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Artists Supporting Art 

The Art Junket was founded in 
2015 by two artists, Maureen 
Fitzmahan and Erin Mahollitz, in 
Berkeley, California. 

The Art Junket is a group of 
artists who produce high quality 
works of art, participating in a 
supportive community and 
thriving as artists.  Artists are 
given a challenge every six weeks 
to create a new piece of work in 
line with a chosen theme.  This 
year’s themes are: enigma, bed, 
angles, poetry, and zen. 



Artists 

Kaitlin Strange, Ana Perches, Erin Mahollitz, 
Tony Jones, Maureen Fitzmahan, David Dallas, 
Mary Louise Harrington, Lorren Butterwick, 
Cristelle Blackford 

Contact info 

theartjunket@gmail.com 

theartjunket.wordpress.com

photographs by Maureen B. Fitzmahan
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CRISTELLE  BLACKFORD 
        American  1982

We're All Here 
November 2015.  Enigma 

Watercolor, gouache on paper/19 x 12 in 

We're all here in eternal time and space. We're always 
going to be here. We're just doing the divine dance. 

We're dancing and dancing and dancing. Dance after 
dance, in one body, in another body, and we're all 

here. We're all staying right here.   
Ram Dass



 
DAVID  DALLAS 

American   1961 

Mad Fish 
June  2016.  Poetry 

Mixed media, wood/ 36 x 14 in 

Recycled Zen 
August 2016. Zen 

Reclaimed Metal/ 17 x 18 x 17 in 



 

Composition #3 
November 2015. Enigma 

Charcoal, color pencil, paper/ 14 x 17 in 

Inspired and partially created by Raylan 
Jones.

Blackstar 
January  2016.  Bed 

Acrylic, canvas/36  x 36 in 

This painting was inspired by David Bowie’s death and a 
long delayed promise to my wife.

TONY 
April  2016, Angles 

Acrylic, canvas/ 36  x 36 in

With a Hose 
August  2016.  Zen 

Acrylic, canvas/ 
36  x 48 in

TONY  JONES 
American   1978



 
MARY  LOUISE   HARRINGTON 

American    1948

Turtle 
June 2016. Poetry 

Black ink, paper/4 x 4 in

Zen Doodle 
August 2016.  Zen 

Black Ink, paper/8 x 11 in



Lorren  Butterwick 
     American  1988 

Laguna Beach. A beautiful, Bohemian beach 
town founded by artists that, sadly, turned into a 
mainstream tourist hub circa 2004 due to MTV. 
Luckily the tide didn’t turn until I was about 16 
years old so my youth was filled with blissful 
barefoot days running around the beach in my 
bathing suit eating taquitos and drinking 
smoothies. I was very lucky to grow up in such a 
place. It was safe, warm, eclectic, and forward 
thinking even in its small town-ness. I worked at 
the Sawdust Art Festival in the summers selling 
ceramic mushrooms and was constantly 
surrounded by artists of all walks of life, 
experimenting with all types of mediums. The 
booth next to our ceramic mushroom stand 
belonged to a long-haired, middle-aged artist who 
turned scrap metal into beautiful pieces of art. I 
bought one of his shooting stars at 15 and have 
treasured it ever since.  

   The ocean. The desert. The mountains. The 
forest. The river. My heart. My dad is a lover of 
the outdoors,  and he taught me how to adventure 
outside,  and appreciate Mother Nature. I am so 
grateful for this. My whole life I have felt at home -  
inspired, and completely humbled by the natural 
world. This deep love for nature has been a 
monumental influence in my life - it shapes almost 
every decision I make. It is my muse. It is where 
the scientist and the artist in me met.  

   Scientist. Artist. My sister was always the 
artist of the family. An amazing artist at that. And 
I was always the scientist or mathematician. These 
roles really stuck in my brain. I always told myself 
“I’m not an artist” even though I loved creating 
and curating. My first creative outlet was 

designing and decorating spaces; I love how the 
decor, lighting, color, and even smell of a space 
can change one’s mood or energy. My second was 
cooking; a truly beautiful art that transcends 
language and brings us all together. I began to 
further engage with the artist inside me and found 

my Ecology studies were a great tool. I starting 
drawing the plant species I was studying in Costa 
Rica and made illustrations of the seeds that 
weren’t sprouting in my “Effects of Fire on 
Native and Non-Native Species” research project. 
It’s dangerous to put yourself in a box. To say, 
I’m this or I’m that. You can be this and that. It 
took me 24 years to realize that I can be an artist, 
too.  

   I’m a passionate and emotional person. For 
me, art has been a tool to express myself, to calm 
my nerves, to take a deep breath. I find internal 
peace in the process; it forces me to slow down. I 
will end on a very cheesy note because it rings so 
true to me when it comes to my artistic process: 
it’s about the journey, not the destination. 



 

The Heart of It 
November 2015.  Enigma 

Ink on wood/ 24 in dia 

White Light 
January  2016. Bed 

Acrylic, canvas/ 24  x 20 in 

Purple Mountains Majesty 
April  2016. Angles 

Pastels on paper/ 18 x 24 in 

To  Hell with Restraint 
June  2016. Poetry 

Ink on wood/ 5.25 x 23.5 in 

Give It Time  

       The river is of the 
earth  

and it is free. It is rigorously  
embanked and bound,  
and yet is free. "To hell 
with restraint," it says.  
"I have got to be going." 

It will grind out its dams.  
It will go over or around 

them.  
They will become pieces.  

   
Wendell Berry 

Floating 
August  2016. Zen 

Ink on wood/ 24 x 46 in 



Maureen B. Fitzmahan 
     American/Irish  1948 

Irish freedom fighters hid in my grandfather’s 
basement.  My grandpa knew oppression and he 
warned, “Get a good education, Dearie.  They 
can take your home, your money, but they can 
never take your education.”  My mother was the 
oldest child of Irish immigrants.  Her father, a 
curly-headed Irish farm boy, spoke Irish, English, 
Spanish, and could read ancient Greek.  At 18, he 
came steerage to New York, traveling in the gut 
of a ship. He studied at the University of Notre 
Dame, and then set up a law practice in a dusty 
little border town. My grandpa raised cattle, three 
rowdy children, and rode circuit by horseback on 
the backroads of the Arizona territory. 

My Dad, on the other hand, was a Naval 
officer. My dad was a 36 year-old Navy 
commander when his ship blew up, hit by two 
Japanese kamikazes.  “I knew I would come 
home,” he told me.  “You were just a glimmer in 
this tired old man’s eye, and I wanted to come 
home so we could meet.” A charming man from 
an old Southern family, my dad liked poetry and 
art.  He left me his old German Rolleichord that 
he used to take photos of Shanghai and Hong 
Kong, months before the Japanese bombed in 
1937. Twelve years after my dad came home, he 
died.  I was 9. 

I am not really comfortable living in one place 
for very long.  Home is where I am - in the 
country, by the sea, near the mountains, with my 
little family.  Home is studying in Japan or 
meeting with Soviet dissidents in Ukraine.  Home 
is writing.  Home is not a location, really.  But, 
home is where I find a symmetry, a stillness, a 
feeling of peace. 

I bought my first camera when I studied in 
Japan.  In the ‘60s, if you wanted a Japanese 
camera, you’d go to Akihabara, a small district in 
Tokyo known for its manic streets.  Cameras 

everywhere. Used and new. Nikon, Canon, 
Minolta, Yashica.  It is there that I I bought my 
first Nikkormat and a 50 mm Nikon lens.  I 
learned to develop my own black and white 
photos.  I bought a massive old Omega enlarger 
and studied copies of Ansel Adams’ The Negative 
and The Print.  

None of this answers the question of why I 
love working in art photography.  I trained to be 
an attorney. I taught university and high school.  
Yet, none of my professions fit into my passions 
box.  I love the black and white images that I find 
on the trains of Nagoya, or the village in Romania, 
or the parks and back alleys of New York City, or 
in the eyes of my daughters.  I am sometimes 
surprised by the stories that my little black 
camera finds. I often meet a bit of myself in those 
photos.  As I work making art, I find a quiet 
peace.  I feel at home. 



Hoping for God 
November 2015.   Enigma 
Watercolor, acrylic, rice 
paper, paper/18 x 24 in 

$400.00

On the Shoulders of Giants 
April  2016.   Angles 

b&w photograph/20 x 20 in 

Bernard of Chartres, a 12th century philosopher,  
said that we are like dwarves perched on the 

shoulders of giants, and are able to see farther 
and know more than they did.   This is not at all 

because we are smarter or because we are 
superior in any way, but because we are carried 

aloft by the magnitude of those giants. 

$500.00

B l a d e  o f  G r a s s  
June 2016.   Poetry 
b&w photograph/ 
18.5 x 18.5 in 

               the setting sun 
               an evening bell 
               ah, a blade of grass 
                         - Issa 

              $200.00

A Country Fence 
January  2016.   Bed 

b&w photograph/ 14 x 14 in 
$350.00

A Wonder 
August  2016.  Zen 

b&w photograph/11.8 x 11.8 in 
$350.00



Erin Mahollitz 
  American  1979   

   I am the oldest of three daughters raised on fruit 
trees, Buddha, and homemade bread. We grew 
up on Vashon Island, a floating haven for hippies 
and artists near Seattle, Washington.  It was a 
small town and a big-hearted community. There 
was land and kindness in abundance.  Between 
the evergreens, Betty’s Little House, and pebble 
beaches, my imagination and creativity 
flourished.  
   Travel was also an essential aspect of my 
upbringing. Risk-taking, open-mindedness, and 
compassion were instilled in me from an early 
age.  Woven through my story are threads of 
Japanese pottery, Ukrainian punk-rock, Mexican 
Milagros, and Viennese museums. My work as a 
facilitator in The Art Junket stems from the love 
of connecting people of diverse backgrounds into 
a small, big-hearted community.   
   In college I majored in Art History, 
investigating the crossroads of visual culture, 
politics, history, and psychology. I became a book 
binder and a gallery curator. During my year 
abroad, I also learned how to read the Tarot, and I 
awoke to a spirit-centered life. Ritual, meditation, 
Feng Shui, and I-Ching are cornerstones of my 
spiritual practice and frequently appear in my 
artwork.  

   After college, I loosely maintained a practice of 
art while building a career as an elementary 
school teacher. In 2014 my husband and I 
welcomed twin boys into our family, and I 
embraced the role of caretaker. Eventually, The 
Art Junket grew out of my need to cultivate a self 
outside of ‘mother.’  Amongst diapers and baby 

food, I began to make art that nourished my soul 
and spirit.  
   Through my art I seek connection with 
community and magic, and I enjoy creating works 
that are playful and participatory. I regularly use 
paper and fabric in my art, with an emphasis on 
materials that elicit a homey sensation.  
   My art is influenced by the feminist works of 
Miriam Shapiro, Cindy Sherman, and Barbara 
Kruger. I also draw inspiration from Martha 
Stewart, origami artist Michael LaFosse, and 
sculptor Richard Serra.  
   



Dreams & Visions 
January 2016.  Bed 

Dreamcatchers: wooden embroidery hoops, 
yarn, hemp twine, turquoise, feathers, paper 

May I live the life I dream. 
$45.00/ea 

Invitation  #6/10 
July  2016. Zen 

Paper, copper wire, chalkboard ink/4.75 x 4 in 
$27.00



Ana Perches 
  American/Mexican  1955    

My art is bound to my mother. I was born in 
Chihuahua Mexico, the 5th daughter. They said 
for sure I’d be a boy because 5 is a lucky 
number (no hay quinto malo). Maybe they were 
right, I am lucky, but I've always loved being a 
girl. Growing up with sisters (four older, two 
younger) and only one brother, I was shy 
around boys. But also popular. At 12 I was the 
size I am now. A woman's body, a child's heart. 
The child’s heart lasted into my forties. The 
dress size... til now. 
   My mother was an only child – a gorgeous, 
spoiled, privileged woman from a small town in 
central Mexico. She was The Star. So much so 
that as daughters we did not try to outshine her. 
For the longest time I was insecure. At some 
point, something clicked and I said no more 
looking in mirrors. I am fine the way I am. 
That’s where I am now.  
   But the inner mirrors, the letters I find written 
by my grandmother to my mother, the black and 
white photos of my father in his first grocery 
store, his first interurban bus route, his first 
funeral home, and my mother working 
alongside him.  The thousands of photos my 
father took of my mother – she posing, he 
playing the photographer – the sheet music my 
mother used as a young girl because everyone 
in her small town played the piano... those 
things that I have recovered from her home, 
things my sisters call clutter, those objects, are 
at the core of my art.  
   I was 8 when my parents emigrated from 
Mexico to the United States. It was only 15 miles 
from our pink stucco house in Juárez to our 
green brick house in El Paso.   My father did not 
come to the United States for work, his work 
was in Mexico for as long as he lived (75 years). 
He crossed the border every day, but in the 
opposite direction. He lived in the US and 
worked in Mexico. So we lived in a double 
economy – my father earning pesos and paying 
the mortgage in dollars.  
   The funeral business flourished, Juárez being 
a big city - every year there might be a new car 
and my mother could buy jewelry. My parents 

had a sixth grade education from Mexico.  Their 
English consisted of a few words and short 
phrases.  We daughters were the translators, 
shifting from one language to the other. In 
public school we were spanked if we spoke 
Spanish, so I learned English very quickly. My 
father always wished he could have studied, so 
he was proud of us when we figured out a way to 
go to college.  He paid for my first trip to study 

abroad, all the way to French-speaking 
Switzerland. 
   Later I earned a PhD in Spanish and became a 
professor of Mexican literature and Latin 
American Theater, writing and directing plays 
for my students at the University of Arizona. I 
have one son, practicing immigration law in 
NYC, where he helps immigrants get their 
papers, and he plays beautiful Flamenco guitar.    
   My mother who had 6 girls by the age of 25, a 
boy at age 38, and then the last girl at age 40, is 
almost 85 now and living in El Paso. Much of my 
inspiration comes from her. She talks a lot 
about her home town, Cárdenas, where we 
would go visit my grandparents when we were 
kids. My father used to joke about the 
backwardness of the town – in the 60s they had 
one phone for the whole town, and my 
grandparents were the first to have a TV, one 
that my father took to them all the way from the 
“Yoonaihded Esteis.” I need to revisit 
Cárdenas, recharge my batteries. And maybe 
put something down on canvas. 



Mar Rojo 
November 2015.  Enigma  
Acrylic, paper/33  x 35 in 

Mar Rojo means Red Sea.  The sea is 
deep and scary, yet inviting and 
invigorating like the color red.

Hopscotch #2 
April 2016.  Angles 

Collage on Wood/ 13 x 41 in 
$175.00

Zen Lottery 
April 2016.  Zen 

Multimedia/ 11 x 16 in 
$200.00 

Albuquerque, 1982 
January  2016.  Bed  

Acrylic, ink, pencil,  
wood/ 24 x 24 in 

On September 29, 1982 in 
Albuquerque New Mexico 
Ana Perches, a doctoral 

student, having prepared 
herself for a home birth 

was informed by her 
Midwife that the baby 
was in Breech position 

and she was taken to the 
Hospital where she 
Miraculously had a 

Vaginal Delivery, without 
C section, nor Anesthesia 

nor complications 
whatsoever. In gratitude I 

dedicate this Retablo to 
the OBGYN Doctors, to 
my Midwife and to the 
Santo Niño de Atocha.

Usufruct 
June  2016.  Poetry 

Acrylic, ink, pencil/ 40 x 28 in 

This is Just to Say 

I have eaten 
the plums 
that were in 
the icebox 

and which 
you were probably 
saving 
for breakfast 

Forgive me 
they were delicious 
so sweet 
and so cold 

     William Carolos 
Williams 



Kaitlin Strange 
   American  1986 

I grew up on an island covered in trees, moss, 
and ferns. Maybe this is where my love of nature 
came from. Or maybe it was the seven cats, three 
dogs (or was it four?), two birds, countless fish, 
and at least one hamster at any given time. Nature 
is such a beautiful, chaotic, mysterious world full 
of color, patterns, and textures. Flora and fauna 
are a simple yet inexplicably complex illustration 
of the forces at work here on our little planet. I 
spent my childhood playing in streams and 
climbing trees. Bouldering rocks and traversing 
endless beaches. This was the backdrop to a life 
of adventure, exploration, and curiosity.   

It is that curiosity, that love for learning and 
trying new things that influences my art today. I 
find inspiration in the patterns of dying leaves, 
the ribbons of meandering rivers, and the subtle 
hues of a hawk’s feather. How does a river flow? 
How many shades of black, and purple, and grey 
make up the color of a monkey’s eye? What 
patterns form when a puddle freezes? What role 
do we humans play in this chaotic nature? 

I set out to explore these questions with my 
paintings, collages, and illustrations. Rarely, I 
would I say, do I find an answer. As I put 
watercolor to paper and paint the sedimentary 
layers of the Mississippi River I can feel how water 
moves - its determination, unpredictability. With 
one-line I draw the subtle details of faces. 

Abstract geometric forests bring to light the 
symmetry and form of natural landscapes.  

Through the act of painting I find myself 
closer to the unknowns of nature and the 
complexity of our relationship with the land. I 
find a better understanding of that which 
surrounds us, and moves us, and shapes us.   



 

C a n y o n s  o f  t h e  
U n k n o w n  

November 2015.  Enigma 
Paper, magazine clippings, 

acrylic paint/18 x 18 in 
$200.00 

Morning 
January 2016. Bed 

Acrylic, canvas/ 36 x 24 in 

San Francisco - a Day in the 
Life 

3 Paintings 
April 2016.  Angles 

Acrylic, canvas/ 16 x 16 in 
$350.00/$150 ea.

Breathing 
June, 2016  Poetry 

Acrylic, canvas/ 16 x 20 in 
$200.00

Rosa Parks: Changing Faces. 
Changing Lines 
August  2016.   Zen 

Continuous line drawing, black ink, paper/  
11 x 17 in 
$40.00 
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