Drawn to the Wild, Literally

Sitting down and thinking about what my next art project should be, | realised something
funny. Without meaning to, | almost always drift toward the nature side of things. It is not
something | have set out to do, there is no rule in my head saying “your art must be nature-
themed”, yet here | am, looking back at my last six or seven pieces, and every single one has
been tied to the wild.

At first, | brushed it off, thinking maybe it was just a coincidence. But then | started really
thinking about it and digging a little deeper. That’s when it hit me, it’s not just my most
recent works. This trend has been going on for much longer than | realised.

Take the set of three charcoal drawings | did, all wild animals. Then there were the two
abstract paintings | worked on, and surprise, both ended up being of wild animals too. My
latest completed piece? A mosaic, and yes, also a wild animal. Looking even further back,
there’s the mandala | painstakingly drew on an ostrich egg, wild animal again. And right now,
as | sit here writing this, my current work-in-progress is an abstract inspired by wildflowers.
Still nature. Still wild.

It's almost like no matter the style, no matter the medium, my creative compass always spins
toward the natural world. | never sat down and made a decision to be a “nature artist”, yet
without even thinking consciously about it, that’s where | land every time.

And of course, this makes me start asking questions. Why is that? Is it just habit? A
subconscious preference? Or is it something deeper?

When | talk to my parents about what | should tackle for my next piece, they throw out a few
suggestions. A city skyline? Nah. A still life of fruit? Nope. A portrait of a famous figure? Not
feeling it. But mention wildlife and my eyes light up before they’'ve even finished the
sentence. It is almost like my heart makes the decision before my brain even gets a say.

So now | can’t help but wonder, does this have anything to do with my passion for wildlife
photography?

Photography and art may seem like different worlds, but for me, they overlap in so many
ways. In photography, | am constantly looking for patterns, shapes, colours, and light, all
within the context of the natural world. A bird balancing on a branch, the curve of an
antelope’s horn, the way a leopard’s spots melt into the shade, these details excite me. They
pull me in. And when | sit down with a blank canvas or a lump of clay or a piece of charcoal, it
is those same details that seem to whisper ideas into my head.

Wildlife photography has taught me to be patient, to really observe, and to appreciate not
just the “big” or “iconic” species, but also the small, intricate wonders. Maybe that’s why
even when | switch to another medium, | can’t help but follow that same thread. It’s less
about choosing “wildlife” and more about chasing that same feeling | get when I'm in the
field, that sense of awe and connection.



And maybe, deep down, this is my way of keeping nature close to me, even when I’'m not out
there with my camera. Life can get busy, weather can keep you indoors, but through art, |
can keep those moments alive. | can relive the light in a lion’s eyes, the texture of bark under
my fingertips, or the way wildflowers tangle together in a field.

It is also worth mentioning that nature, unlike many other subjects, is endlessly varied. A
building is a building, a vase of flowers is a vase of flowers, but in the wild there’s an infinite
palette to work with. Every feather is different, every sunset is unique, every leaf has its own
pattern of veins. | think part of me thrives on that unpredictability.

Of course, this doesn’t mean | can’t or won’t ever branch out. Maybe one day | will challenge
myself to paint that city skyline, or a bowl of fruit, or even an abstract that has nothing to do
with nature at all. But | suspect that even then, a bird might end up perched on one of the
buildings, or a butterfly might sneak its way into the corner of the canvas.

And perhaps that’s the beauty of it, my art reflects who | am. | love wildlife, | love the
outdoors, | love that connection to something raw and untamed. So of course, when | sit
down to create, that love finds its way in, even when |I’'m not consciously inviting it.

So here | am again, sketchbook in hand, ideas swirling. The next piece could be anything... but
| have a feeling the wild will call me again. And honestly? I’'m not complaining.



