting many people in different and often times rewarding ways.

“IT UNDERSCORED THEN SOMETHING THAT HAD BEEN EVOLVING 
IN MY THOUGHTS: THAT IT WAS DOING THE WORK THAT WAS IM-
PORTANT AND NOT NECESSARILY THE WORK ITSELF.”

THE IMPACT OF CREATION
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EARTH
ANNIE ZALEZSAK
Annie has been prolifically creative all her life, but has only recently begun to reveal and release most of 
her art publicly. She describes her creative journey on her website at http://www.creativecourage.com 

“I REALIZED THAT I EXPECTED TO PRODUCE MASTERPIECES EVERY 
TIME; THAT UNLESS I HAD A DEFINITE IDEA AND WAS CERTAIN IT 
WOULD COME OUT WELL, I WOULD NOT BOTHER TO PAINT AT ALL.”



EARTH 

Earth
Acrylic on stretched canvas
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On December 26, 1996, I reflected on my creative history. Despite my immense joy painting since childhood, 
I rarely gave myself time and space to do it and questioned the reasons why. I realized that I expected to 
produce masterpieces every time; that unless I had a definite idea and was certain it would come out well, I 
would not bother to paint at all.

Becoming aware of this, on that Boxing Day I gave myself permission to paint for the simple pleasure of it. No 
fixed ideas, no pre-planning or predictions of the outcome. I gave myself complete freedom to paint purely for 
the joy of the process.

For full indulgence, I relaxed in a hot bubble bath to clear my mind completely. Then, I laid out materials. I sat 
in front of the canvas and completely gave my hands to whatever colour paint it selected, to whatever brush 
called me. Following my intuition in complete present-moment awareness, I lost myself in a frenzy of splashing 
colours onto the canvas.

Once the canvas was fully covered in paint, I became conscious of what I had done. I sat back and stared for 
several minutes. Then, I laughed out loud at the “mess” I created. Quickly reminding myself not to judge, I 
continued to gaze into the painting for quite some time.

Then, suddenly, I saw the image of a cherub! The cherub was welcoming me, drawing me into the painting, as 
if to thank me for noticing it. I quickly picked out its features to highlight.

Thus began a period of feverish painting in this way. Every morning, I could hardly wait to get at the canvas. 
My right brain hummed. It was utter elation! I created 19 paintings in 5 weeks. 

This painting is called Earth and is the 8th painting in that series.

 All art is completely subjective. I encourage viewers to see what they wish to see in my art. This ability to 
interpret through our own unique perspective is what makes us all artists and creators.

EARTH 



BEAUTY FROM CREATIVITY
ROHITA SHANKER
A purist turned fusionista, philosopher no time waster; 
tech nature humanities, friends laughter vino please; 
life’s too short to complicate, speaks her mind but contemplates; 
Chennai Pilani California, Seattle now dear and near; 
Microsoft is lucky to have her, in the digital advertising sphere.

“WHERE THERE IS BEAUTY, THERE IS EMOTION... EMOTION IS ENERGY THAT 
IS BUILT UP DUE TO AN UNRESOLVED IDEA OR AN ISSUE THAT IS NOT FULLY 
UNDERSTOOD... AND IN THE PROCESS OF UNDERSTANDING AND SEEKING 
RESOLUTION...ONE BUILDS PATHWAYS AND SOLUTIONS, AND THEREFORE 
CREATES.”

21
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BEAUTY FROM CREATIVITY
I had always felt right-brained, even from the early years.  Recognizing my natural inclinations, my father had 
suggested that I pursue the arts and languages as a primary course of study, but being a straight A-s student 
growing up in the competitive, Indian middle-class environment of the 80s, I succumbed to implicit pres-
sures, and chose to pursue degrees in electronics and computer science instead. For the last decade, I have 
had fun writing and designing software, but through the years, my right-brained-ness has sought to express 
itself through travelogues, photography, cooking, nutrition, music, dance, theater, poetry and an ongoing and 
evolving curiosity in all of these areas. Believing that my path to fulfillment lay in pursuing one or two of these 
interests and turning them into a career, I have toyed many a time with the idea of making a 180 degree shift 
professionally. 

Snowed in on this wintry day in early 2012, I reminisce about the fall of 2010, when, in response to a brewing 
creative urge, I turned in my application for Seattle’s Yoni Ki Baat (YKB), a South Asian show case of original 
narratives inspired by The Vagina Monologues. I had wanted to return to stage for a while, something I had 
immensely enjoyed in school and college. The authentic expression and bonding facilitated by YKB gave me a 
space to connect with kindred spirits, and inspired me to create and share at a deeper level than I had ex-
pected to. I remember vividly the evening in my living room, when I was bantering with a friend about alterna-
tive forms of love, being that we were both single and in our mid-thirties. It was a couple of days before the 
deadline to turn in the first draft of my YKB story, and I did not have the faintest clue yet, what I was going to 
write about! Egged on by what I’d shared with my friend that evening, I brought up the idea with the YKB Cre-
ative Director, joking that a piece on ménage-trois might push the YKB envelope. When she came back with 
“Bring it on!”,  a unique idea for a piece on spirituality, balance and sexuality enabling freedom in love, was 
born! In spite of that initial inspiration, I did have some reservations about presenting an unconventional and 
bold stance on love that transcends gender and societal stereotypes, because I was unsure about audience 
receptivity and perceptions. But soon, armed with encouragement from my family and close friends and the 
resonance from some of the women I met at YKB, I decided to go forth with my idea. A thousand words literally 
flowed out in a matter of two hours! 

“SOON MY MISSION WITH [YONI KI BAAT] SUBTLY CHANGED 
FROM JUST A CREATIVE OUTLET OR STAGE EXPERIENCE TO MY 
LARGER SPIRITUAL PURPOSE, ENABLING ME TO FOCUS ON THE 
SISTERHOOD THAT HAD BEEN CREATED...”



The ripples of energy triggered from the performance and which lasted well after the show, blew me away. 
This experience made me see the beauty and power in just being courageous and authentic, even very vulner-
able in an audience’s witness. During the months preceding the show, I also found myself emotionally relating 
to and invested in the stories the other women brought forth. Soon my mission with YKB subtly changed from 
just a creative outlet or stage experience to my larger spiritual purpose, enabling me to focus on the sister-
hood that had been created, and provide help, encouragement and positive energy wherever needed. In the 
end, along with creative satisfaction, I walked away from YKB with renewed confidence and a beautiful com-
munity, which continues to be a source of joy and inspiration long after the show. 

My YKB experience was beautiful because I chose to expend creative energy by being, writing, performing and 
providing support through emotional and editorial input within a larger collective, and the choice was propelled 
by my love for stage, expression, emotion and humanity. This return to stage opened doors within me, and 
inspired me to perform at various other local cultural events. These forays were energizing because I chose to 
express my dormant talents in the art forms that I knew and loved. In the end, we preserve what we love, we 
love what we understand and we understand what we study. So eventually, love itself is really a choice. I can 
choose to love something. 

The large software conglomerate I work in employs people of myriad backgrounds, skill-sets, and perspec-
tives. My role of Program Manager is like that of a movie director. It is about creating a synergy across all the 
individual experts, each of whom speaks a different language, and leading their talents to converge into a 
vision for our products, which ultimately, add value in the lives of our customers. 

BEAUTY FROM CREATIVITY

“MY [YONI KI BAAT] EXPERIENCE WAS BEAUTIFUL BECAUSE I 
CHOSE TO EXPEND CREATIVE ENERGY BY BEING, WRITING, PER-
FORMING AND PROVIDING SUPPORT THROUGH EMOTIONAL AND 
EDITORIAL INPUT WITHIN A LARGER COLLECTIVE...” 23



BEAUTY FROM CREATIVITY
YKB’s execution into a synergistic, collective and connected experience of growth and evolution showed me 
parallels between the two worlds, and I realized how they were, though apparently different, actually governed 
by the same principles. In the pursuit of feeding my hungry right brain, I understood some truths about love, 
choice and taking creative action, and have now chosen to apply them into the left-brained world that I work 
in. Or perhaps I have stopped distinguishing between left and right altogether! Rather than relinquish my 
“left-brained” training and experience or abandon my scientific and analytical acumen, I have chosen to find 
connectedness, beauty and love in the world of technology, steering my career in a direction that involves end-
user experiences and collaborative work – work that forges connections and that creates beauty. I now choose 
to see it and act on it differently, I choose to love it, and I choose to see its beauty.

I want to leave you with my musings on beauty. Notice how beauty or its magnetism is something you feel 
and never something you think about. Where there is beauty, there is emotion. What is emotion after all? No 
matter what kind it is – attraction, grief, regret, pride, fear, anger, stress…or even “a creative urge,” emotion is 
energy that is built up due to an unresolved idea or an issue that is not fully understood, which blocks the free 
energy flow through our existence. And in the process of understanding and seeking resolution, should one 
choose to, one builds pathways and solutions, and therefore creates. Creating is the act of changing the state-
of-the-art for the better and thereby eventually unlocking mysteries of the world and of the mind.  Creating is 
thence a way of finding purpose to our existence. So, it is important that we allow ourselves to feel our emo-
tions, even the negative ones, and address them. We will then find ourselves building pathways and connec-
tions. These, in turn, will become conduits for energy flow, and when energy flows freely within and through, 
what it radiates is called beauty. And in that state, the only remaining emotion is bliss, which is the bedrock of 
authentic strength and power.

“IN THE PURSUIT OF FEEDING MY HUNGRY RIGHT BRAIN, I UNDER-
STOOD SOME TRUTHS ABOUT LOVE, CHOICE AND TAKING CRE-
ATIVE ACTION, AND HAVE NOW CHOSEN TO APPLY THEM INTO THE 
LEFT-BRAINED WORLD THAT I WORK IN.”



THE PINEWOOD DERBY BUILD
AMOL PERUBHATLA
Amol is ten years old and lives in Houston, TX. He has been enrolled in cub scouting and doing 
Pinewood Derby for five years. Pinewood Derby is one of the most favorite events held during any Cub 
Scout calendar year. This year is his first to do it by himself, and he has taken on more responsibility in 
the event than ever before. 

“I’M IN THE FRONT WATCHING MY CAR GET PUT ONTO THE RAMP. I SEE I 
HAVE SEVEN PEOPLE’S CARS RACING MINE. AS THEY START THE COUNT-
DOWN 5…4…3…2…1, MY CAR IS LIKE A BLACK AND RED STREAK FLYING 
DOWN THE RAMP FASTER THAN THE OTHERS AND BOOM!”
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THE PINEWOOD DERBY BUILD
3:00 PM
I started to cut the car. I had spent hours making up a design and the outcome was a half Lamborghini, half 
Ferrari design. I didn’t think once that when finished being cut it would look like this. It was better than I 
thought it would be. I had just started sanding my car taking off the surplus edges. The cut wood block was 
as smooth as a baby’s skin. This allows air to go through it very fast. After that I cleaned off the dust so that I 
could go on to the next step, to paint it.

4:32 PM
It’s time for the paint. I taped over the grooves where the wheels will soon be put in place, to make sure it’s 
not painted shut. Then I put some tape in two lines on the top of the car. I painted the car black in the middle, 
in-between the two pieces of tape. After putting a black line on the car, I waited for it to dry. The next step was 
to tape over the black line and paint the rest of the car red with a spray paint bottle. After the paint was dry, I 
took off the tape leaving a red car with a black line going through the top.

7:00 PM
It’s axle preparation time; I put one of my axles in a drill and put the drill to medium speed. A triangular file 
to remove the burrs, I pushed lightly on the file so I do not damage the axles. I see the axles have lines in 
them so I take a strip of sand paper, wet it a little bit and put it on the axle. Then I ran the drill again and soon 
enough, the lines were gone.

9:00 AM 
Wheel preparation time; it’s time for the last touch to the wheels. I connected the wheel to a drill and took wet 
sand paper. I ran the drill and put the wheel so it would touch the sand paper as it spins. I did that to all the 
wheels. Until I had all four wheels very smooth. I put lubricant on a cloth and rubbed the lubricant onto the 
wheels.

“IT’S TIME FOR THE PAINT. I TAPED OVER THE GROOVES WHERE 
THE WHEELS WILL SOON BE PUT IN PLACE, TO MAKE SURE IT’S 
NOT PAINTED SHUT. THEN I PUT SOME TAPE IN TWO LINES ON THE 
TOP OF THE CAR.”



12:00 PM
The last touch was putting it all together. So I took the wheels and axles. I put them into their grooves and 
super glued them there. This was the last touch. I’m finished with the car and now its race time! 

3:00 PM
I’m in the front watching my car get put onto the ramp. I see I have seven people’s cars racing mine. As they 
start the countdown 5…4…3…2…1, my car is like a black and red streak flying down the ramp faster than 
the others and BOOM! It hits the finish line second in 5.34 seconds! Yes, all that hard work paid off. I met my 
goal all by myself! 

3:10PM
I’m proud of myself. I feel good for at least standing 2nd in the race. I could have done better but I didn’t have 
enough time. I feel proud as the scout leaders hand me my trophy and hand the 1st and 3rd place trophies to 
the other winners. I see all my friends cheer me on. It’s all so EPIC but everything EPIC has to stop at one point 
and the cheering stopped and I had to leave. I showed my family the trophy and then put it on display.

THE PINEWOOD DERBY BUILD

“I FEEL PROUD AS THE SCOUT LEADERS HAND ME MY TROPHY 
AND HAND THE 1ST AND 3RD PLACE TROPHIES TO THE OTHER 
WINNERS. I SEE ALL MY FRIENDS CHEER ME ON.”
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WHAT’S YOUR STORY?
A special CREATIVITY WORKSHOP by Flying Chickadee at AAINA, Tasveer’s South Asian 
Women’s Focus Festival at the Seattle Asian Art Museum on April 21, 11am-2pm, $60. 
Participation is open to all (unrestricted by the festival’s focus on South Asian wom-
en). For more details and registration, see http://tasveer.org/tasveer.org/events/
aaina2012.html, or visit www.flyingchickadee.com 



IN DIALOGUE WITH
YUSUF MISDAQ
Yusuf is a multi-media artist of Afghan heritage, born and raised in the UK and more recently living 
and practicing in the USA. His output ranges from observational documentaries, to journalism, music 
production and digital art. Since 2007, he has also written three novels and released many more poetry 
collections, whilst teaching Creative Writing courses at NYU’s Islamic Center and George Washington 
University in Washington DC. For more on Yusuf, please visit www.yusufmisdaq.wordpress.com and 
www.ymisdaq.bandcamp.com

“...THE PROCESS ... [IS] A LIVING THING AND IT WILL TAKE YOUR WORK IN 
COMPLETELY UNPREDICTABLE DIRECTIONS, SO YOU HAVE TO BE OPEN TO 
THAT ADVENTURE...LISTEN TO THE GOOD WHISPERS, OR AT LEAST CON-
SIDER THEM, AS YOU GO ABOUT CREATING SOMETHING.”
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IN DIALOGUE WITH   YUSUF MISDAQ

SS – Hi Yusuf, I just finished reading excerpts from some of your books and found them very intriguing; I look 
forward to reading them in more detail. Congratulations on the different kinds of plots you have worked on!
You have different kinds of creative interests – writing, music, photography and film-making to name a few. 
How do you organize your time between all of these and make sure you give enough time and attention to 
each of these passions?

YM – Love creates enthusiasm, and enthusiasm (for the most part) does a great job of organizing things for 
you. For sure you have to put in a lot of work in terms of being strict about deadlines that you impose on your-
self; that’s always challenging and rewarding, and generally, you have to do a lot of organization yourself. But 
truly, it’s mostly all from enthusiasm. 

My desire to go a certain direction dictates that I then organize my life in such a way that I am able to spend 
most of my working time on that specific thing. So if I want to paint, first I will make the time to paint, and 
then, somewhere not too far down the line, I will paint - as opposed to listening to the radio, eating or taking 
a bath, for example. It’s mercifully simple, but yet, without discipline and spirituality it wouldn’t be. You set the 
framework, make the space ready that lays the ground down for magic to manifest. The great poet Ishmael 
Butler said it best in a song not that long ago, “You gotta -be there- to be lucky.”

SS – You’ve been working on a new book of poetry that is supposed to come out soon. Can you tell us more 
about it? How long have you been working on it?

YM – Lefke Automatic / Destiny of Love is the latest in a collection of poetry books we are releasing with the 
aim to document, moment by moment, the spiritual growth of a male human being living in today’s society, 
and to document it in the most true and real way. The other five books in the series also contain mostly poetry, 
some short stories, some prose pieces on politics, culture and spirituality and such, plus drawings, illustrations 
and even some song-lyrics. 

“LOVE CREATES ENTHUSIASM, AND ENTHUSIASM (FOR THE MOST 
PART) DOES A GREAT JOB OF ORGANIZING THINGS FOR YOU.”



But this latest one is really all about falling in love, in springtime. And it’s not just any kind of love. It’s an 
elevated love whose target is not just the private pleasure of the two human beings involved, but humanity. It’s 
a style of love that is encased within a love for (and a desire to serve) all of humanity. Most importantly, they’re 
nice poems too. They’re not scared, but brave, because that’s what love does, it makes you brave. I’m hoping 
it can help change people’s lives for the better, like Sam Becket did in Quantum Leap. 

SS – What are your thoughts on the joys and rewards of the creative process? Do you let the process develop 
and enhance your initial vision that you had when you first start a project?

YM – Yes, I always let the process enhance my initial vision. You have to, otherwise you’re no different to the 
rest of the gerbils who are making dry, stale artwork that is based on (and rooted to) the initial idea, with little 
else in its palette. Of course it’s tough to stay true to the process because it’s a living thing and it will take 
your work in completely unpredictable directions, so you have to be open to that adventure, open to the time it 
takes and the places it takes you. 

You have to stay flexible and listen to the good whispers, or at least consider them, as you go about creating 
something. This initial vision or idea that comes to the artist like a thunderbolt is often a very deceptive thing. 
It’s like an arrogant person who thinks he has all the answers. But if you listen to him at the expense of every 
other voice that speaks to you, then you will create weak work. If you take someone arrogant for your friend 
and ignore the voices of other good people around you, you’re bound to end up somewhere uninspired, or in a 
dead-end situation. Better to be free and ongoing.

SS – As a child, did you have any role models you looked up to and wanted to be like? What do you feel about 
the environment in which the children of today are growing up? Is it conducive to developing their creative 
interests?

“I ALWAYS LET THE PROCESS ENHANCE MY INITIAL VISION...OTH-
ERWISE YOU’RE...MAKING DRY, STALE ARTWORK THAT IS BASED 
ON (AND ROOTED TO) THE INITIAL IDEA, WITH LITTLE ELSE IN ITS 
PALETTE.”

IN DIALOGUE WITH   YUSUF MISDAQ
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YM – I don’t think I wanted to be like anyone when I was young because I was so happy and content in my 
dream land. But I did have people, some real and some celebrity faces, who made me feel warm and safe. 
People who were very kind and gentle and caring. And having them in my consciousness enabled me to make 
more of those journeys into my dreamland; they enabled me to get deeper into it. Now, talking to you here as 
an adult, I probably do have role models, so it’s changed. I believe in perfection now and I want to go after it, 
so for that too, you need people. 

As for the kids growing up today and their environment, yeah they do have more distractions than I did, but 
they’ll be fine. The right ones will emerge from the noise and help uplift the world, and the rest will do what 
the rest do. It doesn’t change, generation after generation. Maybe you can say there are fewer and fewer 
people emerging; I don’t know ... but either way, it’s the same pattern. We just have to hope we are part of the 
force of good. We might wake up one day and realize we were part of the problem all along. Self-growth might 
do that to you.

SS – Has your ethnicity and religion had a significant impact on your work?

YM – Yeah! As sure as my eyes speak it... But as I said before, it’s better to be free and ongoing... and ex-
panding. So I try my best not to dwell on that fact in a conscious way.

SS – You recently traveled to Africa. Was that a trip specifically for writing? What was your experience like?

YM – Well, I felt humbled there. I felt I was in the presence of saints and it really humbled me. I was walking 
every day with children or saints; I couldn’t figure out which one they were, but crucially, none of them knew 
that they were that. They just were. I was really living there not just visiting or traveling through, but there for a 
good few months, so I think that time was commensurate with the level of benefit and blessing that I received.

IN DIALOGUE WITH   YUSUF MISDAQ

“I FELT HUMBLED [IN AFRICA]. I FELT I WAS IN THE PRESENCE OF 
SAINTS... I WAS WALKING EVERY DAY WITH CHILDREN OR SAINTS; 
I COULDN’T FIGURE OUT WHICH ONE THEY WERE, BUT CRUCIALLY, 
NONE OF THEM KNEW THAT THEY WERE THAT. THEY JUST WERE.”



All the glimmers of Africa that I had spied through the people I met throughout my life, everything I imagined, 
and even a lot of the stuff I wrote as a daydreamer imagining it – they were all reflected there, but in a much 
wider and truer way. Africa has to blow your mind if you live there. It has to. I mean, I’m still learning really, just 
by remembering it every day. 

Anyway, yes I was there to write, editing my new [third] novel which is coming out next year, God-willing. It’s 
called ‘The Steep Ascent’ and it’s something really different. I also did a series of paintings, some of them I 
really like. The light was special in Malawi.

SS – What are some other projects that you are currently working on and are excited about?

YM – I’m here writing this in my studio where I’m working on a new LP as we speak. A few of the songs were 
written in Malawi, but most of them I’ve been working on since last year when I was in Brooklyn. The infamous 
MC Sensational is also going to be featuring on a track or two on this LP, which I’m really excited about, as I’ve 
been listening to his music since I was very young – since I first started making beats in fact. 

I’m also about to do a huge thing that I’ve never done, which is give away my second novel. It recently was 
short-listed for an award back in the UK, and when it didn’t win, I decided that it was time to let people have it, 
at least as a free e-book, which is what I’m planning. So it’ll be with people of the Kindle/e-book world pretty 
soon, hopefully people read it on their commuter trains; I hope so. The title is ‘Narayan,’ and it’s all about a 
middle-aged Indian guy who works in the ticket-office of a train station in London. 

SS – What a wonderful idea! Good luck with all of your upcoming projects and thanks for chatting with CC! 

IN DIALOGUE WITH   YUSUF MISDAQ

“I’M ALSO ABOUT TO DO A HUGE THING THAT I’VE NEVER DONE, 
WHICH IS GIVE AWAY MY SECOND NOVEL. IT RECENTLY WAS 
SHORT-LISTED FOR AN AWARD BACK IN THE UK, AND WHEN IT 
DIDN’T WIN, I DECIDED THAT IT WAS TIME TO LET PEOPLE HAVE 
IT, AT LEAST AS A FREE E-BOOK...” 33
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Flying Chickadee is deeply grateful for the courageously creative contributions from all the writers 
and artists, whose original works are published here. (All rights for individual works belong to the 
respective individual artists, and can be reprinted with written permission and proper reference to 
this ‘zine.) We’re also grateful to Yusuf Misdaq for interviewing with us, and to Sudha Nandagopal 
for contributing her original photography to this issue.

We’re deeply grateful to Samuel Stubblefield for his incredible talent and generosity with his art, 
as well as to Olivia Messer for her ongoing copy-editorial contributions.

And finally, our thanks to Perfect Copy and Print for making the print edition of Courageous 
Creativity possible. 
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