Day 2: Good Art
Troy Roemer

​“The advice I like to give young artists, or really anybody who’ll listen to me is not to wait around for inspiration. Inspiration is for amateurs; the rest of us just show up and get to work.” 
- Chuck Close
Chuck Close is one of the coolest painters ever. His photorealist paintings look impossible when you see them in person. They’re taller than I am, and the amount of detail in every square inch is more than my feeble mind can even begin to comprehend. He worked from the 1960s all the way up until his death in 2021.
In 1988, he had a devastating medical event that left him paralyzed from the neck down. Through physical therapy, he regained some use of his extremities. He taped a paintbrush to his wrist and kept creating masterpiece after masterpiece.
If Chuck can lose basically all function of his body below the neck but still paint like an absolute genius decade after decade, how can I believe I have any excuse to sit on my ass and do nothing?
All sorts of self-help books out there tell you to think more positively, to keep yourself healthy, and to live in the moment. There’s an infinite lineup of advice to help you live a good life. I find most of those things really boring, because many of them skim over the difficult truth that people don’t like to hear. Helping yourself is work. It’s action. You have to do stuff. Thinking is cheap and basically worthless without action.
How many people do you know who pop their mouths off about how great they are? They’re always talking about how they’re inventing the next amazing thing. They talk about how they have this great idea for the next Great American Novel, but they haven’t written a single word. Dime a dozen, right? Now how many people do you know who are out there working on it? Personally, in my life, the number is pretty close to 0.
That’s a sad fucking number.
From now on, I’m hyper focusing on every excuse that I make. “Oh, I can’t write today, because I have a 3 week old baby in the house. She has a cold. I’ll write again once she’s not sick anymore.”
Bullshit.
“I can’t write today, because I don’t have anything to write about.”
Bullshit.
“I’m letting my ideas marinate a little.”
Contrived bullshit.
For those non-writers out there, all those excuses mean I’m participating in mental (and probably physical, let’s be real) masturbation about ideas that’ll never come into existence, because I’m a lazy piece of crap. I started working on a piece of fiction about two years ago and have only written about 30 pages. Somehow I’ve convinced myself I’m working on greatness. It’s hilarious; I’m not working at all. It’s asinine.
How can I truthfully call myself a writer if I don’t write? How could Chuck call himself a painter if he didn’t paint? How can anyone call themselves an entrepreneur, poet, songwriter, YouTuber, app builder, or any myriad other creative endeavor without actually doing something? It’s insanity, but it happens every day, and you can probably pick out a handful of people you know making those kinds of excuses right now.
I’ll start working out next week.
I’ll start my diet after the weekend.
I’ll work on my book after I think about it some more.
I’ll paint on this canvas after I fine-tune the composition.
Ad infinitum.
The worst part is we usually let that shit slide. We wax philosophical about all the shit we’re going to do, all the amazing breakthroughs we’ll have, all the mind-blowing hooks and choruses we’re going to compose, but nothing ever makes it onto paper. The songs are never recorded. The paintings are never sketched. The businesses are never launched. All our grand ideas are hot air collecting dust and cobwebs in our brains. We feel good about telling ourselves how great we are going to be, but we never do anything. We talk. Talk blows.
I’m annoyed. I want action.
I’m getting real fuckin’ tired of my bullshitty grand plans, so I’m showing up to work. Every single day. I’m making it a point to put some words on a page. I’m honestly not even worried if I ever spin any of these lame ass words into gold. None of that matters. All that matters is I show up and put in the work.
No more excuses. Excuses are for amateurs, and I don’t want to jerk my dick around and call myself a writer without actually writing anything. That’s lame. It’s lying – to myself, to my family, to my friends, and anyone else who ever asks me what I do for a living.
What other excuses have I been telling myself to keep from doing the things I need to do? I’m going to pay attention and cut that shit out ASAP. If I have time to doom scroll on the internet, I have time to write. If I have time to watch a soccer game, I have time to write. If I have enough time to sit on the toilet and read the shampoo bottle until my legs fall asleep, I have time to write.
I’ve wondered what makes good art and bad art. Some might say it’s subjective. They’ll say good art reflects the world. Or good art makes you contemplate your place in it. Or good art inspires you. All bullshit. The difference between good and bad art is actually really simple.
Good art exists, bad art doesn’t. Bad art is the intellectual farts of lazy fucks that can’t be bothered rolling up their sleeves and putting in the work. Good art is the stuff we’re actually making.
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