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“For my part I know nothing with any certainty, 
but the sight of the stars makes me dream.”

Vincent van Gogh



This book is for the “creatives,” those who birth into reality
what the mind says does not exist.  They are the poets, painters,
dreamers and time travelers, world-wanderers and highway
vagabonds, rail riders and drifters. They dream what is unseen so
others can appreciate what has been created. They are 5-string
politicians, 6-string therapists, banjo barristers, acoustic lovers and
penny-pinching peacemakers ... because those who sing together
can not fight. They are still there. Still writing, searching, singing,
trying to get this world in tune. 

One of the biggest under-the-radar tales in all the arts is
the backstory of Vincent van Gogh. He was living in a small vil-
lage in France, up early every morning, painting all day, returning
to his tiny apartment above a café where he would have dinner
each evening at the same time. A borderline alcoholic, struggling
with psychotic episodes, ingesting yellow paint and drinking gal-
lons of coffee he struggled with his health. He was consumed
with painting, finishing nearly 3 completed canvases every day.

He was a passionate man, given to a strict schedule, you
could almost set your clock to his movements. He loved to read,
virtually a scholar of other artists and art. Vincent spoke four
languages. And he didn’t give up. Ever.

Painters, Artists& Poets



Folksinger, Painter, 
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Much like the community of artists today. 

But what is happening to all these hard working, strug-
gling musicians, poets, dreamers and wandering souls that make
their way across the ribbons of America’s highways, trying to sing,
scratch out a living with their songs, paintings and poetry?

The creative universe has entered a strange vortex, an
empty, confusing digital shadow of what it used to be. They have
become Vincent searching the world for Theo, Pete looking for
Toshi. I will explain that as you read this book, written in the
afterglow of Vincent van Gogh, his brilliant work and even more
amazing, too brief life.

Today, our painters, poets and songwriters are drowning in
a cyber-tsunami of ones and zeros, streaming their souls across cell
phones and iPads for free in such massive volume the odds of
hearing them, seeing them is almost nonexistent. And yet they
continue to labor in the silence of this digital thundercloud,
hoping their work will be found, heard, appreciated, noticed ...
maybe even pay their rent. 

In these pages I will tell you remarkable stories about
several artists who stood strong against the winds of denial and
critics. I hope to explain in spirit, common sense and reality how
we can all travel through this new world in a way that adds value
and purpose to your art, music and passions.

Tout a Toi & Folk on,‘
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For all artists who struggle in silence, 
painting outside the lines & creating for a living.

“Art is what you make others see.”
Edgar Degas

“Everything you can imagine is real.”
Pablo Picasso

"No one buys my paintings."
Vincent van Gogh

(His painting "IRISES" was sold in 1987 for $53 million)



Dedicated to the life, work, and passion of 
Vincent van Gogh

“There is no remedy for love 
but to love more.” 

Henry David Thoreau

“Love is smoke 
made with sighs.”

William Shakespeare

There is nothing more truly 
artistic than to love.”

Vincent van Gogh 



"I gave my heart to the Banjo" 
Pete Seeger

"I gave my heart to the Banjo" 
Pete Seeger

“I put my heart and soul into my work, 
and I have lost my mind in the process.”

Vincent Willem van Gogh 
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VincentVincent

He was named after his older brother, the first born child
of his parents, who died at birth. His mother longed for the first
Vincent, so the next Vincent was never able to find who he was
in the eyes of his own parents. His father demanded he enter the
priesthood, but he failed at that effort. So as a compromise he
became a lay minister and worked among the poor and down-
trodden. Even then, he was kicked out.

His mother was a painter who enjoyed the exactness of
Rembrandt, Michelangelo and other fine artists. When her son
decided to become an artist with the help of his brother, Theo,
the paintings of his first few years reflected the darkness and
depression of what he experienced in his ministry.

His mother was not a fan of his artwork, and his father
was disappointed at his career choice.

His first paintings, like The Weavers shown above, com-
pleted in 1884, are dark, dismal and brown. It reflected the sad-

“Art is created by the hand of God, 
written upon the tablet of the human heart and 

released into the world on the wings of a dream.”

He was the second



ness and depression he felt after his ministry. It would be years
before he found the light.

Once he moved to France he experienced the energy of
color, sunshine, flowers and starry skies. The more he painted, the
thicker his paint became and the brighter his color choices were.

During the summer of 1890, his canvases were reflecting
incredible energy of yellow, orange and red. His mood was ener-
gized by the brightness of light around him. That’s one of the rea-
sons I find it very hard to accept that he committed suicide. His
paintings reflected a very positive, energetic momentum. His
paintings were no longer dark and sad.

During the summer of 1890 he painted one of his most
vivid canvases, a field of red poppies in France. Only someone
whose heart was full of joy and love of life could paint something
this beautiful. In nine weeks, from May through July 1890, Van
Gogh produced a breathtaking 106 finished works while living in
the small town of Auvers, France. 

He was at the height of his creative power, soon to be
wasted by a single bullet.
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Poppy Field, 1890



He never married and had trouble maintaining romantic
relationships. From time to time he would write his brother
Theo about a lady friend or a girl that he was interested in, but
for the most part Vincent van Gogh lived alone.

He filled his loneliness with his dream of becoming a
great artist. He worked hard at it. But like many of the girls he
was interested in, the world of art rejected him like a spurned
lover. He loved several women from afar without approaching
them, and he loved the world of art from afar as well.

It seems Vincent had a big heart, and early in his adult-
hood he tried hard to be a minister who tended the physical and
spiritual needs of the downtrodden. When he decided to
become a painter, his first works of art were of the struggling
and poverty stricken people that he met in his ministry.

But his emotions were unstable and as deeply as he felt
for others he struggled with an inner temperament and rage that
he had a hard time controlling. He lost as many friends as he
made. And very few women could tolerate his mood swings.
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In one of the most endearing, tender and sensitive of the
nearly 1000 canvases that he painted in a short career, is this
painting of a child’s first step toward a loving and surprised
father tending his garden.

It’s a painting that had to have been formed out of
Vincent’s imagination, as there was no way for this to have been
posed for him. It would’ve had to come from the deep well of
his spirit and his heart, the cavernous pool of loneliness that he
felt in his spirit. You can almost feel his longing, wishing the
man in the painting could have been him.

There’s no record of Vincent ever having a child, and he
never married. His loneliness became part of one of the greatest
stories in the world of art, but it must’ve been a very painful
thing for him to have lived through.

All art is born of isolation, and all artists have an inner
loneliness that is often silently hidden. They long for compan-
ionship and love, they long for a supportive relationship.
Vincent never had that, except for his brother Theo. He was
spurned by his artist mother, his family, his friends and many of
his fellow painters.

I think many can relate to his inner pain, especially now.
This has been a lonely and isolated time, rife with stress and
insecurity. Millions lost their jobs, millions have been affected by
a tempestuous virus, millions of families have been ripped apart
with insecurity. America just might be one of the loneliest
nations on earth right now.

“First Steps” was painted in January 1890. Vincent was
only 37 years old. He only had a few months left to live.
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“My uncle has seen my work 
and he thinks it’s frightful.”

Vincent van Gogh



The Nature of

ART
Art is quiet and shy as it screams to you. 

It is a demure woman hiding in the shadows 
too beautiful to be revealed, 

too insecure to stand in control. 

Art is a flower buried in the concrete seeking the sun, 
a thunder cloud withholding it treasures 

as it lingers above the desert. 

Art is a coin of no apparent value that can 
still purchase the essence of your soul.

Art demands to be pondered, to be considered, 
to be stared at, to be imagined, to cause confusion 

as it points toward resolution.

Art is more elegant than the background, 
demands to rise above the bottom 
and transcends the transparent.

Art is the collision of stars 
landing gently on your heart.

"Art is a lie that 
makes us realize the Truth."

Pablo Picasso
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Leonardo da Vinci labored nearly four years to create
what has become the most valuable painting in world history. 

The Mona Lisa brush strokes are so fine they are barely
discernible when viewed in person. The attention to detail is
astounding, almost photographic.
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Mona
The Unfinished Masterpiece

Mona
The Unfinished Masterpiece



“Art is never finished ... only abandoned.”
Leonardo da Vinci

It is assumed da Vinci continued to work on the painting,
never satisfied that he was finished with it, for another decade.
The portrait is not done on canvas but on poplar wood, another
unique fact of the painting.

He had this frustrating and notorious habit of leaving his
work unfinished so he could move on to the next project.

One confusing aspect
of the Mona Lisa painting is
when a historian of da Vinci’s
day wrote about the portrait,
praising it’s impeccable detail,
explaining how even the “eye-
brows of the portrait are made
with the finest brushes.” Yet
the Mona Lisa of today has
no discernible eyebrows.
There is a theory that there
were two Mona Lisas, one of
them lost.

What is most amazing
about this incredible painting
is that da Vinci left it, in his
mind, unfinished before he
died and he never delivered
the painting to the man who
commissioned it. Even more
incredible ... till this day it is
assumed da Vinci was never
even paid for his work.

In spite of that, the insured value of the Mona Lisa ...
unfinished and all ... is $1 billion.
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Leonardo da Vinci
self portrait sketch
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