Winging it
A (not quite) monthly newsletter
from Sam Cannon Art
As I sit here writing this it’s New Year’s Eve. And not just any New Year’s Eve. As
this must surely be the strangest year I’ve ever lived through.
And believe me there’s been some real ups and downs. In 2002 I had my son and
before the end of 2004 was living as a single parent. Not knowing quite how I
was going to pay the bills and keep it all together. And recovering from a back
operation at the same time.
In 2016 I lost both a friend and my beautiful dog. It took me all of 2017 to even
start to feel human again. And when I see so much sadness and loss in the world
right now I know that it’s going to take much more than a vaccination to allow
the healing to begin.
I hope that in the next twelve months we can all just remember that this kind of
year will leave deep scars. And to just be a bit kinder and a lot more
understanding.
So that’s what I’m hoping for in 2021.

Winter in Whitchurch
Evening sunsets have been giving me
these fantastic views if I look left.
Whilst this is the light as it picks up the
colours to my right. These were taken a
couple of weeks ago when the trees had
their last few leaves.

This was how things looked on my walk over to the stables this
morning (31st December).
The beautiful moon was still shining bright.

I took this snap on our Christmas day
walk around Symondsbury.

And lastly here is
my mum with the
gorgeous Bella.
Mum is rocking her
new Christmas hat.
Bella is having
a reassuring
foot rub.

It’s all about the horses…..
But just as Christmas orders end, we up
Dylan’s feeds to 4 times a day and it’s a
new kind of tiring job.
I’m sure you’ve heard me mention
Dylan (with his head in the bucket) so
many times but in case you haven’t
heard he’s my longest and dearest
friend. We got him from Southall market
in London in 1993 when he was
yearling.

Over the last few months I’ve been flat out
sending out calendars, cards and prints as
Christmas gifts.
And though I am SO grateful to everyone for
their orders, it’s really tiring when its 7 days a
week.

Now he’s older it’s that much harder to
keep him quite as big and round as he
used to be. So he has huge soft buckets
of special veteran food every 4 hours
(8am, 12 noon, 4pm and 8pm). And so
that’s what shapes my day at the
moment. Everything I do has to be fitted
around these and my son is well aware
that Dylan and his meals always come
first. And I can tell the time according to
Dylan’s proximity to the feed room door.
For us, horses are family and once they
come to live with us it’s for life.
However long that may be and I hope
it’s for much, much longer.

I found this picture of me
from when I was a young
girl. My grandad had taken
me to a horse show and
asked if I could sit on this
huge beast. It was
terrifying and the horse
was not pleased either.

And this is my brother and
I when I first started riding.
I was 9 years old. I’m
sitting on ‘Blackie’ and my
brother is sitting on ‘Silver’.
This where I grew up in
Elstead, Surrey. I don’t ride
any more but will always
love horses.
My brother was smart
enough to not take it up!

Posting to the USA and Canada
In February I took the decision to stop posting overseas. This was 100% due to
the Covid pandemic and I honestly thought that I’d be back to posting in a
couple of months.
A couple of months came and went and things were still difficult here in the UK.
Post was getting to customers but it was definitely taking longer. And I was
hearing some awful stories of overseas post. Items getting to Heathrow Airport
and then not moving for weeks. Items getting to the USA and then sitting in
customs for months or disappearing altogether.
As time went on I read about people who were waiting for medication to be
delivered and important documents and how long it was all taking.
And since the autumn Covid seems to have just gotten unbearably worse.
Flights just aren’t flying as often. Towns and cities are hit with shut downs
because of the virus and I just don’t feel happy about starting again.
So customers in the USA and Canada, please don’t think that I don’t value your
custom. I really do. But whilst thousands of people are dying every day, whilst
flights remain grounded, whilst those trying to work in these conditions are put
under incredible strain, I am going to hold off.

And as soon as this changes, I promise I will let you know.

And lastly
Before I bring this last tiny newsletter to an end I wanted to
show you the thumbnails that I took from my website
showing all this year’s paintings.

At the beginning of a new year I’m always scared that I
won’t be able to come up with anything new or interesting.
Yet when I look back like this I’m so proud. I hope they are
mixed, colourful and getting a bit better every year.
I’ve a big list of things that I’m hoping to paint and now just
need to find the time to get on and do them.
Thank you all so much for your support this last year. You
really keep me going. When you like, share or comment on
my social media it makes all the difference. If you sent me a
Christmas card – thank you SO much. And to my friends, I’m
sorry for being such a rubbish friend. My work/life balance
has completely gone to pot.
I hope that 2021 is a kinder year for you. And I hope that
you are soon able to be out and about again.
So thank you all. And a massive Happy New Year.

