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INTRODUCTION  
 
 

In 2016 I began a Masters in Environmental Studies at York University. At the heart of my 

studies has been the significance of the transformative and healing qualities arising in response to 

the essays that I have read over the last year of my studies. My arts processes have enabled me to 

examine both my personal history through symbols and imagery, and artistic creative process 

itself. Creative process has been the main theme of all the texts, and the task for me has been to 

face and challenge their power over me through the manipulation of those symbols and images. 

The external act of manipulation has been mirrored in the internal shifting and transformation. I 

found a way to free myself of their power over meðsmashing the safety of the coping 

mechanisms, the childhood imagery I had been playing with all those years that had comforted 

me and kept me safe but stagnant. 

 

Looking at the healing that takes place through the process of creativity as a theory, a belief 

actually, central to my thesis, I have to mark the place I am at now, after having found a path to 

freedom from the traumas that had accompanied me through my lifeð70 years. When I 

expressed my gratitude to Peter, my supervisor, for mentoring me through this process, Peter 

pointed out that I had done the work myself. My creative process, the journey itself, was worked 

out in my journal, and that healing journeyðcreating and manipulating symbols through my art 

pieces, and the process of writing itselfðhelped me to smooth the traumas into a more placid 

place. I look back on this and realized that after years of looking for rescue from others, in doing 

this work, I had finally rescued myself. That surprised me! 
 

New Change 

 

In 1997 I had worked to change my life by eliminating destructive patterns and found myself 

left with a blank landscape. I realize that with this new change I am back to a new empty space 

within which I must recreate myself. I suppose life could be seen as a constant state of re-

inventing ourselves as our lives and our personal narratives shift and change. I have always 

thought that if you donôt keep up, you fall behind. Staying in one place is not possible. 
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Itôs one thing to write about the healing transformation that artistic creativity catalyses, but to 

journal the actual subjective experience of this healing and transformation while in the midst of it 

is a rocky road, quite a bit more awkward a trajectory than a simple description would imply. It 

starts with digging up old patterns of behaviour and identifying the triggers, then incorporating 

the shifts in meaning of specific behaviourðsifting out the old coping mechanisms and dealing 

with the anxiety of facing triggering events without the comfort of these unhealthy coping 

mechanismsðwith nothing, in fact. That is where I find myself. 

 

I am reminded of my belief in ancestors and I wonder, thinking back to the years of my 

stagnation, and the constant efforts of my ñintangible sourcesò to get my attentionðif they 

were sending me little reminders that I have moved past my childhood symbols and waiting for 

me to notice and to catch up. I wonder, at this point, if there are forces that I chose to call 

ancestors, that are shaping meðif I (and everyone else!) am the product of the creativity of 

another entity on another plane of existence. Just a thought. Marionettes, us? 
 

About Rescue 

 

I am truly hoping that this is last personal piece I need to write. 

 

I discovered earlier in my journal-writing about the rescuer dynamic that is part of the complex 

of core components in my connection with others. This dynamic was pivotal to greater or lesser 

degrees in the way that I connected to people. Growing up, no one rescued me from the abuses of 

my childhood and so I needed rescue. But at the same time, I could not bear to see anyone suffer 

and I determined that I couldðno, that I emphatically would do whatever I could to help anyone 

in need. It was a compulsion. Looking back, I suppose that over-functioning in my need to ñfixò 

others helped to calm my anxiety. 

 

Decades ago, after coming to the realization that this was not a healthy dynamic in my adult 

relationships, I decided that if I could not change, that I would at least put my need to rescue to 

good use. Fostering teenage girls seemed the right thing to do and I was good at it. Now I have 

many of these girlsðmy daughters from other mothers, now grown up and some with children of 

their own. 

 

But there is a difference between caring for my girls and expecting they will still need me, 

indefinitely feeding my need to caretake. Chauffeuring them around when they needed to be 
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somewhere important was always a good opportunity to catch up and I was always happy to do 

that. But this seems to have come to an end. I was informed recently by Carlotta that at 28 years 

old, she told me impatiently, she knew how to take the TTC and, if necessary, since she has her 

drivers license, she can rent a Car! I responded that I guess she didnôt need me anymore. Very 

sad, I was. And she said ñNooooo.ò Though my 41-year-old daughter still calls me to drive her to 

IKEA and I would drop everything to spend that time with her. 

 

For the last three years I have taken care of my sick uncle, the last of my dadôs brothers, as his 

health steadily declined. He died this past January 30. I cared for my uncle and I would not 

have changed a thing. These are just examples. I have to learn to separate the appropriate way 

of caring from the unnecessary, even inappropriate, ñover-functioning.ò 

 

Peter, my awesome mentor, had been sick for 2 months, and when we met in January he still 

looked rough around the edges. Of course, my Old Playbook need to ñhelpò kicked in and I 

offered chicken soup and chastised him about not taking on too much. When he jokingly replied 

something like ñOk, Mum.ò I sort of slunk out embarrassed, feeling I had crossed some sort of 

boundary. 

 

After a few weeks I emailed to see about meeting and Peter was still sick. How to respondéhow 

to respond? I ran through a few anxiety-driven responses that I knew were wrong and I 

eventually settled on ñIôm sorry to hear that.ò No fretting allowed. 

 

That was the best response, and that was all I did. Sigh. Totally insufficient to do justice to how 

worried I had been about him. 

 

And so by the time we set up a meeting, I started again: 

Me 1: I can take chicken soup. 
 

Me 2: No!! 
 

Me 1: Ok, Ok, but matzo balls! 
 

Me 2: NO!! Not even with Matzo balls! 
 

Me 1: Ok, ok. No chicken soup. Maybe I can stop at Balzac and pick up a hot Lemon and ginger 

for him. 
 

Me 2: Well thatôs not too bad. I guess. 
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And so I went to see my therapist and ran through this whole journal entry with her and when I 

got to the lemon drink she said ñoréò and I knew that was my cue to go a bit further. I said, ñOr 

I could take nothing.ò and I caught her look of approval. After decades of talking to her, 

split second reactions donôt escape me. 

 

I arrived for my meeting with Peterðwho had been sick for two months! ðand I had brought 

nothing. If over-functioning helps to calm my anxiety, bringing nothing to my meeting with  

Peter left me in the midst of a panic attack. I didnôt know how to do this. I felt totally stripped of 

everything that I had been. I didnôt have a clue who I was, if I couldnôt be the Me ñhelping, 

fixing thingsò that I had been my whole lifeðmy Old Playbook consigned to the archives along 

with the baggage that had accompanied it. People donôt always need me to help. Itôs true. 
 

Probably hardly ever. 

 

Deep breathé 
 
 

About Boundaries 

 

Boundaries are important to me. Peter is Professor and I am Student. This boundary has kept me 

safe and, more importantly, has allowed me to explore my own creative processes, whether 

wondrously unfolding or messily spewing out half formed efforts to contain chaos. This 

boundary allows me to engage naturally and spontaneously (though often self-consciously) with 

the guidance that Peter offers, without being concerned about whether Peter likes me or not. That 

is not even on the list of what is important to me in this study of creativity (though I can hope 

that I have not put him off too much). What is important is to be seen as having substance, as 

being credible and intelligent, and as countingðfor somethingðto not be seen as 

inconsequential or meaningless. That is what is important. Peter said I could be a ñWorking 

Womanòðan identity that was all mine and didnôt leak out into other peopleôs space, like my 

ñfixingò compulsion had. I think I will change that to ñWorking Artist.ò This acknowledges, not 

just being busy, but being busy with activities that are meaningful and nurturing, and that I can 

share with others. And being busy is certainly a way of life for me. That felt like a really good 

start. 
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My friend Maja, who is an actor and playwright said that the nice thing about not knowing who 

you are is that you can be anyone! She said she does it all the time! 
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JOURNAL  
 
 

Now I am starting to journal the construction of my pyramid piece and as I approach this task 

I will examine each aspect of the process. And I will pay very close attention to my 

relationship with the materials, the tools, and steps I will need to take to make it say what I 

need it to say, to be sturdy, and to reach and connect with audience. And I will pay attention to 

transformation. 

 

The most important skill I learned at the art schools I attended was problem-solving. The 

pieces that I did for Lisaôs class [Figures 1 ï 10] took a very long time. Longer than one 

would guess, looking at them. I have a good basic knowledge of materials and processes. I 

know how to problem-solve most everything I could encounter, but that doesnôt mean that I 

have done it before, nor that I am fast, or know the best way. These pieces I did for Lisa took 

a long time because I was learning new mediaðthe polymer, as well as new construction 

methods. Every new job that isnôt straight forward wax carving, entails learning the medium, 

and that takes time. 

 

The first figureðOliverðtook me 4 or 5 days. I didnôt use a model but unintentionally he 

ended up looking sort of like Jared Kushner. The process of sculpting polymer involves 

heat-curingðthat is baking it for about a ½ hour at a time. The individual figures can be 

baked up to 20 timesðeach time adding a bit, sanding things down, leaving the most fragile 

details till the end so that a solid core will support them. That all takes time. 

 

By the time I did the last figure I knew what to do and I could get it done in a day or so. 
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FIGURE 1. Cart: goldplated with CZs (left); wax construction (right) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 2. Constructing Lawrence 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FIGURE 3. Lawrence filling the cart 
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The baby picture on the front of Lawrenceôs cart represents my feelings when I see a 

homeless person and I imagine them as babies and I wonder what life trajectory brought them 

to where they are now. I see the adult and the baby simultaneously 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 4. Constructing Lucy and Charles 

 

I thought to add a mirror to Lucyôs cart and as I was looking for an oval piece of mirror I 

came across an oval faceted crystal and I decided that the facets would reflect a complex and 

distorted imageðbetter representation of the false facade of Lucyôs persona. 

 

I created these pieces separately but as I was stacking them to save table space I could see that 

stacking them as I did, the wealthy on top of the homeless, created the hierarchy that is the 

reality in society, with the homeless invisible to the wealthy. So I will display them stacked 

like this. The piece represents the juxtaposition between consumerism and commodification of 

art as acquisitions of the wealthy used to elevate themðrepresented by the pedestals being 

handed to them by the cashier/curator/art critic, Miguel, gold littering the floor around himð 

measured against the value of survival level possessions of the homeless as represented by the 

gold plated and jewel-encrusted shopping cart of the homeless man. 

 

What if Lucy, Charles, Oliver, Miguel, and Lawrence all sat down and told each other their 

stories, their real stories? Their truths. As Grace Paley says, ñPeople ought to live in mutual aid 

and concern, listening to one anotherôs storieséI want to find out a way. Is there a way for people 

to tell stories to one another again and to bring one another into that kind of speaking 
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and listening and attending community?ò1 So what if Lucy and Charles and Oliver and Miguel sat 

down with Lawrence and they all told each other their stories, and they all really listened? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 5. Lucy, Oliver, and Charles checking out their art at Miguelôs cash register. The sign by 
the cash register reads ñPost-Modernism 50% Offò 

 

I have not been able to move past my unfinished pieces and now that they are finished I can 

finally get to my pyramid piece. I felt like the computer on Beeblebrox spaceship, Heart of 

Gold, from Hitchhikerôs Guide to the Galaxy. When the ship was under attack, the computer 
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could not respond to protect them because it was busy trying to make a cup of tea for Arthur 
 

Dent. In my life that happens often. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 6. Stacking the separate pieces underscores the social hierarchy they represent. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 7. The wealthy shopping for empty status. 
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FIGURE 8. Making a paper pattern for the construction of the Chinese food take-out container 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 9. Constructing the shopping carts 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 10. Completed, ready for plating 
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ñIt is a multi-layered process of thinking with thingséò Peter Korn (2013) 

 

The art project that I am working on is a statement about hierarchies in society, about the 

injustices in the devaluation and the destruction of the natural environment in favour of 

artificial values and greed. The symbolism of the pyramid itself extends from ancient history 

and spiritual connections to the present day, where the pyramid continues to be a source of 

spiritual meaning and inspiration. From mystical meanings to utilitarian, and aesthetic 

design, the pyramid as a symbol has been widely used throughout history. The website 

Forever Conscious2 refers to a range of meanings: from the spiritual belief imbued in 

Egyptian pyramids to native tipis, the pyramid shape is seen to connect the earth to higher 

consciousness, to be healing space, to channel energy. Pyramids are significant. 

 

In my pyramid piece, the values I have assigned to the placement within the structure reflect 

my thesis directly. I believe that the appropriation of art by the elite to represent wealth and 

superiority is directly connected to the soul of art, the expression of the artist pillaged by the 

wealthy as the spoils of a war on society, a war on the planet itself. The elite occupyðhave 

stolenðthe top of the pyramid. Symbolically, as ancient societies believed, this position 

would represent the connection to higher consciousness. For my pyramid this is now a space 

occupied by the victors of this warðthe wealthy. In my vision this space is represented by an 

impenetrable wall behind which those who have claimed victory hide their faces, their 

humanity, and any connection to the rest of the population lost but for their spoils of warð 

their looting of the souls of humanityðthe art, the expressions of creativity that would 

connect people, commodified and sold to the highest bidder. 

 

The bottom of my pyramid is occupied by the poorest of society. They are closest to the earth 

where the value of survival, of their existence, leaves them seen as the dregs of society. 

Those closest to earth should be those who are connected to all that is valuable in nature, but 

real values, human values have become contaminated, all but erased by the narrative of 

meritocracy, by capitalism, by the false values of greed and wealth. The current definitions of 

success fail to include caring for others and the spiritual connection that humanity can share 

with each other and with nature. 
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The pyramid drawers are made of teak. An interesting fact about teak, with unintentional 

relevance to the theme of exploitation of the environment, is that teak from old growth forests 

has all but disappeared. Due to over exploitation, the result of its durability and wide range of 

applications, the great demand for teak has led to replacing old growth teak with new sources 

of ñplantationò teak, thought to be inferior to the old growth forests, though said to be 

catching up.3
 

 

The original teak wood drawers of the pyramid were not built to entirely fill the openings that 

they occupied. They were shorter than the depth of the piece by 2", and shallow, due to the 

raised ñfloor.ò The only way to give my dioramas more needed space, more depth, was to 

replace the drawers with hand-built drawers that I could make out of metal. Pewter would 

have been more malleable, but copper or brass, even thin sheet, is strong. And metal can be 

worked with the precision necessary for fitting the drawers to the trapezoid shaped drawer 

openings in the pyramid. But the size of the sheets of metal used to construct the drawers 

requires tools that are much bigger than my jewellersô tools. A bender or a large anvil would 

have been nice, and a bench shearðall tools I had access to at school. I have improvised 

tools as needed, and I have asked a friend who makes large metal sculptures to help me with 

bending the walls of the drawer using her metal bender and table shears. 

 

The top triangle of the pyramid is not a drawer but a solid peak about 10" tall. As I am creating 

hierarchies in society this impenetrable peak was well-suited to represent the 1%, the gated 

communities. It was easy to envision it, a rhodium/platinum plated triangle with a polished 

black nickel gate. I gave this a geographical location, googling the wealthiest communities in 

North America and using that zip code on a plaque attached to the gate. 

 

I have a conflicted relationship with metal. Though I am trained as a metal-worker/jeweller, I 

donôt actually like working with metal. It doesnôt ñspeakò to me, it doesnôt inspire me. It is 

functional, probably leading to a more lucrative profession than clay sculpture, which is what I 

have always loved. But I have learned metal techniques and for this piece, my pyramid piece, 

good knowledge of metal working techniques and a well-stocked studio of tools are essential. 
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The Pyramid Piece 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 11. Working on the church facade 
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This painting is on the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel, Medallion 6. I had to carve this 

medallion for the film FX2 in 1979. I still have the mold and it is perfect at the centre of the 

church window. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FIGURE 12. The Sistine Chapel painting (left) and my carving (right) 
 
 

 

Six hours in the studio Sunday. Spent four hours, whatever it takes to not have to do any 

sawing, trying to manipulate different (lead and brass) 4mm channel wires I bought from the 

stained-glass store into a frame for the facade of the church drawer. I needed a channel wire 

that would frame the two plates and join themðone with the stained glass and one with the 

cover piece. I needed the edges to look finished and professional. Trying to find channel wire 

that would be the right dimensions, so I wouldnôt have to saw the rectangular tubing that I 

bought. But after 4 hours of wasting time trying to get first the lead channel and then the 

brass channel to fit, in the end I had to saw in half, length-wise, the rectangular tubing. My 

shoulder was not happy. 

 

So I brought home my gold plated front facade and debated soldering it to the plate with the 

stained glass window in it. I decided I had better do it before adding anything else to the layers 

that might be harmed by the heat of the torch. I was just putting it off because I am anxious about 

even heating up this assortment of components. Especially the stained-glass window 
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which I had already put a tiny hairline crack in when I was soldering it into the frame. I 

can disguise that one easily, but I didn't want to risk further damage. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 13. Framing the facade. Scraps from four hours of fooling around (left). Framing in 
process (centre) and complete (right) 

 

I stood the drawer on end and placed the front facade layers, one on top of the other. Fluxed the 

seam, already to solder them. Then I got up and cleaned the studio for about 1/2 hour. Then I 

went downstairs and dusted all the shelves and cleaned the bathroom floor. What else could I 

cleanðputting off doing this. Really taking my time. Then I went back upstairs and looked 

around for music. Sisters of Soul. I needed a voice like KoKo Taylor to back me up. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 14. Soldering set-up 
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Soldered it at the four cornersðnot the neatest job I have doneðbut nothing cracked. 

Breathed. Cleaned up the joins. Did some highlighting and put the drawer in. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 15. The façade 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 16. Attached and antiqued. 
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Carving Jesus 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 17. Jesus figure for the altar in wax (left) and raw silver casting (right) 

 

I have been struggling with how to portray the values and the imagery for the church drawer 

of my diorama. As the front facade is, for the most part, handmade with the addition of some 

commercial stampings, I had started to assemble more commercial stampings for the interior 

of the church. It is collage work and I enjoy it. But I was not having much luck getting the 

right feeling. I cannot believe how long this has taken to envision. The bottom three drawers 

are already designed. 

 

I finally decided that, to reflect the handwork of the outer facade and in particular the coin that 

is above the stained glassðMedallion 6, the priest Nathan and King Davidðfrom the ceiling 

of the Sistine Chapel which I sculpted close to 40 years ago, that I should really just carve the 

central image to place on the wall behind the altar. Trying to combine handwork with 

commercially produced imagery is a balancing act. I donôt have a problem utilizing 

manufactured products. It is not in conflict with my commitment to my own creativity. These 

manufactured pieces are statements in themselves and in some way connect my finished work 

to society, representing no more or less than the context of societal reality. However, my 

visual artistic statement must be consistent, and carving the main centre-piece for inside the 

church, behind the altar, became the only way to reflect the outsideðon the inside. So I 

carved this Jesus and it didnôt take me that longða couple of daysðnot even 10 hours. 
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I have always, in the past, used soft sculpting wax for pieces with this degree of detail. The 

original Medallion 6 was entirely sculpted from soft wax. The piece I used for this church 

facade was a casting from a mold I made of my original. For my current project, this Jesus, I 

used hard wax and thought I could add more detail with soft wax once I had the basic 

shapes done. But the wax in this photo has been entirely carved from hard wax. I have been 

able to achieve quite a detailed study just using my wax pen, burs, riffle files, and gravers. 

 

What felt right to me was to leave the graver marks on the surface details of the ñdraperyòð 

folds of the robe. I like the idea of the refined detail of the face and hands. But the robe felt right 

with the tool marks left in. In the past I have been careful to achieve a look as close as possible to 

reality. But this time I knew I wanted it to look hand-madeðto have the obvious tool markings. 

This is a shift in expression for me. I do a good job of representational carving. I know there are 

many people who are better than me. I am not sure if I just give up too soon thinking, as I do, 

that I could pick away at it forever and still not be satisfied so I pick a point to call it done, 

and I am happy with my work. 

 

I am particularly happy with this piece because the image, the expression was achieved 

without the use of tweaking with soft wax. This time I was more daring with my engraving 

tool and I could see what I was doing more clearly. It feels different than my previous 

methods. Iôm not sure how to describe the difference. More direct, less cluttered. I guess that 

feels right. I am feeling braver. I donôt know how that works since I have never been ñafraidò 

to tackle any carving but ñbraveryò is the word that comes to mind, so I am going to stick 

with it. 

Sculpting soft wax is totally absorbing, fulfilling and involves more intimacy with the work. It is 

slow andðI will use the word ñsensuousòðstroking a figure to life using only heat and the fine 

tip of a needle, one molten drop of wax at a time. It is slow work and I enjoy it so much that 

sometimes I wipe out a section and re-do just to re-do it. It is a forgiving process, change is fluid 

and feels good. Itôs been a long time since I have poured that kind of love into a piece. 
 

But hard carving wax is less forgiving. It requires knowing exactly what you need to do to 

achieve a particular look. Soft wax is more feeling. Hard wax is more ñarchitectural.ò 

You need a plan, you need control, and you need to beðyeahðbrave. 
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Eyelidð1.5mm flat graverðtwo strokesðone gently angled up from the outer edge of the 

eye to the centreðone angled up from the inner edge of the eye to meet it. Controlling both 

the angle of the blade and the angle of the cut I can simultaneously shape the angle of the lid 

as well as the depth of lid to the eyeball. Two precise cuts right to left and left to right. Smooth 

them together with the edge of an exacto knife. You either get it right or you donôt. I had 

planned to use soft wax to clean it upðbut I donôt need to! It looks good. For this carving I 

got it right! It felt different, as I said. Something has changed. 

 

But the draperyðbecause I have to make this piece to represent church values and not my 

own values I did clean up the drapery somewhat. I didnôt leave blatant tool marks in the folds. 

But still, I felt that it would be right at some time, to do just that. I like that! 

 

 

 

FIGURE 18. Hard wax tools (left); soft wax tools (right) 
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Trying to finish the Church Drawer  

 

The ornate casting I am using came from a drawer pull. I was out walking Bease one day and 

there was a chest of drawers out for ñscrapò pickup with these wonderful handles. I went 

home and got my screwdrivers and ñrescuedò them. Causeéyou never know. And as it turns 

out, they work well in my church. How do people throw out such great stuff? 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 19. Soldering the Church drawer 
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FIGURE 20. Starting to solder wearing one of those paper coveralls and a mask (sigh) 

 

Progress on my pyramid. The benches were raw wood shelves I found at a craft wholesaler. I 

stained them and added the wood pockets at the backðfor the bibles I had to glue in place to 

hide the heart cut-out. And cushion at the front. And I have stained the baseboardsðwill 

have to add them. And more gold coins in the back room. And then the ñcandleò sticks in the 

corners.Just need to add two figures, woman and manðparishioners sitting in the pews. Scarf 

on her headðbowed in reverence. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 21. Constructing the benches 
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FIGURE 22. Church façade and interior 
 
 
 
 

Under construction 

 

Constructing the church, the top drawer of my pyramid piece, I learned to start with the 

practical considerationsðthe need for precision in the construction so that the drawer itself 

would fit the space and, for the purpose of viewing, slide easily in and out. I learned to pay 

attention to the order that the components would be assembled, dependent on their 

characteristicsðflammability, stability, and proximity to other elements and their 

characteristics. I learned to pay attention to consistency of the scale of components, and the 

materialsðall practical considerations. And all had to allow for the fluidity of creative 

thought and action. 

 

I also learned that in order to make the statement that was integral to fulfilling the goal of my 

pieceðthe statement that I was making with my constructionðthe symbols and imagery 

needed to efficiently convey the messages and needed to work together in order that each 

drawer contained the visual vocabulary of a complex statement. I needed to be very aware of 

determining images that made an impact on peopleôs awareness of the issues and the 

emotional core of the injustices that I was depicting. I felt that the imagery that I used 

worked wellðsimple statements presented in an easily read format. 
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The beautiful frame I made for the top edge [Figure 23 left] didnôt fit into the drawer, even 

when I sanded down the edges, and so it was back to the drawing board. I tried to sand out 

the inside of the wall of the drawer opening, to make more space, but it would have taken me 

hours and hours. So, I tried different thinner channel wires, from pewter to brass. And I 

eventually settled on a ñpaper brickò that I am only sort of happy with. And I went up to a 

model-maker store and picked up yet another brass channel wire and I will try it later today. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 23. Framing the drawer (left and right); channel experiments (centre) 

 

I picked up some new rectangular tubing that I can cut one side of the tubing off and make a 

better channel wire! I donôt know why the model-making stores donôt have this! They have 

the tubing! How hard would it be? 

 

Anyway, I sawed off 6" of one side of the tubing till my shoulders ached. I could probably 

pay a student to do this for meðbut gotta watch my spending. But I was rewarded with a new 

option for finished the edges!! Yay! 
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FIGURE 24. Church drawer with new channel wire installed 
 
 

 

Here it is (above) with the two horizontal lengths of new channel wire! It looks so much better 

than the paper brick. Iôm happy! And I can put it aside for the moment knowing that at some 

point I can fix the top edges with new channel wire, now that I have a solution figured out. 

 

This is the drawer [Figure 25] with the two figuresðthe huddled, praying parishioner in 

the pews and the child ñswept under the carpetò in the back room with all the riches. 
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FIGURE 25. Parishioners in the pews 

 

Comparing the original teak drawer and my constructed drawer, I couldnôt imagine making a 

visual statement in that small cramped space. Not that the drawer I constructed is hugeðbut 

it is the size I envision my work in. 

 

 
FIGURE 26. The original teak drawer and the constructed one 
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Living room of a wealthy home 

 

I have been a bit stuck on trying to finish the things I have started before I move on. Itôs 

time now. The next drawer down will also be complex, time-consuming and challenging. 

Most of the challenge is in creating the box itself, filling the box is the fun part. 

 

Once again, I have started with a constructed copper drawer. The initial bending was done 

by Wendy using her metal bender. I tapped the bends to crisper angles with an angle dapping 

block. These are big pieces of metal and I learned from my church drawer that my mini-

torch doesnôt have the heat to bring the piece to a high enough temperature that I can depend 

solely on soldering to stably connect the sides to one another. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 27. Pattern making to construct a copper drawer 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FIGURE 28. Corner construction 
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With the corners soldered it was time to tackle the front piece. This front piece would have 

a frame and a window and depict the outside face of the building visible on the front in the 

pyramid. The inside of the front piece will have a curtain rod and curtains. I am looking 

forward to playing with window treatments on the inside of the front facade. The window 

would need to be framed using the brass channel wire, three sides soldered and one side left 

open so that the last thing I would need to do would be to slide in the glass. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 29. Constructing the mitered corners 

 

In order to make the drawer front which the window would be fastened to, I measured the 

drawer opening and created a paper pattern. The front facade needed to extend beyond 

the window to the outer edge of the drawersðto line up with the Church drawer. 

 

The glass frame was wired to the window frame by soldering a piece of channel wire on the 

inside of the window frame that slides onto the edge of the floor of the room. I use the 

same technique of drilling holes to connect them and putting two pins in place to solder the 

connection. My little torch wonôt provide enough heat for more than that. 
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FIGURE 30. Installing the channel wire to the frame 
 
 

I still have to repeat this process on the left and right side walls. Anticipation! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 31. Empty room in copper drawer 
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Some thoughts on reading woodworkersô journals 

 

I have been reading the journals of two woodworkers, Peter Kornôs (2013) Why We Make 

Things and Why it Matters: The Education of a Craftsman and Ross Lairdôs (2001) Grain of 

Truth: The Ancient Lessons of Craft. They have, in their books, both journals of their 

furniture-making processes and reflections on how they see the meaning of their work, 

personally and in the context of todayôs society. They both highlight their appreciation, their 

love of the materials and the processes, right down to the smallest detail in the joinery that 

they describe in intimate detail. Woodworkers love their craft. I have not found comparable 

journals by metal-workers. I havenôt looked that hard though. Maybe woodworkers are 

better writers. I doubt that my stats prof would let me get away with that statement. But my 

ex-husband, a woodworker/industrial designer, is also a prolific writer and regularly submits 

his writing to a woodworking magazine. 

 

Peter Korn refers to the ideas of handwork theorized by both John Ruskin and William Morris 

as ñéthe politics of work into a theory of production intended to counteract the evils of 

industrial capitalism. Their ócraftworkerô wouldémake objects of aesthetic merit from start 

to finish in salubrious surroundings with personal responsibility for quality. Such improved 

conditions of labour would promote psychological health and produce better citizens.ò4 Itôs a 

good theory but it has not come to fruition because for comparable costs of handwork vs 

factory manufactured mass production, handwork cannot compete. It ends up being only the 

wealthy who can afford it. 

 

In addition to these books I am, at the moment, reading Henry Schaefer-Simmernôs (1948) The 

Unfolding of Artistic Activity: Its Basics, Processes, and Implications. Shaefer-Simmern also 

specifically refers to the post-industrial revolutionôs numbing of the spirit of society, as 

personal contributions and personal statements are not as valued in society as that which might 

be called ñconveniences,ò the new toys that are produced by machines and in factories. 
 

Shaefer-Simmern argues that, ñIn mechanical manipulation, hands, feet, and eyes work 

relatively isolated from the core of manôs interest, and the performance, therefore, is not 

related to his essential nature. Constant compulsory isolation of functions must inevitably 

endanger the individualôs equilibrium.ò5 
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Considering the observations made by Schaefer-Simmern regarding the negative consequences of 

the schism between mind and body offers a fine segue into the theses of the journals of Peter Korn 

and Ross Laird that I have been reading. In their journals they also meld handwork with finding 

deeper meaning in their lives, and inspiration from the same connection of mind, body, and soul. 

They see how their furniture contributes to society and why the care taken in their work to produce 

objects for personal use is significant. Itôs that old saying that handmade pieces are made with love 

and that is one lesson I have taken away from these two writers. Lewis Hyde, in his book, The 

Gift, refers to the movement of ñmanaòðthe spirit of the creator/craftperson/artist through society 

through the sharing of the works produced, which 

 

draws each of its participants into the wider self. The creative spirit moves in a 

body or ego larger than that of any single person. Works of art are drawn from, 

and their bestowal nourishes, those parts of our being that are not entirely 

personal, parts that derive from nature, from the group and the race, from history 

and tradition, and from the spiritual world.6 

 
 

That is what I feel when I am workingðthat connection. That intimate connection is a 

core value. The lessons these woodworkers have taken from their choice of vocation arise 

from their love of the wood they use to create their furniture. They put the same 

connection into their materials and processes that I put into my waxes. 

 

~ 

 

I am happy now. There is nothing I need or want for myself. I seem to have everything I 

needða stable home, a community and a familyðmeaningful work, making stuff, and 

school. A stable income would be nice, but I get by. There is nothing else on my list. All that 

is left of worth to the quality of my life is making stuff, and human valuesðfighting injustices 

in society. I am sure it isnôt as simple as that, but fighting for human values is what moves me, 

fulfils me, more than a new pair of shoes or a new dress. Mind youðtools are still up there, 

feeding my need for making stuff.  
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Now that I am just a person, it is easier to relate to others without the baggage that I had carried 

around. Oh, Iôm sure there is still baggage, but I have reached a comfortable plateau. 
 

For the purpose of this journal, a relevant influence in my life was my ex-husband from 

decades agoða woodworker and eventually an industrial designer garnering international 

respect. When I was younger my relationships were based primarily on needs and wantsðand 

lesser so, on values. If I had been a smarter person at the time, I would have valued him for 

the major influence he had on my crafts practice. 

 

By allowing me intimate audience to his creative process, I learned dedication to detail, pride 

of workmanship, and the ñfinishing touchesò that can take as long as the rest of the 

construction, if you do it right. He shared with me his appreciation of the materials of his 

craftðall the different types of woods. I can still remember two of his favourites: Birdseye 

Maple and Pau Ferro. He introduced me to them, their qualities, colour, grain and scent, their 

beautyðall the considerations that went into maximizing the grain, the tones and the glass-

smooth-to-the-touch, satin finish that glowed. I was so busy resenting him for being in my 

life that I barely noticed that I was soaking up every lesson that I could glean from the 

meticulous execution of the woodwork he produced. 

 

And I work as carefully as he did, with one major difference. He loved the woods he worked 

with, and I am not that fond of metalwork. I was not a good student in my metal/jewellery 

class and chafed at the overly structured lessons that did not allow creativity or play. But I 

loved sculpting and carving wax. When I left Sheridan to go to OCA to try again to study 

sculpture, I was put off by the instructorôs insistence that we perform precisely as he directed. 

If the life model was a plump woman, we had to sculpt her. When I brought in a photograph 

of a slimmer woman and went off into the corner of the room and worked on my clay, the 

instructor came by, glared at me, and packed handfuls of clay onto my sculpture. So, I went 

back to the metal studio where the instructor pretty much left me alone. I carved wax and he 

came by and chuckled. And when my metal work on the silver soldering bench got eaten up 

by all the scraps of lead solder left thereðdestroying my silverðI went off and rented a 

bench downtown and handed in my work to my instructor at the end of the semesters. He 

loved what I did and gave me good marks anyway. He left me alone. I work well that way. 
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In 1948 Henry Shaefer-Simmern argued that, 

 

Acquisition and accumulation, both material and intellectual, have become 

predominant measures of value. Values have become more externaléIn present-

day education, intellectual materialism is stressed. This impedes the unfolding of 

creative capacities, those that encourage éharmonious development of [his] 

sensuous, emotional, intellectual, and physical powersé[leaving] éonly a 

partly educated and partly functioning entity.7
 

 

Shaefer-Simmern sees teaching methods that encourage students to develop the skills that 

follow the style of the instructor as stifling creativity because ñexternal achievement is 

primarily taken into account, while the studentôs personal conception is often neglectedé[it] 

overlooks the assumption of inherent powers of artistic configuration as an attribute of 

human nature.ò8 This matters because ñArt education that recognizes artistic activity as a 

general attribute of human nature and that aims at the unfolding and development of manôs 

latent creative abilities will then contribute its share to the great task which faces all of us, the 

resurrection of a humanized world.ò9 

 

I feel the differences in each and every wax variation, from soft malleable wax to hard wax that 

can be worked with machines and hand tools. Reproducing the wax pieces that I have put my soul 

into, in metal, leaves me with the task of rebirthing them from the fluidity of wax into a material 

that must reflect the feelings, the dedication and the love that I have imbued into my waxesð

expressed in metals. So, I work the metal, which is hard and unforgiving, to honour the wax. I 

enjoy the challenge of bringing clarity to the fine detailðin metalðalmost as much as in wax. I 

can appreciate the flawless mirror finish of a smooth polished piece of metalwork, but when I can 

afford it I am just as happy to pay someone else to achieve this perfection. 
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The Voice in the Pyramid 

 

My Pyramid piece is my voice. I find that I am past using my voice for my own deeply 

personal storiesð ñbeen there, done that.ò My Pyramid piece can be a way for me to cope 

with my anxiety about injustices in society. My Pyramid piece can be my statement, the way I 

see status and hierarchies, built into the dioramas. The sides and back panels will be my 
 

ñblackboard.ò I may not have all the words I need, but my images will speak. 

 

I have been thinking about how this piece will evolve. The drawers I can picture clearly in my 

mind. I know what I want to say, and I can see how I will say it. There will no doubt be changes as 

I work. As the constructions of the components will metamorphose from thought to object there 

will be changes along the way. Ifïthenéshift, Ifïthenéshiftðthat happens. And this can be the 

result of new information, new inspiration or just simply a technical necessity. 

 

But the side panels and the back are still fluid concepts. I sort of know what the message is 

that I want to deliver. It is that we should allow ourselves to be creatively inspired and that 

this inspiration can be shared, and that the sharing of this inspiration can work to heal society. 

And the sides and back must also show the destruction of the environment and name those 

responsible for that destruction. 

 

The final panelð9"x36"ðis firm in my mind. I see a sheet of plexiglass 9"x 27" behind which 

will be a mass of oily residue, dead animals and the detritus of societyðplastics and non-

recycle-able debris. Above that would be the corporate head offices of the companies that are 

responsible for the literal mess we are in and the destruction of society and the planet itself. 

 

There is one change though that came about as the result of my efforts to imagine the 

opposite panel to ñdeath and destructionòðthat panel is meant to reflect pristine nature and 

an inspiration for creativity. For that panel I had knocked back and forth the idea of building 

it myself, out of diorama shrubbery and polymer construction vs using a painting that may 

inspire people to want to draw this scene. I decided that a painting is already an interpretation 

so that wouldnôt do. I needed a photograph (keeping in mind that, that is still an interpretation 

of the photographerôs view). But I went ahead and purchased two photographs that would 

exactly fit the panel and I felt I had to choose one. 
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March 29, 2018. I met with Peter today and we talked about the side and back panels. Well, I 

talked a lot. The cafe was so noisy I could barely think. But my best defense in noisy 

situationsðif I do all the talking I wonôt have to worry about hearing! Works wellðfor me. 

And so even when we moved out to the car to talk where it was quiet, it was too late, I was 

on a roll and just kept talking. Anywayðnext time we can meet at AGO and it will be 

quieter, and I can relax. 

 

But, I wanted to talk about the side panel with nature as inspiration. I wasnôt sure if nature 

was enough to be inspirational! (seriously!!?) There is time to sort it out, but I thought about 

the poster with the single tree on the grassy hill and I thought I could addðmaybe a small girl 

on a swing and some ñtoysò in the grass. I could add to the picture and maybe people would 

be inspired to pick something to draw. I thought that was a good idea. 

 

In the studio 

 

Back to work on the next drawer down. I had decided to create the frame for the window 

using polymer and mica powder to create a faux stone building facade. I started just fooling 

around with colours and mica powders. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FIGURE 32. Colours and mica powders torn into pieces 
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FIGURE 33. Mica and colouring applied to the polymer frame 

 

I like this! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 34. The Pyramid (left); potential colour palettes and decor 

 

The drawer is in place and I am considering colour palettes. Having chosen the front facade 

that is a colour and texture statement in itself, I am left needing to create the room in colours 

that wonôt fight with the facade. If I reflect the coloured metallic surface in the carpet, that 

could mean a carpet like the one on the right in Figure 34. I would probably need to make it 

from polymer and use a sliced cane with gold and a colour to match the window frame. I 

like the carpet in the bottom picture. Might try it and play with the colours. I like the 
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background in the middle picture [Figure 34]. Not sure if I should use muted colours or 

make a statement withðmaybe blue carpet. 

 

I need to make the drapery window treatment, and the drapes and carpet will have to be 

complementary colours. Once I have that colour scheme sorted out I will start with the floor 

and walls. The floor could also be dark wood. That would be nice, and it is less trouble since I 

can buy sheets of veneer and just glue them in place. Saving time would be good too. This 

drawer is already a month late according to my schedule. 

 

I wanted to make this drawer fixed in place so that it cannot be opened. I donôt imagine the 

people living here would welcome the intrusion of strangers. And I would like to have a 

ceiling light fixture that could be turned on at the back of the piece so that I could turn on the 

light to make the room visible. I had not planned to have figures in this room, but the art on 

the walls will feature people who could be the occupants of the room. The artwork will 

reflect the actual values of the occupants rather than the symbolic artwork that is meant to 

represent wealth and power. Might as well skip the ñfa­adeò and go straight to reality. I 

believe that there are wealthy people who actually like artðunderstand it and know what 

they like rather than what they are told to like by the art industry curators and critics. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 35. The perfect room 
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I really like the back wall of this one! And the painting on the back wall could be Leona 

Helmsley! (Scary) Or this woman (below, right). The look of disdain is pretty good. 

 

 
 
FIGURE 36. Portrait inspirations: Leona Helmsley (left); this womanôs look of disdain (right) 
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Filling every space 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 37. Winding trails of thought 
 

 

 



40 
 

 

I am still wondering why people paint and draw. The Bain Co-op FaceBook page has 

requested art and photos of the co-op. I have dozens of photos of the co-op. I sometimes walk 

around and just take pictures. I do it because I love the co-op. I love the feeling of 

community, of belonging, the courtyards, and all the different voices that make up our family. 

 

Peter said that ñécapturing an image is like a homage to itéothers find it comforting to pull 

something out of the passing of time.ò I take photos of the co-op because I love the co-opð

an homageðand I want to capture the qualities that I love, that make it home. 

 

So in this way I can understand how painting and drawing can do that also. 
 
 
  

 

Back to the wealthy living room drawer 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 38. Cutting the faux marble for the floor 

 

I made the connectors to attach the front facade to the drawer, clips that fit over the 

three edgesðfloor and wallsðof the room and drilled through to be pinned secure. 
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FIGURE 39. Clips to attach the facade (left); cutting the foam core for walls (right) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 40. Constructing the standing shelf 
 
 

 

This will be painted black. I considered black nickel plating which would be a more 

professional A look, but the plater has a $50 minimum and unless I can pull together a 

few other pieces for plating it would be too costly. Perhaps I can add gold plating to the 

picture frames. Possibility. 
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FIGURE 41. Constructing the fireplace and mantelpiece (left, centre); creating a surface pattern (right) 

 

I used the same mica powder to colour the fireplace. I had to paint the black layer because the 

polymer black is a more charcoal colour. I use nail polish for everything smallish that needs a 

glossy finish. It comes in hundreds of colours with its own handy applicator. I have drawers 

full of nail polishðmostly reds and deep blues that I have had to use for all the police badges 

I have made for films. 

 
FIGURE 42. Colouring the mantelpiece parts 
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The marble floor is just not doing it for me. Off to Staples for some inspiration. Found this 

folder! Itôs perfect! I cut out the front for my floor. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 43. ñFlooringò from Staples 

 

But why do I build stuff? Working with soft wax is sensual, bringing to life the image I have 

in my mind. But building stuff is different. Itôs architectural. Not entirely without 

spontaneity, but far more intentional decisions. 

 

When I considered how to construct the panel over the fireplace in the current room I am 

working on, I thought of using polymer. I would have to mix the colour to match the 

wallpaper that I chose, and then roll out a sheet. I needed an armature and checked out my 

collection of small cardboard jewellery boxes and picked one that was about the right size. I 

cut it up and shaped it to fit the fireplace, a process that took me right back to my childhood, in 

the basement of my momôs house, making cardboard dioramas out of shoe boxes. 
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FIGURE 44. Constructing the panel over the fireplace 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 45. Floor (left); chimney-piece construction (centre, right) 
 
 

Lookit that floor! Love it! 

 

Getting there! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 46. The living room, two views 
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I am debating not making the second shelf set for the left side of the fireplace. I like the floor 

lamp, and with chairs, a coffee table, and possibly a sofa, it is getting sort of busy. I think I 

will just do one shelf and angle it a bit. It still needs a sculpture. I am thinking of the Wall 

Street Bull! But maybe some trendy piece. Greek vase perhaps. Something Ethnic, 

Indigenous, or Orientalðspeaking ñconquest.ò 

 

I am going to board Bease for the weekend and try to get this done. 

 
 

Structures of thought, life, cake 

 

I am writing this next piece with a purpose in mindðsetting the stage I guess for a point that I 

hope to make about building thingsðmeandering through a thought process. I need to re-read 

Frank Wilsonôs The Hand. Henry Schaefer-Simmern describes the process of unfolding 

creativity. He identifies the steps of learning to drawðfrom unintentional shapes to 

intentional shapes. From stationary figures to portraying movement. From simple to complex, 

and from surface understanding of an image to finding deeper meaningðand being able to 

express that with pencil, paint or clay. I have not finished this book yet, but it mostly has to do 

with drawing and painting. I want to understand sculpture and construction and how those 

contribute to healing. 

 

I am looking at the structure of my life. 

 

April 10. Itôs Fatimaôs birthday! She got married and moved to Memphis years ago but we 

still celebrate her birthday. And Sue who is now called Shay, is in a plane on her way to 

Kathmandu for a second visit, taking time out from her job as a construction worker. 

 

Carlotta has worked in restaurants since she moved out, very nice restaurantsðthe first one 

was a very trendy and expensive place where she was subject to racism, so she left. The 

current place is wonderful, but the owner is selling it, and so she applied for a job as a teller in 

a bank. And she got the job!! 
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Jocelyn is at U of T where she works as a counsellor. She put herself through universityðBA 

and MSWðpaid for it through part time workðand graduated a number of years ago. Tee is 

at work doing something exciting and important (all her jobs are)ðnot sure I (ever) 

understand what it is she actually does. Priya is most likely at home with her three kidsða son 

and twins, just born. She has a husband who adores her. 

Sabrina is working at TDSBðjust made permanent and full time. Sabrina and Priya came to 

my house separately but coincidently grew up (till pre-teen) about 25 miles apart from each 

other in Berbice, Guyana. Sabrina is such a hard worker. She put herself through school 

working at Timmieôs. She got a diploma as a legal secretary. She was not offered a job. I am 

positive it was because of racism. So she went back to school to learn accounting. She 

couldnôt find a job so, still working at Timmieôs, she started to volunteer at TDSB. She said 

that if she learned their data system, that when they needed to hire someone, she would be 

there and would have experience. This took a few years, but she stuck it out and was just 

given permanent, full time work. Yay Sabrina! 

 

My two biological daughters are busy with their lives. My younger daughter Beth is working on 

building an international franchise of work-out programmes. She has over 2 million followers. 

She is, together with her husband, hugely successfulða workaholic. Learned that from me. She 

doesnôt return phone calls, text messages or emails. She is as busy and inaccessible as I was 

when my kids were growing up. Sigh. But she does call me when she needs a lift to IKEA and I 

am grateful for that. I named her Beth because of the Kiss song. 

ñBethò seemed just right for her father. Lyrics: 

 

ñ Beth I hear you calling 

 

But I can't come home right now. 

 

Me and the boys are playing 

 

And we just can't find the sound é.ò 

 

Not that her father and I had a home together, we didnôt. But he definitely had his priorities. 
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My older daughter, an actress, goes to auditions, does some acting, and for a living she does 

taxesðso she is very busy. She lived with her father once she finished university in 

Montreal. He hates me, and influenced her thinking of me, so she and I have difficulty 

finding connection. We are working on it. She seems happy, and I am glad for that! 

 

All my kids are happy and healthy. 

 

I am extraordinarily happy with my lifeðschool and some workðnot as much work as before 

3D printers took over model-making. But happy just the same. 

 

As I look at this assortment of people in my life, and at the things that make me happy, and I 

know that together, all of these young women and the events in their lives contribute to the 

structure in my life. The components from which we structure our lives shape who we are and 

how we navigate our paths in life. Based on what I have spontaneously chosen to create my 

identity, through important structures in my life, appears to be overwhelmingly ñmomò. And I 

am seriously the least maternal person I know. I donôt even like babies! 

 

I have chosen to highlight my relationships with all my kids. I wrote that piece about my 

foster kids first. Wrote quite a bit about them. I placed my biological kids at the bottom with 

me. I have created a structure that highlights my foster kidsðas ñproductsò of my influence. I 

am so proud of them. This short piece of writing opens from a good place. 

 

I have included my biological kids together with me as aðfoundation? ða base? I have 

written that piece in the order that I imagined it. I started with Fatimaôs birthday. I am 

deeply attached to my foster kids. It always makes me happy when it is Fatimaôs birthday 

and we can, as a family, still celebrate herðinclude herðeven though she got married and 

moved to the US many years ago. 

 

Foster kids came into my life with no roots or connection to me, and so there is nowhere to 

build, but up. A fresh canvasðthough they all came from traumaðI could work with that. 

My biological kidsðall their trauma came from me. Our relationships are not as clean and as 

positive as my relationships with my foster kids. And I have guilt that will not go away. 
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So let me strip away a layer of this diagram of relationships. I started with relationships that 

make me happy and proud. I feel good about these relationshipsðso I started from a 

positive position. I feel interwoven with my foster girlsô successes. 

 

I moved from there to my biological daughters. I was a terrible motherða workaholic and 

pretty much absent from their lives. They had baby sitters, and my mom and sister looked 

after them. Their fathers were not particularly involved with us for various reasons. I wasnôt 

unhappy about that. So I moved from positive to negativeðrelationships that leave me feeling 

guilty. I can never redo their childhood. I think they raised themselves and did a fine job but 
 

é 

 

This is an unresolved slice of my life, and filled with guilt, turmoil and anxiety. And I 

feel interwoven with their traumas. 

 

Lastly, I added my own lifeðbetter than ever. Itôs true. So, I started with pride and 

positivity, moved to shame, guilt and anxiety and then back to stability and contentment. 

 

This is a structure in my life. It is, for the most part a sturdy structure made of up tangible and 

stable components but with that weak and faulty component, needing something but Iôm not 

sure what. But the base is solid and secureðas secure as anything can be given the 

temporality of life. 

 

If I strip this down even further, what colours would I see representing these feelings. If I did 

a pie chart of my life, what colours would I chose? But I want to look at structures, and why 

do we build things?? If I imagined building this structure of my life, what would it look like? 

If I wanted to heal from the guilt and confusion of the period of my daughtersô youth, since I 

canôt go back and re-do itðwhat visuals, symbols, would represent that period? What would 

be the manipulation that would help ease the turmoil of this period in my lifeðin the life of 

my family? How could building something work? 

 

Peter proposed some reasons why people paint and draw. I am wanting to understand what 

happens when we make things, build things, manipulate objects, textures and colourðwhen 
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we form our own unique and personal pieces to create patterns, to structure/re-structure our 

lives in order to heal the faults that influence our lives, those weak aspects of the structure we 

create. If it were a cake there would be a layer of something coarse, or rosesðbeauty and 

thornsðin the middle of chocolate and icing. If it were a weaving there could be twigs, 

shards of broken pottery, woven into the fluid strands of wool. How to visualize this patternð

this structure of my life? 

 

I have found a way to heal from trauma, through art, manipulating imagery, over the last year 

and I donôt know how that happened, but it did. I only know that the external manipulations in 

my artwork reflected the internal patterns of trauma, and I am a person transformed. This isnôt 

simply an observation, it is a subjective experience. I need to understand this. 

 

If we leave these periods of trauma, of messy confusion, unaddressed, we will end up with a 

faulty structureðperhaps an angled, skewed structure, missed connections, and potential for 

collapse of the structure. One thing I understand is that keeping trauma trapped in your head will 

not help heal as absolutely as bringing the mind and body together in the healing through 

manipulation of objectsðor paint or pencil. Any combination of expressions of our inner 

turmoil, organized and expressed externally through our artistic creativity, works to heal. 

 

Layer cakes and weavings still knocking around in my head. 

 

What can we learn? How can we grow through projecting our internal structure into 

an external structureðbuilding, in every sense of the word, a life? Things to ponder. 

 

I did a closet purge. Two huge paper garden waste bags full!! I rarely ever throw anything out. 

I have clothes that actually date back to the 60ôs and 70ôs that I havenôt worn since then. And in 

this purge I got rid of every person I was, thought I was, wanted to be, could never be. I used to 

shop for two (at least) identities. One part of my wardrobe consisted of items of clothing that 

my mother would wearðwould approve of. And these articles of clothing hung unworn in my 

closet for decades. 

 

I would buy clothes that reflected my carnival kewpie personaðflouncy pinks and sparkles, 

red suede platform sandals. And I bought clothes that reflected the self-image that was born 

of my childhood sex abuseðand that informed me that I would only ever be of value to other 
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people as a sex object. So that wardrobe was cleavage-y and clingy. WellðI weighed 30lb 

less than I do now. So all of those ñMeôs" are gone now. I gave the eclectic wardrobe away to 

women here at the co-op. They were thrilled. And I got appreciative neighbours, puppy 

sitting and dog-walking in return. Better than money. 

 

I tried to do a purge of the three or four tubs of cloth ephemera that I collect, but I did not 

have much luck. They are all potential art pieces and we know how important that is! But I 

did do a major studio clean-up and rearrangement that makes me very happy! And I moved 

all of my polymer downstairs to the dining room table. So I can let my accountant know, 

when he does my taxes, that my apartment has expanded to over 50% studio! 

 

~ 

 

I have been having terrible nightmares, dark writhing landscapesðdeep amber, browns and 

black. In my nightmares Beasley is lostðruns away and I am desolate. My daughters are 

being horribly tortured. These dreams have been relentless and every time I wake up from 

one nightmare, I go back to sleep and another vision of horror grips me. 

 

I have thought about this and I realized that my dreams represent my fears of what will 

happen to those I love if I am not overseeing everything. If I am not poised to jump in and 

rescue everyone, they will come to horrible ends. So I thought about this for a bit and calmed 

myself, coming to the realization that my children are all adults now and they are able to take 

care of themselves. I suppose. 

 

And then Paul phoned (Bethôs dad) and he has been having problems with his hearing for a few 

months now so we have been talking a lot. He wanted to know about an audiologistðor someone 

who could help him. I suggested an old friend, Marshall Chasin, who has a practice called 

Musicianôs Clinic, hearing health for musicians. Paul has seen Marshall in the past, so I suggested 

seeing him again. Paul asked for Marshallôs phone number and I googled it and gave it to Paul. He 

said, ñI knew you would have it.ò I told him I just googled it. He said ñOhò. 

He needs a mother, I thought. And my insides twisted and burned, all conflicted. 

 

But I offered to come with him to his appointment, thinking that I could explain what Marshall 

was talking about and help Paul make decisions based on what would be good for him rather 
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than what would be least expensive. Marshall is amazing and funny and totally capable of 

explaining stuff to Paul. Without me. Musiciansô hearing is Marshallôs specialty! I remember 
 

Marshall telling me that drummers with long hair have a natural 5 decibel baffle because of 

their hair! I know drummers with long hair! I wonder if Paul actually needs me there, or if 

I just need to be there to ñhelpò? 

 

Disentangling myself from my old way of being will be a process. What is appropriate and 

what is over-functioning?!! When I needed a mother and she was not thereðI have 

become the mother I needed her to be!! 

 

Oh good grief. Well that explains a lot. That thought that just floated to the surface. Made me bit 

weepy. Mind ful. Mindful. Mind full. If I cannot rescue people, what will become of them? 
 

Terrible things will happen! (You know thatôs not true!) What will become of me? What am I 

left with? 

 

Layer cakes and weaving. I can see the weaving coming apartðloose frayed strands. 

 

In the studio, constructing the wealthy living room 

 

Four hours spent on Saturday soldering the shelf brackets and measuring, cutting and 

painting the wood trims for the mantle, the corners and top edges. Mistakes were made, 

fixedðI need to go and buy more wood. 

 

I have mica sheets for the shelves. TodayðSundayðI will start to assemble the room. I 

am hoping I will have time to start on the picture frames. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 47. Wood trims for the mantel (left); soldering the shelf brackets (right) 
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All that will be left to fill the room then, will be the furniture. Once that is done I want to 

consider making a lid for it. It will depend on how easily the drawer slides into the drawer 

holeðhow much space I will have, and how I can make the lid. I want the top ñroof,ò in 

clear plexiglass, to interfere with people looking into the top of the room. I want it to say, in 

large wedding invite font ñYou are not invited.ò 

 

Frustrating day today. The pieces of wood that I cut yesterday, for the fireplace, that fit 

together beautifully, donôt fit today. And I am out of the wood I was using. The store that sells 

it is not open till Tuesday. AND, I hate the colour of paint that I got custom mixed for the 

trim. Home Depot uses a computer scan to match the colours and it still looks terrible. It 

looked like it matched fine at Home Depot, but here at home it looks like a wishy washy blue 

next to the wallpaper, which has some green in it. Soðfor startersðthe first thing I am going 

to do when I get that Carruthers Award deposit in May is to buy good lighting. Really good 

studio lighting. When I am working with metal it really doesnôt make a difference. But for my 

dioramas I need to be able to confidently combine colours. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 48. Mantel mishap 

 

I have had to recut the top pieces of wood. Working with a cardboard armature was possibly not 

the best choice. It proved to be too flexible and shifted some, making precision fitting difficult. 

So I am not that happy with the fireplace and mantelpiece as it is not symmetrical. 
 

Hoping that once the ñartworkò is on the mantel it will not show as much. And I still donôt like the 

colour of the wood paint. But it is a subtle difference and itôs ok. Just not the ideal colour. 
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FIGURE 49. Warpage from painting one-side-only 
 
 

 

The base-boards and top pieces are painted. They warped. I remember my ex-husband, the 

woodworker, used to say that in finishing wood, to prevent warping, you need to do the 

same to the bottom as the top. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 50. Living room assembled and taped 

 

Here it is all glued together and held in place with tape and self-locking tweezers. I havenôt 

yet glued the fireplace down. The mirror at the back still has a plastic film covering it. And the 

back top trim is not yet glued since I still have to pull out the mirror to remove the film. 

Leaving that till close to the last step, to protect it from finger prints and scratches. I will glue 

the back sides and top trim today. 
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I had mulled over what to do for the coffee table. A few ideas were tossed around but then 

the package of mica slate was just sitting there, and I had all this mica powder that I had been 

using for my polymer, so I experimented and came up with this perfect table top! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 51. Coffee table components 
 
 
 

 

I neglected to photo-document the mica table top so I am just adding a photo of the 

components. I used mica sheets with mica powder sprinkled between each sheet. I set this 

into a rectangular brass setting and used pliers to crimp it closed. Then I painted it black and 

set it atop another of the rectangular settings. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 52. Coffee table assembled 

 

I was trying to figure out what to do for the legs and considered a number of options 

including cut semi-precious stone. But as I was looking for long jet drops in my pearl drawer, 

I came across these grey, vintage glass pearls. They would look perfect. All I needed to do 

was to make ñseatsò for them to glue into the bottom of the table. 
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I thought of making the ñcarpetò using the same technique of layering mica sheet with 

powder, but the drive from my plater in Scarborough (where I got my frames plated) over to 

the store that sold mica slate, was a good 45 minutes and nowhere near home. I decided to 

stop at a lapidary just down the street from the plater, to see if they had mica slate. They only 

had this biggish block of mica, but I was assured that I could slice it thin with a good blade. 

Soðfor $10ðI took it home and sliced it, and it was so perfect! Doesnôt even need colour. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 53. Mica slate raw (left); living room rug (right) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
FIGURE 54. Living room with rug and coffee table 
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Before I go any further I need to make sure it still fits. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 55. Living room drawer in Pyramid 

 

Needed a bit of sanding down on the sides but it fits! Yay! I need to clean the 

floor. Finally time to take the film off the mirror and glue the back end trims. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 56. Mirror wall 
 

 



57 
 

 

 

Itôs time to talk about art 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 57. Living room (left): detail (right) 

 

This is the frame I made for the Leona Helmsley portrait which will hang over the fireplace. I 

knew that I wanted the frame to have the look of an art frame meant to frame an artwork. But 

I also intend that, though the frames will represent a traditional presentation of artwork, the 
 

ñartò that the frames are displaying will symbolize the values of the patrons who treat art as 

acquisitions representing wealth. So Leona Helmsley heads up the room. It is reported that 

when she died, Christieôs auctioned off 500 lots of art from her residences, including 

sculptures, American silver, Russian and Chinese works of art. I think she deserves the 

place of honour in this little diorama. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 58. Leona Helmsley portrait frame: unfinished (left); gold plated (right) 
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But that leaves me with walls to fill. Tiny walls, but stillé 

 

These are the pics that I have found to use. I did a google search using a number of different 

search words. I used ñgreed,ò ñeliteò and a couple of othersðcanôt remember. I tried a few 

routes to get photos of wealthy individuals who looked like soul-less rich people and I was not 

really able to find exactly what I was looking for. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 59. Portrait possibilities 
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Disdain 

 

I found women who had that look of disdain. That wasnôt too difficult. And it is that attitudeð 

the ñlooking down onò the rest of societyðthat the acquisition of fine art imbues the 

collectors. It is that expression that says ñWe are above you. We are more cultured, educated, 

smarterðmore valued in society than the rest of you.ò That is the look. 

 

But finding men who have that arrogant mien seemed more difficult. I found the vintage drawings 

of bankersðone with a money bag in place of his head and the other drawing of the banker 

holding up a money bag. They say what I want them to sayðthat they are all about money. And I 

found the two imagesðthe manôs head peeking out from the pile of gold coins, and the small 

photo that I have framed like a family portrait, of a man sitting atop a pile of gold ingots. But 

what became apparent to me in looking for images to represent the values of the elite, is that it 

seems to be different for women than for men. Just the search results online, googling ñgreedò, 

googling ñeliteò, the search resulted in an assortment that seemed to assign values that were 

divided by gender. Iôm not sure how to put this. The photos and paintings of women were useful. 

But the ones of men were mostly men and money, not men and attitude. 

 

This got me thinking further. I like the pictures of the womenðthey said what I want them to say 

about perceived superiority and elitist attitudes. But what is it about wealthy men in society that 

attaches them to money, as displayed in the pictures I found, but doesnôt seem to have any other 

physical expressionðequivalent to the way women can hold a look of disdain. I am pretty sure 

that there is some explanation that is based on power in society. Very few wealthy women have 

the same power as wealthy men. And wealthy men donôt need to show disdain if they wield 

power, perhaps. Two different perceived positions in society. How does womenôs perceived 

power and prestige different from menôs power and prestige? Are wealthy elite men more 

connected to cash, money, and powerðand wealthy elite women more connected to money and 

culture? Art dealers are said to be the ñpimpsò of the arts industry. 

Not sure where to go with this. 

 

I talked to my painter friend in the dog parkðand put this question to him: ñHow would the 

attitude of wealthy men be portrayed in society if one image could say it all?ò My friend 

suggested looking for images of grumpy men, or scornful men. Then he suggested ñloftyò and 
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I googled thatðhe insisted I do it while we were in the park. I let him pick the picture. 

He picked Peter Munkðthe mining ñmagnateò associated with Barrick Gold. 

 
 
 

 
FIGURE 60. Peter Munk 

 

When I got home I did a little research on him to make sure I wasnôt branding him unfairly. At 

first glance he was portrayed as a philanthropist who donated millions to worthy causes. But in 

looking a little deeper I found articles that fit more closely with the type of corporate capitalist 

manipulation that ñdonationsò oversee. I found articles such as, ñU of T students protest Munk 

donationò10 and ñTorontoôs buried history: the dark side of how mining built a city.ò Students 

claimed donations to the university were not welcome as they came with associations which 

expose a society that supports the values and more importantly, the bank accounts of Munk and 

his peers. Furthermore, the money made from his mining company, Barrick, was made on huge 

human rights violations. It was reported in the Guardian that security guards at Barrickôs 
 

Porgera mine in Papua New Guinea had also perpetrated multiple gang rapesðallegations that 

CEO Peter Munk dismissed by stating in an interview with the Globe and Mail that ñgang 

rape is a cultural habitò in that country.ò For Catherine Coumans, a research coordinator at the 
 

Ottawa-based NGO Mining Watch, the mining sectorôs philanthropy in Toronto merely 

whitewashes the ignominious reality of the industry. The money that finances the Munk 
 

Cardiac Centre, for instance, is part of ñthis big display of benevolence in Toronto,ò she says. 

ñBut the harm that was done around the world to bring that wealth together is just 

horrendous, and people donôt recognise that.ò11 

 

I think Munk works well enough. As much as his philanthropic endeavours elevate him in the 

public eye, there is still rot at the core. And all his money and all the art he can collect will 

not give him a soul, nor bleach that stain out. But Munk still doesnôt really fill the gap. I am 

looking for attitudeða gaze, a facial expression that says, ñIôm rich and cultured and youôre 
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not.ò The Munk picture does not do that. There is still something I need for the wall in this 

room. I have checked back with John Berger. I think I may find something in one of his  

YouTube videos that will give me the ñvalueò I am looking for to fill the gap on the wall. But 

I think in the interest of getting it done I will just work towards finishing the room and I can 

always add a picture at any time. I need to figure out what I am missing. 

 

This picture of Ronald Lauder is actually pretty good. He just bought that Klimt painting 

for eleventy million dollars. I will have to see if I can dig up some dirt on him. Iôll bet I can! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 61. Ronald Lauder 

 

And we have a winner! 

 

The first google search came up with these headlines: 

 

ñRonald Lauder praises Trump as óman of incredible 

insightôò and from MSNBC 
 

ñThe World Jewish Congressô Ron Lauder says there is not an anti-Semitic bone in Trumpò! 

 

This journal is not really the right place to do an in-depth study of the shady characters who 

use their ill-gotten wealth for questionable purposes that undoubtedly support hegemonic 

narratives of the superiority and privileges of the wealthy. And their art collections too! I 

just didnôt want to use his photo on the wall of shame if he somehow turned out to not be an 

asshole. Butðweôre good. He goes on the wall. 

 

I am reading a new book, The Persistence of Craft. In the introduction, author 

Paul Greenhalgh says, 
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The etymology of craft relates it to power. The power to control oneôs own 

pattern of life, its shape and speed, to resist through the process of making 

and designingéits primary function to be to add to the quality of life, not 

solely to the economic advancement of those who exploit it.ò12 

 

 

Making furniture  

 

And now back to my construction. 

 

Everything is done but the chair and sofa and the drapes. I am starting on the chair. This 

series of photos demonstrates the steps to making the chair. 

 

 

FIGURE 62. First attempts at making the living room chair 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 63. Assorted efforts to get the chairs right 

 

Got one in paper that I like, and cut it out of tin, and added legs. Checked out the size of the 

chair in the room. Looks ok! The construction [Figure 65] was pretty straightforward, 

unlike the sofa! 
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FIGURE 64. The chair in the living room 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FIGURE 65. Constructing the living room chair 

 

The sofa, staying close to the original colour palette, was purple-y fabric with a nice sheen. I 

thought I could get the same effect if I mixed the colour and used a metallic mica powder to 

add that sheen. So here is my effort to get close to the colour in the reference photo. I am 

not trying to exactly duplicate this photo, but it is a reference for atmosphere and general 

colour range. I like the fact that the colour of the sofa stands out. Whether that will work in 

a tiny space - well - I would have to find that out. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FIGURE 66. Mixing the sofa colour 
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As with the chair, I made a tin armature. It was pretty basic. I am not sure about the colour 

of the sofa - it seems a little intense for the small space. It works in the large room. Anyway, 

I will keep working. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 67. Making the sofa; armature (left), cushion (right), the set (centre) 

 
 

Adding a cushion. Because, for some reason, I didnôt make much of the purple clay, I have 

made a filler piece of a different colour, which I baked, for the cushion. This means that I can 

only cover the filler piece but I cannot do much with the size and shape without making a 

new filler, as that solid piece dictates the dimensions. I seem to be reluctant to fix that 

problem. The sofa has felt problematic to me since I started it. I am fighting with it and Iôm 

not entirely sure why. But I have carried on with my plan despite not really liking it. I think 

that it doesnôt really say anything about the occupantsô taste. It is just a sofa. In the big room 

it makes a statement, but short of getting purple crushed velvet and using it as upholstery, I 

am not sure how to make the sofa ñpopò and make the statement it makes in the reference 

photo [Figure 68]. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FIGURE 68. The perfect room 
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FIGURE 69. The less than perfect sofa 

 

This looks shabby! I canôt use it!! All that work! Two days to make this and it looks like I 

could get away with using it for the bottom drawer - Poor and Homeless - it could just be a  

ñdumpò. So I removed the cushions and went to pick up some buffs so I could clean up the 

damage left from prying out the cushions. I came home with some loose cotton buffs and this 

little red frame that I can stretch a flexible abrasive band across for sanding around corners! 
 

Itôs amazing! 
 

 
FIGURE 70. Rescue buffs and gadgets (left); sofa and sandpaper 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 71. Mica cushion possibility 
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AND I have those mica powder experiments I did at the start! That could make a nice 

cushion for the sofa as well as linking it to the other mica powder features. 
 

So this works!! Just gotta finish it properlyðsanding and polishing. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FIGURE 72. Living room interior with furniture 

 

Time to start to add the art. The left side looks well sorted out [Figure 72, right]. It is a 

painting of a woman with a look of disdain, a man up to his ears in gold coins, and a small 

pile of 500 dollar bills. On the coffee table is a man sitting atop a pile of gold ingots. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 73. Living room front view, with curtains (left); interior left side (right) 
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The right side is a bit undetermined. So for the right side I have decided on these two. I 

originally made the frame on the left, for the fellow on the right, Ronald Lauder. Then I 

thought I would put Ronald in the small frame and layer it on top of the large frame - make it 

grander! But I liked the greed-head in the small frame quite a bit. So I put Ronald in the 

larger frame. He was a bit small so I thought to make a matte out of polished brass, but I had 

this gold pen and coloured in the matt instead. It is kind of crude and hand-drawn looking and 

it made me chuckle. It looks like a good revenge on him - to have just purchased that Klimt 

and to be pictured, framed with a messy hand-drawn matte. Gonna leave it like that for the 

moment. If it stops entertaining me I may have to make the brass matte. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 74. Living room art: greed head (left) and Ronald Lauder (right) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FIGURE 75. Living room drawer in place in the pyramid (left); interior, right side (right) 
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FIGURE 76. Living room interior with the floor lamp turned on 

 

Being encouraged to focus 

 

I met with Peter at AGO and the acoustics were perfect! It was quiet and there was space to 

sit and talk with no distractions! It was excellent. Makes a huge difference to my anxiety 

level. And so we talked. I guess I have been corralled in a bit. I have been down the rabbit 

hole following the path that I am hoping will lead to a revelation about the creative formation 

of order and organization and how that affects personal understanding and creative 

expression. As Henry Schaefer-Simmern discusses in his book, The Unfolding of Artistic 

Creativity, the way in which ñéconcrete experience leads toward formation of order and 

organizationéò13 has me examining my questions about internal architecture and it is 

fascinating reading the conclusions of his experiments in creativity with the three samples he 

uses ñDefectives,ò ñDelinquents,ò and ñBusiness People.ò 

 

But even googling ñorder and organizationò led me to Abstraction in the formalization of 

organization theory14 Opening sentence of the Abstract: ñIn many organization theories, the 

interpretation frame is the most important part of the theoryò! A PDF on Organization 

Theory! and I want to read that too. Every path I am tempted to followed, that I presented to 

Peter at our meeting, as an area of study, he would ask if that contributed to my Major 

Project and for the most part, these pieces do not particularlyðthough that could be argued 

if I had an extra 6 months. So I am being ñencouragedò to focus and get this Project and 

Project Report finished on time! I will do my very best. These other areas of study will just 

have to wait. 
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We talked about my pyramid piece and I mentioned the process of ñneedle feltingò, and of 

course Peter asked if it was going to contributeéetc. and I had sort of thought that it might 

be a technique that I could use to create the grass in the right side panel depicting nature. And 

so that was an ok thing to pursue. As I saidðreally narrowing this down and economizing 

my time so that I am solely focused on getting it done. 

 

Itôs been fun. I am not happy that it will come to an end. Feeling a bit anxious evenð

likeð what then? Even though I will accomplish my goal, there seems to be so much more 

left unaddressed. 

 

I am honed in on my pyramid. It is changing quite a bit. For starters, Peterôs wife, who had 

joined us, commented on my plan to have the easel and pencils, so people could draw. That is 

an option that I have discussed with Peterðasked for his input and considered his answers, 

but Elaine (hope I heard her name right) challenged me to think about the audience and what 

an audience might independently feel like contributingðnever mind what I need them to do to 

fulfill my goal of making my piece interactive, to prove my point about shared creative 

expression connecting people to each other and to the environment. And she suggested that 

she might want to write something, and I thought about clayðand the visual of my pyramid 

piece accompanied by a childôs small pale wood school desk with ñcraftò stuff, writing paper 

and pencils, came to mind and altogether just getting a bit unwieldy in concept, and so I am 

stepping back a bit. But also keeping timing in mind. I donôt have a lot of time to tweak the 

concepts, or add too many new skill-sets, to complete this. 

 
 

 

ñWhat inspires you?ò 

 

I decided this morning that the piece HAS TO be accompanied by the childôs school desk 

with craft suppliesðpaper, crayons, paint, plasticine, stuffðand a little sign ñWhat inspires 

you?ò displayed next to my piece!! I am so excited! Itôs a great visual! I can tack a small 

drawing to the cork board just to get people thinking. Knowing me it will be a stick figure. 
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Anyway, I have asked my painter friend John Leonard, to paint the sky for my ñnatureò panel. 
 

I am going to give ñfeltingò a go and see what I can do with grass and the tree. I plan to 

make the girl on the swing using polymer and metal. And the toys in the grass will be a 

couple of pieces I have around. 
 

Feeling Great!!! 
 

 

In the studio: Working on the back and side panels 
 

 
FIGURE 77. Working on the back; cutting the foamcore 

 

I added the money wedge, the cork and wood trim, some ñartò to the left side and 

some newspaper headlines to the right side. 

 
FIGURE 78. Money wedge, cork and wood trim, ñartò and headlines 
 

 

 



71 
 

 

Side panel: Environmental destruction 

 

So this was my new bright idea. The side pictured hereðthe right side of the pyramid, is the side 

that will depict the pollution of the environment, taking up ӏ of this side, and the corporate head 

offices responsible for the environmental destruction built in the upper ӎ. I had this poster that 

was originally supposed to be an option for the left side of the pyramid - something to inspire 

people to drawðbut that side has changed and this poster was sitting around doing nothing. I 

thought it would make a good foundation for slopping the oil and dead stuff on. The plexiglass 

would be screwed in place over top of this polluted scene from nature. 

(the environment ñscrewedò) And then I would build the head offices at the top. 
 
 

 
FIGURE 79. Pyramid side view with the beauty of the environment poster, and drawer 
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I have the photo of the beauty of the environment mounted on heavy cardboard. It is truly 

a beautiful photo. Going to feel very sad to dirty it up. I need to sort out how to represent 

oil leaking all over it. I have decided to sandwich the ñoilò between two pieces of 

transparent acetate. That way the photo will still be unblemished, and the pollution will be 

contained. Unlike real life. 

 

I need to think about how to depict the oil and I have discarded any product that smells, 

decomposes, runs, or dries. It needs to look liquid-like without being liquid. It needs to 

stay where it is without leaking. And it needs to be black. 

FIGURE 80. Colour experiment: Vaseline and shoe polish 
 
 

I decided that Vaseline should work. But how to turn it black?? I first tried black shoe 

polish. It looks spotty and not an even blend. Plus, within about 15 minutes I was sneezing 

and coughing. Threw that one out! My next experiment was with India ink. That was a 

disaster. I am going to try oil paint. That seems like it should work. 

 

 
FIGURE 81. Colour experiment: Vaseline and oil paint 
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This is the Vaseline and oil paint [Figure 81]. I just want it to be black and to not get dry and 

crumbly. I did this experiment a few days ago and it is still malleable. Donôt know what that 

means in the long run, but I am making an inner envelop for this part of the side panel. The inner 

envelope, which will have the oil spill and depict the damage of climate change, and 

environmental destruction, will be sealed on all sides and sandwiched between the plexiglass 

cover on top and the nature photo underneath. If itôs sealed, the ñoilò will hopefully not dry out. I 

did as much research as I could to see what Vaseline does over a long period. I couldnôt find 

much info. But I did find an artist who makes art with motor oil! That would really stink. 
 

And itôs too runny for my piece. I think the Vaseline should be ok, and the oil paint is just to 

tintðmaybe a teaspoon to two tablespoons of Vaseline. 

 

 

FIGURE 82. Holes in plexiglass cover (left); preliminary street planning (right) 
 

I have drilled holes in the corners of the plexiglassðstill with its protective cover. With the 

plexiglass placed, but not screwed in, I have loosely sketched the buildings that will be on 

top of the oil spill/climate change feature. 

 

I have asked a friend of mine who does 3D printing to make the logos for the buildings. I will 

make the buildings in polymer. Before I bake them, I will make ñseatsò for the logos and glue 

them in once the buildings are baked. I have attached two of the logos and I am picking up 

the other two this afternoon. 
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FIGURE 83. Making the oil spills 

 

Here I am starting to apply the ñoil.ò I am hesitant to really fill it totally, as I had envisioned 

it originally. The oil seems to mask my images and I donôt know what to do yet. I donôt want 

to use a solvent to clean up areas, because I donôt know how a solvent will react once I have 

sealed the envelope. I will wipe some oil off so that some of the fish and animals show, and I 

can add more plastic garbage to the black gunk afterwards 

 
FIGURE 84. Oil spill and creatures 
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I had the imagery printed on both transparency as well as card stock, to see how the images 

would look against the forest backdrop, and the transparencies get lost, are barely visible over 

the deep green. I havenôt decided yet if that is ok with meðor if there is a way to make it 

work. If I use the pictures on card stock I donôt want the edges to show. They need to be 

amidst the destruction. I will have to play with it a bit today. I picked great images and I 

would like them to be readable. 

 

Two other features that I will include will be the hourglass that Peter suggested and alsoðI 

keep getting images of eyes grouped like a school of fish somewhere near the top. I like the 

concept of ñwatching,ò watchers see what is happening, so I will probably pick up some 

magazines from Value Village and cut out my ñschoolò of eyes. The hourglass, I thought 

about it and I know that an actual 3D hourglass wouldnôt fit the flat format, but I can cut an 

hourglass out of the acetate I have around. I think I will draw the outline in gold with a 

brown base and topðtwo sides with the sand sandwiched. I took Bease to the beach and 

picked up some sand so I can have the sand all but drained through to the bottom. It will be 

fun! Then I have to make the buildings from polymer above this mess. 

 

If I can have that panel done by next week, then I will start on the next drawerðthe suburban 

one. I want to finish the final panel, with the tree, but if I am ñfeltingò the tree and grass, I 

have to wait for the felting workshop which isnôt until the 29th of the month. Marilyn assures 

me that I can pretty much finish the basic tree and grass in one day! I can add detail afterward, 

so I am hoping it will just be a few days work. John painted the sky for me. I gave him 

chocolate. I will still have to make the little girl on the swing. So I should be pretty close to 

on-schedule. I am worried about finishing the drawers though. They will take a long time to 

do properly. I donôt like hasty work, but I donôt have much choice. And I still have to do the 

writing. At least with the writing I can just sit and write, I donôt have to run out and buy 

supplies, or experiment with techniques. 
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On the left [Figure 85] is the initial picture without folding the top piece over. On the right I 

have started to add the oil around the photos of climate change destruction. And I have 

folded it to see how that looks. I need it to look compressed. I keep trying to make it look 

more organized and coherent, but it isnôt supposed to look ñprettyò and perhaps the 

messiness is actually a good message. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 85. Oil spills and climate destruction, two views 

 

I have decided that, at the bottom where the animals are, I will have to add some bloodð

join them with a trail of blood. I think I can get away with nail polish for that one. 

 

I will have to start at the elephants, a trail of blood from their faces, joined to the tiger and 

camel. I can paint the tusks ivory. Need to feature more than just the industrial damage. The 

decimation of the animal population is another tragedy that the elite support for the purpose 

of status. 
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I am going to have to clean it up today. Taking some time to let the images evolve is pretty 

important. I am worried about time. The more I work on this featureðthe destruction of the 

environmentðthe more issues I see that should be included. I will be limited by time, but 

this image is in an envelope and if there is time perhaps down the road, if I feel it becomes 

really important to tell a bigger story, I can replace this envelope with a different, more 

comprehensive one. 

 

I spent a couple of hours yesterday trying to make the hourglass in acetate, and in the end I 

found that there was static in the acetate and it seemed to keep emptying the bottom sand up 

into the top of the hourglass. I could try to find an anti-static spray today, but I have also 

found some hourglass images online and one of them could work just on its own. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 86. .Hourglasses 

 

The one on the left could be printed on card stock and added to the pictures. The one on the 

right could be printed on transparencyðtwo of themðand filled with sand. I could spray the 

anti-static first. The problem with this oneðas with the one that I made, is that the sides have 

to be sealed and that interferes with the clean edge. I may just go for the top image. I like the 
 

ñflameò colour. It implies urgency. There were some wonderful environmental 

hourglasses and if I had time I would make one of those. 

 

So this is the panel finished! I am so freaking happy with it! This process feels like the closest 
 

I have come to ñpaintingò, organizing a flat surface, finger-painting with the oil. That is part of 
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why I am so excited about this piece. Itôs not in a box! Itôs on the outside! Iôm just bubbling 
 

with excitement! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 87. Oil spill panel, complete 
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I got the ñschoolò of eyes. It looks very good. I had the idea for the eyes as I was placing the 

small fish at the bottom of the stream. In my vision, the eyes were also grey tones and I had to 

find B & W photos that used the same colour values as the school of fish and I wondered 

about that connection. I imagine they relate in the way they dart about, move through 

water/air in the same way. At least that is how I ñfeelò them. Watching eyes/darting fish. 

Move through without affecting anything. 

 

And I added the hour-glass that looks like it is in the fire. And I have the environment as it is 

devastated by climate change. And I have dead fish, and the animals hunted for status, 

connected by a trail of blood. I have tried to stick to environmental damage that underscores 

the contribution of wealth and status to the elite. Though, just about every aspect of 

corporate capitalism does that. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FIGURE 88. Environment panel; mounted (right) 
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There are a couple of weak areas in the double sided sticky tape that holds it together. It was 

hard to contain the Vaseline and paint and some of it ended up on the tape so that is isnôt 

stickingðjust a couple of areasðabout 3" total. I have decided to patch these with duct tape. 

I was going to try to invisibly mend them, but I donôt actually have a problem with using duct 

tape to hold things together. Itôs fine. 

 

So, I just have to mount it on the side panel and screw in the plexiglass cover. Then Iôll make the 

buildings, paint the logos and glue them in. Hope to have all this done by Tues or Wed. 

 
 

 

A traipse through the creative process 

 

I have finished the Schaefer-Simmern book and I have learned quite a bit about his theory 

of the unfolding of creative activity. I understand and agree with his observations, 

conclusions and basic theory, for the most part, though I feel it is limited. 

 

He sees the necessity to set aside the ñrules of artò, that isðaccepted technical methods of 

interpreting visual inspiration through the media of paint, pencil or clay activities. He 

proposes that, ñéartistic activity is an autonomous operation, independent of conceptual 

calculation and abstract thinking, but based upon sensuous creation and óvisual thinkingô of 

relationships of form.ò15 He disagrees with the ñfixationò on ñéthe mass production of so-

called artistséò trained in the accepted ñé art-educational movement.ò By this I think he is 

referring to, what he might see as becoming adept at ñcopyingò from nature. I donôt know that 

I agree with his views of creativity as being independent of ñabstractò thinking. That doesnôt 

seem right if I am understanding this. 

 

In his experiments with the different populations he sets out to map the creative process 

unimpeded by formal educational training. He encourages his students to consider their own 

progress, to continually re-evaluate their work and to ñmake it betterò until they feel it is 
 

ñwholeò. He is encouraging and supportive. His theory then, is loosely, that all people, 

no matter their intellectual level, age, class background, personal psychological make-up, 

careerðall people possess innate creativity. 
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Creativity, in his view, seems to be a visual ñunfoldingò of order-making in artistic expression. 
 

Remembering Marion Milner had used that same analogy of ñorder-makingò. For Schaefer-

Simmern, he sees his students developing both a deeper understanding of visual information 

and the ability to recreate this depth of understanding through mediaðpaint, pencil and clay. 

So his conclusions are the result of these experiments. He says that the unfolding of creativity 

is, ña natural attribute of manôs spiritual beingé[and] innermost compulsion to proceed to 

clearer, and richer visual cognition by independent visual judgement of his work.ò16 

 

Schaefer-Simmern refers to the ñéunbearable visual squalor of main streetéthe chaotic 

designs and shapes in most of our commoditiesélower the level of our present 

civilizationéò17 This observation appears to me to be primarily attached to environmental 

design. He seems to feel that the ñsqualorò and ñchaosò of our visual world creates a 

ñdeformed environmentò that does not, he opines, even compare favourably to the visual 

culture of ñprimitiveò people. This seems a bit thin to me since I believe that creativity, as 

a voice, has so much more potential to speak out and to connect people, than the design of 
 

ñMain Streetò and commodities. His need to find ñproductò for his process feels limited. 

 

His study of process has aspects that I can relate to. His solution for the chaos is found in 

the unfolding of creative process itself: 

 

The independent process of striving for definite order of form in the field of 

visual experience affects the individual as a psychophysical whole. Such 

striving helps to shape a more balanced personality by decisively furthering the 

organization or re-organization, the construction or re-construction of essential 

aspects of oneôs total functioningéthe results of such formative processes are of 

vital social importance in the present highly industrialized and mechanized 

civilization in which, more than ever, man needs an equalizing force for the 

development of his whole being.ò18 

 

This, he feels, will create more connection and more human values amongst 

the populations. 
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I agree that the process of creativity has an organizing and healing purpose in addition to 

producing art that connects the creator, through their voice, to others. But unless I have 

missed something, the concept of meaningful internal symbol formation is left out of his 

theory. One of the catalysts of my art-making has been the symbolic imagery that comes 

easily to me. I am always happy when some inexplicable image presents itself as perfect 

expression, only needing to be interpreted to glean the kernel of truth. 

 

Consider this ñsetting the stageò for my pondering of symbolic formation. I remember last fall 

when Peter was not responding or setting up meetings with meðall the time I was dealing with 

deeply personal shitðand I kept trying to explain to myself what was going on, and why 
 

I felt abandoned, and I kept getting images of ñtraining wheels,ò like the kind on kidsô bikes. I 

felt like the training wheels were off and I was on my own. I wasnôt sure if that was a good 

thing or a scary thingðor both. But I eventually figured that, since my journal was all pretty 

personal, what could he really say, or contribute? It was my personal journey. And so I just 

carried onðthe training wheels were off! This image really helped me get perspective on the 

function of mentorship and the responsibility to do the work that was mine alone. Symbolic 

imagery works well and is full of meaning. 

 

 

Symbol formation 

 

Back to symbol formation. I had a dream last night. In my dream I was struggling to climb a set of 

stairs in a dark wood stairwell. The stairs were so steep and long that I could not even imagine 

where the start was. But I was three steps from the top. And I was really struggling not to fall 

backwards. It was scary, and I knew that if I could just grasp the bannister on my left I could pull 

myself up. My left hand was virtually immobile behind my back and I didnôt know how to free 

my arm to move and allow my hand to grasp the bannister. But I had a sense that it was 

happeningðat glacial speedðbut there was movement towards saving myself. 

 

At the top of the stairwell was a baby-gate. I could see it there, and I knew that I had put it there at 

some point in time when I was up on the landing, to protect the baby from falling. It was firmly 

secured in place by multiple rounds of heavy-duty black tape, and tar. I knew it wouldnôt budge, 

but I figured once I got to the top I could step over it. I could picture my legs, 
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like in a cartoon, growing long enough. I was most worried about losing my balance 

and falling backward. 

 

And here I was on the ñwrongò side of the baby-gate. It was a tense and frightening dream 

and I woke still struggling to free my arm and pull myself up. Symbols. I woke up wondering 

what it meant. And after briefly thinking it was about my struggle to finish my pyramid piece, 

I got stuck on the ñbaby-gateò image and I realized it had to do with taking the really hard, 

and totally unfamiliar position of setting boundaries and protecting myselfðlike an adult. 

And doing it in a way that I was not a ñvictimò, nor in a position of powerlessness, but just 

taking a stand for my own self-protection in, what I hope, is a confident way. 

 

Getting past the baby-gate to adulthood. That is what I feel is close to the last significant step 

of my transformation. Though, with every epiphany I think I am thereðI find it is just another 

plateau. 

 

So, symbolsðSchaefer-Simmernôs theory doesnôt seem to me to include internal symbol 

formation and it is that internal activity that has, for me, provided such a healing aspect to my 

study, has moved me and transformed me. I agree with his theory, and yet I find it falls short, 

excluding a significant aspect of the value of creative process. It is symbol-making that has 

been the main source of creativity, my voice. Schaefer-Simmern leaves this out entirely in 

this book. 

 

I see he has written another book, perhaps he gets to symbol formation in this book.ð 
 

Consciousness of Artistic Form: A Comparison of the Visual, Gestalt Art Formations of Children, 

Adolescents, and Layman Adults with Historical Art, Folk Art, and Aboriginal Art 19 

 

I am done reading for now and need to devote the rest of the semester to building my pyramid. 

 

I think that the one really simple lesson that I have learned over the course of my studies is 

the act of paying attention. Skimming the surface leaves us unconnected to the substance of 

our lives. On a personal level, the one contribution that this past year and half has provided 

me is the lesson that everything I need is already within me, I just need to pay attention to the 

voiceðeven if I donôt understand itðyet. Where it comes from is still the mystery for me. 
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FIGURE 89. A blast from the past, a cartoon by John Leachðour drawing instructorðfrom our 
1972 yearbook. My drawing class from Sheridan. 
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Simply viewing a product of creativity through the larger lens of the commodity market, 

without the ability and willingness to step apart from acquisition and appreciate and value 

both the expression and simultaneously to inhale the piece of the artistôs soul shared 

throughðLewis Hydeôs termðthe ñgift,ò is merely an exercise of self-aggrandizement. 

 

This is also what Schaefer-Simmern guides his students to achieveða depth of vision drawn 

from internal pattern-making processes, processes that he sees as innate in everyone. And 

this ability to pay deeper attention, to both internal processes as well as external expression is 

the catalyst to the unfolding of creativity. This is how art should be taught in schools. Maybe 

it was, and I just wasnôt paying attention! 

 
 

 

The Buildings 

 

Starting on the buildings today. I have a picture in mind. I want to portray the head offices in 

an almost cartoonish image. I am not going for accuracy. Just rectangles with windows. 

Nothing fancy. I have googled the actual head offices of these companies and there are 

numbers of them in various locations. Some are sprawling one story manufacturing 

buildings, and some are low-rise or fancy, and modern looking. I just want a slice of 

cityscapeðtall buildings with the logos on top. 

 

I picked up white, grey and adobe polymer. I will likely do three of the four buildings in a 

cement look and one in brick. I have been thinking about the windows. I have this idea: I will 

make the armature for the buildings out of tin. They will be very low relief. Only the Peabody 

building on the left will be angled, the others just flat, front, mixed heights. I have a loose 

drawing. 

 

Soðthe windows. I first just assumed that I would stamp rectangular window shapes into the clay 

before baking. I may still do that. But I did think about using clear acetate for the windows. I 

considered the window opening with the environmentðthe green treesðshowing. 
 

But that didnôt seem right. I thought about using a tinted acetate, but I have no idea where 

to buy that. I am trying to be efficient with my time and not spend it shopping. BUT I 

remembered that, when I got the photocopies of the destruction of the environment, I got 
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transparencies done as well. What I will try first is to bake a building on the tin armature. I 

can separate the clay from the tin using parchment paper and remove the building from the tin 

after baking. Then I can put one of the transparencies over the tin and put the building back so 

that the windows will contain the images from the destruction of the environment. I donôt 

know that the actual imagery will be clear, but I will see how effective that is. Could work 

well! Stay tuned. 

 

I was just looking at that side panel and considering what to do about the gap that bulges on 

either side due to the stuff glued to the surface and I have had a brilliant idea! I can use IV 

tubingðor some sort of clear plastic tubing and create thermometers that can frame the 

edges. I can use a metal rod up the middle to represent the mercury. I can secure it by drilling 

a hole in the wood at the base and gluing it in place. I can use felting material that starts at 

white and gradually blend in shades of black and orange to represent the rising temperature so 

that I donôt have to use a liquid. I could put these on one or both sides of the plexi. 

 

I am excited about the idea of the thermometer, but I am not positive I will do it because I like 

the images without a frame of any kind. I am still thinking that I can stuff bits of foliage on the 

sides. Nothing too bushy but enough that the edges of the plexi provide a visual continuation 

of the images sandwiched between it and the surface of the pyramid. Perhaps I could make 

one thermometer for one side and bits of foliage for the other side. 

 

I was also thinking of a thermometer as I was considering the windows in the building. I have 

the transparencies of the devastated environment, but I am not sure if I have enough for two 

of the buildings that would need itðPeabody and Exxon. For Pfizer I need to look up what 

the damage is. And for Lockheed Martin I would have to add human carnage. I included 

Lockheed-Martin, as war is a huge source of wealth for the elite. Trying to remember Marilyn 
 

Waringôs film, Whoôs Counting: Sex, Lies and Global Economics, the film that changed 

my life, as she was explaining British economist, John Maynard Keynesô economic theory 

of ñwartime prosperityò, a time when everyone is working, and why there is always war 

somewhere on the planet. That film, from 1997, just as relevant now, maybe even more so, 

should be on every personôs list of required viewing. 
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Anyway, back to the thermometer. I could have a photocopy made that could be placed behind the 

windows of one of the buildings. Still thinking about it. I plan to make the buildings today. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FIGURE 90. Getting started (upper left); Peabody building (upper right); paper patterns (lower left); 
the original drawing (lower right) 

 

I forgot to photograph the tin armature cutting process but there is a tin armature under the 

polymer building facade in this photo. And the really exciting discovery, that I can cut the 

tin with a matte knife! Yay time-saving! 
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FIGURE 91. Making the armature: tools (upper left); the baked building (upper right); painted Peabody 

 

I have started to add the windowsðcutouts from the transparencies. from the start, up to this 

pointð6 hours of work. Hopefully work will go a bit faster now that I have made the first 

one. That is usually how things go. If this panel takes till the end of the week I will still be on 

schedule. Well, the new revised scheduleðend of project panic. 
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So, as I am thinking about the windows I realize that these images will make a statement and I 

am going to have to choose imagery with that in mind. I may be able to use some of what I 

have already got printed up, but I am looking for more images that are relevant to the 

corporations that I have highlighted here. 

 

For Peabodyðthe coal industryðit is not difficult to find images of gas fires from the 

mines and sick miners. Exxon is the sameðoil leaks, fires, oil-covered wildlife and dead 

whalesð lots of images. Really depressing me. 

 

I am looking for imagery for Pfizer. I found illegal ñguinea pigò drug trials that have really 

damaged people. I have little piles of pills. I have to focus on why I chose Pfizer. I felt that I 

needed a pharmaceutical company because of the damage to humanityðthe side effects, the 

fact that drug companies create customers and not cures. The opioid crisis. Doctors who get 

kick-backs, research that is funded by pharmaceutical companiesðthinking of Nancy Olivieri 

who lost her job over her decision to share information with drug test subjects on the dangers 

of the drug they were testing. There is so much corruption and so little actual effort to end 

diseaseðmore on disease management which makes more money. It is pretty despicableðbut 

what imagery? I watch the ads on TV and the pharmaceuticals adsðstart with a brief ñpoor 

youò followed by an excited ñwe can help!ò and the visuals of happy people with a voice over 

of all the side-effects that could potentially be worse for you than the original problem, right 

up to leaving you dead!! And all the happy images in the world cannot drown out that list of 

side-effects. They are evil!!  

 

And this oneðselling water pics for cleaning your teethð ñDentists all say that flossing is the 

most important thing you can do, but ñstringò flossing is a hassle.òðand every time I see that 

adðI yell at my TVð ñNO IT ISNôTò. That advertisers depend on presenting a problem Ÿ 

presenting their solution = sales. FFS. 

 

Reminded of thisð ñCapitalism is the astounding belief that the most wickedest of men will do 

the most wickedest of things for the greatest good of everyoneòðJohn Maynard Keynes. 

 

I have had the photos for the windows printed up. I found some good war scenes and weapons for 

the Lockheed-Martin building. I would LOVE it if I could find some tiny action figures to 
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make small scenes in behind the windows. That would be excellent! Thinking of the chess 

set from the Louvre with tiny dioramas in glass cubes under the chess board. I could make 

the figures myself and that would be fun. I would only need an extra couple of months to do 

that. Well, if I feel like it I can still do that once school is finished. 

 

Going to board Bease today and try to plow through getting the buildings done. I finished 

the tin armatures yesterday. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 92. Progress on the buildings 

 

I have done Peabody in the grey, and Exxon in the adobe colour. I keep seeing Pfizer in 

white and I havenôt been too sure why. But white is the colour of pills. As I look at the 

arrangement of buildings I can see that the Pfizer building, bordered on both sides by the 

Exxon and L-M, is quite slim and probably no space for the windows and photos that I 

picked out. BUT this leaves the building to be a perfect shape for a pill! And so I have 

decided to make it as a pill! Very happy about that. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 92. The Pfizer building as a pill 
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I still have to sand and polish Exxon and Pfizer. Will do that today. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 93. Sanding and polishing the buildings prior to installation 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FIGURE 94. The buildings sanded and polished 
 
 

 

Offstage 

 

About two weeks ago Iôd had a call from a production and they wanted a coin madeðdouble 

sided silver dollar-ish coin that was, ñénot supposed to look like the coin in Batmanò. (which I 

havenôt seen) and they sent me a photo of a coin that looked exactly like a silver dollar and I 

googled it and they can be bought online for $20. I didnôt understand what they wanted me to 
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