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There was light and a static noise in his ears. He thought it was probably the microphones and other equipment that had been moved into the museum to allow the interview.

“We are live now,” the white haired interviewer said. He had on a small suit that everyone knew could only have been worn unbuttoned.

“We are here at the now famous 24/7 museum with the man that made it happen,” the interviewer said before turning to the artist. The artist smiled. He had not planned to say much more than his answer to a specific question: what does your work represent. Given his mediocre ability to cram large volumes, he decided to smile through the other questions.

“Alright,” the interviewer said, seeing that his guest wasn’t going to say much more. “Let’s read what people have been saying about your artwork-” he held up his tablet and stared at it. The artist thought he would have said the first statement he had come across but the interviewer scrolled, and scrolled, and scrolled until he hit one that he preferred. His find was obvious to everyone by the smile on his face.

What was the first statement? What were the other statements? The artist wondered but only smiled. There was much more at stake than his nagging curiosity. 

“Someone important hails your work as an innovative piece-” he looked at his tablet again, reading through the rest of the opinions inaudibly before turning back to the artist “-well, that’s it,” he said. He put his tablet face down onto his laps before tilting his head interestingly to the left before speaking.

“A lot of people have a lot of opinions about your artwork; all positive opinions by the way. Everyone has their thoughts on its message. What is your message?” The interviewer asked the question that the artist had practiced for day and night for the past three days.

The artist stared at the interviewer, adjusted his posture to get the right genius tone to his next words. He took a deep but subtle breath, smiled and then opened his mouth to answer.

“Shit,” he cursed under his breath. He had forgotten. 

***
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Two hours earlier,

Tim Owen a renowned sculptor once said: The toilet stall is the best place in the world. Everyone praised him and used his quotes until they were no longer his. There were those who loved it because it sounded funny and there were others like the man known as ‘the artist’ appreciated it.

It had greatly influenced his career path and well, the rest of his life. And it was also in the speech he would tell the press, after putting the fake speech sheet back in his pocket and pretending to tell from the top of his head. 

He sat on the toilet seat with his trousers pulled down because he just felt better that way. His phone was in his hands with a photo of his art. The Art Gallery News called him Mozart. Nothing short of a clear and honest expression of a man’s soul; a renowned photographer called it upon the first reveal of the painting. 

The artist could not say that he understood half of what was being said about his artwork or that he agreed with any of the opinions of the so call protégés who thought they saw what he had truly conceived. That day was the chance he had, to become a message, a symbol of wisdom to the world. He was an artist and that meant he saw the world in a different way. It always made him believe he was a part of the universe’s grander scheme- top floor kind of schemes. 

“No, you are really not that important,” he said to himself. His words were not a product of a low self esteem. The artist was quite the proud one but they always failed him when it came to women. He always fidgeted.

“What were you thinking when you painted this?” He went down the inspiration lane. He had  much thought about the abstract natures of the world like he often had much time to do every day since he only had one job, albeit a less paying one. A huge question had popped up in his mind and it had haunted him for days.

“Hmmm,” he hummed and hummed as he tried to remember what it was but he could not remember. The artist always thought many things to pass the time, so he was not troubled long about the fact that he didn’t have a perfect speech and that a perfect speech might never have been more important in this life than it was that Tuesday morning.

“I’ll tell them I forgot. That would be cool,” he told himself and got up onto his feet. He smiled, satisfied by the result of his toilet time. It was clear to all except him that only he believed that.

The artist flushed the toilet to cover his tracks from those who were in the toilet as well. He came out and washed his hands before heading out to the Museum Curator’s office. The corridor to the Curator’s office was a long distance from almost every point in the museum, but every day, he made the walk.

“Two knocks,” he reminded himself as he tapped his knuckles to the plank thickness of the door. On a second thought, he decided to knock a third time, deciding to test his new status quo at the museum.

“Seriously?” She yelled from behind the door. There was a pause, a forced calm before the storm that was sure to come.  

“Please, come in,” her slithering voice slipped through the spaces along the edges of the door. 

The artist took a deep breath, adjusted the knot of his tie, cleared his throat with a subtle cough, held onto the doorknob firmly and pushed it open. 

“Hi!” The curator suddenly brightened up the second she recognized him. Her hi was so loud pitched that the artist was embarrassed. 

Ah! The embarrassment that the famous suffer. The artist thought this to himself and it

“It isn’t time yet, but you look perfect.” She came around her desk and came to stand before him. Her eyes did not hold its usual criticism. She looked at him in awe much like everyone in the city now did. He was a god. He was an artist with a popular and trending painting and that meant anything he did would be suspected to be art as well. And luckily for him, art was acclaimed to be subjective. 

“Rough and cheap suit and pants, and that tie- it looks fancy,” she said without malice.

“An artist cares for nothing but his art,” the artist said and the curator marvelled. 

“If there is anything you need at all, you can tell me and I would help to sort it out.”

The artist could see the obvious value that his artwork had to her. It had brought the entire city to her little 24/7 museum. All the other small time painters and sculptors were getting more attention because of the artist, and for the first time, it seemed that everyone noticed his importance. 

After getting his water, he was allowed to walk amongst the eager crowd that had arrived early at the museum. He had on a pair of dark shades and a fake beard to hide his identity as he made his way through his fans.

He disliked being spoken to before his big days. It was the reason he had always hated exams because those were his most vulnerable periods. He was vulnerable to music, people and pre-examination questions from boastful and the doubtful examinees. 

“This is fascinating,” a man holding to a girl that was young enough to be either his daughter or his girlfriend. The artist found his throat tingle with an obvious urge to speak but he knew better than to speak lest he forgot his lines.

“What do you think?” The man asked the artist. The artist simply shrugged.

“You don’t appreciate its simplicity? Well, not everyone can see what it’s about,” the man said quite offended.

“Not really,” the teenager said. “Everyone in America loves the artwork. He’s probably one of those who like to go against trends to make them feel special.”

She was spoilt but still, the artist could not tell the relationship between the girl and the man. She looked above eighteen and had a tongue as rude, but he could not figure it out. Her face was beautiful but he could not tell much about her physique since she was sporting a pair of baggy dungarees.  

“Well, good luck, man. The man who painted this is a genius and there is nothing you can tell me in words or your rude silence and shrug,” the man said and took his female companion away. The artist was left with more thoughts than he would have preferred.

He was a genius. It did not matter what he thought. Geniuses existed in the world just as they had always existed since the beginning of the world. The criteria for selecting geniuses might have become less complicated and largely dependent on the mood of the human populace but that did not make him feel any less than Mozart or Beethoven, or Aristotle, or Thomas Edison, or Dwayne Johnson. 

He was a millennial genius and he did it all without Tiktok. The artist looked to his wristwatch. The television van was probably outside the museum already. He left the crowd of people and headed to the bathroom one last time to take off his fake beard and set out as his new persona; the superstar.  

***
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The artist looked up at the crowd of people in the museum. A lot of them were watching the interview and some had their phones out; the little but the most important spotlight of the 21st century. He wasn’t one to look people in the eyes except he was mad. That morning, he was mad. He searched the crowd for the man and the girl who had spoken to him before the interview and had distracted him. They were gone.

Why can’t I remember? He asked himself. He remembered being in the toilet and had come up with a short answer, but his memory failed him. What was it?

“It’s okay if you want to take your time, of course,” the interviewer said with a terribly hidden smirk. 

The artist turned from the interviewer to the crowd of people who had started muttering inaudible words. It was doubt. 

“It is art,” the artist said suddenly with a bright smile. The look on their faces told him quickly that it had not been enough. He could not claim to know the meaning of art and postulate a new definition after just one hit painting. 

So, he did what every new celebrity did, he gave a sob story. “I lived in a simple suburban neighbourhood but I never stood out. Of course, I went to great schools and my father was an accountant but life was hard-” the artist blinked back tears before he continued “-I wasn’t the smartest or the most athletic kid, or the coolest and that stigma followed me all my life,” he told.

“After many years of being bullied and many failed donations to the school by my parents, I was kicked out of the school. I could not cope with the school subjects. It was at that moment that I knew my calling wasn’t in a school. It was out here, in the regular everyday routines-”

“-I had this box of water colours and I used them. It was of a teddy bear but it was beautiful-” The artist had been thrown amongst his successful relatives who had in turn thrown him into a number of apprenticeships but he had flunked them all. He did not just pick up a box of water colours out of an inspiration. He had tried it out because he had seen a painter once and he had fancied the seemingly easy life. It was boredom but like most of those close to the spotlight, he remembered things differently.

“-so I sold my first painting and then-” His parents emotionally blackmailed one of his uncles to purchase his teddy bear painting. 

“-then that had pushed me to sell yet another painting,” he continued.

The crowd of people had stopped muttering all about him and had smiles on their faces because they could relate to his underdog story. Some wanted to be him even and that made his eyes sting. 

“So-” the interviewer called back attention to him “-what message does your painting have?”

“It’s complicated. That’s it,” the artist tried.

“You sure that is it?” The interviewer asked. The question echoed against the four walls of the museum. 

“Well- it’s life; a seamless transition,” he tried again.

The interviewer squint his eyes. He wasn’t impressed. The artist looked into the crowd, searching for help. No one was willing to speak aloud; they all spoke in muffled voices to one another.

“I think-” someone said, pausing to make their way through the crowd “-its message is clear enough,” the teenage girl who had been with the older man said. She looked at the artist without any recognition but
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