
Well, let’s face it, this year has been more boring than 
most, but , then again,  not as boring as others. Merry 
Christmas, everyone! Hope it’s been a great year for 
y’all! Now, to translate for you Yankees , that’s Texan 
for “you all”.  
 

Texas Tornado!! 
The year started out with a real bang! I was peacefully 
doing my work in front of my computer when Genelle 
came around and announced that there was a tornado 
occurring in Sugar Land, even as she spoke (Genelle is 
our secretary, who is also the boss’s wife!). Needless 
to say, I drove home in great trepidation, figuring I’d 

find my cats hanging from the trees.  The traffic was 
really bad by the First Colony Mall. Apparently, Dil-
lards had been hit and it had taken out the eastern 
wall of the store! When I got to my street, the first 
thing I saw was all the emergency vehicles up a cou-
ple houses from mine. Oh, boy! Not a good sign! I 
pulled into my driveway. Everything looked okay. I 
went into the house and checked all the cats and win-
dows. Nothing wrong. Boy, was I lucky! Just two 
houses up the street, the tornado had blown the ga-
rage door off one garage and blown out most of the 
windows in another house. Another neighbor was 
missing his back fence. I’m not sure if they ever did 

find it! Funny thing was that my windchimes, that I 
had hanging in my tree out back were still there!  
Well, As Rosanne Rosanna Danna said…”There’s al-
ways something...if it ain’t one thing it’s another!..you 
can never tell from one minute to the next what‘s 
gonna‘ happen.” 
 
 

Bluebonnet Art Sale 
 
Other than the tornado and working up the money to 
pay the Yard Nazis their yearly fee in January, the only 
thing of any interest in the first 3 months was the 
Bluebonnet Art Sale in Hempstead. I am including a 
picture of the sale so that you can see that we were 
beating off the crowds!! Okay, okay...it was a pretty 
poor year. The lilac painting shown there is one of 
mine. Some of the artists did well. Betty Moore sold 
quite a few prints. Betty Schulze, Bernell Kelly and a 
couple others sold some paintings, but, on the whole, 
it wasn’t too good. I know, I didn’t sell anything!  
 
The most exciting thing, for me, was the herd of long 
horn cattle that was pastured in the field right next to 
where the sale was occurring. I am also including a 
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Notice how many customers we had at our annual 
Hempstead Bluebonnet Art Sale! 

Well, okay, once in a while we did have some cus-
tomers. Betty Moore’s booth was very popular! 
That’s Betty’s set-up to the left. 



picture of the 
cattle. I in-
tend to incor-
porate them 
into some of 
my bluebon-
net paintings 
so that the 
whole time 
spent up 
there wasn’t 
a total 
waste!!  
 
We did have 
fun meeting 

with the Hempstead folks again! They are a very nice 

group of people.   
 

Assault on Fredericksburg!! 
Because the sale was not going so very well, Mary, 
Lori and myself decided to take a 3 day trip to Freder-
icksburg. Now, for you Yankees, this is the tourist 
Mecca of the Texas Hill Country. Scads of tourists de-
scend upon the Texas Hill Country every April to gaze 
in amazement upon the carpets of blue which are 
formed by the Bluebonnets.  
 
It was our mission to go to the hill country and take 
photos of everything in sight and return with plenty 
of material to paint for the next year.  We went into 
this mission with great relish!   
 

Wimberly 
 knick-knack Capital of The Hill Country! 

Lori said that the little town of Wimberly would be a 
good starting place. Now, I would say that Wimberly is 

a good second to 
Fredericksburg 
for being the 
knick-knack capi-
tal of Texas!  For 
those Yankees 
who are reading 
this from Maine, 
Wimberly is a lit-
tle, bitty town 
nestled in the 
Texas hills that 
could be com-
pared , some-
what, to the vil-
lage of Bar Har-
bor. There is a 

knick-knack 
shop every 3 
feet! Now, I 
know what 
you’re 
thinking...you’re saying to yourself…”Now just 
how many bluebonnet pictures are the girls 
going to take in Wimberly?”. Well, the answer 
to that is, not many, But, as you know, every 
good soldier has to reconnoiter the territory. 
Well, that’s what we did for half a 
day….reconnoiter!  
 
After this first reconnaissance mission, we ven-
tured forth on the perilous trip up the Devil’s 
Backbone. I really didn’t think that it merited 
that name, but , what the hey, I was willing to 
give’em a little leeway there. My first picture 
was taken on my belly at the first scenic turn-
out. Mary says I almost got flattened by a red 

Corvette which had just turned into the scenic turn-
off when I was spread eagled on the ground. This is 
just a glimpse into what dangers a really dedicated 
photographer-artist has to endure, and it set the 
pace for our coming days!   
 
Maybe our most perilous operation was turning the 
car around on two wheels when any one of the three 
of us spotted a likely candidate for the “ONE AND 

ONLY,  GREAT , MO-
MENTOUS PAINT-
ING”. I am including 
a snap of Lori and 
Mary snapping a 
lonely red bud tree. 
That just goes to 
show you how des-
perate we were. It 
turned out that this 
year was one of the 
poorest in history 
for the bluebonnet 
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Mary took this picture of Lori and myself 

on our reconnaissance mission in Wim-

berly right after we had some rations at a 

local restaurant! 

Local wildlife entertained us while we waited for the 

crowds to descend! 

Along the Devil’s Backbone at scenic turnoff. 

Mary and Lori snapping pictures! 

Mary and Lori in Wimberly 



“bloomage” . Would-
n’t you know, that it 
would take me years 
to get us together to 
do this, and the one 
year I pick is the 
worst one in which to 
go take pictures! 
 
 

Lucken-

bach, Texas  
 

Having navigated the 
Devil’s Backbone with-

out any mishaps, we found ourselves in the area of 
one of the best known watering holes in all of the 
United States. Yes, I’m talking about no other place 
than LUCKENBACH,  Texas. Not only have Whalen, Wil-
lie and the boys gone there, but now, Lori, Mary, and 
Nancy have gone there. Now, this wasn’t all that easy 
to find. Lori was navigating and navigated us right 
past it before we realized that we missed it. We made 
a slight detour to turn around. They have a large sign 
to welcome everyone to Luckenbach, but it was 
turned sideways to the main road; so, that you had to 
be fast to see it! But...never fear...the intrepid trio 
managed to find it! We promptly stopped to take a 
picture of me in front of the sign. I have, no need to 
say , also in-
cluded a 
snap of me 
in front of 
the 
“downtown” 
Luckenbach 
sign.  
 
We decided 
to drive on 
down to the 
town center. 
There 
seemed to be 
quite a crowd 
milling 
around down 
there.  We 
stopped at what looked to be a guy taking entry fees. 
There was a hand-written poster paper sign set up on 
a fencepost saying something about  - everyone was 
welcome to come to Jerry’s party. Just $5.00 for ad-
mission. Well, since we didn’t know a Jerry, we de-
cided to just drive through. This didn’t take long, 
maybe 6 seconds, if you stretch it. It looked like 
downtown Luckenbach was a big barn-dance hall and 

a bar across the 
street.  Now, we 
found out later that 
that party was for 
the well-known coun-
try singer – Jerry Jeff 
Walker. He had 
rented downtown 
Luckenbach for his 
birthday party. Not 
too shabby, huh? We 
also found out later 
that you could rent 
all of downtown 
Luckenbach for 
$1000.00 a day, and 
the dance hall went 
for $500.00 a day. 
So, remember that if 
you want a bang-up 
party for yourself!  
 
After driving through downtown Luckenbach, we 
continued on to “Uptown” Luckenbach, at least, 
that’s what the sign said. I am enclosing a snap of 
me and the Uptown Luckenbach sign. Now, uptown 
Luckenbach turned out to be an old granary and mill 
with someone’s house built right next to the gran-
ary. The house was a caution, too! Whoever lived 
there had caught a genuine Texas buzzard and had 
it caged up behind a fence. Now, I really couldn’t tell 
if it was really a buzzard or not, but it sure sounded 
loud and mean enough for one. The whole side yard 
was taken over by a series of makeshift tables made 
out of old, grayed planks of wood which were laid 
across upended logs. There were covered with sou-
venirs like old skulls, cow horns, rattle snake rattles, 
and several rocks. The rocks had obviously been 
taken out of the gravel in the  driveway and some-
one had written in magic marker —–> “Born and 
raised in Luckenbach, Texas” on them. They were 
for sale for $2.00. A bargain, right? I half expected 
the kid from the movie “Deliverance” (you know, the 
one that had Burt Reynold’s in it) to start playing the 
“Dueling 
Banjos”. 
We went 
on into the 
“shop”. I 
found a 
Lucken-
bach, 
Texas T-
shirt and 
went up to 
the front 
to pay for 
it. All that 
was there 
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Mary poses in a cypress tree 
along the south fork of the 

Mary is dedicated to getting THAT shot! 
This is along the south fork of the Guada-



was an old coffee can that had a handwritten message 
on the side—–> “Texas Honor System-just leave the 
price of the items in the can”. Quaint, huh? Anyway, if 
you’re ever passing through Luckenbach, make sure 
to check out BOTH uptown and downtown Lucken-
bach! 
 
We then proceeded to the legendary “Willow Loop” 
which is located between Fredericksburg and Llano. 
That was a pretty little drive,  but they had a very un-
friendly little sign saying not too hold up traffic along 
this one way loop (also one lane, by the way) by stop-
ping to take pesky tourist type pictures. Okay, it was-
n’t worded exactly like that, but close. We disobeyed 
this a couple of times trying to get some good blue-
bonnet pictures. As I mentioned, the flowers weren’t 
as good as previous years, but it was still nice. After 
the Willow Loop, we proceeded to Fredericksburg. 

  
Descent on Fredericksburg  

We had spent a long, hard day on our reconnaissance 
mission and photography expedition. We descended 
on Fredericksburg , tired but happy. We checked into 
the hotel . As we were coming out of the office a bus 
full of screaming teenagers pulls up. We have, appar-
ently, reserved a room in the same hotel as high 
school class trip! Oh, boy! This should be good !   Ac-
tually, though, the kids were quite quiet. Mary heard, 
when she went up to the office, that they had got 
themselves in a little trouble, while we were at sup-
per, by throwing water balloons over the upstairs bal-
cony and were grounded. So, good thing for 
us...because it kept them quiet! 
 

Assault on the Hill Country!!  

Next day, we strike out for Kerrville. We 
photographed 113 old oak trees on the 
way (okay, maybe not that many, but we 
stopped a lot!). We traveled through Kerr-
ville after stopping at Walgreen’s to re-
stock our film supplies which we had al-
ready exhausted! 
 
We then traveled along the banks of the 
Guadalupe through some lovely country 
occupied by some rich folks! Hunt, Texas 
seemed to attract a wealthy clientele! We 
drove on to check out Lost Maples State 
park. We took pictures of old stumps, 
prickly pear cactus, mountain laurels, blue-
bonnets, a couple horses and a goat pas-
ture. So far, we had not really encountered 
any of the really pretty “carpets of blue”. 
We trudged on past the Rio Frio (took pic-
tures, of course), and on through Uvalde. 
We circled up by the Y-O Ranch . On a 

whim, we hung a right after the Y-O Ranch and 
lucked upon the prettiest pasture of the whole trip! 
It was just carpeted in bluebonnets. We were unable 
to find a way to get into it, though, for quite a ways. 
They had a few “No Trespassing” signs up and 
barbed wire, you know. I guess, to keep Yahoos 
from Houston, who want to photograph bluebon-
nets, OUT of their pastures! Anyway, we finally stop 
just to take pictures over the fence. Luckily, I spied 
with my little eye, a place where some previous Ya-
hoos from Houston had spread the fence wire apart 
just enough so that we could sneak through! GREAT!  
Mary and me were through there quicker than 

grease through a tin horn! I am including a few of 
the wonderful photos we took that day. I even won 
an award in a Lone Star Art Guild show for photogra-
phy on one of these pictures! So far I’ve used them 
to do two paintings, but have a lot more in the 
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Mary took this in the pasture —pretty, huh? 

This one won me an award in the Professional Photography division of our Lone 
Star Art Guild show in October – 1st honorable mention! 



works!   
 
After that field, we drove on hoping to find another 
one. Mary got snaps of a couple of deer running and 
some wild turkeys, but that field was the height of our 
photographic expedition! 
 
We made it back to Frederickburg and went through it 
to Stonewall. Lori had seen several signs for wineries 
while we were photographing and wanted to check 
one of them out for a “wine tasting” foray. 
 
 
We stopped at the Grape Creek vineyards just as the 
door was about to close. Lori charmed them into let-
ting us in. Mary and Lori spent some happy time tast-
ing the wines while I, as designated driver, shopped 
the knick-knack shop which was attached (of course). 
I managed to drag them away a lot happier than when 
they went in. Geesh! They spent the rest of the day 
smiling A LOT! 
 
We hit the wild flower seedery on the way back to 

Fredericksburg. Mary took pictures of the bluebon-
nets that they had growing which were not blue! 
Cool!  
 
The last day we spent on a quick trip up to Llano 
and did some more photographing! After the morn-
ing spent up there, we came back for some serious 
pillaging into the knick-knack shops and galleries of 
Fredericksburg.  We did some damage there and , 
then, reluctantly, headed home. Bummer! The end of 
another great ART EXPEDITION! 

Moccasins and Mutts!! 
 
You remember Maxine from last year, don’t you?  
Maxine is my neighbor’s dog. Maxi and I go running 
a lot.  This year, we both are trying to lose weight! 
Well, I might have made a slight error in judgment 
earlier this year! I decided to take Maxi for a late af-
ternoon walk. Now, that, in itself, is not remarkable. 
However, we were full of pep and vigor at the end  
of our run (which was remarkable); so, we decided 
to go down by the creek so that Maxi could go for a 

dip. Not being too bright, I even said to myself, 
“Now, self, don’t you know that water moccasins 
like to come out and sun themselves just at twi-
light when the sun goes down?” I says back to 
myself “ Aw, heck, Maxi LOVES to go swimming 
and we never have met into one down there be-
fore….so, what the heck?!”  Disregarding the 
good advice I was giving myself, we toddle on 
down by the creek. Maxi went in for her dip, and 
I was way out in the field trying to evade the in-
evitable shaking that came after every dip. I no-
ticed that she was stopped and was sniffing at a 
long, brown stick. Now, wait a minute...that 
stick had a curve at the other end from Maxi. 
The curve was angled up and rose about 1 foot 
off the ground. Uh,oh...the stick seems to  have 
a triangular shaped head. I saw the ole’ grand-
daddy moccasin turn toward Maxi, and  begin to 
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Bluebonnet panorama between Fredericksburg and Llano! 



stare Maxi down. Maxi,  not being an altogether too 
bright dog sometimes...was sniffing its tail as though 
to say “Howdy Doo”.  I was having an apoplexy in the 
middle of the field yelling at Maxi to “Come On Over 
here!!” She sort of looked up at me as if to say “ 
what’s the problem, I’m just saying hello, here?” Even-
tually, I managed to get her to understand that I 
wanted her over by me, IMMEDIATELY!! Geesh...dumb 
dog! Between the two of us we didn’t have a whole 
brain, I’m afraid! That moccasin was at least 4 to 5 
feet long. It’s middle looked to be about 8 inches 
around, maybe 3 inches across! I’m not kidding, it 
was a Granddaddy, for sure! We lucked out, though, 
because he just ,meandered down yonder to the  
creek and left us alone.  
 
Two important things I have learned while walking 
Maxine… 
 
   1. Never cross an earthern bridge over a creek 
 when the creek is going over it (That was last 
 year’s fiasco!) 
  2.  Never walk down by a Texas creek at sundown! 
 
I wonder if Maxi will remember those two important 
lessons. A dog’s memory, now that brings me to an-
other observation. Have you ever noticed that dog’s 
have a one track mind? Maxi will go in for a dip in the 
creek. While she’s down there chasing rabbits, cranes, 
egrets, and I really don’t want to know what else...I’m 
walking along the bank watching the fool dog. Since 
she’s up to her chest in water, the birds are pretty 
safe. When she comes out of the water, she goes after 
rabbits on the bank, the mud makes her feet slide out 
from under her and she gets pretty messy, but the 
rabbits get away. Now, since she’s not my dog, I don’t 
worry about the messy part. That’s the best part of 
“borrowing” your neighbor’s dog. When she rolls in 
week dead animal remains or skids and falls in the 
mud...I don’t have to worry about my house getting 

all gunked up. Now, Laura might not appreciate it, 
but, hey, that’s part of being a dog owner, right??!!! 
Anyway, I got off my train of thought there,  didn’t I?  
Well, we walk down quite a way and then Maxi de-
cides to come out. I call to her from the bank, but, 
since she entered the stream a 100 feet back, well, 
then, by golly, that’s where she has to get out. So I 
have to wait while she sniffs and pokes her way back 
to her point of origin and then comes out to join 
me. Now does that make sense to you? Is this a dog 
thing, do you think? 
 

Roofs and Gutters !! 
The next thing that I would like to expound upon 
concerns two of my pet peeves. Well, one, really, if 
you consider that they are sort of connected like 
bread and butter. I am talking of none other than —
– yes, you guessed it  —> roofs and gutters. Mostly, 
gutters. I don’t think they do’em right here in Hous-
ton. Now, in Dallas, they did’em right. You know 
what I mean...the type of gutters that are attached 
by brackets that run under the gutter to help sup-
port them. The gutters here in Houston are attached 
by long spikes which go through the top of the gut-
ter and into the edging of the house. Well, I don’t 
think they did mine right and I’m constantly having 
to crawl up on that garage roof and nail those suck-
ers back in. I am not a happy camper when I have to 
do that. I, personally, do not like to walk around on 
roofs. There is something vaguely life threatening 
about the while procedure and, being basically 
klutzy, I am not the best roof walker in town. Well, I 
had an art club meeting on Saturday morning. The 
damn gutter was sagging, and I KNEW the yard Na-
zis would cite me for saggy gutters, if I didn’t hop to 
it and fix it.  It was forecast to be a gully whomper 
later that day; so, I knew that I had better make hay 
while the sun shone , so to speak. Now, let me di-
gress a little, because when I mentioned “forecast” 

Page 6 

This is a shot of my house. That’s the garage roof and the infamous gutter that ALWAYS sags! 



that brought to mind another pet peeve of 
mine...Texas weathermen could not forecast a sunny 
day in a desert! They are pretty bad about foretelling 
the weather down here. Of course, that could be be-
cause it changes , sometimes, in an hour from 80 
degree weather to 40 degree weather. Texas is a 
little flaky that way.  Anyway...back on the topic. I 
get the ladder out. That all by itself, must keep my 
neighbor’s in stitches for days. If you don’t find the 
right balance point on these 24 foot extension lad-
ders, you’re shit out’a luck, let me tell you. You can 
swing and dance with that thing like you were doing 
a tap dance. I try to play it cool, because I don’t like 
to look like I don’t know what I’m doing (even 
though, mostly, that’s the truth). So, I try to make it 
look like I meant to knock the light cover off the 
outside light with the end of my ladder , because I 
had to change that bulb I just broke, anyway, right?  
Yeah, well, eventually, I manhandle it up against the 
house. I stick the hammer down the front of my 
shorts, because, bright girl here, doesn’t have a 
handyman’s belt like she should have, you under-
stand. I stick the replacement spikes in my pocket, 
just in case the spikes that were in the gutter have 
gone to the happy hunting ground which could be 
anywhere within a half a mile of my house.  I start 
up the ladder.  You may not know this, but the proc-
ess of climbing a ladder involves lifting up your leg, 
a little bit, and about half way up the ladder, I im-
pale my thigh with the spikes that I had put in my 

pocket. Well, okay, not impale, exactly, but poked 
my leg enough so that I was turning the air  blue 
around that ladder!  After rearranging the spikes, I 
continue up the ladder. As I almost get to the top, 
the hammer falls through my shorts’ leg and falls on 
top of the light bulb cover that I had carefully  
placed at the bottom of the ladder. It had survived 
the crashing of the outdoor light by landing on the 
lawn, but did not manage to survive the hammer, 
I’m afraid. Well, now I was really upset! I climbed 
back down, got the hammer, secured it a little bet-
ter, and climbed up that ladder at a killer pace work-
ing on the assumption that going slow doesn’t help 
when you’re a klutz anyway; so, go for it!  At the 
top, I have to reach over, grab the archway and pull 
myself onto the roof. Now, I know what you’re think-
ing, she’s gonna’ miss...but no...I got up on the roof 
just fine. I start on the first spike and hammer that 
guy back into the eave. I go to the peak of the ga-
rage roof and get the next spike. Hey, I’m doing a 
fine job! Okay, I did notice that the morning dew 
hadn’t dried up yet and that it was a little slippery, 
but nothing that I can’t handle. I go over the peak 
and start for the third nail. No problemo ! I go for 
the fourth and last nail. I hammer it in. The first nail 
pops back out and the far end of the gutter, back 

where I had started, mind you,  was back to sagging 
again. Grrrrrrr! Patiently, I work my way back over 
the peak, making sure that all the spikes are nailed 
back in and get back to the first spike again. CARE-
FULLY, I hammer it in. GREAT! No problemo! I start 
to head for the ladder, and safety,  when nail four 
comes popping out and the far end sags again. Well, 
I am fit to be tied, I can tell you. I trudge back along 
the same route, hammering away. As I get the fourth 
nail back in, I wait for the first nail to pop out. NO! 
YESSSS! I’m in like Flynn, now, man! I get a little 
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This is one of my paintings. I entered it in our Oct 
show, but it didn’t win anything. I took it to the Conroe 
show the next weekend and it won 2nd in the Profes-
sional Division!  

These are the dirty rats that shred my toilet paper! Jadzia on the 
left...Hershey on the right. I won a 2nd place in the professional 
photography division in the Conroe show with this shot! Ain’t 
they cute? 



cocky, you see, and start back over the peak, but the 
roof was still slippery from the dew, you see, and I do 
a road runner imitation running up the roof. I grab 
hold of the nearest vent pipe and try to play it cool, 
like I do this all the time. There were several “Barbie” 
doll moms with carriages walking by observing my 
performance, and I really wasn’t in the mood to do a 
Three Stooges routine.  I wait until I’m pretty sure of 
my footing. One of the Barbie dolls asks if I’m okay. 
“Sure “, says I, “ I do this all the time...damn gutters!”. 
As I wave at them to go on, my  feet slip out from un-
der me, and I end up doing a perfect spread eagle on 
the roof while hanging on for dear life to the vent 
pipe! Oh, man, how do I get myself into these things? 
And, worst, how do I get myself out , (A without kill-
ing myself and (B without giving the neighbors too 
much of a comedy show up here.  This was not a fun 
predicament. Every time I tried to get my feet under 
me, they slipped out. Finally, I snake crawled up to 
the peak using the vent pipe as a life saver. I’m telling 
you true, I could not, for the life of me, get my feet to 
grip that roof.  I even had good, ole‘, sneakers on, but 
the moisture was just enough to make things difficult, 
to say the least! At the peak, I pulled myself up and 
straddled it for a while until my heart attack went 
away! I managed to get down the other side okay, but 
you guys surely missed a sight! I just am lucky that 
none of my neighbors are video freaks or I would be 
on America’s Funniest Home Videos for sure. And 
that’s all she wrote for that little escapade! 
 

Toilet Paper and Cats 
 
Let’s talk cats and toilet paper for a minute. You 
know, I would really like to have a roll of toilet paper 
where I didn’t have to pick off pieces a little at a time. 
Cats seem to enjoy toilet paper immensely. First, I 
have one that gets on the toilet seat and just uses the 
toilet paper roll as a scratching post. I believe that 
Hershey thinks it’s really cool to sit there and see how 
fast he can spin that roll. I come home and most of 
the paper is curled up on the floor in a varying degree 
of shred. I decided to leave it in the wrapper on the 
floor, but Jadzia likes to use that as a teething ring. It 
comes out with deep fang marks, penetrating as 
much as an inch into the roll. Now, that’s really hard 
to pull off in a single piece.  I decided to put the rolls 
into the cabinet under the sink, but, the little darlings 
managed to learn to hook their little paws around the 
door and climb in for their treasure. The only way out 
of this is to get child proof cabinets. Geesh, ain’t that 
grand, huh?  Now, I ask you, is nothing sacred? 
 

Art League Stuff 
 

I volunteered for a couple major projects at the art 
league this year. Some of you know all about the 

cookbook. We got lots of good recipes in there. If 
anyone wants a primo, number one great cookbook 
with some pictures of artwork in it, give me a call. 
They’re $14.00 a piece and go to a good cause! 
 
The Southwest Artisans’ Society asked me to do a 
demonstration for their art league earlier in the year.  
It really was a comedy! I have included a shot of me 
taken during the demo. I am trying my best to look 
like I know what I’m doing! 
 
I also volunteered to head up the Lone Star Art Guild 
show for the Ft Bend County leagues. We had it at 
the Town and Country Mall. It was a fun show! We 
had a lot of good helpers and only a couple of prob-
lems along the way!  
 
I am enclosing several shots that Ann and Mike 
Chapman and Mary Blain took of the show. They did 
a great job at covering this funtime event! 
 

Anyway – Merry Christmas to everyone! 
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Artists enjoying the show.  Seated is Agnes Stephens, President of the 
Southwest Artisans’ society, Fahmi Kahn and new baby are having a great 
time! Fahmi was instrumental in getting us great coverage in the Chronicle! 
Thanks, Fahmi! In back an standing is Shida Rad, SLAA publicity.  To the 
right and cruisin’ is Bob Baker, President of the Pasadena Art League. 

Ann Chapman took this from the second level. It made a 
pretty shot of our Town & Country Mall show! 
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These were the   
wonderful 

 DEMONSTRATIONS 
We had going on ALL 

Karen Cruce,  Pottery 

Ann Longfellow, alias Jerry Ann Rudy , demonstrating 
Pen and Ink Techniques. Karen Montgomery is watch-
ing! 

This is LaVon Westfall. She is demostrating how to use special oil 
paints to color black and white photos. 

This is Nikki Szeto’s demo. She is painting the portrait of a little 
boy. Shida Rad, SLAA publicity, is looking on. 

Judy Edmondson is demonstrating how to make clay whistles. She 
makes them in all manner of shapes  and animals! 

Byzantine artists and co-chairpersons of the SLAA hospi-
tality committee, Peggy West and Lucy Fernandez demon-
strate the ancient art of the Byzantine empire. 
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Cindy Odom is demonstrating watercolor techniques. Linda Clark, 
secretary of the SLAA is watching as is Mela Velarde a member of 
the Houston Art Society. 

Cookie  Rees, SLAA membership chairperson, is demonstrating 
her unique techniques in abstract fluid acrylics. By, the way she 
also has a wonderful workshop that she teaches at her studio in 
Colorado. Anyone interested, call her. Mary Blain, Lori Pearson,  
Linda Clark and myself have all attended  and thoroughly enjoyed 
it! 

My demonstration occurred at 7 PM. Everyone was pretty much pooped; so, 
although it looks like I have a good audience, most of the people fell into 
those chairs! From left are Judy Kammerer, Conroe Art League, Mela Velarde,  
Karen Montgomery, Cookie Rees, Linda Clark, Ann Ward, Bob Barker, (in 
back) Cindy Odom, Judy and Bill McBride. 

Gayle Doan, Member of the Southwest Artisans’ Society and the 
Art League of Ft. Bend County is demonstrating how to make 
pastels dramatic! 

Perhaps the best part fo the Lone Star Art Guild shows is the critique. Our 
judge, Billie Barnes, is giving the artists pointers on how to improve their 
works.  Listening intently are Georgie Ohl, Karen Cruce, Ann DeVaney, May 
Provan, Betty Johnson, Jerry Rudy,  and Mela Velarde. 

Our judge, Billie Barnes, and Georgie Ohl, our 
Judge’s Assistant. Georgie is also the treasurer of 
the Art League of Ft. Bend County and a member of 
ALL THREE participating art leagues! 


