
 

 

Journeys in Art: 
Perdita Andrews 

Two Compliments I will never forget: 
 

The first happened when I was in the Desert Artisans‟ Gallery and I had donated a 

painting for a door prize at our Open House:  a very colorful watercolor that I had 

painted at Agua Caliente Park with the SAWG paint out group.  The palm trees were full 

bright reds, oranges and purples as well as traditional greens. 

 

I was working the cash register when the gentleman that won the painting started 

towards me.  I was all puffed up thinking he was going to thank me and rave over the 

painting but instead, he said, ”Do you have another one I can exchange this one for?  I 

have never seen red and purple in a palm tree.” 

 

That night I learned a little something about humility and the fact that all art is 

subjective. 

 

The second was when we were putting the finishing touches on our “Three Thousand 

Souls” installation at the Jewish Community Center.  A gentleman walked up to me and 

asked, “What‟s this all about?”  So I explained the piece as best I could.  He looked at 

it for a long time and then he stuck out his hand and said, “ May I shake your hand?  I 

was there that day and I lost my brother.”  Then he turned and walked away. 

 

That day I learned that part of the beauty of a work of art is the emotional response 

from the viewer. 

 

Jill Ballesteros 
Sisterwalks 

For about 18 years my sister and I have been sharing magical and inspirational 

adventures together.  After we meet somewhere and share the details of our lives, we 

laugh and cry to our hearts‟ content.  Then we always seem to find a beach, a desert or 

a forest where shells, rocks, pods and feathers become dazzlingly beautiful and we 

start collecting.  When we are finished,  I show her mine and she sows me hers.  We 

marvel and sometimes we trade.  It is such a poignant moment.  We know that we are 

preparing to say good-bye and return to our separate lives.   

 



 

 

We call these times “sisterwalks”.  We feel the infinite gratitude and appreciation to 

some of the places that have served to open our hearts, our minds and eyes to the 

beauty of sisterhood and to the earth we live on: Australia, New Zealand, California, 

Washington, Arizona, Maryland, Delaware, North Carolina, Maine, New Hampshire and 

Oregon. 

 

Sharyn Binam 
Talent is simply determination 

 

I was removed from art classes by age 11, labeled „no talent‟ and encouraged towards 

more academic pursuits.  I suppose earlier teachers felt nurturing and that last 

teacher was simply cruel.  I have always enjoyed working with my hands - thanks to a 

creative grandmother - but drawing and painting seemed beyond my capability.  I 

pursued many crafts and learned them all quickly and rather easily.  Thus, they did not 

hold my interest for long.  At age 37,  I decided to learn to paint.  When I decide,  I 

become determined (or obsessed) and I master what I set out to do.  I turned to 

decorative painting as it seemed structured and progressed from skill to skill in the 

classes - just the way I learn best. 

 

I was teaching those classes within 6 months.  Within a short time,  I had my own 

recognizable style and  began to teach regionally, then nationally and finally 

internationally.  Within 5 years I designed - yes, drew - my first book and went on to 

publish 17 - along with 5 multi-author books.  Now, if I only had some talent! 

 

At some point my work slipped over the fine line between fine craft and fine art.  I 

knew I had to pursue it.  I have been drawing with Larry Wollam for many years in 

graphite, colored pencil, pastel pencil, silverpoint and pen and ink (my passion).  I quit 

painting for a few years just to concentrate on drawing.  I needed a change in my 

painting and have finally found a new style with collage. 

 

My contributions to CASA with mini-workshops and compiling notes from presentations 

and workshops has been great fun.  I have stayed with painting for so long simply 

because there is so much to learn.  My favorite painter is Leonardo da Vinci considered 

the greatest genius of all time.  The Collage 101 column has his Seven Principles of Art.  

I pursue art as I pursue life using those principles. 

 

 

Carol Chambers 



 

 

 

I taught elementary art for thirty years and had in mind that I would go back to school 

after retiring.  I had dabbled in many media over the years but had not special 

concentrated area. 

 

In 1997 Frank and I were living in Virginia and were traveling in France during the 

summer.  By an amazing coincidence, we stayed at a fortified chateau in Brie and had 

dinner in a little stone bistro, that had been the kitchen in another castle,  with 

another couple from the States.  We learned that they were also from Virginia and 

were art teachers from Richmond.  Suddenly, I sort of recognized the man from having 

attended art conferences in the past.  I was a art teacher from Fairfax County, 

Virginia at the time. 

 

It turned out that he was there to set up a graduate course for the following summer in 

Aix en Provence which would cover painting and art history for six graduate credits.  I 

was the first to sign up.  This turned out to be a wonderful experience, living in France 

and living art.  We had lectures and took field trips to many sites of the paintings of 

Van Gogh and Cezanne.  Cezanne was from Aix en Provence. 

 

It also started my serious painting endeavors and my master‟s degree in art which I 

earned three years later at age 60.   

 

Since coming to Arizona I have immersed myself in art. 

 

Jo Ann Daly 
 

During a silent auction, I put a bid in on an hour‟s watercolor lesson from a local artist 

who was well known on the east coast, Jean Gill AWS and NWS.  I won the auction and 

gave the lesson as a gift to a dear friend for her birthday.  When Jean found out, she 

invited me to attend the lesson with my friend.  While taking the lesson, I was told that 

I had potential as an artist and should continue to pursue painting.  This was my first 

experience with watercolor.  I was surprised and grateful for her comments.  It was 

then that I realized what I wanted to do with my time when I retired.  I started 

working in watercolor in my 50‟s and have loved the journey, the learning and my 

association with artists ever since. 

 

Mabel Dean 
Barbara Ann and the Banker 



 

 

  

Way back when ....  there were two sisters each with special talents.  The older sister, 

M. Frances was artistic so her mother had her take art lessons.  The younger sister, 

Barbara Ann was very musical.  So of course, she got piano lessons.  But in reality they 

both were artistically and musically gifted. 

  

After they graduated from college, M. Frances became a teacher and Barbara Ann, a 

nurse.  All creative activities including art went on the back burner as they moved 

forward with their careers and families.   By 1990 M. Frances was a Vice President at 

Wells Fargo Bank in San Francisco.  She was always working on work.  It was even her 

hobby!  Barbara Ann, had moved to the Bay area and her part-time nursing hours gave 

her extra time to pursue her art.  She saw how up tight M. Frances was, so she decided 

one day to kidnap her sister at work and take her to an calligraphic art show in Hayward, 

California. 

  

M. Frances thought she was going out to lunch and when Barbara Ann told her that she 

wouldn‟t be back at her desk on that day, M. Frances was very upset.  She almost got 

out of the car.  But she didn‟t. 

  

Instead she marveled at the work on display.  She realized she was missing out on an 

important part of her life and immediately enrolled in an evening art class. She started 

taking weekend workshops and even attended art retreats with Barbara Ann.  When she 

retired in 1993 and moved to Tucson her inner artist came out and she has been making 

art ever since!  Today she signs her work “maybelle” and is probably best known in 

Tucson for being an active participant in CASA and the founding president of 

PaperWorks. 

  

Pat Duncan 
 

As a child, my dream was to become a clothing designer.  I had the best dressed paper 

dolls on the block.  Somehow, marriage and three children got in the way of that dream.  

I never lost interest in the creative process but with varying untrained results.  I 

remember a painting of lilacs that my husband mistook for a bunch of purple carrots. 

 

Nearly five years ago we came to Tucson.  I enrolled in a collage class taught by 

Francheskaa and I knew I had found my niche.  I heard about CASA in that class and 

felt I had struck it rich.  I had found a deep well of talented instructors and 

encouraging friendships to last a lifetime.  Thanks to CASA I am able to grow and 

develop in the work that gives me so much JOY! 



 

 

 

JoAnne Hungate 
 

My first exposure was an art history course in college, when I was a junior, but my 

personal art work began at an early age without any training or family encouragement 

and was almost always the figure or portraiture.  Until I went to collage, the only 

„artist‟ my family, my classmates and I knew was me!  My collage instruction included 

design, perspective and color, but I enjoyed most my Life Drawing classes.  I had little 

interest in painting still life or landscape.    

 

Having been introduced to monotype printing in the late 1970‟s,  I found doing 

watercolor monotypes loosened up my work and it became more expressionistic, even 

abstract with lots of movement and color, still using the figure.  When we started going 

to Sedona in 1986, my focus moved more toward expressionistic landscape and thin 

drippy paint on paper or canvas involving sky and red rocks, although I still did 

watercolor portraits. 

 

I think of myself as an experimental artist but now focus more on the media I love.  I 

feel very lucky to be able to do art.  One big highlight was having two “Hungate Tries” 

shows: my oldest son‟s photography; my younger son‟s marble sculpture and my painting.  

Painting in Giverny, France is another highlight but my friendships in CASA is very 

special to me. 

Junardi 
 

My grandmother, Alice Ware Armstrong, was born in Worcester, MA on October 6, 

1878 to Elizabeth Hoxie Ware and Justin Arthur Ware.  Due to illness at the age of 18 

months, she lost her hearing.  Her parents never wavered in their commitment to give 

her as normal a life as possible.  Schooled at Clark School for the Deaf at Smith 

Collage in Northampton, MA for her early years, she was chosen to hostess Alexander 

Graham Bell when he visited and she met and was later befriended by Helen Keller.   

 

She attended Moses Brown School in Rhode Island, the Cowles Art School and the 

Museum of Fine Arts School in Boston, the Worcester Museum of Fine Art School and 

the Hand-weaving School.  One of her oil paintings, “Woman in a Red Dress”, was 

accepted in the 71st Exhibition at the Pennsylvania Academy of Fine Art Exhibition of 

1902, along with Winslow Homer,  John Singer Sargent, J. McNeil Whistler, Maxfield 

Parrish,  Mary Cassatt and Jessie Wilcox Smith. 

 



 

 

Alice was presented as a young debutant into Worcester society and early photos show 

she had a rich and varied social life, including theater play, trips to the beach and 

painting outings.  She lived at a time when her disability rendered her „deaf and dumb‟ 

to an outside and those not in her inner circle of friends and family. 

 

She married, raised four children, built a large body of fine work, started a weaving 

shop in Sandwich, MA, taught at the Bevery School for the Deaf in MA and had three 

large looms set up in her home.  My grandmother was a feminist, a vegetarian and one 

of the true inspirations of my life. 

 

The story I related at the meeting was how I „fixed‟ and „finished‟ one of her pastels of 

a lady in a green dress. 

 

Patti Lewis 
 

My First Collage: 
I have a mentor, a real mentor.  My mentor delights in taking me out of my comfort 

zone and propels me into my „do the thing that you think you cannot do‟ zone.  “Loosen 

up, you‟re too tight,” she would say.  But I can‟t let go and just... 

 

And „just‟ I did.  I let the ink colors, different types of paper and glue fly.  It was fun 

to create from nothing but meaningless dribbles of ink on torn papers, to a lively „I can‟ 

collage.  Now I know I can go beyond my comfort zone but I just wish my frustrating 

process time would propel faster. 

 

Mary Jane Lyon 
 

When I was little, I lived with my grandmother.  If I made two marks on a piece of 

paper, she said it was wonderful and stuck it on the refrigerator.  Actually, it was an 

icebox in my earliest years.  Grandmother said the same thing as soon as I told her 

what it was.  “You can make something out of nothing.” 

When I was in second grade, we had a lazy teacher who used many Friday afternoons to 

complete her grade book before turning it in.  She had us take out our pencils and 

crayon as she gave each of us a piece of typing paper.  We were to draw and color as 

long a time as she needed to finish her work.  Then she taped our works of art to the 

black board and numbered all the drawings.  And we all voted.  I was always one of the 

winners.  The kids said they knew which one was mine because of the way I colored the 

sky. 



 

 

 

That was the only time I was recognized as having any value in elementary school.  

Learning disabilities kept me back in reading and math.  And I was never good at sports.  

My only recognition was for the way I colored my sky. 

 

Fran McNeely 
As an artist, I am inspired by people.  My husband who tirelessly encourages me and 

others ... people I have taken classes with and also other artists I have spent time with. 

 

I am also encouraged by what I see around me: either in my travels or by visiting art 

galleries and museums. 

 

Before I retired,  I worked for the Pima County Attorney‟s Office as a community 

organizer.  In that role,  I saw and heard about a lot of the bad stuff that happens in 

our community.  Now as an active volunteer and Chair of the Board for the Community 

Food Bank,  I spend a lot of time working to eliminate hunger - more bad stuff.  But I 

strongly believe that a civilization needs to value beauty, peace and non-materialistic 

endeavors - the good stuff. 

 

Most of the time people need to work with others to solve big problems - the bad stuff.  

But you create the pretty stuff - the good stuff - alone.  And at this stage in my life,  

I am inspired to do both: to make the world a little better and a little more beautiful - 

they feed off of each other and that is what inspires me. 

 

Jean Nuremberg 
My first art lessons were at my mother‟s good friend, Lucille Leighton‟s studio when I 

was 7.  From the start, she encouraged me to continue painting.  She told me I had 

talent.  She taught me how to put down my feelings and introduced me to different art 

supplies that were available at the time. 

 

As I grew older, she mentored me, introduced me to acrylics which were brand new and 

stood behind me when I wanted to major in art in college. After graduating, she invited 

me to use her studio and asked me to substitute for her when she was unable to teach 

her weekly classes.  Lucille was not only a mentor and a friend but also a second mother 

to me. 

 

 



 

 

Lorrie Parsell 
Art History 

 

I have enjoyed creating since I was a child in Louisiana.  I taught elementary school for 

30 years in San Diego and Seattle.  I also was an art teacher for the Amphi district 

here in Tucson. 

 

My first love was watercolor.  I enjoyed the flowing properties.  Landscapes and floral 

were my favorite subjects.  I started out semi-realistic and have morphed into 

semi-abstract.  My new love is acrylic inks and pouring.  You will need your sunglasses! 

 

Elizabeth Quinn-Worrall 
"A STORM OF INSPIRATION" 

 

A great memory, inspiration and pivot point in my art evolution was a trip to the Van 

Gogh exhibition at the Los Angeles Museum of Art some 14 or so years ago.  Vincent 

Van Gogh was the first major influence and inspiration on my artistic journey.  His 

emotional use of color, its vibration and the incredibly vivid and organic brushstrokes 

evoked a deep resonance within me. 

So I was thrilled to gather my family (children were 10-12 years old at the 

time) and husband and make the pilgrimage to see the great master, Van Gogh. 

 

I believe it was in March, early Spring and the weather was beautiful, but a change in 

the weather was on the horizon.  We stayed in Santa Monica near the beach and spent 

our first full day at the museum.  A phenomenal exhibition!!  Standing in front of so 

many famous master pieces was awe inspiring and a tingly experience.  As we headed 

back to the coast and our hotel, the weather began its own emotional and vibrant 

display.  The winds blew like a tsunami from the west, blowing huge drifts of sand 

across the coast highway.  We forged the winds and headed out the Santa Monica pier, 

heads down, arm in arm, excited about the adventure.  My daughter was screaming 

excitedly, "It's a tsunami!!"  We found shelter in the restaurant out on the pier and 

made it back OK. 

 

As the storm moved from west to east, by the time we drove back to Tucson, we drove 

into a fresh dusting of snow in the desert.  Magnificent.  Back at home, the days 

slipped away rapidly with catching up and carrying on.  I could feel the vigorous 

inspiration. of Van Gogh slipping away and knew I had to capture the colors, the 

brushstrokes and the emotions that were brewing before they were gone.  Steeped in 



 

 

the daily demands, about five days passed.  Finally, I roped myself down and anxiously 

pulled out my paints and paper and tapped the reservoir deep inside.  

 

A vibrant new series of interpretive and expressive figures sprung forth. 

Bright orange golds, cobalt blues, passages of light and vivid organic movement.  A 

passage of expression!!  I was fortunate to be involved in a mentorship at the Tucson 

Museum of Art at the time and displayed the new series at the Temple of Music and Art 

as my final exhibition.  They received grand reviews and tremendous surprise as a 

departure from what I was painting prior to this  Alas, a few sold and a few remained in 

my permanent collection as the marker of creative passage that comes like the wind and 

storms our expressions seeking interpretation.  We must surrender and capture these 

precious times!! 

 

Lorna Ross 
 

I had just turned 50 when I registered for classes for a Masters Degree in Art 

Therapy.  After receiving my degree, I practiced Art Therapy for 20 years and felt it 

was the most rewarding decision I have ever made. 

 

To watch my clients use art as a method to uncover their problematic areas and then 

use art to help with their healing was always amazing to me.  And yes, collage was one of 

the best uses of art for many of my patients. 

 

Nancy Schilling 
Remembrances 

 

My father dragged me to every cultural event in our area. Ugh! 

 

My son was told that I was a “Marxist” when I was really an “Artist”.  Thus, my son did 

not understand why I began watercolor painting.  We finally came to understand that I 

was an artist and not a Marxist. 

Joan Schulze 
I work by improvising.  I garden in the midst of noise and crowds.  And I record the 

minutiae of daily life, my travels, my experiences of motherhood and my views of world 

events.  I use stark and unsettling images from various media using photo transfers 

onto fabric. 

 



 

 

Paula Sherick Jiménez 
 

Here are two examples of art I have been working on this year.  I like the one with the 

houses, because they remind me of what is most important in my life right now – home 

and family.  I made the other, very brilliantly-colored painting right after we learned in 

our home school studies that the African Mask Artists chose their colors very carefully.  

Color carries a lot of meaning for me, so when I make art, I like to choose my colors 

very carefully as well.  My color choices, especially in my abstract paintings, have 

spiritual and mysterious meanings to me when I am making them, and, like the African 

Mask Artists, I, too, want to bless the people who see my art pieces with the intentions 

that I held in my mind and heart while I was making them.   

 

I am so thankful to Deanna and to Francheskaa who inspired me by their classes to start 

these two pieces of art work.  I hope that I share some of that same inspiration as a 

teacher with my kids when we are doing art at home.  I am also very thankful to 

Junardi, Jo Ann, Naomi, & Lorrie, my Abstract critique group, who spur me on to actually 

finish some of my paintings!   

 

I brought these two unfinished art pieces on purpose.  They represent my busy life 

that gives me very little time to do my own art because my important role right now is to 

nurture my kids in our family‟s home school, and to help each of them to be creative in 

their own, unique ways.  But the blessing to me of that, is that all that I am learning 

alongside my children is also influencing the artist that I someday will become. 

 

Naomi Spitzer 

I used to paint on fabric with acrylics.  One of the things I enjoyed doing was cutting 

the fabric into strips which I would rearrange.  I then wove the fabric through molded 

wire to make large mixed media wall hanging sculptures.  I always had allergies and 

infections in my eyes.  I was kept busy making and selling them in a gallery in Tubac and 

did very well. 

I decided to rebuild our house and move to a small rented furnished apartment.  There 

was not room to work large and I stopped using acrylics.  To my amazement, my eyes 

cleared up.  After our house was built, I started painting again and to my dismay my 

eyes started up again. 

Because I was allergic to acrylic, a friend and fellow artist suggested I switch to 

watercolor.  I missed the weavings and figured out how to transfer the idea to 



 

 

watercolor.  Now I do watercolor weavings and use watercolor in my mixed media and 

abstract paintings. 

Mimi VanBallenberghe 

Tricked into Painting: 

Many years ago while living in Alaska,  I became friends with a watercolorist who made 

the most delicious apply pastries every year and Christmas.  I often asked her for the 

recipe but she didn‟t comply.  We were weekly participants in an amazing class aimed at 

promoting creativity and I had long admired her paintings.  She frequently heard my 

laments that I wished I could paint. 

Sooo, one winter day she invited me to her home on the pretense of learning how to 

make her wonderful German pastries.  She lived in a quaint cabin literally hidden in the 

dense forest with the only access by foot trail.  And I feared black bears which I knew 

she had frequently seen.  The lure of her pastries overcame my fear of bears and I 

trudged a mile through the forest to her home. 

Well,  I was surprised when I got there to see her kitchen table completely covered 

with watercolor papers and jars of paint.  “First, you must paint, then you can bake,” 

she admonished me.  I was horrified.  I had no idea how to paint anything.  She picked 

up a brush, loaded it with paint and spewed the paint onto the paper. “How hard can this 

be?” Soon we were laughing and throwing paint and listening to opera at the same time. 

Ultimately, we did make the pastries and her wonderful parting gift to me included a 

metal paint palette, some paints, brushes and paper - and the ultimate gift of all - that I 

might be an artist.  I went on to take drawing and watercolor classes and then 

progressed to acrylics and pastels, landscapes, portraits and mixed media.  I have 

successfully been juried into many shows in the Pacific Northwest and that day in the 

forest continues to be one of the best presents I have ever received. 

Marti White 

About a year and a half ago, Patti Lewis and I read a book called, Living through Art, by 

Lindsay Whiting, about a group of artists in Sonoma, CA who began a collage group that 

meets weekly in a rented space.  They are supplied with source material to glean 

pictures for building a collage.  They work for several hours and then spend time talking 

with each other about why the chose the pictures they chose - what is going on, 

spiritually, with them. 



 

 

About the same time,  I took the workshop that CASA offered in the fall of 2010 with 

David Adix.  One day we were allowed to cut pictures from his huge collection of 

picture books and build collages that he called prayer cards - long narrow collages that 

often had pictures that were incongruous - things that would never actually appear 

together in nature or life.   

I decided to see if there was an interest in forming group from that workshop to 

continue working with images from books.  We now have a group of seven CASA artists 

who meet monthly in my studio to work in this way.  We are challenged by the process, 

have collected a large number of books to gather material from and in general just have 

a really good old time making art together. 

Each member had contributed several books to the pile.  One of our members visits a 

frame shop to pick up scrap mat board to use as the base for building the collages on.  

We have explored several approaches for attaching our images to the base.  Most of us 

have gravitated to large glue sticks and brayers.  Each of us has a unique way of 

working with our images and seeing what we come up with had been fun. 

Carmen Williams 

A Recent Discovery 

After being asked to join in a „Book Image Collage Group‟,  I read the books which some 

of our adventure is based on.  The book, Living Into Art: Journeys through Collage, by 

Lindsay Whiting, is an informative book of inspiration.  The book is about a group of 

woman who form a collage art group for therapeutic purposes.  It evolves through the 

direction that each woman takes.  Some interesting quotes from participants in the 

book: 

“...the power of healing and discover found in collage work.” 

“silliness and lightness” 

“mystery and real magic” 

Read the book for a new look at or approach for collage and/or the process you are 

working with. 


