
In my past life -- before my head injury -- my art consisted of serene watercolors carefully matted and framed behind glass. For inspiration, I drew on the austere beauty of the Tucson desert. Born and raised in the farmlands of Missouri, I spent 4 years in the Air Force in my early 20s. While stationed in Arizona, I ran for miles each evening in the desert. After returning to Missouri, I got a Bachelors degree in fine arts from the University of Missouri. I soon started working on a Master’s degree in psychology.
In 1990, my mother died of breast cancer. I fell into a deep depression. During my many sleepless nights, I settled my nerves by revisiting the desert landscapes in my paintings. Although I never let my pain overtake my paintings, I often hid figures in the landscape to express my feelings. My watercolors were well received, and I showed them in coffee shops and small art galleries and shows around mid-Missouri where I lived. 

On December 11th, 1996, my life was changed forever.  I had my first professional boxing match and a major blood vessel in my brain was ruptured. I underwent emergency brain surgery in an attempt to repair what the doctors felt certain had been a fatal injury. Although I did survive, I was stripped of my memory and ability to care for myself. I had to painstakingly relearn how to walk, talk, feed and care for myself. In a matter of moments, I lost my memory, my career, my home, and everything that I had worked for my whole life. I became lost, imprisoned inside a damaged brain.
My older sister – a nurse -- took me in and cared for me. The left side of my brain was partially destroyed including the “speech center”. Recognizing my need to communicate, my sister took me to a painting class aptly called “Paint or Die.” I walked into a room where blank sheets of paper lined the walls and open jars of colorful paints were grouped in the center of the room. I was allowed to explore the paint and the paper as a child, without thought or pretense. Paint or Die became a safe haven for me – a place where I could express everything that I was experiencing but couldn’t understand or put into words. Monsters began to emerge. Most were a mix of half human-half animal - often in a life or death struggle. 
During speech therapy, I learned the names of household objects such as forks and spoons. With my paintings, I let out that for which I had no words to describe. The pictures sprang forth from the hollow place inside my head where thoughts and feelings used to jostle for attention. 

With the paintings emerged feelings. At times I would feel such anger at what had happened that I would stab and slash at the paper with my paint brush. Paint would fly off the paper and onto the floor and walls around me. 
I tried to do some watercolors, but could no longer plan or execute such delicate work. I tried, but my style had changed. The paintings quickly became dark and the colors turned muddy. I switched to acrylics.

I later took art classes at the local community college. I tried to paint "normal” pictures. The picture would start out nice, but soon the process would take over and I would find myself distorting it and making it wild. My insides had been shattered, and my soul could not help but express its defects.  
Currently, the central inspiration for my paintings is skeletons. I have become obsessed with bones. Sometimes I feel as if my bones are lying in disarray waiting to be reattached. 

Although my visual field is contracted (I am partially blind in each eye), I see the world around me as if for the first time. Since my head injury, colors appear more vibrant, lines are more electrifying and intriguing, and shadows are more three dimensional. Before my head injury my favorite colors were subdued shades of blue. Now bold shades of reds and crimson are what attract me. 

One of the most devastating residual disabilities from my injuries is also one of its greatest gifts –I no longer have the ability to plan too far ahead or to think things through. Since my injury, my art has become less about the end product and more about the process. It is a way to keep myself alive. I must constantly paint myself back into existence -- reattach my bones –otherwise I feel dead. When I paint, I enter a space where I feel whole – where I can still be a person with a place in this world. I do not plan or “pre-think” my artwork, rather I let pieces flow from the chaos inside me and take me to places they want me to go.
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