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I slammed down my paintbrush in a 
fit of frustration. I buried my head in my paint-stained hands as 
tears streamed down my face. My heart sank as I realized a 
bitter truth: I am a horrible painter.

After regaining some of my composure, I looked down at my 
now-ruined painting. Although it was covered in a spray of 
violet from where I had slammed the brush down, I could 
still clearly make out the disappointment I had created. The 
blending was horrible. I was terrified to paint shadows, so I just 
didn’t bother. The edges of the objects were too obvious, too 
defined. It was a lifeless piece, and I resented it. 

My frustration didn’t come from the fact that it was a poor 
excuse fora work of art. The sudden surge of raw emotion 
came from my inability to use color, line, and texture to create 
the image I could so clearly see in my head. Its beauty and 
character were lost in the transition from my mind to the tip 
of my paintbrush. 

So, right then and there, I decided to give up. I just didn’t have what it takes to be a painter, and 
I couldn’t bear to torture myself any longer by producing 
failure after failure. With tears still streaming down my face, 
I gathered all my painting materials and thrust them into 
the depths of my closet along with my hopes of ever being 
a painter. 

Now, you must understand that colors — especially those 
in a breathtaking sunrise or sunset — have always elicited 
a visceral response in me. Often I drive through the open 
country in the summertime and start shivering in response 
to the sheer beauty of the oranges and pinks sweeping 
across the horizon. Even at a young age, I would run 
outside at the slightest hint of pink in the sky and feel 
euphoric at the sight of a rainbow (I still do). The point is 
this — my need to imitate the beauty I see could not be 
stifled. I couldn’t ignore my desire to paint forever.

Since I wanted to paint the sky, I decided to study the 
sky. I made a point to sit outside and observe the colors and lighting at different times of the 
day. I noticed the seamless blending of the colors as they met on the horizon. 
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I observed the subtleties of casting shadows in the clouds 
and the differences that would have to occur between 
morning and evening scenes. I soon realized that a huge 
mistake I was making was creating such a clear distinction 

between colors. I was 
either blending too much 
or too little. I spent weeks 
taking all these new 
lessons to heart. And finally, after many months of bitter 
discouragement, I unearthed my paints from the bottom of my 
closet. After setting the lighting and adding some inspirational 
nature music to the mix, I set my hand to practicing the ideas 
and techniques I had uncovered during my many hours spent 
studying the work of the Divine Artist. 

After having practiced blending two (sometimes even three) 
colors by dipping the brush into separate solid colors placed 
side-by-side on the palate and sweeping them across the 
canvas at once, I finally achieved the seamless blending 
that had once caused me so much frustration. I improved 
so much that the final stroke now comes with a sense of 
accomplishment, not defeat. 

My paintings are more lifelike and more accurately reflect the 
image I set out to create. They look as though they were 
created by someone with skill, not by a pre-school child with 
ADD. It’s all thanks to my Inner Painter, who was brought to 
life through the inspiration of the beauty I love so much.

Stephanie Rachel spends her time reading, writing stories and poetry, 
painting, and drawing. Please feel free to visit her poetry website at 
www.poetrypoem.com/wordartist1000.
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How do you answer the question: who are you?  Do you give the answer 
that seems most obvious: “I’m a teacher, a parent, an engineer”?  Or do you say what you 
feel you truly are deep down inside, not allowing the years of people telling you to be 
practical force you to bury your true self.  

Dreams die with negative thoughts. Dreams die with pessimism. Dreams do not die with 
failure; it’s what comes after the failure that crushes the dream. It’s the loss of hope. It’s 
the giving up that kills the dream.

Believe me, I have seen 
many of my dreams 
die. I have seen others 
change into different 
dreams or be replaced 
by dreams that surpass 
the original one — 
dreams I would never 

have dreamed, but in dreaming small, it grew into something that I either had not thought 
of or had the hope to dream. I have even forgotten some dreams.   

Big or small, a broken dream hurts. According to how much importance you place on 
the dream, the hurt seems to grow exponentially. You can stop the hurt in a few ways. 
One way is to hide the hurt: bury it deep inside, or cover it up and try to forget it. 
Eventually, it will find its way out and it may come out in ugly outbursts which you don’t 
fully understand. While your dream is struggling to draw breath and crawl out from the 
mess, you can carry on with your life. Or, perhaps you lose sight of the point of dreaming 
and give up on your dreams altogether. You become bitter, jaded, calloused, maybe even 
cynical. Why bother dreaming if it remains just a dream, a pipedream, never to become 
reality. Isn’t it better to have no hope than to lose hope? 

Stop that line of thinking!  Expressing who you really are is not a mortal sin. Allowing 
yourself to pursue your creative passions, no matter how deeply buried, is freedom. You 
may not have all day to pursue your dreams, but with the few minutes you do have, you 
may be able to let a little bit of your true self out. If you make a conscious choice to 
allow your creativity to come out to play, you may watch a dying or almost dead flower 
draw new life from the source and begin 
to stand up straight, blossom, and maybe 
even bloom into a beautiful flower! Expressing who you really 

are is not a mortal sin.

Who are you… really?
by Kristi Kovalishyn 
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Admitting your dream to yourself is the triumphant key. 
Acknowledging the dream means it is no longer a hidden desire deep in the soul. 
It may take a while to be able to go public with the dream, but one day it just 
may happen. 

If you have a dream to be something other than what you are, listen to your true self. 
Your heart and soul has told you what you already are. Even though you may not be 
famous for your gifts, it does not stop you from being who you really are. We all wear 
many faces in this masquerade called life, but the true you does not need a mask. It 
does not need to be covered up and hidden. 

Fame does not 
necessarily equal 
success. Fame 
does not make you 
what you are not. 
Fame may get you 
exposure and 
financial rewards, 
but fame does not 
give you talent. I am sure we can all think of examples of famous people who 
have branched out in artistic ways and received even more fame for these creative 
pursuits, but if you are like me, you have wondered where their talent is. 

Listen to what your talent is telling you. Listen to when it wants to come out to play 
and allow it that freedom. I have learned that although I am tired at night and may 
think sleep is more important than writing, if I do not write down the thoughts buzzing 
around in my head, they will literally keep me up for hours. Sleep is important, but it 
will not come if I do not first let out the stuff swimming in frenzied circles inside my 
head, spinning into even more elaborate tales the longer I let them ferment. When I 
open up and hear the champagne pop of bubbles spill onto the page, not only am I 
released of their intensity, but I relax and gain deep satisfaction. 

I am learning that it is acceptable to take the time to pursue my 
dream. I have learned that it is necessary for me to take the time to journal. 
Journaling gets the junk out that distracts the artist from focusing on the creative 
process. To my surprise, my husband, who I feared would react negatively to me 
turning on the light in bed to write, reacted in a tolerant fashion. He told me one night: 
“You need to write. It’s your window to sanity.”

Isaac Asimov said: “I write for the same reason I breathe; for if I didn’t, I would die.”  I 
understand completely. So, I challenge you: who are you … really?  I know you feel it, 
deep down. Now let that true you out. Go for it!  

Who are you… really?

“I write for the same reason I 
breathe; for if I didn’t, I would die.”
                ~ Isaac Asimov



Allowing yourself to become who 
you truly are can be difficult. 
It can be scary, especially if you have 
hidden your deep-down desires for an 
extended period of time. Digging them up 
and allowing them to resurface can be a 
long process. They may be afraid of the 
light. You may be afraid of letting them out. 
Think of this process as a journey. Is it really 
the destination that is the goal, or the actual 
trip?  

Let your dream come out from its hiding 
place. Be gentle with it and allow yourself 
the freedom to explore. Take baby steps at 
first. Banish discouraging thoughts and the 
safety of giving up. This is your dream; it 
belongs to no one but you. Treat it with the 
respect it deserves. And see where your 
dream takes you.

Kristi Kovalishyn is a creative soul who 
now calls herself a writer, in addition to her 
obvious work title. She encourages everyone 
to go for their dreams; she double dares 
you not to give up, and to be gentle with 
yourself as you let your dream emerge from 
its hiding place. You can check out her blog 
at http://skyelarke.blogspot.com. 

”Audacity” by Denise Mihalik, www.denisemihalik.com 

http://www.denisemihalik.com
http://skyelarke.blogspot.com
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by Carol Hoenig

I’m sitting at my keyboard doing what usually keeps me 
calm, if not centered. However, as I sit poised to write, 
resuscitating the characters back to life in the novel I’m 
working on, guilt begins to creep in and prods me to get 
up from my chair. The guilt is precipitated by the sounds 
of hammering, the smell of fresh paint, and the voices of my friends working feverishly 
to make into a home the handy-man special house I recently bought. Weeks earlier, it was 
nothing more than a grim shell with broken floorboards, but thanks to my friends, it is 
beginning to take shape. I turn my back on the fictional world I’m trying to create, the 
characters gasping for air, and go see what I can do to help.  

There is molding to be put up, an upstairs bathroom needing plumbing, and floors that 
are waiting to be scraped and coated, but, unlike my friends, I’m clumsy with a hammer 
and nail. I find painting walls, no matter what vibrant color they will be, tedious, and 
tend to slap the roller dripping with paint onto the sheetrock with little thought and a big 
mess. Knowing how to make certain that shelves are level eludes me. I’m a writer. The 
homes I build are within narrative dimensions.  

Yes, I am a writer, which means I don’t have disposable income, so the generous help 
from my friends is very much appreciated. So how can I tap away at my keyboard, 
barely breaking a sweat, when they are grunting and lifting, their clothes becoming 
soaked with perspiration? I cannot. For that reason, I try to suppress the creative juices 
and see if a ladder needs to be steadied or a Philips-head screwdriver retrieved. 
After all, these friends are volunteering time when they could be doing something for 
themselves. It doesn’t matter if they would otherwise be sitting in front of the television or  
mowing their own lawn, the point is, they are investing their time into creating a home for me. 
Therefore, lately, when I sit down at my PC, I get something I never had before: writer’s 
block; or rather, writer’s guilt. 

When my children were growing up, I would sneak in a break here, another there, at 
the typewriter. Daytime hours afforded me time to write while they were in school, once 
the errands were taken care of and the house straightened. I didn’t feel badly when 
I turned down shopping ventures with a friend, even though she was clearly insulted, 
because I was finally done with changing diapers and could focus on my writing. Still, I 
was expected to be the chauffeur for play dates, attend softball games, and eventually 
ponder over college applications.

Early in my writing life, there was no fruit from my labor, no proof that what I was doing 
in my private space was more than just an amusing hobby. Other women could curl up 
on their couches in front of the television and knit or crochet and have an afghan or 
baby booties to show for it. Me, I had letters of rejection from publishers and agents as 
evidence that I was wasting my time.

Writing with Friends



I can only imagine how difficult it must have been for my literary forebears as they scribbled 
and scratched and sent their manuscripts to publishers and waited eons for a response. 
The time they invested in writing had to be difficult to justify to those who were in careers 
with visible results. Railroads began to span the country and mouth-dropping high-
rises reached up to the heavens. Writing stories in hopes of publication hardly compared. 

There is an account of one author who was the mother of a gaggle of children. While sitting 
at her kitchen table, she would pull an apron over her head and write. It was her way of 
shutting the door. She discovered how to fill that bubbling need to express herself, even if 
she didn’t have a “writer’s room” or her own office, let alone the time to spare. 

 For me, though, my children are now adults and on their own. Now I am 
free to write without interruption. Well, I was until I bought a fixer-upper. 

So, even though the smell of fresh paint overwhelms the house, the 
table saw is buzzing, and pounding is reverberating all around me, 
I cannot wait for the dust to settle nor can I allow those characters 
to flounder any longer. When I am finally able to get back to them, 

they just may give me the cold shoulder, leaving me with nothing 
but an unfinished draft. And since they haven’t had a chance 
to be fleshed out yet, I must make the time to sit with them 
and get to know them. 

As for my very real friends, the ones with the sweat on their 
brow and calluses on their hands, soon they will be packing 
up their tools and getting back to the routine of their lives. I’ll 
miss their voices and laughter under the hum of construction. 
I’ll even miss their jibes at my ignorance when it comes to 
building a house out of a dive. But I’m hoping that someday, 
they will get to meet my fictional friends and discover that even 
though I’m not too handy with a hammer or paintbrush, they’ll 
be amazed that I, too, can create a world where there had been 
nothing but a shell.

  

Carol Hoenig has had essays, opinion pieces, and short stories 
published over the years. Her novel, Without Grace, has just been 
published. Visit Carol at www.carolhoenig.com to find out more 
about this author. 

 

http://www.carolhoenig.com


Three Steps to Marketing Your New Venture 
By Karen Kuklinski
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by Pattie Mosca

In 1998, after reading SARK’s book, 
Succulent Wild Woman, I decided that it was 
TIME! Time to get back to my heart's desire! 
I had raised my children, and they had flown 
the nest. The new cat had filled a void, but 
something was still missing -- that piece of 
ME that I had given up on as a young adult. 
And now, I was going back, starting over, 
beginning once again, and allowing myself to 
do ART!

I started designing clocks using a 4-inch 
square box that I had received a gift in. 
Where someone else just saw a brown 
paper box, I saw a KOOL KLOX in a 
BOX! I designed. I spent hours painting 
and assembling. I did this with a friend of 
mine, who worked out of her home as I was 
working out of mine. One day we finally got 
together to show each other what we had 
accomplished. AHHHHHHH…she had made 
the most beautiful clocks, and mine looked, 
well, at best, childish! I beat myself up, 
gave up, and decided whom was I kidding! 
But, then I came to the realization (after 
many days of tears) that my clocks were 
just different! We had committed to doing a 
festival, so I had no choice but to continue 
making my clocks. Red hot chili pepper 
clocks that had festive sombreros on them, 
a frog clock with lip prints exclaiming, “JUST 
HOW MANY OF THEM DO I HAVE TO KISS 
IN A DAY?”, and a “Queen for a Day” clock.  
At the festival people laughed at my clocks 
and smiled and to my delight bought!! I sold 
almost all my clocks! It was after this festival 
that I decided that my art was my art!! 
Childish, whimsical, and most of all making
people smile. I designed a clock for SARK, 
but never made or sent it! 

following your heart’s desire



You know what it is! It calls to you during your waking hours, comes to 
you in your dreams, and haunts you when you do not acknowledge it. Start 
today! Allow yourself to take a few minutes and do what has been calling 
to you. It will truly make your heart soar! Although I have long since grown 
past the clocks and now do furniture and murals, one clock remains on my 
drawing table to remind me of where I started, how my wings have grown, 
and how high I can actually fly!  

I am hoping that I will be giving you a little inspiration to follow your heart!

With all that being said:

                        Fly on the wings of your dreams! 

 

This year, I attended Artella’s 2005 WildChild Wisdom 
Retreat! Mostly I was called to it becausel Marney and my 
Muse, Jill Badonsky, were going to be doing it! But, to my 
excitement, SARK was going to be the keynote speaker. I 
met her, and told her about the clock and the inspiration that 
she had given me. She said “You MUST make it and send it to 
me!” After returning home I did just that!

There is always a moral at the end of a good story, 
something that you walk away with that you know to be true. 
The moral here is to

                        Follow your heart’s desire.

 

Pattie Mosca is an multi-faceted artist 
and also works as Artella’s Creative 
Projects Assistant. Reach her at 
pattie@artellaland.com. 

Pattie, left, and SARK at the 2005 WildChild Wisdom Retreat

mailto:pattie@artellaland.com


More book reviews on next page >

The Purple Reading Chair

The Purple Reading Chair is a regular feature
in e-Artella, presenting book reviews written
by our readers. If you would like to contribute a
review for a future column, please contact us
at Editor@ArtellaWordsAndArt.com.
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Coaching the Artist Within: Advice for Writers, Actors, 
Visual Artists, and Musicians from American’s Foremost 
Creativity Coach
By Eric Maisel

For decades, Eric Maisel has focused on helping creative people 
overcome blocks, examine the reasons they wish to create, and 
follow through with practical and achievable goals and steps. 
His newest book, Coaching the Artist Within, offers twelve 
lessons in creativity that will help individuals at every creative 
level overcome most any challenge that comes their way.  

What is impressive about this book is that it is a truly 
comprehensive program for learning to coach yourself to higher 
creativity, using the very techniques that he has used to coach 
others.  Maisel presents the twelve most important skills a 
creative person needs to master, such as how to stifle negative 

self-talk; strategies for scheduling and time management; putting aside day-to-day drama; and 
new approaches for starting projects.

Following the successful structure Maisel presented in The Creativity Book, each lesson 
provides two exercises that help readers incorporate the lessons into their everyday life.  He 
also includes real-life examples from his creativity coaching practice that help bring the lessons 
to life.  These stories are entertaining and enlivening and also allow readers to ask the right 
questions about their own life.  

We were very impressed with the tempo and flow of the book.  With so much information, it 
would be easy to become overwhelmed.  But the presentation keeps the momentum flowing so 
that readers are sure not to lose interest or motivation - Maisel makes sure it doesn’t happen!

by Marney Makridakis

mailto:editor@artellawordsandart.com
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The Writer’s Retreat Kit: A Guide for Creative 
Exploration & Personal Expression
By Judy Reeves

We’ve long been fans of The Creative Writer’s Kit, and 
The Writer’s Retreat Kit does not disappoint.

Escape for a few minutes, an hour, a day, to serenade 
the void with a freshly-written poem or to write 
about the sweet smell of night-scented flowers at 
the southern latitude.  You can do this anytime and 
anywhere, whether it’s in your backyard, in your car, or 
over a weekend retreat at your favorite spa, with The 
Writer’s Retreat Kit, a unique boxed book and card 
deck offering retreats for writers and artists.

Renowned writing teacher Judy Reeves, at times muse and mentor, offers 20 innovative 
retreats for creative explorers who don’t have the time or resources to withdraw to a cabin in 
the woods to write.  Designed to provide accessible sanctuaries for maximizing creativity, this 
fun and functional kit contains a guidebook on retreat practices, setting your intention, creating 
a safe and nurturing place, and even ways to peacefully re-enter your day job.  The companion 
deck provides reference cards on the art and skill of retreating, and 20 interactive cards present 
an array of enticing prompts for each of the themes in the book.

Each theme includes “Provisions, Practices, and Creative Nourishment” ideas to aid the writing 
process.  These include books that echo the theme, music suggestions, and even delicious 
recipes.  We were especially excited by the “Nourishment” suggestions of art projects to fulfill 
other creative urges - a true Artella-esque merging of art and words!

An especially good gift for a beginning writer, but also a wonderful tool for seasoned writers 
who can use gentle prodding to creative their own sacred retreats any time, any place.



To Be Of Use: The Seven Seeds of Meaningful Work
By Dave Smith

The Artella community has grown to include not
only artists, writers, and creative individuals, but 
also inspired entrepreneurs who are building creative, 
fascinating businesses.  One of Artella’s missions is 
to support creative businesspeople with resources that 
help them run their businesses with ease, flow, joy, and 
authenticity.  To Be Of Use is one such resource.

As a pioneer in the sustainable business movement, 
Smith & Hawken co-founder Dave Smith is on a mission 
to inspire individuals and businesses to reconcile 
compassionate values with capitalism.  To Be Of Use 
explores how we can solve basic human problems for 
the good of all by bringing positive values and meaning 
into our daily work.  Dave Smith reminds us that where 

we see things in business we don’t like, we can be a part of the solution by creating meaningful 
businesses ourselves, and he shows how the seven seeds of meaningful work can ultimately 
change the world.

The seven seeds - Faith, Hope, Justice, Temperance, Courage, Prudence, and Love - are 
illustrated in stories and examples in various types of businesses.  We see that workplaces 
based on such values are more successfully and profitable than hierarchical structures led by 
greed and the bottom-line.  We all see projections into the kind of business trajectories that 
can develop when more and more businesses focus on the seven seeds and produce positive, 
cooperative workplaces.

To Be Of Use is also entertaining, with challenges to the status quo and funny stories of those 
who have crossed Smith’s path.  Never dry, Smith writes in a conversational style that is so 
enjoyable, you forget you’re reading a manifesto of “meaningful work”.  Most of all, it’s a stirring 
call to action for what could and can be.  Whether your business is a one-person operation or 
a large company, this book is full of inspiration, hope, and valuable practical wisdom to help 
mold your business values.  After reading this book, we truly believe Smith when he says, “A 
reformation of values in our work and businesses could help reform the values in our larger 
culture and the world we live in.”



All Links are Live!  Click to explore!
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I think that being grounded in doing something you love 
is THE most important component in having a successful Web business. 
That is what is going to give you the energy that will sustain your motivation 
through tough times. That is what is going to give you the chutzpah to inspire 
unconventional thinking. That’s what is going to make you present yourself in 
an authentic way, which is what your customers will respond to. I could go on and 
on about the importance of starting from what you love. It’s crucial.

But the next most important component is to bring traffic to your Web site. 
It’s something you have to think about from the onset. Even before you think 
about MAKING sales, you have to think about HOW you’re getting traffic to 
come to you.

The Artella-Esque Desk is a new column in 
e-Artella, in which I’ll share tips and tools for 
building successful Web businesses with ease 
and joy. 

Here’s a breakdown of ways to bring trafc to your site:
 Getting high listings in search engines through strategic use of keywords

 Getting high listings in search engines through use of search engine submissions

 Having incoming links from other sites where your visitors go

 Having content, offers, and/or a unique slant  that generates “buzz”

 Having streams of articles throughout the Web that point back to your site

 Trying out various advertising methods

 Working an on- and off-line publicity campaign

Web Site Wisdom from Artella 
Founder Marney K. Makridakis

continued on next page >
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Once the trafc is there, then there are ways to convert that trafc to 
sales, such as:
 Having a unique “voice” that is knowledgeable and trustworthy

 Providing something different that your audience isn’t getting elsewhere

 Offering a free taste of what you offer, to build exposure and loyalty

 Having products/services with multiple price points

 Creating products with integrity and that are clearly connected to your mission

 Having content, offers, and/or a unique slant that generates “buzz”

 Loving what you do, so your enthusiasm can be contagious

 Staying in contact with your visitors via a newsletter, blog, etc., to build trust and effectively 
 announce new updates

The groundwork for many of the things listed 
above is to have a solid understanding of 
keywords. Many people think that keywords 
are only important for pleasing search 
engines, but that is far from the truth. 
Keywords are, in fact, important for planning 
the entire structure of your site and, perhaps, 
your entire business. Keywords are the way 
to succinctly focus on what your audience is 
looking for, and provide a structure for giving 
it to them.

Technically, a KEYWORD is any single word 
or combination of words that someone enters 
into a search engine when looking for 
information.

There are approximately 141,512 million 
reasons why I love SiteBuildIt (SBI), which is 
the company that I use to manage and market 
all facets of the Artella Web site (you can read  
about this in SBI's case study about me), and 
one of them is that it comes with a tool that 
allows you to research keywords to compare 
them and find which ones are most profitable. 
Profitability pertains to HIGH demand (lots of 
people searching for them) and LOW supply 
(not many Web sites showing up for those 
searches). SBI makes it a snap to do lateral 

brainstorming for keywords to find ones that 
are related to your business AND find the 
ones that are the most profitable.  It also 
analyzes all of your Web pages to tell you 
specifically what you can do to improve them 
in the search engine rankings.

If you’re interested in researching keywords, 
I want to pass along a free tool that 
SiteSell (the company the runs SBI) provides 
that allows you to brainstorm and research 
keywords for free. SearchIt! is a phenomenal 
tool that allows you to do a myriad of searches 
for brainstorming keywords and comparing 
“competition” from other sites (though I detest 
that word! I prefer “parallel offers”).  

The keyword tools that SBI owners use 
are easier and less cumbersome than the 
free SearchIt! tools, but still, the SearchIt! 
tools are fun to play with. Access the free 
SearchIt tool at http://searchit.sitesell.com/
MarketingForAbundance.

Access the free SearchIt tool at 
http://searchit.sitesell.com/
MarketingForAbundance

http://searchit.sitesell.com/MarketingForAbundance.html
http://searchit.sitesell.com/MarketingForAbundance.html
http://searchit.sitesell.com/MarketingForAbundance.html
http://searchit.sitesell.com/MarketingForAbundance.html
http://searchit.sitesell.com/MarketingForAbundance.html
http://www.buildit.sitesell.com/MarketingForAbundance.html
http://case-studies.sitesell.com/MarketingForAbundance.html


In one of my favorite quotes of all time, Martha 
Graham said:

“There is a vitality, a life force, a quickening 
that is translated through you into action, and 
because there is only one of you in all time, 
this expression is unique.  If you block it, it will 
never exist through any other medium and be 
lost. The world will not have it.”

When I read this, I get shivers in my soul, 
because it is what I truly believe about every 
single person reading this article.  

But please allow me to rephrase her quote for 
the world of Web sites (with apologies to Ms. 
Graham, of course): 

“There is a vitality, a life force, a quickening 
that can be translated through you into a 
Web-based business, and because there is 
only one of you in all time, this expression is 
unique.  But if you do not have the traffic, it will 
be lost. The world will not have it.”

By becoming educated about the steps you 
can take to bring people to your site, you CAN 
“let the world have it”!

Bless you and your 
Bliss-Ness!

Did you notice, in my list of ways to bring 
traffic to your site, the difference between 
these two items:

 Getting high listings in search engines 
 through strategic use of keywords

 Getting high listings in search engines 
 through use of search engine submissions

It’s important to note that not all search 
engines act alike. Some act as “spiders” 
and “crawl” through the Web, looking for 
keywords (in your content, in your html code, 
through complicated algorithms). Others work 
specifically through a submissions process, 
where you have to submit to them directly 
in order to be included; these are called 
direct submission search engines.  It’s worth 
noting that SBI makes the direct submissions 
process easy and automatic, too, which 
has saved me literally hundreds of hours 
and hundreds of dollars in search engine 
submissions fees over the years.

Whether you use a service like SBI, or 
handle tasks like keyword research, Web 
page analysis, and search engine submission 
manually yourself, the important thing is to be 
knowledgeable.  Learn how to make decisions 
that will bring people — the right people — 
to your site and then wow them with the 
authenticity of who you are and what you do.  

“There is a vitality, a life force, a 
quickening that can be translated 
through you into a Web-based 
business, and because there is 
only one of you in all time, this 
expression is unique.  But if you do 
not have the trafc, it will be lost. 
The world will not have it.”



Three Steps to Marketing Your New Venture 
By Karen Kuklinski

continued on next page>

8 minute marketing
an on-going column especially for e-Artella readers by Karen Kuklinski 

Even better….it doesn’t feel like "marketing" at 
all…because it really isn’t! It is you connecting 
with your audience and offering them a piece 
of your passion.

Giveaways When You Have Limited 
Time and Money

Yes, we all have limited time and money. 
However, with the giveaway it is not the size 
that counts — it is the thought. 

A few ideas:

1) Choose to Create Something 
You Love Enough that doing it for free will not 
bother you. Why? Because it is an activity that 

Give a Taste for Free

What I’m really suggesting is for you to 
"Give a Little Bit of Your Art for Free" to 
potential customers.

Why give "a little bit?" Because little 
tastes are enticing! Think of your favorite 
dessert. Didn’t it all start with a little bite? 
And then another and another…

Why give "Your Art"? Because once we 
(and your potential customers) have a 
taste of your artwork — we will be 
hooked! It works. In fact it is one of 
the most powerful marketing techniques 
around if you want to increase your sales. 

Give a little bit — give a little bit of your love to me
I’ll give a little bit — give a little bit of my love to you
There’s so much that we need to share
So send a smile and show you care
                       ~Roger Hobson, SuperTramp

What if we change these 
lyrics to “Give a Little Bit, Give 
a Little Bit of Your Art to Me!”

Give a little bit of your art to me!



you want to do all the time, it flows from you, 
you want to share it with others. And, on the 
days that you are tired, you know the passion 
and energy will come back (like it has before).

For example, I often write articles for "free," but 
doing so gives me a feeling of satisfaction and 
happiness that even $1,000,000 could not buy. 
Why do I like it so much? Because helping 
business owners succeed is what I’m meant to 
do. I feel lucky!

2) Know Your Time/Money Limits 
Before You Start  
Never ever do anything for free if you start 
to feel angry, resentful or "ripped" off. If this 
happens, STOP!’ Give yourself a break and 
take care of yourself. Only give away what you 
can feel peaceful about — and when you are 
feeling up to it.

3) Be Creative! 

Something small can mean the world to 
someone when it is given with positive 
energy! Glenda Miles, owner of Wands 
for Wishing (www.WandsforWishing.com) sells 
her beautiful Wishing Wands at craft and art 
shows. Not only does Glenda have a magnetic 
inner glow, she also has a basket full of little 
"wishes" that she offers to shoppers as they 
pass by. Their faces light up as they reach 
into the basket and they begin to talk to 
Glenda about her vision and art. And, how she 
puts those "good wishes" into everything she 
makes.

Give-It-A-Try Homework

1) Think about the type of products you sell 
(services, artwork, writing…).

2) Brainstorm some ideas of little "tastes"
of your work that you can share with 
potential customers (If you are stuck, ask 
your friends or family….or email me at 
Karen@uptwist.com).

3) Experiment and have fun. Choose one of 
your ideas and make up a dozen or so of 
your new ‘freebies’ to try out. Are you excited? 
Energized? If yes, you are definitely on the 
right track. 

In closing, I want to thank Marney Makridakis, 
Founder of Artella Words and Art for all 
the amazing contests, resources, support, and 
classes that she shares for free! With so many 
"tastes", Artella is a "smorgasbord" of fun, art, 
happiness, and generosity.

Karen Kuklinski invites you to send any of your "Give a Little Bit 
of Your Art to Me" marketing questions or comments to her at 
Karen@uptwist.com. Karen teaches college-level entrepreneurial 
marketing and offers coaching/writing through her business, 
UpTwist Marketing & Writing (www.uptwist.com). It would truly 
make her day to hear from you.

http://www.wandsforwishing.com
mailto:Karen@uptwist.com
mailto:Karen@uptwist.com
http://www.uptwist.com


by Alicia Forest

Editor’s Note: Alicia Forest presents a regular column in each issue of 
e-Artella, focusing on the ways that we can create space in our lives to enjoy 
more of our passions.

Do you ever wonder why it 
is that some people who struggle 
with challenge after challenge are still 
able to move forward consistently and 
seemingly effortlessly towards their 
goals, while others who have little 
or no obstacles to contend with go 
nowhere?

It’s often true that inspiration is the 
difference between the two. Inspiration 
makes things flow almost effortlessly 
and it is the ingredient present in 
those who make great strides toward 
their dreams and goals despite the 
challenges they face. It’s also what’s 
missing for those who stay mired 
in inaction despite apparently easy 
circumstances. 

Inspiration is the inner force that pulls 
us, rather than pushes us, to do more. 
It’s the reason we wake up excited 
about beginning our day, and what’s 
to come from our continuous efforts. 
Inspiration creates an innate desire, 
a state in which we are in flow 
rather than at odds with our actions. 
Inspiration can carry us much further, 
much more quickly and with less effort, 
than any other source of energy.

So, what is inspiration, why is it 
desirable to capture, and how can we 
identify sources of it? And how can we 

use the energy of inspiration to become 
and stay passionate and excited about 
our own path?

Truths About Inspiration

Inspiration is uplifting.

When you are inspired, there’s no 
feeling of “have to do” something. You 
are excited because you “get to do” 
something, whatever that is for you. 
Inspiration is uplifting and energizing 
without any weight.

Inspiration doesn’t do it for 
everyone.

You may find yourself alone on the 
inspiration path, at least at first, until 
you start attracting more like-minded 
individuals into your life. It’s ok to 
harness the power of inspiration, even if 
others don’t necessarily agree with your 
perceptions.

Inspiration is not a requirement.

Some people prefer systems and 
predictability vs. being inspired. Neither 
is the right way, only the right way for 
each person. Life seems to be lived 
less passionately without inspiration, 
but some people prefer to live more on 
the contented side of things.

Laser Coaching for Creatives

Let Inspiration Be Your Guiding Force 

continued on next page >



Inspiration comes from many sources.

Inspiration can be found most anywhere. 
Some people are inspired in the shower, or 
when they’re engaged in mindless tasks such 
as cleaning. Others can be inspired while 
attending a performance or when they connect 
with others at a live event. Different people 
are inspired by different things, and often that 
inspiration is as unique as the individual.

Inspiration is a state of being, not doing.

Inspiration is not something you do, it is 
something you are. When you are inspired, 
what you do doesn’t feel forced or planned. 
When you’re inspired, ideas and concepts flow 
more freely, and your inspired state is more 
opened to thinking outside the box.

You may experience periods of extreme 
Inspiration.

There may be times that you are so inspired 
that you focus solely on that which inspires you 
for a period of time, sometimes at the expense 
of other things. 

Using inspiration as an energy source is better 
than some of the alternatives we often use 
instead, such as adrenaline, motivation, will 
power, fear of failure or success, etc. If 
you use inspiration as a guiding force, you will 
feel more naturally energetic rather than forcing 
yourself to move forward. You are drawn by 
inspiration rather than forced by sheer will or 
determination.

There are a couple of distinctions to 
make about inspiration vs. motivation 
or will power. When you’re inspired, 
you feel it in your core and it 
lasts day after day. It is part of 
you through the ebbs and flows of 
your everyday existence. On the other 
hand, motivation or will power tends 
to be short-lived. Inspiration comes 
when something outside of us (a 
song, nature, a person, etc.) touches 
something inside of us, which pulls 
us toward creativity. Motivation or will 
power tends to have an external 
reason that pushes us forward. The 
best part is that when you’re inspired, 
you don’t need motivation or will 
power nearly as much. 

Sources of Inspiration

What inspires one person may not 
inspire another. You may have found 
yourself wondering why some people 
are able to find inspiration in just 
about anything, while others seem 
lost to this concept. If you understand 
what it is that inspires you, you can 
consciously invite more of that into 
your life. The following are some ideas 
for you to consider:. Your own experiences . What delights your senses . Memories that cause a glow. Your Vivid Vision . People who have touched you, 
  whether you know them or not. Art in any form . Nature . Ideas . Books and other writings

Try reflecting on what has inspired you 
in the past. This could include your 
own experiences, people who have 
come in and out of your life, particular 

continued on next page >

Inspiration Resources

Inspire! What Great Leaders Do 
by Lance Secretan

The Voice of Knowledge: A Practical Guide to 
Inner Peace by Don Miguel Ruiz & Janet Mills

The Power of Intention: Learning to Co-Create 
Your World Your Way by Wayne W. Dyer 

http://www.amazon.com/gp/redirect.html?link_code=ur2&tag=artella-20&camp=1789&creative=9325&location=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.amazon.com%2Fgp%2Fproduct%2F0471648825%2Fsr%3D8-1%2Fqid%3D1150235086%2Fref%3Dpd_bbs_1%3F%255Fencoding%3DUTF8
http://www.amazon.com/gp/redirect.html?link_code=ur2&tag=artella-20&camp=1789&creative=9325&location=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.amazon.com%2Fgp%2Fproduct%2F1878424548%2Fqid%3D1150235168%2Fsr%3D2-1%2Fref%3Dpd_bbs_b_2_1%3Fs%3Dbooks%26v%3Dglance%26n%3D283155
http://www.amazon.com/gp/redirect.html?link_code=ur2&tag=artella-20&camp=1789&creative=9325&location=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.amazon.com%2Fgp%2Fproduct%2F1878424548%2Fqid%3D1150235168%2Fsr%3D2-1%2Fref%3Dpd_bbs_b_2_1%3Fs%3Dbooks%26v%3Dglance%26n%3D283155
http://www.amazon.com/gp/redirect.html?link_code=ur2&tag=artella-20&camp=1789&creative=9325&location=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.amazon.com%2Fgp%2Fproduct%2F1401902162%2Fqid%3D1150235221%2Fsr%3D2-1%2Fref%3Dpd_bbs_b_2_1%3Fs%3Dbooks%26v%3Dglance%26n%3D283155
http://www.amazon.com/gp/redirect.html?link_code=ur2&tag=artella-20&camp=1789&creative=9325&location=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.amazon.com%2Fgp%2Fproduct%2F1401902162%2Fqid%3D1150235221%2Fsr%3D2-1%2Fref%3Dpd_bbs_b_2_1%3Fs%3Dbooks%26v%3Dglance%26n%3D283155


writings, thoughts and dreams you’ve had more 
than once, or many other things. Jot down 
anything that comes to mind in an inspiration 
journal.

Create environments that support your 
inspiration. If you are inspired by space, alleviate 
clutter and chaos. If you are inspired by "outside 
of the box" thinkers, surround yourself with them. 
If you are inspired by beauty, surround yourself 
with beauty, and spend time in places that you 
consider beautiful.

Making Inspiration Sustainable

Focus on what’s possible, regardless of 
external factors.

Don’t let yourself get caught up in thoughts of 
what’s in the way of your potential to be inspired. 
In order to sustain inspiration, you must remain 
open to the possibilities it brings. If you find 
yourself lacking inspiration at any time, review 
your notes in your inspiration journal.

Ignore your critics.

Ignore your own inner critic and others in your 
life who don’t necessarily see the value in 
inspiration. Create an inner ally instead!

Surround yourself with supportive 
people

Nothing enhances your own 
inspiration more than hanging out 
with supportive people who have the 
glow of inspiration around them. They 
will help you stay connected to your 
Vivid Vision as well. You can gather 
these people to you by starting a 
MasterMind group or by joining a 
local or online group of like-minded 
individuals.

Create inspiring environments

If your personal environments are 
inspiring, it will be that much easier 
to sustain your inspiration. Your 
environments can range from the 
décor in your office, to the people in 
your life, to having a special cup of tea 
or coffee each day, to your self-care, 
to reading books that inspire you.

When you choose inspiration, you 
have more focus, energy and flow; 
things become effortless; life is much 
better and more enjoyable; and you 
attract more of what you really want.

So, ask yourself this question: How 
would your experience of life be 
different if inspiration was your guiding 
force?

Alicia M Forest, MBA, Multiple Streams Queen & Coach™, founder of 
www.ClientAbundance.com, and creator of “21 Easy & Essential Steps to Online 
Success System™”, teaches coaches, consultants, online entrepreneurs, and 
solo professionals how to attract more clients, create profit-making products 
and services, make more sales, and ultimately live the life they desire and 
deserve. For FREE tips on how to create wild abundance in your business, visit 
www.ClientAbundance.com.

http://www.clientabundance.com
http://www.clientabundance.com
http://www.clientabundance.com
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W hen we read articles about writing, we’re often subjected to some 
inspirational quote by Someone Successful. These quotes are usually 
something poetic, something stirring … something that usually annoys me 

to tears. If I want poetry, I’ll read Shakespeare. Or Sondheim lyrics. If I want 
an article about writing, I want something of the nuts-and-bolts variety. Something 
practical. Something I Can Do.

Enter the field of mathematics and a wonderful theory called “The Law of Large 
Numbers”.  I won’t frighten you with the technical mathematical definition — my 
husband the math teacher tried that on me to no avail.  (The Law of No Avails 
will be discussed at a later date.)  In layman’s terms, The Law of Large Numbers 
shows that an event with a low probability of occurrence in a small number of trials 
has a high probability of occurrence in a large 
number of trials. Simply put:  The more times you 
do it, the more times you’ll succeed.

Ignorant of this law — thank goodness I didn’t 
break it — I unwittingly utilized this method when 
I was dating. And dating. And dating. Decades 
later, having gone through a male population 
analogous to every cup of beer bought at any 
sort of sports stadium, ever, I found the right guy. 
He, along with his math theories, married me right 
before I turned the ripe old age of 48. It was The 
Law of Large Numbers in action.

When it was time to get an agent for my book, I first tried it the old-fashioned 
way. I sent a dozen query letters by mail, with the polite self-addressed, stamped 
envelope. I then sat back and waited for the offers to come pouring in. Two months 
later, I was still waiting for the remaining three rejection slips to make it to my 
mailbox. Disgusted, and on a whim, I sent out the next dozen electronically — and 
got answers back within 24 hours. Some yes, some no, but at least there were 
immediate replies. Spurred on, I emailed another dozen. And another. And eight 
months later, after sending out over 160 emails, I had 50 agents asking to see 
some or all of the manuscript, and ultimately had to choose between three agents. 
Ah,  yes, The Law of Large Numbers.

Two years later, when that agent I didn’t work out, I did it again. This time, I sent 200 
emails over a much shorter period of time. Although it got a bit dicey with agents 
asking for exclusivity (I told them “no,” and 95% still took the manuscript), in two 

THE LAW OF LARGE NUMBERS
by Kimberly Gadette

continued on next page >

Simply put:  
The more times 
you do it, the 
more times 

you’ll succeed.
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months, I had four agents proposing on bended knee. You gotta love The Law.

Let me detour for a minute. The query letter has to be top-notch. Like a 
commercial, you’ve got 30 seconds to sell your book, and this query letter, this 
advertisement of you and your book, is your only shot. Make sure the letter is 
unique, powerful, and entertaining before you send it out.

If freelance writing is your goal, you will need to quickly produce solid, well-written 
articles. Like a traveling salesman, there must be some product in your knapsack, 
as well as carloads of unique ideas at your fingertips. Literally.

The great thing about selling words for 
a living is that with all those papers, 
magazines, e-zines, etcetera, all cranking 
out the daily blah-blah, there is a never-ending 
demand for the written word. If you have 
a good voice, and something of value to 
contribute, the world is yours!

Being bullheaded, obsessive-compulsive, 
and not wanting to work at a fast-food 
restaurant wearing a paper hat, I applied 
“The Law” to freelance writing. Once I was 
able to locate the sites on the internet that 
gave daily updates as to available writing 
jobs, I was on my way. Thanks to the Web, 
employment can be as close as your hometown, and as far away as Bangladesh.

Without any credits at all, I started small, with a local e-zine that mumbled 
something about maybe paying me a few dollars. I didn’t care — I needed the 
credibility. Next time I applied for a writing job, I cited the two articles in that local 
e-zine. And this time they paid. I’ve been working at this less than a year, 
but I now have half a dozen articles under my belt, part-time jobs with two online 
companies and a cache of articles to fall back on.

Every morning, I get up and read the freelance ads. Even if the request isn’t 
exactly up my alley, if it’s in my neighborhood, I’ll send a sample. With The Law of 
Large Numbers to inspire me, I send out five to ten pitches, queries, or full stories 
per day. I keep a list of my activity, but it’s not fancy. It’s just a cut-and-paste affair, 
dated with which articles and/or queries I’ve sent to who,. 

Because I once didn’t recognize a response from a potential employer that came 
in over a month after I’d written her, I now hold onto my email a lot longer than 
I used to. To quote Stephen Sondheim, “Opportunity is not a lengthy visitor.” Wait 
… I don’t do quotes.

continued on next page >

The great thing 
about selling words 
for a living... there 
is a never-ending 
demand for the 
written word.
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So let’s cut to the chase. Here’s my Do’s and Don’ts:

> Keep writing, compiling those stories.

> Send out as often as you can. Remember:  It’s in the Law of Large 
 Numbers that success happens!

> Study your craft. Don’t waste time sending articles until you’re ready to 
 strut your best stuff.

> Be an incredibly polite freelancer. You’re here to make the editor’s life 
 easier. Like any job, if you’re a joy to work with, hit your deadlines, and 
 take criticism well, they’ll be happy to have you back.

> Keep a list of your contacts who have either hired you or have shown 
 true interest. Editors would rather work with a known entity than a 
 total stranger — once you prove yourself, you’re no longer a stranger.

> Don’t send to the major magazines right away. They usually insist 
 on the mail versus email, they take months to answer, and unless 
 you’re well known, the probability of rejection is high. It’s much better 
 that you succeed in smaller venues before you tackle the big boys.

> Don’t stop. Don’t even breathe. You’ve got large numbers to create. 
 Time’s a-wasting!

> Don’t write on such a topical subject that the article will die after a few 
 days. You want to build up a cache of stories that you might possibly be 
 able to rework with a different angle.

> Don’t get discouraged. Ever. Use every rejection as an excuse to spur 
 you on to learn more, submit more, write more.

And now for the inspirational end quote. Oh, wait, I forgot. I HATE those things!

A humor writer/novelist based in Portland, Oregon, Kimberly Gadette’s columns 
and articles entail a deep dismemberment of topics such as politics, sex, pop 
culture, dating, male sports and dogs. Currently juggling five columns, she’s been 
published over 75 times in the last year in publications from the West Coast to the 
East, as well as internationally.

DO

DON’T



All Links are Live!  Click to explore!

http://www.artellawordsandart.com/workshops.html#Youniversity
http://www.artellawordsandart.com/workshops.html#Youniversity
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Deep River Dark

the story behind  deep river dark continues

Part One: The Deep River Dark Cover Art Story

http://www.amazon.com/gp/redirect.html?link_code=ur2&tag=artella-20&camp=1789&creative=9325&location=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.amazon.com%2Fgp%2Fproduct%2F0977823105%2Fqid%3D1150235730%2Fsr%3D2-1%2Fref%3Dpd_bbs_b_2_1%3Fs%3Dbooks%26v%3Dglance%26n%3D283155
http://www.artellawordsandart.com/DanGremminger.html


walk by the lake and I mentioned a cover concept, seeing 
the kids from behind as they are going off to catch the 
big fish. Bradley suggested that they be in the boat and 
the image flashed in my head.  I could see the boat with 
the three kids in it, the river stretching wide and far, the 
trees reinforcing the depth of perspective and the deep 
dark night. I later sketched out various cover layouts with 
type and a rough layout of the illustration. I wanted to retain 
the interior page layout with the clean white borders and 
the brilliant colors of the illustrations centered on the page.  

From the rough layouts, I did a tight pencil layout in non-
repro blue having measured for alignment and squareness. 

we discussed possibilities for the book’s cover art. They suggested the 
importance of incorporating the elements of the story on the cover 
and conveying the spirit of the book. Arthiss especially loved the trees 
throughout the book and asked that there be trees on the cover. 

Many wonderful ideas were shared and my creative wheels were turning. 

The next day, Bradley and I were taking a 

I stretched the artwork to more of a horizontal so 
the river would be more expansive and I could have 
a more visually powerful cover. The final illustration 
took many hours to complete because the colors 
were added slowly in layers, building the color 
density and brilliance. The blending and shading 
of the colors is a self-taught process that I began 
as a child drawing with map colors. It’s easily my 
favorite medium and the one with which I feel 
most confident. The subtleties of colored pencil are 
difficult to capture by scanning, but I’m very pleased 
with the results. The final art will be centered on 
the cover page with the type set in a deep midnight 
blue. I chose the font Garamond throughout the 
book because of its graceful curves and ease 
of readability. I also wanted a more traditional 
children’s book font that feels inviting to the reader. 

While the book is being printed, 
I have the opportunity to begin 
my marketing campaign. The next 
installment of “The Story Behind Deep 
River Dark” will focus on marketing 
and promotional efforts, but until 
then, you can see one of the early 
accomplishments, the Cafe Press 
Store. To see more of the book’s 
artwork and a great example of 
an easy-to-use promotional tool, go 
to http://www.cafepress.com/
deepriverdark.

http://www.cafepress.com/deepriverdark
http://www.cafepress.com/deepriverdark


the odyssey tarot deck the odyssey tarot deck 
by Jean Hunter

I am a mixed-media artist and a Tarot reader and deck collector. I 
thought it would be a great idea to make a personal Tarot deck; it 
would be a learning experience both in the meaning of the cards and 
an art perspective. 

My first step was reading articles and looking for Web sites with 
information about making a card deck. There are quite a few 
informative sites on how to make a card deck. I needed to decide 
what size I wanted the cards to be, whether I wanted a border and 
what type of font I would use for the lettering. I decided I would do 
the work in Photoshop since my background is in graphic art. For 
me this was really a time saver because it is very easy to resize 
and combine images on the computer, and there are 78 cards in a 
Tarot deck. I settled on a thin white border and white lettering on 
the bottom of each card — the cards would be the standard size 
4.75” X 2.75”.

My next step was the collecting and organizing stage. I started 
looking at magazines, clip art, and art books for appropriate images. 
I did a lot of scanning and tried to make a folder for different types 
of images — Majors, Courts, Wands, etc. and I also made a folder for 
miscellaneous images that I just liked and thought might be useful. 
This was a time saver when it came time to do the actual work of 
making the cards — it was easier to look for appropriate images in a 
folder rather than look through everything. 

Next came the actual making of the card images. I started with the 
Major Arcana, moved on to the Courts and finally the Minor Arcana 
— for the Minors I did all the Aces, Twos, Threes, etc.  I found this 
easier than doing the complete suit at one time. As I said, I used 
Photoshop to create the actual cards and it took a lot of trial and 
error and many layers to create each card. On the computer I created 
a main folder for the deck and individual folders for each card. I 
saved the card images in Photoshop format (PSD) to preserve the 
layers and 2 JPG images — one hi-resolution (for print) and one low 
resolution (for the web). I made two backup copies of the deck on 
CD — one I keep in my house, the other at a friend’s house — just 
in case something happened to my original CD.  With a project this 
large, organization is everything.

Once I completed the deck, I created word documents with the 
images for printing and printed two master sets on my inkjet printer. 

continued on next page >



The complete deck was a total of twenty pages. I took a master 
printout to a print shop I use in the area and got laser copies made. 
My original plan for this deck was a copy for myself and a few extras 
for some friends but quite a lot of people in the Tarot community 
wanted a copy, so I decided to make it a limited edition.  

The next step was to assemble the deck. This too was a lot of trial 
and error,  as I wanted a deck that looked nice, had a good feel, was 
easy to shuffle and work with but was also sturdy. I assemble one 
deck at a time and each deck has a different backing which I buy at 
a local craft store in 12 X 12 sheets. For each card, I feed the laser 
copies through a Xyron machine to line with adhesive, which then 
allows me to attach the sheets to the desired backing.  Next comes 
the lamination — I use a Xerox hot laminator and use 3-mil pouches. 
I got the laminator from an Office Store for $79, and I love it. What I 
like most about this laminator is that you can adjust the temperature 
— this makes a big difference when using different weights and types 
of lamination pouches. 

I cut the cards to size — since the backing is put on with permanent 
adhesive I can cut the cards right up to the edge — leaving no 
laminated border. For the cutting I use a small Fiskars trimmer. The 
last step is to round the corners — I bought a nice sturdy corner 
punch since there are 78 cards in a deck and I do a lot of rounding. 
It is quite a job to do a deck but I think the finished product is well 
worth it. The deck has a card look and feel, but it will hold up really 
well to a lot of use.

The Odyssey is sold out but I have a waiting list and make a few 
decks from time to time throughout the year.

Jean Hunter is water-media artist living in New Jersey. She is a 
signature member of the Baltimore Watercolor Society, signature 
member of the International Society of Experimental Artists, an 
exhibiting member of the Guild of Creative Art in Shrewsbury, the Ocean 
County Artists Guild, and numerous local art groups. Her work may 
be seen in many corporate and private collections as well as on the 
internet. Recently 8 of her paintings were selected to be featured 
in upcoming episodes of the HBO series The Sopranos. She is 
represented by the Watermark Gallery in Tuckerton, NJ, and is listed 
in the World Artist Directory.  

Web Site: http://www.jeanhutter.com
Blog: http://jeanhutter.blogspot.com/
Odyssey Tarot Site: http://www.jeanhutter.com/tarot.htm



We all need a calendar
to keep organized, and goodness knows, most 
of the calendar manufacturers out there don’t 
exactly cater to intensely creative artists. So 
why not combine your practical need for a 
day-timer with your fancy for altered books, 
and make an altered book calendar that can 
inspire you every single day?

If your mind has gone “ACK!”, thinking of a 
multi-year project in which you have to create 
365 one-of-a-kind, three-dimensional altered 
book pages for your calendars, well…that’s 
a different article. This article is about how 
to make an altered book calendar…the easy 
way.

First, figure out what kind of calendar you 
want to make. You might want to make a 
page-per-day planner. Or a desk calendar 
with one spread per week, or one page per 
month might fit your needs. Remember — the 
purpose in this project is to create something 
that you can actually use. There are many 
sources with free calendar templates that you 
can print out and use in your altered book. The 
calendar pages in the examples shown here 
were printed from Microsoft Outlook, which is 
very easy to customize, specifying your own
sizes and display preferences. You also 
might want to try looking up “free calendar 
templates” and “free printable calendars” in 
a search engine for more options. Determine 
which templates you’d like to use, so you will 
know how many total pages you will need in 
your calendar.

The next step is to find your book.  There   
are three main criteria for an altered book 
calendar: 1) it needs to be very durable and 
2) it needs to have enough pages for your 
required format and 3) it needs to inspire 
you in some way!  It can be meaningful and 
significant to work with a book that somehow 
ties into a “theme” for your year, or one that 
can serve as an important reminder for you, 
as you work with your calendar each day. 

Now that you’ve got your book in hand 
and you’ve pinpointed the source of your 
templates, the next step is to “construct” your 
altered book. The easiest, quickest way to 
complete this project is to print your pages 
on full sheets of blank label paper (available at 
office supply stores). This way, you don’t have 
to hassle with any glue or tape; just print, peel, 
and stick. You’re left with a super-slick finish 
and no bulk, which is perfect for a calendar.   

One method for creating an altered book 
calendar is to simply take a book that already 
contains images you love, and attach a 
“calendar page” on every other page. Simply 
size your calendar pages to your liking, print 
them on label paper, and then cut, peel, and 
stick. This is an altered book calendar that you 
can create, start to finish, in about an hour. It’s 
a tremendously satisfying project and a great 
gift. 

Easy “Altered Book” Calendars

continued on next page >

by Marney K. Makridakis



I thought that this book, The Look of Love: The Art of the Romance 
Novel (Princeton Architectural Press), would be perfect for this kind 
of calendar because it was full of fantastic images of old romance 
novel covers-oh la la! 

I also liked that most 
of the opposing pages 
had solid color 
backgrounds, so I 
sized the calendars a 
little smaller than the 
page size, so these 
colors could show 
through as borders.

You can also 
showcase your own 
work in an altered 
book calendar, with 
the help of a scanner. 
Simply scan your own 
artwork, re-size it to print at the proper size for your book, and print it out on label paper. This 

calendar uses an old academy songbook as its base. Inside, I created a 
two-page spread for each day of the year, with a printed piece of my art on 
the left and a calendar page on the right. 

I scanned my art from a huge variety of sources: art journals, sketches, little 
experiments I had begun but never finished…why not give them a home 
in my calendar?  

If you’re aiming to make a date book with 365 days, or even a book with 52 
weekly spreads, you may not have that 
much of your own art on hand to scan!  
So consider asking your friends to help!  
Ask them if they’ll be willing to scan 
some of their artwork that you can 
use in your calendar.  (They may even 
get excited enough to make one of 
their own!)  I also invite you to look 
at the series of 100 Art-Splashes — 
meditations in words and pictures — 
that I’ve created for Artella, which 
can be found at 
www.artellawordsandart.com/
archives.html. They are arranged in date 
order, and many are season-specific 
and would be ideal for calendars.

Whether making one for yourself, or making them as gifts, making altered book calendars using 
this simple “label paper” technique guarantees a “no fuss” way of allowing a book to take on 
a new life…while your life takes off!

http://www.artellawordsandart.com/archives.html
http://www.artellawordsandart.com/archives.html


Last year I dug out a box of transparent slides that 
dated back to 1964. The transparencies were taken by 
my father on our first trip to Australia. Being in an 
experimenting mood, and having had some success with 
black and white negatives nearly 50 years old, I decided 
to try scanning the slides.

The trick with flat scanning of slides is to get light behind 
the slide without it reflecting on the image. I used a piece 
of white A4 copy paper folded into a pyramid to reflect 
light back onto the slide. I cut a small square out of thick 
black cardstock big enough to take the slide and laid the 
cardstock over the scanner. With most of the scanner 
surface covered and the white reflector in place over the 
slide, I hoped to get a reasonable result.

Alas, the results were nowhere near as 
encouraging as the negatives - until I looked 
closer. The grubby, faded, scratchy, distorted 
images I got from the slides had a strange 
beauty. So I ordered a few prints and got to 
work planning an art project around them.

In my supplies I had a pair of wooden book 
covers. I’d originally planned a chapbook and 
painted the covers a silvery blue with silver 
lettering. Now I painted them all over with dark 
blue acrylic and sanded it back a bit to expose 
some of the original paintwork.

by Gail Kavanagh

Art chapbook with wooden covers, 

mixed media, 9” x 6” inches

Making Art from Grungy Slides

continued on next page >
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I cut some dark blue cardstock to fit the book and 
punched holes on one side so that the pages could 
be fixed inside the covers (which hold together with 
brass screws).

When I got the images back, I cropped them, 
and gathered together some bits and pieces I felt 
would go well with them - corrugated paper, sticky- 
backed letter tiles, a Dymo labeller, some handmade 
Japanese paper.  

I was going for a grungy look to match the images 
- the premise of the project was that memories 
become misty and distorted by time. One image 
showed me sitting at the foot of some monument or 
other, apparently more interested in my nail varnish 
than the historical significance - I called this page "I 
was a Teenage Tourist".

So, remember, if an experiment fails, look at it in a 
new way. Perhaps it will trigger something even more 
exciting than what you were originally trying to do.

Gail Kavanagh is an artist and writer living 
in Queensland, Australia. Her current mission 
is to change the world one blog at a time: 
http://www.impact.valeofavondale.com/



Three Steps to Marketing Your New Venture 
By Karen Kuklinski

to reach deep into yourself 
and come up with answers to 
many of life’s problems. I have 
journaled for many years and 
it has never failed to help me 
make decisions, discover what’s 
“really” bothering me, or trace 
the steps I made in a wrong 
direction.

But when I discovered 
combining art and journaling, 
I was in heaven!  For visual 
people, adding visual elements 
to the journal page makes 
it much easier to express 
ourselves. Sometimes we don’t 
know the words to express our 
feelings. And sometimes our 
words are very mundane. So 
adding sketches, collages, or 
even the junk mail from the day 
can be just the punch we need 
to put onto our journal page.

Searching for art journaling on 
the internet, one finds many 
beautiful works of art put in 
journal form. Many artists use 
this format for sharing work with one another. 
It keeps the art in one book so that it may be 
mailed and passed from one to another. It is 
apparent when looking at this type of art that 
it wasn’t created in just a few moments.

I prefer to work in my journal in a more 
spontaneous way. Taking whatever scraps I’ve 
collected from my day that indicate what that 
day was about can create some pleasant 
journal pages. Or maybe I want to scour my 
magazine stash for images that reflect what 
I want to impart. At times I’ll paint in 
my journal or sketch a few scenes from 
the day. Whatever medium I use, it is 
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by Zura Ledbetter

Journaling is the most 
powerful tool I know of

continued on next page >

all journal pages by 
Zura Ledbetter



just to record that 
day of my life. Or 
to work through 
something that is 
puzzling me. It is 
not to produce 
art that will be 
submitted for 
critique or reward.

So, how can you 
really journal and 
do art at the 
same time?  I 
have found that 
many artists keep 
two or more 
journals. They 
keep one that 
they put their 
most private 
thoughts in, and 
another where they do art. Why not do that 
art for yourself? I think a journal is a very 
sacred thing that deserves the best. If you 
do art, why not do it along with the writing 
you do in your journal? Some people keep a 
gratitude journal, a dream journal, a journal of 
quotations or a poetry journal. Why not keep all 
that in one journal? I love keeping everything 
in my journal. When I look back at my journals 
from years past I can see everything I was 
about at the time. I see where I went, what 
I did, what my feelings were. I can also see 
what I bought, what I was reading, and what 
held my interest at the time. If I had separated 
these things into different journals, I’d get a 
sliced-up view, not the whole picture of who I 
was at the time.

A fun art journal is also a place to practice 
art skills and techniques. If you want to 
learn to draw, what better place to practice 
than in your own, private journal? You can 
use watercolor or acrylic paints for the 
backgrounds of written pages to have a 
chance to try out various techniques. If you’re 
interested in learning collage, make collages 
of your days by using visual images.

When I first started using the internet I began 
searching for journaling resources since this is 
one of my favorite activities. I was frustrated 
to learn that most resources on journaling are 
divided into two strict camps, either writing-
type journaling or strictly art-type journaling.   
Dan Price and Danny Gregory both combine 
art in a serious journal but they use only 
sketching. There seemed to be no resources 
for combining painting, collage, etc., into a 
journal where one really does any meaningful, 
deep writing.

For a while I just gleaned ideas from here 
and there and combined them for my own 
personal use.  Later it occurred to me that if I 
was interested in this type of journaling, then 
others must be also. So, I wrote an e-course 
that teaches the techniques I use, called Fun 
Art Journaling. The course is three months 
long and provides two weekly lessons. One 
lesson teaches some sort of art technique. 
The other lesson is about journal writing. 
Both lessons are “how-to’s” with detailed 
instructions and pictures. 

continued on next page >
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Some of the topics covered in the three 
months are:  

 * Using Symbols in Your Journaling

 * Learning to Nurture Yourself

 * Coptic Binding

 * Adding Envelopes for Keepsakes 
  to a Journal Page

 * Making Your Own Rubber Stamps

 * Learning to Letter

 * Using Glue Book Techniques

 * Using Dada Techniques

 * Organizing Journals

 *  Using Affirmations 

This is not a complete list — it’s just a 
sample. A lot is covered in 24 lessons!

What the students who have taken this 
course report is that the relaxed style of 
instruction, as well as the encouragement, 
has allowed them to keep meaningful 
journals and use their creative ideas as 
well. Combining art and in-depth writing is 
the perfect way for a creative person to get 
the benefits of journaling without having to 
face bland, blank pages each day.

The next session of Fun Art Journaling 
begins in August, 2006.  For information 
on this and Zura’s other e-courses 
and eBooks, see 
http://ArtellaWordsandArt.com/
ZuraBethLedbetter.html

http://www.ArtellaWordsAndArt.com/ZuraBethLedbetter.html
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   Shaking the tree of Desire, 

                             ripe, firm, fleshy fruit 

                                drops down into my waiting apron � 

      down into my cotton �basket�. 

     Steady hands grasp red and white-checkered linen 

                           that holds more than enough. 

Fuzzy peach-pink orbs 

                      nestle next to one another; 

gently rocking back and forth in their makeshift container 

as I wander back to the house 

thinking� 

                     �I�ve got more than enough for me.� 

                              �More than enough for him.� 

               Smiling, 

                       I�m satisfied in the knowing, 

                          while waiting his arrival. 

Persimmons Art by Nancy Baum 

Ripe 

 Watercolor, 5�x7� 

   Words by 
Jaime Adcock 
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Let the patterns fallLet the patterns fallLet the patterns fallLet the patterns fallLet the patterns fall
    a c r o s s  t h e  p a g e    a c r o s s  t h e  p a g e    a c r o s s  t h e  p a g e    a c r o s s  t h e  p a g e    a c r o s s  t h e  p a g e

unafraid.unafraid.unafraid.unafraid.unafraid.
It�s the contrast -It�s the contrast -It�s the contrast -It�s the contrast -It�s the contrast -

    l i g h t ,  da r k ,  p e n ,  i n k    l i g h t ,  da r k ,  p e n ,  i n k    l i g h t ,  da r k ,  p e n ,  i n k    l i g h t ,  da r k ,  p e n ,  i n k    l i g h t ,  da r k ,  p e n ,  i n k
      w h e r e  t h e  w o n d e r      w h e r e  t h e  w o n d e r      w h e r e  t h e  w o n d e r      w h e r e  t h e  w o n d e r      w h e r e  t h e  w o n d e r

unfolds.unfolds.unfolds.unfolds.unfolds.
My opaque selfMy opaque selfMy opaque selfMy opaque selfMy opaque self

    s h imme r s  i n t o  l i f e .    s h imme r s  i n t o  l i f e .    s h imme r s  i n t o  l i f e .    s h imme r s  i n t o  l i f e .    s h imme r s  i n t o  l i f e .
I place myselfI place myselfI place myselfI place myselfI place myself

where light can fall.where light can fall.where light can fall.where light can fall.where light can fall.
PositioningPositioningPositioningPositioningPositioning

    i s  e v e r y t h i n g .    i s  e v e r y t h i n g .    i s  e v e r y t h i n g .    i s  e v e r y t h i n g .    i s  e v e r y t h i n g .

My Place in theMy Place in theMy Place in theMy Place in theMy Place in the
WorldWorldWorldWorldWorld
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Words by  Claire SauerWords by  Claire SauerWords by  Claire SauerWords by  Claire SauerWords by  Claire Sauer
TheTheTheTheThe
LeafLeafLeafLeafLeaf

  Finger drawn, Schminke soft pastels on Aquarelle paper, 20" x 14"



Knight Ride   Words and Art by Jos Munro
  
it occurs to me
after riding through the night on the
Knight Rider bus
from Dunedin to Christchurch,
i have not now had  any sleep
for some 26 hours -
and i can barely keep my eyes open
while i wait for a plane here at
Melbourne airport.
 
i find my eyes wide shut more every now
than then;
they�re tripping up my thinking brain
and i feel like an old car
trying to cough and splutter myself into life
on a cold morning.
 
there�s a boarding call urging me
to stay awake for  five more minutes.
my ears are telling my eyes all about it.

Up Late  Words and Art by Nici Derosier

There is a certain poverty that arrives with midnight
When sleep tantalizes out of reach.

A simple purchase, but
The mind knows full well that fitful rest

Is merely a brief footbridge to the grim dawn,
And holds forth a forced alertness,
Assuming a posture of nonchalance.
The fingers are another matter,

They are weary,and walk into each other like silly drunks
Uncooperative on any meaningful task.

The sewing needle jabs and breaks the skin,
The pen skitters;

Don�t begin again. Disaster is certain.
The eyes betray as well: they want the shop closed,

The tools laid aside;
They want to drop the shades and be done.

Printed words vibrate and balloon outward suddenly,
As, with pathetic optical lurchings, a page is scanned,

And scanned again, without any meaning drawn.
The morning wants you to know,

It is aggressive
And will not spare you.

It waits around the corner like a thug.
The night says,

You can stay here for awhile if you like.
We can have tea

And look at the moon.

                                                                                                                  Acrylic, guache, and paper on canvas, 10" x 8"

 Artist Trading Card,  3.5�  x  2.5"



Tenth SummerTenth SummerTenth SummerTenth Summer

Oak Street in the South,Oak Street in the South,Oak Street in the South,Oak Street in the South,
my tenth summer.my tenth summer.my tenth summer.

Hurricane Hazel has yet to come.Hurricane Hazel has yet to come.Hurricane Hazel has yet to come.Hurricane Hazel has yet to come.

I am asleep in a blue-walled cocoonI am asleep in a blue-walled cocoonI am asleep in a blue-walled cocoon
of Hardy and Drew.of Hardy and Drew.of Hardy and Drew.of Hardy and Drew.

The slammed fist on the tableThe slammed fist on the tableThe slammed fist on the table
startles me.startles me.startles me.

Light pierces my blackened roomLight pierces my blackened roomLight pierces my blackened room
like a crusading blade slid under thelike a crusading blade slid under thelike a crusading blade slid under the

door.door.door.door.

He is home.He is home.He is home.

From their room I hear her muffledFrom their room I hear her muffledFrom their room I hear her muffled
crycrycry

the closed mouth and teeth whimperthe closed mouth and teeth whimperthe closed mouth and teeth whimperthe closed mouth and teeth whimper
of a wounded deer my woundedof a wounded deer my woundedof a wounded deer my woundedof a wounded deer my wounded

mother.mother.mother.
Cornered.Cornered.Cornered.
Primal.Primal.Primal.

A slap, a thud against the outerA slap, a thud against the outerA slap, a thud against the outer
wall.wall.wall.wall.

The fan oscillates in my room.The fan oscillates in my room.The fan oscillates in my room.The fan oscillates in my room.
Back and forth.Back and forth.Back and forth.
Back and forth.Back and forth.Back and forth.

I sit up in bed, pulling my pillow andI sit up in bed, pulling my pillow andI sit up in bed, pulling my pillow and
kneeskneesknees

tight to my chest.tight to my chest.tight to my chest.tight to my chest.
Tears stream into my silent openTears stream into my silent openTears stream into my silent open

mouthmouthmouthmouth
survival comes in the eye of thesurvival comes in the eye of thesurvival comes in the eye of the

storm:storm:storm:storm:
If I can hurt myself more thanIf I can hurt myself more thanIf I can hurt myself more thanIf I can hurt myself more than

anyone,anyone,anyone,anyone,
then no one else can ever hurt methen no one else can ever hurt methen no one else can ever hurt methen no one else can ever hurt me...

Tenth Summer 

words by Janice Rose 

Oak Street in the South, 
my tenth summer.my tenth summer. 

Hurricane Hazel has yet to come. 

I am asleep in a blue-walled cocoonI am asleep in a blue-walled cocoon 
of Hardy and Drew. 

The slammed fist on the tableThe slammed fist on the table 
startles me.startles me. 

Light pierces my blackened roomLight pierces my blackened room 
like a crusading blade slid under thelike a crusading blade slid under the 

door. 

He is home.He is home. 

From their room I hear her muffledFrom their room I hear her muffled 
crycry 

the closed mouth and teeth whimper 
of a wounded deer my wounded 

mother.mother. 
Cornered.Cornered. 
Primal.Primal. 

A slap, a thud against the outerA slap, a thud against the outer 
wall. 

The fan oscillates in my room. 
Back and forth.Back and forth. 
Back and forth.Back and forth. 

I sit up in bed, pulling my pillow andI sit up in bed, pulling my pillow and 
kneesknees 

tight to my chest. 
Tears stream into my silent openTears stream into my silent open 

mouth 
survival comes in the eye of thesurvival comes in the eye of the 

storm: 
If I can hurt myself more than 

anyone, 
then no one else can ever hurt me.. 

   Carefully Guarded    Carefully Guarded    Carefully Guarded    Carefully Guarded    Carefully Guarded           Art by Tracy Roos 

Found objects, ribbon and twine, 7” x 3” 
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In 1992 I began writing my first novel, January’s Paradigm. It was a difficult time in my life. Not
only was I grieving for a broken relationship, but I’d been right-sized out of my job and had
chosen, in addition to being forced to look for another job, to change careers. When I reached the
halfway point of my novel, it occurred to me that there was a good chance I was going to finish
this project, and so I shared with Dad, a retired Marine who departed this world a little more than
seven years ago and a lover of literature, that I was writing a novel. Imagine my surprise when he
chided me for wasting my time when I should be concentrating on the job market. I was
devastated. I thought he would be pleased — the kid who had to sneak comic books into the house
because Dad didn’t approve of them, fearing that I’d never graduate to more literary works.

Over my lifetime Dad and I failed to connect more often than we connected. I learned early on to
pick and choose my battles carefully, because I failed to win my dad over to my side of any given
argument more often than not. Today I don’t count them as wins, but instead as magical moments
in which I was a positive influence on my father.

The creative process of writing that first novel was wonderfully therapeutic for me, helping me to
come to terms with the rejection of both woman and job, both charging my batteries and keeping
my self-esteem at a positive level while I dealt with a number of job interviews that resulted in no
offers. I bristled at my dad’s umbrage, and tried to explain what that project meant to me — a
carefully chosen battle. Dad said nothing in rebuttal, and something in the way he said nothing left
me with the certitude that I’d made my point. Some people thrive on obstacles. Tell them they
can’t do something and they go out of their way to prove you wrong. That’s not me. I need to be
encouraged. Dad realized too late that I needed him to be more nurturing than he was.

About a year later, gainfully employed and well on my way in a new career, I proudly presented to
my dad the completed manuscript that was January’s Paradigm. After he finished reading it, he
didn’t say much. I learned from my mother what he thought. The long and the short: he was proud
and he was pleased. And I realized what I could do, of what I was capable, on my own.
Dad didn’t live to see the first edition of
January’s Paradigm, but he knew that it had
been accepted by a publisher in Great Britain.

I was maybe two-thirds of the way through
my second novel, One Hot January, when Dad
followed Mom to the other side. As a result,
I struggled mightily to finish OHJ, just as I’m
struggling today writing the third book in the
January saga. Perhaps the lesson I learned by
finishing January’s Paradigm was forgotten.

This year, I’m committing to January’s Thaw —
that third book. But not for you, Dad; not for
your approval, or the approval of anyone, but
for me: for the sheer joy of creation... for a
story well-told... for love of language and a
well-turned phrase... for the perfect sentence...
for my self-expression and for my love of
literature.

Some things we must do for ourselves,
and be damned to those who accuse us
of selfishness: To complete this project,
a solitary endeavor, is the finest tribute I
can pay you, Dad, and Mom.

Inexplicable
art by Rachel Kitterman

For Dad words by J. Conrad Guest

Mixed media collage, 4” x 4”



Watercolor on paper, 17” x 13”
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Russia, March, 1975
words and art by Mary Rowin

     I was reading the ads posted on the bulletin board at
the grocery store, and there, between “Spirituality and the
Art” and “Selling from the Self,” was a photo of Edward
Sachs, M.S.W.  He was plumper, but otherwise recognizable
as the man my ex-husband and I chose to help save our
marriage.  Edward ran a workshop on couples communication
at the church we attended.  I hated the workshop.  All
those silly exercises on trust and honesty.  I didn’t trust
my husband and I hadn’t been honest with him in months.

    Edward tried, he really did, but he had a hard time
getting Sam to stop saying, “Why aren’t you honest with me?”
when I tried to explain I felt like I was dying.  So I lied
up to the end, except for the business about leaving, but by
then Sam didn’t believe anything I said.  He was sure I’d
coome back to him.  “Look, these ARE the good old days,” he’d say.

     Edward went on to a career of talking to women about Global Brain Theory and
Mother Earth as a living organism.  Accelerating human consciousness must have been
more interesting than separating disharmonious couples and reassembling them as
whole and independent individuals.

     A friend of mine became Sam’s lover.  I decided to go to Russia.

     My assigned roommate, Susan, was a tall, thin, dark-haired woman, with gaunt,
Medieval features.  She was a hypochondriac who spent most of her free time huddled
under blankets.  She fussed incessantly about the heat, the food, the dirt on the
carpet.  Her feet hurt, her stomach was upset, she was tired.  Grant was dark and
attractive.  He observed us in a detached, almost clinical manner.  I imagined him to
be a psychiatrist.  Later I found out he was an artist.  Margot was beautiful and
reckless.  She wore no hat and her coat hung open seductively, even in the cold March
temperatures.  She was constantly propositioned and frequently scolded for her ap-
pearance.  A clucking Babushka asked, “Do you play?”

     Leningrad was crystalline, damp and still.  A gloss of frost coated the city.
Margot insisted that Grant take her picture posing under a statue of Lenin while she
pointed in the opposite direction.  A semi-circle of Russian men and women dressed in
their dark coats and fur hats gathered around her.  Margot laughed, turned away,
then looked back at them through a curtain of her long, blonde hair.

     After watching Giselle at the Little Theater, I crossed Palace Square and walked
past the Hermitage.  I stopped at the Admiralty to watch the changing of the guard.
There were no people, only an occasional soldier.  The moon was hidden by haze.
Arched entry ways that led to courtyards and narrow alleys were blocked by wrought
iron gates.  The stone buildings were massive, cold and unbroken.  As I turned to-
ward the Hotel Astoria, the sound of marching feet faded as a woman’s voice sang a
sweet melody, then broke off into laughter.

     We took a night train to Moscow.  In the morning, the sound that woke me was
inside my head.  The dark shed no light on the question.  As familiar as a mother’s
voice, it danced on the edge of memory.  Then again.  A sound as close as every night
of my prairie childhood.  A train whistle trailed off.

(continued)

Acrylic painting, 11” x 8.5”



    As the train approached Moscow, the steward rolled through with a cart of sweet
tea in glasses fitted into silver filigreed cups.  Outside, women carried pails on
poles balanced across their shoulders and men pulled small wooden sleds loaded with
burlap-covered bundles.  The women were dressed in thick felt boots and black
sotckings full black skirts and front-buttoned sweaters.  Bright babushkas sur-
rounded their round, red faces.  Black fringed shawls draped over their shoulders, a
V-shaped wrap.

     In the city, old women, dressed in dark skirts, sweaters and shawls or a starched
blue cotton uniform, sometimes embellished with a white lace collar, sat by the hotel
elevators and dispensed room keys.  The women sat in museums and babbled at visitors
who got too close to the art works.  They took coats and babbled if there was no hook
sewn in under the collar, or if you were in the wrong line, or were going out the
wrong exit, or in the wrong door, or trying to get in with your coat on.  “Nyet, nyet!”
they exclaimed and gave offenders a shove in the right direction.

     Our guide, Selina, took us to the Greek room at the Pushkin.  One corner of the
room was dominated by four huge pillars.  Selina told us the pillars were from the
Parthenon.  “The Parthenon is now in Greece,” Selina told us.  In the afternoon, Grant
and I went to the Tretyakin Gallery of Russian Art.  We asked the guards to show us
the Kandinsky paintings, but they just frowned and shook their heads.  A small room
of Soviet Realist art was uncrowded and we sat down.  I asked Grant whether he could
tell which paintings are genuine and which are reproductions.  “Usually,” he said.

     Outside it was grey and rain was falling, mixed with snow.  Grant headed back to
the hotel.  I was homesick.  But what did I miss?  My family had distanced me since
the divorce.  “But of course we still love you,” my father said.  My apartment was a
cramped, semi-furnished efficiency.  I was under-employed at a boring job.   I set a
goal.  By the end of the summer I would be living in a new place.  By Christmas it
would be furnished.  I would buy kitchen items so I could cook.  Even as I made these
promises, I started to break them.  I should wait until I saved more money.  Summer is
the wrong time of year to move.  It is too much work.

     I walked to a nearby park.  I watched an old Babushka very slowly pull a small
child on a sled.  The child was stuffed into so many clothes that his arms stuck
straight out at the sides.  The old woman stopped and took a pail and shovel from the
sled and filled the pail with snow.  Then she dumped it over, tapped the pail and
lifted it to reveal a pail-shaped mound of snow.  She repeated this a half-dozen
times.  Each time she lifted the pail, she looked at the child, smiled, and exclaimed.
Each time the old woman exclaimed, the child laughed and wiggled his hands inside
red mittens.  The child never touched the snow.

     I recognized my dislike for that place.  You did not have to leave because the
world’s greatest art is reproduced there.  You did not have to play because someone
does it for you.  If you deviate, someone will correct you.

     The Babushka packed the pail and shovel back onto the sled and slowly pulled it
across the park.  My feet were wet and numb.  I was pretty sure Susan would have
lemon tea and warm towels in our room.  I turned toward the hotel.

     When we left Moscow on a SAS flight for Stockholm, the Soviets counted us several
times, delaying the flight forty minutes.  I did not mind.  When the passengers
applauded as the wheels of the plane finally lifted off the ground, I joined in.  And
when some unfurled tiny Fourth of July flags, I smiled and laughed with them.



She motions the lights to pale
And the music to cease

They want more
No more in the Light

Equal to or lesser than in Light

Most exquisite in the haze
As a subtle form

Drifting in the mind and out
of vision

Beckoning her audience
To join

To join her in an encore elegy

Waiting, without weary
Violet stained tendrils of gold

Moving gently
Lithe limbs of dreams past

              Awaiting
               Silence
            And decisions

        With unyielding lips
             And intent eyes
             She walks
          To her dharma

         Her back to them
          And to the lights

              Soul astir
               Sighing
               Sighing

Naked, behind a veil of pure snow
            She slowly moves

               HeronHeronHeronHeronHeron
                         DanceDanceDanceDanceDance
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In her last metamorphosis
She writhes
Thrashing
Inhaling
Hold

Exhaling

Emerging atop the wings of doves
Feathers of peace

Blanketing the stage of life

The sweet resonance
of flutes and violins

Stirring
Weeping

Birds�.now hushed

Her breast
The veil

Saturated of pink crystals

Again
She dances

In requiem of the past and present

Her angel whispers yet once more
�One need not have long legs to

stand tall.
Nor flawless wings to soar

�It is time to fly, my tiny cherub.�
At long last

From almond eyes
The golden river of life seeps

Misting the floor
As opaque fragments descend

�You have permission.�

Bare feet clutching the Earth
Drown in a pool

Of radiant sunlight
And crimson

Finally liberating the life force within
This last time

She sighs deeply as amber escapes
her

And she lowers her gaze

They fuse
Now of one breath

Of one sky blue
Behind murmurings of indigo

She glances
Over a tiny white shoulder

And witnesses
The curtain call.



 
I am from dirt roads and bare feet
Sugar cones and corn on the cob

I am from rusted trucks and nicotine stains
Toads, turtles, and Pringles cans

I am from the factory and the front desk

I am from Dad who still works a job he hates
to provide a better life for me

I am from quilts and sewing machines,
Beer can ships and foam lizards

I am from a purple garbage-picked bike
given to me by Grandpa Howard, a man I barely knew

I am from homemade biscuits and Grandma Sue�s pickles,
and a family history that no one talks about

I am from Mom who hated school
but taught me to love it

I am from dandelion kisses, Elvis on the stereo, snowcaps and popcorn
I am from two grandparents living down the street

who made each child feel like their favorite
I am from summer camping trips and peonies in the backyard.

I am from designer jeans washed every night
because we could only afford one pair

I am from $20 borrowed to make ends meet,
hope in �the numbers�, and bowling twice a week

I am from an unemployment check stuck behind a cabinet
I am from a green shag carpet and a bedroom door with no knob.

I am from snow angels, boots from Kmart, and socks instead of mittens
I am from a house with no hallways
Just rooms that led to other rooms

 I Am From
Words by Val Johnson

                                                                                                                                       Continued



                                                                                
I am from dogs that pooped on the living room floor

And played cards with an only child
I am from a puppy found in a yard, another with a made-up name,

and a turtle found in a lake
I am from garage sales, metal lawn chairs, and homemade birthday cakes

Baby birds, kick the can, and plastic swimming pools
I am from diet pepsi, barbeque sauce and bangs cut with sewing scissors
I am from southern cooking and overalls, and fishing trips to Chilson�s Pond,

I am from climbing trees and riding a bike to feel free

I am from speaking your mind, The Plymouth Cruise, and letters to the editor
I am from a first kiss that came too late,

And true love that came just at the right time

I am from �Good Grief� and �Gus Goose Grease Gravy�
 and �won�t you just try a little� and �Ma, leave her alone�

I am from �I love you thiiiiiis much� and �We are so proud of you�

Untitled
Art by Rebecca Trawick
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They’re elusive, 
these old birds. Googling won’t find them. 
You have to hunt. Unless you’re an Artellian. 
Then, you’ll find them all over the place. 
They’re the guerillas in our midst; a gaggle of 
gigglers, a flock of free flyers who regularly 
and assiduously practice spontaneity. 

Not quietly, though. These crones whoop it up. 
In fact, the one I questioned at the latest 'Tella
Tea party, seemed quite forthcoming. 

Here’s some of our conversation… 

Me:  How did you become involved 
 with Artella?

WC: It was one of those friend-of-a-friend 
things. Marney interviewed a coach friend and 
colleague of Jennifer Loudon, Molly Gordon, 
and Molly linked to it in her newsletter and I 
clicked the link.

Me: That’s how you discovered   
 Artella.  What got you
 involved?

WC:  Marney, and the people she was 
gathering around her through her all-levels, 
no-strings-attached generosity. 

Seeing, through Artella, that this different way 
for artists to be in the world was/is emerging. 
Wanting to do what I could to foster it.

My art-world had been organized around clay, 
which tends to be a universe of guarding 
secrets and competing, not of sharing and 
collaborating.  

I was trained in the mid-1950s at R.I.T.’s 
School for American Craftsmen as a studio 
potter in the old European guilds tradition of 
“masters” and “apprentices”… signing on for 
a 2-year intro to a lifetime of heavy manual 
labor… nothing like going to “art school.”

Tracking the Whooping Crone
Deb Silva interviews Adela Hubers, a.k.a. “The Whooping Crone”

“I am only one, but I am one. I cannot do everything, but I can 
do something. And because I cannot do everything, I will not refuse 
to do the something that I can do. What I can do, I should do. 
And what I should do, with the grace of All That Is, I will do.” 
     ~ Edward Everett Hale (1822-1909)

continued on next page >

“Now and Then” by Adela Hubers

http://www.comfortqueen.com
http://www.mollygordon.com


continued on next page >

Clay was just starting to happen in Art 
Departments. It was still mostly used by 
“serious” sculptors to make models of what 
they planned to extract from a chunk of wood 
or marble; not as a medium in itself. 

Ceramics weren’t really “art”. This link gives 
a good picture of the prevailing attitudes and 
what some people on the West Coast were 
doing to change them.

Not where I was, though. Our shops were run 
on a strictly European model. The first year, 
we worked 5 days a week from 8:30 to 5:30. 
The second, even longer hours, since we were 
attending to the gas kilns overnight.

We mixed our own clay bodies by hand in an 
oil drum, and glazes by weighing out different 
combinations of raw materials, and turned 
them into bowls, mugs, platters, pitchers and 
vases on thigh-powered kick wheels.

We were taught to think in terms of 
“producing”, not “creating”. Making exact 
copies of your teacher’s pots was what 
counted. Waiting until you “felt like” working 
was out of the question. “Playing” would have 
been blasphemy.

Me:  What is your favorite childhood 
 memory?

WC: The scenario I most enjoy 
remembering happened largely by chance. 
Being a child wasn’t “special”, then.  Children 
were expected to be “seen and not heard”, 
which meant go where your parents went, and 
then stay out of the way. 

Usually, my staying out of the way happened 
in south Florida, going to school and listening 
to the adults worry, but the summer I was nine, 
my father’s work involved doing something or 
other in a remote area of northern Minnesota, 
so the family spent several weeks living in a 
fishing camp… and I got to stay out of the 
way acting out my “pioneer” fantasies; scaring 
away [invisible] bears with a rifle, beating 
wild rice off its stalks into a birch bark 
canoe, catching fish and building a fire to cook 
them over, marking a trail through the woods, 

making candles and soap… all sorts of useful 
stuff.

Me:  And the most significant?

WC: Getting spanked for doing something 
that caused my parents major grief but, from 
my kid point of view, was entirely innocent. 

Me:  What did you do? 

WC:  Made-believe. This was in 1939, and 
the locals had been sternly cautioned that 
there was a real possibility of saboteurs 
infiltrating the country from German 
submarines prowling just off the Florida 
coastline.

Like I was telling you, children had a lot of free 
time in those days, and nobody paid much 
attention to how we used it, so a girl who lived 
a few blocks away and I played spies, leaving 
cryptic messages for each other in another 
[childless] neighbor’s mailbox. We’d have been 
better off if we’d stayed with the pioneering.

I suppose the childless box-owner didn’t have 
such a good handwriting himself, since he 
couldn’t see the notes were written by kids, 
and turned them over to the feebies, who 
came a-calling. 

Huge commotion, ouch, since my folks were 
running a kind of halfway-house for people 
who’d escaped the Nazis. I guess the feds 
didn’t have kids either.

Me:  And…?

WC:  And that’s how I discovered the 
difference between force and power.

Me:  Please tell us about your education 
 and professional life - - I believe you 
 taught  in Puerto Rico?

WC:  Yes, in Puerto Rico, for 21 years, and 
before PR in Mexico and Los Angeles and 
New York City and Rochester, NY, and New 
Orleans and after PR in Philadelphia. 

I began officially in my teens, teaching survival 
swimming in a YMCA pool. Wherever I’ve 
lived, I’ve “taught”; which I think of as passing 
along skills and notions that others may find 
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enjoyable or useful.

Learning’s what I “do”… my way of “being 
in the world.” I love discovering new ideas. 
Teaching’s how I know I’ve learned something 
and how I say “thank you” for the delight of 
having learned it. Now I do it by phone and 
on the Internet.

My “professional life” was for feeding the 
bulldog, and my children, not building a 
career. I’ve done all sorts of things… among 
them teaching first grade, setting up a 
weaving cooperative, training encyclopedia 
salesmen, designing computer literacy 
programs for 4H kids, and community 
agitating.

Me:  And your education?

WC: “Education,” as distinguished from 
“schooling”, is hard to pin down. Debra 
Shanilec has a website called “Reach, 
Dabble and Shine.” My important “education” 
has come from clay, and the amazingly 
accomplished people I’ve been around since I 
was very young, and from landing, again and 
again, in a variety of strange circumstances 
and environments, largely through other 
people’s whims and decisions... and “reaching” 
and “dabbling” until something led me to 
the next rest stop on the spiral. I usually 
haven’t stuck around long enough to reach the 
pleasing outcome “shine” stage. I’ve learned to 
find my joy in the process, not the outcome.

Me:  Can you tell me about your creative 
 life, now?

WC:  It’s not something I ponder, much. I 
believe every aspect of all my “lives” has been 
or is now being “created.”

I make things, because doing so feels good. 
My hands get twitchy when they’re still. Some 
differences between “now” and “then” are that 
I’ve improved with practice, so I like what 
shows up better and more often, and since 
I’m partnering with a camera and a computer 
instead of working in clay, I don’t have to worry 
about messing up, and I don’t have to live up 
to anyone’s standards.

Me:  Adela, you bring to mind the 
 aphorism, “walk softly and carry a 
 big stick,” the  big stick being the 
 variety and depth of your knowledge 
 and interests. What are your current 
 passions?

WC:  As long as you’re thinking of that big 
stick like a wand. I’m afraid… and sorry… that 
some people feel it more like a cudgel. 

I’m not a big fan of “passions.”  I don’t enjoy 
the physical sensations…rapid heartbeats, 
rushing adrenaline, panting. They’re the 
opposite of useful if you’re trying to throw 
a pot. I’m much more comfortable with 
equanimity and equilibrium; I prefer balance 
and regularity to ups and downs and 
diversions; staying centered and 
concentrating. Multi-tasking exhausts me. I’m 
a tortoise, not a hare.

Me:  Were you always like that, or is it one 
 of the things that have happened as 
 you’ve gotten older?

WC: I never enjoyed scary movies or roller 
coasters. On the other hand, even when I was 
a kid I adored the opera, which is certainly 
intense, and I still do. 

My mother used the plots as teaching stories 
about “good” and “evil” and “rewards” and 
“punishments,” the way other mothers use 
myths and fairy tales. I was in my forties 
before it occurred to me that opera librettos 
are fiction, not how-to guides for successful 
living. 

Me:  You seem to be very comfortable 
 with your age. What do you like 
 about being  over 50?

WC:  Make that over 55. Post-menopause. 
What used to be referred to as “the change 
of life.” I always looked forward to it because 
it sounded like reaching the pot of gold at the 
end of the rainbow.

Me:  And were you right?

WC:  Well, if you go along with the 
hypothesis that what we think is what we get 
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to experience, as I do, it was a good idea to 
believe it would be. 

As to what I really, really like about eldering…

• it’s a fool-proof excuse for not doing things 
 you never liked doing, without being blamed 
 or scolded, even by yourself. 

• realizing there’s no point in using prime-time 
 energy on getting things finished. Whatever I 
 choose to do or don’t, I’ll end up just as 
 dead.

• accepting that as soon as I’ve paid one bill, 
 another will arrive. Incurring debt is okay, 
 as long as I can send in the “minimum 
 payment.” In fact, it makes sense. Taking out 
 “debt insurance” doesn’t.

• nobody can hear me sing to the cats... or 
 tell me to stop. 

• I don’t have to be “right” or set a good 
 example for my children. 

• discovering that small pleasures…like   
 having teeth to chew with, true or 
 false… are worth a lot.

• if you ask for help, you’ll usually get it… 
 and if you say “thank you,” the next time, 
 someone will volunteer.

Me:   And finally, what is left on your BIG 
 “To Do List”?

WC:  I don’t have an answer to that one. It’s 
not how I operate. 

I can think of some ways of acting I’d like to 
get better at, and some experiences I’d like to 
try out. The Hows, Wheres and Whens are for 
the universe to decide. Whatever methods the 
angels choose are fine with me.

Don’t laugh, but I’d like to practice being as 
kind and gentle and nice to people as I am to 
animals. I’d like to practice appreciating more 
thoroughly. Lani Gerrity offers a lot of happy 
ways to go at it through her website and of 
course, Marney’s Accounting Your Blessings 
e-course and the Gratitude Garland project 
are super-special. 

I’d like to keep on my current experiment 
in Making the Best of "it". You know, when 
people say they’re “making the best of it” 
they usually mean they’re gritting their teeth 
and enduring. I mean looking at an unloved 
or unwelcome circumstance and extracting 
the lurking blessings without denying the 
unwelcome-ness.

More than anything, I’d like to practice being 
spontaneous regularly and assiduously.

Me:  I’ll have to think about that one. 
 Now, one last question. You
 mentioned how you appreciate   
 Marney’s generosity and how you’d 
 like to be kinder and having learned 
 “good” and  “bad” from opera 
 stories… what quality do you admire 
 most?

WC:  Valor. The strength of spirit that enables 
us to persevere, in integrity, no matter 
what. To "meet" a current example, go to 
http://www.riverbendblog.blogspot.com/. 

Me:   And finally: What else would you 
 have liked me to ask you about?

WC: I think you’ve covered the Adela topic 
pretty thoroughly, but if you needed to fill up 
more space, you could have asked me:

• what do you love most about yourself?

• what do you do really well that you 
 wish you didn’t?

• what are you still curious about?

• what do you hope you’ll get a chance 
 to do in your next chance that you didn’t 
 get around to doing in this one?

• who are your sheroes? what about them 
 inspires you?

• why should someone want to erase 
 personal history?

For that matter, anyone who’s still curious 
about all the above can email me 
whoopingcrone@lycos.com.
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in the studio
I first connected with Danny Gregory 
when Everyday Matters came out several 
years ago. His newest book, The Creative 
License, is absolutely blowing me away. On a 
personal level, it is getting me to draw every 
day, by teaching me new ways to do it. I’ve 
always been inspired by Frederick Franck’s 
books, such as Zen Seeing, Zen Drawing 
that say things like, “in order to see, we must 
draw.” I adore Frederick Franck. But in Danny’s 
book, he tells HOW to do it, in a way that I 
really get. 

A friend asked me to describe The Creative 
License, and I answered, “in all the 
superlatives.” In fact, I’ve been so excited that 
I postponed the “In the Studio” interview that 
was going to be in this issue, just so that I 
could interview Danny, instead! 

In preparation for this interview, I spent hours 
on Danny’s Web site, www.dannygregory.com, 
a Mecca for anyone looking to deepen 
a connection with the world. The aperture 
through which Danny sees the world is one 
that he freely shares with others. Trust me: 
that makes us the lucky ones.

Think color. Think edgy. Think of taking nothing 
for granted. Think of falling in love with 
the perfect pen. Think of ultimate 
quirkiness. Thinking of seeing life and 
grabbing moments forever so they’re 
never gone. That’s a bit of Danny 
Gregory.

I hope you enjoy the conversation. 
Buy his books, visit his site, join his 
group. There’s a lot of buoyancy there, 
whether you’re in the midst of creative 
resistance or creative renaissance. 
Danny Gregory is someone who 
speaks a language we can all 
understand. 

Enjoy the conversation.

Danny Gregory’s latest book, 
The Creative License: Giving Yourself the Permission 
to be The Artist You Truly Are

Marney Makridakis interviews Danny Gregory
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MM:  I personally am in awe of The Creative 
License and how many levels it hits. Did you 
have a detailed outlined or vision for the book 
when you started, or did it just unfold as you 
went along?

DG:  I tend to write books in layers, first 
gathering my thoughts, then organizing them, 
then going back and fleshing them out. SO I 
guess I had a bit of an outline but most of the 
process was pretty organic.

MM:   The Creative License uses the metaphor 
of a driver’s license and applies it to creativity. 
Is this idea something that you had carried for 
a long time, or was it something that you came 
up with specifically for the book?  Why did you 
select this metaphor as the driving force of the 
book?

DG: Much of American education seems to 
me to have skewed priorities. We emphasize 
sports so much and diminish art; we teach 
kids to drive but not to balance a checkbook 
or save money regularly. It is when kids are 
in their mid teens that they tend to lose touch 
with their creativity and become conformist so 
I wondered what it would be like if creativity 
was a standard part of the curriculum the way 
driver’s ed has always been. 

Being a New Yorker, I don’t take driving for 
granted. American culture is so wrapped up in 
cars and yet for those of us who live without 
them, car culture is a bit odd. I only got 
my license in my mid twenties and I have 
always loved cars. However I have owned only 
three (one a ‘62 Mercury, one a ‘65 Ford and 
one a 2001 Volvo) and each for just a year or 
two. They are every impractical here but still 
alluring. 

MM: In The Creative License, you teach that 
drawing is a basic tool for creativity. What 
do you think of folks who practice creativity 
regularly, but never draw?   Who collage, make 
books, do digital art, etc?

DG: All creativity is wonderful, of course. . 
Personally, when I first felt the impulse to be 
creative again, it began with collage because 
that seemed the least threatening. However, as 
I got confidence, I began to draw instead. Ever 
since, and again this may just apply to me, 
collage was not as satisfying a form of creative 
expression. However, I don’t know anyone who 
gave up drawing for collage or digital art but 
many people who went the other way. I feel 
that drawing is the most fundamental form of 
visual expression and if you are avoiding it for 
some reason, ask yourself why.



MM: The section of your book on journals 
presents so many ways that we can 
experiment with journaling. Have your journals 
changed over the years in style and content?  
What has influenced the changes (or the 
motivation for status quo)?

DG:  My journals change all the time. I change 
media, paper type, book size. I change the 
amount and way I write. I just finished 
a book in which I only drew in brown 
ink and white pencil on tan 
paper. Now I am working 
in water color but in a 
book that is bound partially 
with watercolor paper and 
partially with colored 
drawing paper. I also change 
my  subjects. Recently I 
have been going to off-beat 
life drawing events, like the 
sketchathon in Brooklyn or 
the Drawing Club in LA.

MM:  What is your daily art 
practice like? In the book 
you offer suggestions for 
those who say they don’t 
have time to draw. (“Draw 
‘til the waiter brings dessert,” 
“Draw on the phone,” “Draw 
what you’re cooking while 
it cooks.”) Do you, yourself, 
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draw in these little stolen moments 
of time? Or do you have dedicated 
longer stretches of time devoted to 
drawing every day?

DG:  I don’t draw every day. I wish 
I did. I have gone for long stretches 
when I didn’t draw. Once, I stopped 
drawing for over a year. It was 
not a good time. I have gone 
for long stretches without flossing 
or exercising too. These were not 
good times either. However, once I 
come to my senses and get back 
to drawing (or flossing), I can regain 
the level I achieved before and 
continue to climb from there. I see 

clearly once more, I am relaxed, refreshed.

I sometimes draw in little bites. A sketch here 
or there. During a meeting, during a meal, 
while watching TV. But mostly I prefer to draw 
in bigger chunks, heading out into New York to 
draw for a couple of hours, often with a friend 
or two. I usually do that once a week or so.
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MM:  What is the most important advice you ever received from 
someone?

DG: Just do it. 

MM:   What, do you think, is the most important advice that you 
could pass on to someone?

DG: You can do it. All that is stopping you is fear. You can 
conquer fear by starting to draw, to make, to sing, to be yourself. 
At first, you will suck. You will get better. At other times you 
will suck again. But you will also amaze yourself. Making art is 
the most powerful way to discover what it means to be alive. 
Start today. Live in the now. Don’t listen to anyone else. You 
can do it.

MM:  You mention in the book that you believe we’re in the 
middle of “an enormous renaissance of creativity”. Can you talk 
a bit about that?

DG:  Technology has made it a lot easier to create stuff 
and share it with each other. This means that a lot more 
people feel they can do things they’d only dreamt of and that 
we are all aware of those creations, which tends to inspire 
further creativity in us all. You can go online and see people’s 
drawings and paintings and quilts, hear their music, read their 
poems. You don’t need publishers and galleries and record 
companies. We can choose for ourselves from an endless 
wealth of fantastic art.

Ironically, our technological age has also made us yearn for 
hand-made things. Computers tend toward a certain cold 
perfection; so we want to feel rough paper and inky calligraphy 
and hand-woven fabrics and chunky ceramics. 

MM:  You are such an adventurer. Are there any creative 
pursuits that you’d like to try that you haven’t tried yet?

DG:  And how. I’d love to weld steel sculptures, to make prints 
(intaglio, drypoint, screenprinting), make little films, compose 
songs, carve wood, make furniture, weave, sew, blow glass, oh, 
man, there’re a zillion things I’d like to do.

MM:  Can you speak a bit about the online community that has 
sprung up from your Web site?

DG: The Everyday Matters group has about 1600 members 
right now with a half dozen or so new ones joining each day. 
It began as an outgrowth from the comments section of my 
blog and now has a real life of its own. Members share their 
work, encourage each other, talk about challenges, art supplies, 
life events. They get together in their local communities to Everyday Matters

Change Your Underwear 
Twice a Week: Lessons 
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Classroom Filmstrips

Hello World: 
a life in ham radio
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draw and share their 
journals. Many began 
afraid to even draw; 
now they have online 
galleries and journals 
of their art, sharing, 
(even selling), linking 
to each other and 
growing like ripples in 
a worldwide pond. 

The most popular 
activity is the weekly 
drawing challenge 
(there have been 70 
of them now): simple, 
accessible exercises 
like draw your pet, 
your breakfast, your 
front door. People use 
them as simple steps 
to drawing confidence 
and, when they’re 
ready, share them 
with the rest of the 
group and get 
encouraging 
feedback. It’s a 
fantastic community 
and I am so proud to 
be part of it.

MM: What are you 
currently working on 
(or playing on?) 
What’s filling your well and making you happy?

 DG: I have just launched a podcast in which I muse about stuff 
and interview my friends about their art. It is far more work than 
the blog, particularly as I learn the ropes, but I love doing it. 
I am preparing the paperback version of my book, Everyday 
Matters, which will be out in the fall. I have been thinking 
about ways to extend our sketchcrawl concept, in which groups 
of people get together and draw madly for several hours, 
usually while wandering through some landscape, a museum, a 
neighborhood, etc. We did one in January that raised thousands 
of dollars for Pakistani Earthquake victims, a nice extension 
of drawing. I am thinking of ways to go beyond my journals 
and plan to do some bigger watercolors and maybe even, gulp, 
hanging some on the wall.

>>
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Jos’s first passion is textiles, followed closely by painting and paper.   She has also been writing
poetry since she was fourteen, has used words in some of her art for many years, and loves the
current trends in mixed media.

B.Z. Niditch is a poet, playwright, fiction writer, and teacher, as well as founder and artistic director
of “The Original Theatre” in Boston.  His work is widely published in journals and magazines
throughout the U.S. and abroad.

Stephanie Rachel lives in Petitcodiac, NB, Canada, with her family. In addition to painting, she
enjoys sketching, drawing portraits, and digital art.  Please feel free to visit her poetry website at
www.poetrypoem.com/wordartist1000.

http://www.artellawordsandart.com/ZuraBethLedbetter.html
http://www.zurabeth.com


Tracy Roos is a mixed-media artist whose publishing credits include articles and art work in the
books Altered Arts, and Somerset Studio’s Weddings.  She has been published in several magazines
as well as being the cover artist for the 2006 “ArtPlay” calendar.  The project she is most proud of
facilitating is the “Art4aCure” playing card deck which honors women who have battled breast
cancer.

Janice Rose is a poet, teacher of poetry and writing workshops, actress, and novice artist.  Her
published work includes poems and essays in Out of The Blue…Delight Comes Into Our Lives,
Concho River Review, Forces, Venue, New Texas ’95, Texas 2001, WomenKin, Global Peace…from
Vision to Reality, Chicago Tribune, etc.

Mary Rowin creates in Middleton, Wisconsin, where she lives with her husband
Roger and cat Rio.  Contact her at rowinmc@chorus.net

Most aptly described as a visual poet, Mimi Shapiro mixes trinkets and treasures, words and images,
into a powerfully evocative body of work. Each piece conveys a sense of time and place as seen
through the mind’s eye of memory, combining reality and fantasy to create an amazingly cohesive
vision. Her deeply “connected” artistic expressions are accessible and immediate, while allowing
interpretation to the imagination. Her works are included in many notable collections both in the
United States and internationally. Her Web site is www.mimiartz.com

Tina M. Marks Shirley is a certified instructor of Integrative Yoga Therapy, Usui Reiki practitioner,
and creative writer of thought-provoking short stories, guided imagery, poetry, and quotes.  A native
of Southern Maryland, she currently lives in Dunkirk with her husband, teenage daughter, and a host
of wild and domestic animals, lovingly referred to as “Wild Kingdom”.

Deb Silva is a mixed-media artist and designer, but you probably know her as Artella’s Creative
Initiatives Advisor (aka CIA).  Her credits include major prizes at international quilt shows and
publication in a variety of magazines and web newsletters. Her Collage Sheets are available at
www.alteredpages.com, and other work can be seen by navigating to http://
creativelyamused.blogspot.com/.

Rebecca Trawick is a collagist, illustrator, and fine hand letterer who is enamored of vintage
ephemera. Her work has been published in Bust, Garage Magazine and other publications, and has
been shown in galleries across the United States. Trawick resides in sunny Southern California with
her husband, a tattoo artist. Visit her online at www.bluebirdstudios.com.

Claudia Wallace lives just outside of New Orleans in the city of Mandeville with her husband
Christopher, her son Evan, and two lovely cats, Kittie and Annie, that are her constant inspiration.

Giselle Weyte is a graphic designer based in Portland, Oregon. Visit her expanding e-publishing
empire at www.snapdragonpublishing.com.

http://creativelyamused.blogspot.com/
http://creativelyamused.blogspot.com/
http://www.alteredpages.com/collagesheets-debsilva.html
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