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Kak poxxpaeTcsa cTuib? — Pacckas 0 Xy[40XKHUKE, KOTOPbIN NnepecTasl KONMpoBaTb

BHa4ane oH nNpocTo pucosarl.
PucoBan, Kak ymeeT, Kak Bngesn. CMmotpen Ha BaH Nora — n npobosan maskn. CmoTtpen
Ha MaTucca — n noapakan ero usety. OH gyman: «MoxeT, ecnn g byay pncosaTb Kak

OHW, MEeHS TOoXXe yC/ibllaT?»

OaHaxabl K HeMy nogowén pebéHoK 1 cnpocun:
— A noyemy y Tebsa Ha BCeX KapTUHaX ML OONHAKOBO CMOTPAT BOHOK?

XyLOXHUK pacTepsancs. 310 6bi1 He NpnéM. OTo bbisia NpmBbiYKa. Macka.

C Tex Mop OH CTan 3aAyMbIBaTbCA: a rae g B 3Tux pabotax?

OH NbITancs HanTu oTBeT. MeHsN KUCTU. MeHsan dopmaTbl. OH pucoBan abcTpakTHO,
notoMm OTOPEaNCTUYHO, TMOTOM UudgpoBo. Ho oulyuwleHne MoAJIMHHOCTM He

npuxogwuno. Noka oaHa>Aabl, B TULLMHE, OH He Ha4YaJl NPoCTO HabnoaaThb.

OH 3amMeTus, KakK pearvpyeT Ha cBeT. Kak ero TaHeT K bupto3e B TeHAX. Kak oH ntobuTt
XaoC JINHUW U MOYTU HEe NePEeHOCUT rnagkme rpagueHTol.

OH Havan cnywaTb cebsa — He cpaBHUBas. He ornsaabiBaschb.

N ogHa)Kabl MOHAN: CTUJIb — 3TO HE TO, YTO HY>XHO HanTw.

CTunb — 3TO TO, YTO HY>KHO NepecTaTb CKPbIBATh.

Tenepb OH PUCYeT, KaK AbILNT.
N ecnun KTo-To roBopuT: «Y Tebsa y3HaBaeMas pyKa», — OH MpocTo ynbibaeTcs.

OH He nckan eé. OH NPOCTO NMNo3BoaNA el BbiTb.



How Does a Style Emerge? — A Story About an Artist Who Stopped Copying

At first, he just painted.

Painted the way he could, the way he saw.
He looked at Van Gogh — tried the strokes.
Looked at Matisse — mimicked the colors.

He thought: “Maybe if | paint like them, I'll be heard too?”

One day, a child asked:
— Why do all your faces look sideways?
The artist froze.

It wasn't a choice. It was a habit. A mask.

Since then, he began to wonder: Where am | in all of this?

He tried to find out.

Changed brushes. Changed formats.

He painted abstract, then hyperrealistic, then digital.
But the feeling of truth never came.

Until, one quiet day, he simply started to observe.

He noticed how he reacted to light.
How he was drawn to turquoise in shadows.
How he loved messy lines and disliked perfect gradients.

He began to listen — without comparing. Without chasing.



And one day, he understood:
Style isn't something you have to find.

Style is something you have to stop hiding.

Now he paints like he breathes.

And when someone says, “Your work is so recognizable,”
he just smiles.

He didn’t look for it.

He just let it happen.



