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collating the exchange prints in Lyon’s Studio, Feb, 2008

THE BBAREN QUARTERLY PRINT EXCHANGE was launched mid-1998 by Baren
founder, David Bull, at the suggestion of one of our original members. Exchange
#1 was completed the following year (1999) and the first exchange in which I
participated was #7 (Comedy of Life), completed mid-to-late 2000,  My first
experience as coordinator was with #12 and the fabulous Bea Gold supervised
and encouraged me throughout -- she had managed our exchange program for
several years by then.  Late in 2001 Bea asked me to take over her exchange manager job -- a more difficult and time consuming job
than you’d imagine.  During six-plus years I’ve ‘mid-wifed’ about 25,000 prints in 27 exchanges, done my best to ‘encourage’ the
slow-pokes and tried to get each new exchange launched on-time, keep track of the sign-ups, create the exchange galleries, coordinate
with coordinators and on and on...  When Maria Arango offered to take over early this year -- well, I was ready and it was time.  

#35 FFAIRY TALE EXCHANGE contains the usual wide variety of technique, a full spectrum of mastery from novice to virtuoso, and
generally exceptional artistry.  I think you’ll find the printmakers and their prints and stories charming, alarming, humorous, queer, and
just very damned interesting.  Thanks for all your effort, for your tremendous support, and now, please, enjoy your wonderful suite of
woodblock prints, another in a most remarkable series of collaboration of woodblock printmakers from all over the world!      

-- Mike Lyon, coordinator, Baren Exchange #35, March 1, 2008
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Mike Lyon
mikelyon@mlyon.com

Kansas City, Missouri  USA

The Fisherman and His Wife

Once upon a time a simple
fisherman and his wife
lived by the sea in a filthy

little hovel.  Every day, the fisher-
man would row his little boat out
to sea and cast his nets.  Some-
times he was lucky.  When he
was not, the couple went hungry.
Their life together was very hard.

One day, the fisherman pulled in
his net to discover an enormous
fish struggling inside.  As the
fisherman tried to get it into his
boat, the fish began to plead with
him, begging to be released back
into the sea.  The fisherman had
never before heard any fish speak
and he was very surprised!  He
felt pity for the fish and released it
right away and the fish quickly
swam away.  

Even though he had caught

nothing else that day, he was very
excited looked forward to telling
his wife all about that unusual
fish.

When she heard his story, the
fisherman's wife became angry
and a bit abusive.  "Here we are,
not even a crust of bread to eat
much less any fish, you worthless
idiot of a husband! That fish was
magical!  You should have made it
grant you a wish in return for let-
ting it go!  Now you get yourself
right back out to sea and find that
fish and tell it we want a nice
clean little cottage instead of this
filthy hovel, and don't come back
until it's done!" she shouted at
him.  

"But it's cold and it's very dark
and I won't be able to find the
fish," whined the fisherman.

"GO!" shouted his wife, and
there was no changing her mind,
nor shutting her up, so he went,
even though it was the middle of
the night and he'd had no sleep
and nothing to eat for several
days.

As he rowed, it became even
darker and the sea rolled very
large and this frightened the fish-
erman, but his wife frightened
him even more, so he called out,
"Fishy, fishy, in the sea, won't you
grant a wish for me?"

And after a while the fish
popped his head out of the waves
and said, "What is your wish,
then?"

And the little fisherman was so
surprised he almost fell right out
of the boat!  But after stuttering
and stammering for a while, he
was able to explain that his wife
insisted that in return for setting
hime free, she wanted the fish to
give them a nice cottage so their

life needn't be so hard.  And the
fish said, "Go home, fisherman,
your wife already has what she
wants."

So the fisherman rowed home
and in place of the filthy hovel,
there now stood a beautiful little
cottage, freshly white-washed,
with shutters and smoke coming
out of it's brick chimney.  When
he opned the door, he could hard-
ly believe his eyes!  Hot food on
the table, and his wife happily
showing off her brand new
clothes.  And she seemed satis-
fied for a while.  

But one day the wife said,
"Husband -- that fish could have
granted any wish at all, but all he
gave in return for his life was this
tiny little cottage. Now you get
yourself back out to sea and find
that fish and you tell him…"  

There was no talking her out of
it, so the poor fisherman finally
trudged back into his boat and
rowed out to sea calling, "Fishy,
fishy, in the sea, won't you grant
a wish for me?"

And after a time the fish poked
his head out of the water and
said, "Well, what is your wish
now?"

And the fisherman stammering-
ly explained that his wife wanted
to be a queen and live in a castle
and have servants and guards and
on and on.  Although the fish
looked very stern, he said, "Go
home, Fisherman.  Your wife
already has what she desires."

And when the fisherman got to
shore, in place of the little cottage
there was a big castle with turrets
and flags and soldiers on horse-
back riding back and forth blow-
ing shiny brass bugles.  When he
tried to enter the castle, guards
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with halberds barred his way and
wouldn't allow him to pass until,
eventually, his wife, the queen of
the castle, finally ordered them to
bring him in.  She looked very
royal in her fancy velvet clothes
with gold embroidery and jeweled
crown and scepter and the fisher-
man was afraid even to look at
her.  So he tried very hard to make
himself small and beneath any-
one’s notice and he hoped that
his wife would now be content.  

But it wasn't long before she
sent the guards to find him and
bring him before her.  And he was
made to kneel down as she com-
manded him to row back out to
sea and she gave him her very
precise orders.

As the little fisherman rowed
out in his little boat, the skies
grew very dark and the wind
howled and lightening flashed all
around and the waves were so
huge they threatened to overturn
the boat at any moment.  But he
called out anyway, "Fishy, fishy, in
the sea, won't you grant a wish
for me?"

And after a while the fish
popped his head out of the waves
and said quite angrily, "Well, fish-
erman, what do you want this
time?"

And the little fisherman was so
frightened he could barely speak
at all, but he managed to explain
that his wife was no longer satis-
fied just being queen.  Now she
wanted to be ruler of the universe
and lord of creation.  And at this,
so much lightening crackled all
around that the little fisherman
was truly in fear for his life.

But the fish just blinked once
and said, "Go home, fisherman,
your wife has what she deserves."

And the little fisherman rowed
back to shore and instead of the
huge castle, there was a filthy lit-
tle falling-down hovel and his wife

standing outside dressed in her
old rags, and it was there they
spent the rest of their days.
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Moku-hanga (traditional Japanese woodblock print). Five blocks printed in fifteen
impressions using hon-baren. Dry pigment, pigment suspension, rice paste, sumi.  

Iwano Ichibei (Japanese Living National Treasure of papermaking) hosho.  The blocks
were carved in June 1996 in parody of Hiroshige's 100 Views of Edo (mimicking point
of view and red/yellow/blue palette, with black cartoony outlines.  I'd never really edi-
tioned these blocks and hadn't gotten great prints from them, either - but I like the

design and it fit the fairy tale theme, so I improved the carving to reduce blotching and
have reprinted the original color scheme but with now greater facility in the medium.
These are more or less my original intention actually - it's only taken a dozen years!



Claudia Coonen
clauda@maui.net

Haiku, Maui, Hawaii  USA

Manoa Mists

T he inspirations is the stately
home in Honolulu built by
missionary decedents , land-

scaped in many rare Hawaiian
plants.  This was a fairy tale exis-
tence when in some parts of the
islands ,  some of the native peo-
ple were still in grass houses.

this is a 3 plate(block) 
print : wood, collograph, linoleum on lennox paper 

w/ D.S. oil base ink. 
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Aya Rosen 
aya@ayarosen.com

Brooklyn, New York,  USA

untitled

Anyway, the story behind my print is
the two mother figures in Cinderella
- the stepmother and the fairy god-

mother. I've used the same photo to repre-
sent both.

There's a whole story behind it but basi-
cally, the piece is about how socially, peo-
ple, and especially, women are expected to
play a role and be defined by it is a very
objectifying manner.  We are all Cinderellas
in our mind, but also, we are all evil step-
mother sometime and fairy godmother
sometimes. Being more then one thing is
basically, the human condition. The allure
of fairy tales to me is to be objectified by
one part of one's personality. It makes a
world that's very simple, black-and-white,

good-and-evil. This simplistic interpreta-
tion of reality is both tempting and dan-
gerous.
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Barbara Patera 
charlieovershoe@hotmail.com

Washington USA

Baba Yaga's Chair

Have always passed any
"wait" time by drawing.
Lately I've been going

through my sketches and have
started what I call the "Waiting
Room" series -- a series where I
imagine what is going on in the
heads of my fellow "waiters".

Where do people go (mentally)
while in the doctor's or dentist's
office? I sincerely hope it is to a
better and more exciting place.
Possibly, as in the second of this
series, they dream of wild Russian
woods, houses and chairs with
chicken legs, and flying freely with
long hair swirling. 
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John Center formschnider@aol.com
Chicago, Illinois USA

RED fairy tales

key blocks recto and verso    hard maple
one tint block   hard maple

one tint block  leno
type hand cut leno blocks

ink   graphic chemical oil based   printed on Vandercook hand inked press on two ply
bristol  100% acid free paper
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Tiberiu Chelcea
tibich72@yahoo.com

Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania USA

Pale Man

Pale Man is a creature from the
movie "Pan's Labyrinth", made
in Spain in 2006. The movie is

set in 1944, after the end of the
Spanish civil war somewhere in the
Basque mountains, where partisans
still fight the fascist troops. 

The main character is Ofelia,
whose mother is traveling to an
army outpost (an old inn) to get
married with the sadistic Captain
Vidal. Ofelia is really fond of fairy
tales, and has a pretty active imagi-
nation. She meets a faun that con-
vinces her she's the princes of an
underground kingdom, where her
real father awaits for her. To meet
him, she has to accomplish a series
of three dangerous tasks. 

One of the Ofelia's tasks is to
retrieve a dagger from a room guard-
ed by the Pale Man, a pretty mon-
strous creature that sits at a lavish
dinner table and keeps his eyes on
plate. Even though he appears only
for about 2 minutes in this movie,
he's one of the most horrifying
monsters I've seen in a long time.
He's probably inspired to a large
degree by Goya's "Saturn Devouring
His Son". 

In this print I've tried to transmit
some of the nightmarish aspect of
this character. There's something
about it that seems to be just com-
ing off the shadows, of the dark
places of nightmares, something
almost undefined but nonetheless
scary.

The print is pulled from two woodblocks, printed on Folio White, and also has some stenciling done. The first block is carved with the fig-
ure (printed with Akua Intaglio Carbon Black), then I've stenciled the eyes in red (with some Faust etching ink), and then printed the rest with

a mixture of Caligo black and transparent etching base from an old battered board that I've used for cutting and gluing stuff.



Lana Lambert
pistoles_press@yahoo.com

Charlottesville, Virginia, USA

Faerie's Tail

I had a wonderful design and
drawing all picked out for my
Fairy Tale print and decided to

try something new.  I followed
instructions in a book that said to
dilute black ink in some oil and rub
it onto the woodblock to create a
stain and then transfer your drawing
onto the block.  I did such with car-
bon paper and by the time I finished
my very intricate drawing and lifted
off the papers, my image had not
transferred.  The oil from the stain
resisted the carbon and I was very
disgusted at the waste of time. 

Having had a block already picked
out for this project, I went into sal-
vage mode.  I have a book that was
dumped out of a library in
Alexandria, VA.  How and why they
justified ditching this wonderful
tome I will never understand.    It is
a catalog of Barye's sculptures pub-
lished by Gallimard in French.  I just
love Barye's work.  He designed and
cast in bronze two candle sticks

that featured three women
entwined.  The plate reads "Trois
Femmes Assises, Venus, Minerve et
Junon, Une Vasque."  I used one of

these ladies as a model and free-
handed the sketch with permanent
magic marker and then gave her a
set of dragon fly wings. 
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Japanese Woodblock print (Moku Hanga).  This print is a departure from my normal
working process.  This time, I freehand drew a sketch on a block of poplar and carved
the design out from there.  I printed the image up on my Vandercook with Cobalt Ink

and powdered it with a layer of Interference Gold powder.  
The edition is printed on Edgeworthia Natural Paper and was a real treat to do!
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Connie Pierson
cjpiers@gmail.com

Spokane, Washington USA

The Raven

Here is an excerpt from the
fairy tale "The Raven" writ-
ten in 1634 by

Giambattista Basile, on which this
print is based.

-The King, seeing the bright red
blood sprinkled upon the white,

white marble, heaved a deep sigh
and exclaimed, "O heavens! and
cannot I have a wife as white and
red as this stone, and with hair
and eyebrows as black as the
feathers of this raven?" 

And he stood for a while so
buried in this thought... 

Medium: 5 color Woodblock print
Ink: Oil based
Paper: Hosho



Page 11

Steffan Ziegler
teatree@gmail.com

San Francisco, California USA

Theseus and the Minotaur

I usually don't make artist's
statements or let people in on
the "Story," since I like to hear

other folks' interpretations.  But I
think in this case, because of the
theme, the story is a big part of
the print.

Theseus, son of king Aegeus of
Athens, has secretly hidden him-
self as one of the young men and
women offered as a blood tribute
to Minos, king of Crete.  Minos
took these young men and
women and fed them to his mon-
strous son, the half man-half bull
Minotaur, which lived at the cen-
ter of a great maze called the

Labyrinth.  Theseus had already
accomplished many legendary
feats, and has shown that he has
the favor and protection of the
gods, so the Athenians believe he
can succeed in killing the
Minotaur and ending the terrible
tribute.  When Theseus arrives on
Crete, he seduces Minos' daughter
Ariadne, hoping to find some
advantage to use against Minos
and the Minotaur.  Blinded by love
and risking her father's rage,
Ariadne secretly gives Theseus his
sword and a ball of yarn, so that
he can navigate the Labyrinth and
slay her brother, the Minotaur.

In this print, Theseus and the

Woodcut print in walnut, inked in the fashion of western woodcuts, on kitakata paper.
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Minotaur first see one another.
Theseus has been focusing on
stealth and on navigating the
maze, and though he has his
father's sword, he's holding it out
of position and is unprepared for
combat.  I imagine that the
Cretans kept the young men and
women of the tribute alive for a
long while, and sent them into
the maze several months apart, so
the Minotaur is shown here
chewing the bones of the last vic-
tim, sent into the maze long
before.  His focus on his hunger

has exposed him, he is not hidden
and has not used the maze to his
advantage.

While creating this print, I saw
it as an allegory for the nature of
the human being.  The tension
depicted here is base animal urge
against a rather unethical applica-
tion of intellect.  To boil it down
further, it is reason verses emo-
tion.  In this view, the bones in
the middle serve a more critical
role than a prop in the myth of
Theseus.  They represent the

viewer and mortality. The victim,
consumed by the rages and
hunger of the Minotaur, turns his
head to the approaching Theseus
for rescue.  But Theseus is calcu-
lating and cold, and will use what
resources he has to succeed with-
out regard to the consequences.
Victory of one of these extremes
over another would not necessari-
ly be a good thing, so the forces
are not shown in actual combat,
but at a moment of perception of
one another.
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PETER KOCÁK
p.kocak@yahoo.com

PRESOV, SLOVAKIA EU

The Love

My son 13years ago with
mother, as a little king
night fairy tale…

One parents can't have a childs.
Wife told to her man, "I want
some little little child - enough for
one bean. As a child it's enough -
please, my god, send one small
child baby." And one day it's hap-
pen so. A child was born from a
bean. Boy called "Janko (Johnny)
Bean" and was pretty strong, as
much as two giant men! And was
very good helper for very old par-
ents. He has doing big miracles
for all people around and so on
and so on. 

Nice Slovak fairy tale... Very old
good luck!

Luan-woodblock, oil color, Gmund paper of Sweden
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Jennifer Schmitt 
jenn@azuregrackle.com

Concord, Massachusetts USA

Straw Into Gold

Based on the fairy tale,
"Rumplestiltskin".

Once upon a time, a poor
farmer bragged to the king that
his daughter could spin straw into
gold.  He hoped the king would
want to take her as his wife.  So
the king locked her in a tower
with a pile of straw and a spin-
ning wheel and told her it had
better be finished by morning or
she'd be put to death.  She began
to cry since she had no idea how
to spin straw into gold. 

Suddenly a little man appeared
in the locked room and asked her
what was wrong.  When she told
him, he said "if I do it for you,
what will you give me?"  She
promised him her necklace, so he
sat down and in a whir and a trice

the straw had been spun into
gold.  With that the little man
took the necklace and disap-
peared.

The king was so surprised that

he made the farmer's daughter do
it again on the following night.
And again the little man
appeared, this time doing the task
for the golden ring on the girl's
finger.

Linoleum cut printed on an etching press
Daniel Smith oil-based relief ink and Stonehenge paper. 



The third night came and the
farmer's daughter had nothing left
to give to the little man who
could spin straw into gold.  So he
said to her "Promise me your first
born child if you become the
Queen."  So between certain death
and an uncertain possibility, she
agreed.  

When the king came and found
the piles of gold, he promptly
married the farmer's daughter and
made her Queen.  A year later,
after their first child had been
born, the little man appeared to
the Queen.  "Give me what you
promised."

Horrified, the Queen refused
promising all the riches of the
kingdom if only she could keep her

baby.

"I'll give you three days to learn
my name.  If you succeed, you can
keep the child." 

So the queen gathered her mes-
sengers around and sent them out
across the land to search for the
name of the little man.

The first day the little man
returned, but she had no answer
for him.  

The second day the little man
returned and she guessed franti-
cally, "Mr. Punnet?" No.  "Mr.
Ramekin?"  " Mr. Softnoodles?"
No. No.

The third day dawned and a
messenger returned with a tale to

tell.  He had gone as far as the
River that Borders the Southland.
In a tiny house the size of a fox's
den he had heard a tiny man
dancing and singing around his
fire. 

"The babe is mine, the babe is
mine, For Rumplestiltskin is my
name-O."

So when the little man returned
on the third day, the Queen
smiled and asked "Is your name
Tom?"  No.  "Charlie?"  No.  "Could
it be... Rumplestiltskin?"

With that the little man turned
an ugly shade of purple and
stamped his feet so hard that he
buried himself alive, never to be
seen again.
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Barbara Carr
barbaracarr42@gmail.com

Salisbury, New Hampshire USA

The Boy Who Drew Cats
(a Japanese fairy tale) 

Afarmer and his wife had
many children. Their
youngest son was small

and weak, so they took him to
the temple to become a priest. He
learned quickly, but drew cats
everywhere. The old priest finally

said he could not be a priest,
though he might be an artist, and
sent him away with the advice to
avoid large places at night, and
keep to small ones. He decided to
go to a big temple nearby and ask
them to take him on.

The temple was deserted
because a goblin had driven the
priests away. Warriors who fought
against the goblin were never
seen again. A light burned at the
temple at night, so when the boy

arrived, he went in. He saw some
big white screens and painted
cats on them. Then he went to
sleep, but, since the temple was
large, he remembered the old
priest's advice and found a little
cabinet to sleep in. During the
night, he heard sounds of fight-
ing. In the morning, the goblin-rat
was dead in the middle of the
temple, and all the cats he had
painted had mouths wet and red
from the blood.

Woodcut. Brown-black Graphic Chemical and Dan Smith oil-based inks on Rives lightweight. 
Image 8" x 10"; Paper 10" x 15". Open edition. 
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Michael Gaffney 
mrgaffney@comcast.net
Salt Lake City, Utah USA

Once upon a time...

Once upon a time there was
this girl with lovely golden
locks a plenty, 

or maybe this is the one with the
red cape... 

no matter, 
whom climbed up this beanstalk

on the flowing hair of another,
to visit her ailing Grandmother.
Cinderella and the Goose Girl were

there too, 
(Of course she was wearing her

slippers) 
as everyone wants to see the

house that jack built
(no way to blow this ol' house

down).
It appears that I am digressing a

bit, 
no matter.

So she shows up to visit Grandma
with locks, cream cheese and bagels-

actually she would have preferred a
BLT but this is not a story about the 

"Three Little Pigs".
Grandma's dentures either needed

a realigning or a file for those eye
teeth-

'Grandma, what an over abun-
dance of teeth you have', said she.

'Grandma, who did your last mani-
cure?'

You know the rest of the story.
The 3 bears ended up devouring the 

left-over bagels (bet you thought I
was going to say something else).

Woodcut on Luan ply and block print overlay, Graphic Chemical Ink
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Tom Kristensen
lovememusic@ozemail.com.au

Sydney, Australia

Sleeping Beauty

I look at this print as a little bit
sad, a little bit cruel; like a
fairy tale. 

In a nutshell: The kingdom waits
long for the birth of a royal child.
At her christening the beautiful
girl is cursed to grow up and poi-
son herself on the prick of a spin-
ning wheel. After a life spent
avoiding the wheel the beloved
princess meets her fate and falls
into a deep sleep. For a hundred
years she lies comatose in a castle
deep in the woods. The handsome
prince parts the impenetrable for-
est and Sleeping Beauty is revived
with a kiss.

Children and fertility are at the
heart of the tale. Death is over-
come with a kiss. In the fairy tale,
as in Hollywood, life is linked with
youth and beauty and sex.
Marilyn Monroe died in 1962
without children but in her fame
she is an immortal celebrity of
sexual desire. Her beauty lies
sleeping within the spinning reels
of celluloid. Marilyn died from an
overdose of prescription medica-
tion. She pricked herself on the
barb of barbiturates. As she
slipped from consciousness per-
haps Marilyn hoped that her
President would come to revive
her.

Printed from cherry-faced poplar plywood blocks.  Paper is Shioji kozo washi. Twelve impressions.



In 1954 when asked what she
wore in bed Marilyn famously
replied, "Two drops of Chanel No.
5." Coco Chanel is also famously
quoted as saying, "A woman
should wear perfume wherever she
expects to be kissed." The No. 5
fragrance is famous for being the
first perfume to rely on synthetic
floral aldehydes, or plastic flowers.
The endorsement of Marilyn for
the No. 5 brand encouraged Andy
Warhol to produce a set of

silkscreen prints of the No. 5 per-
fume bottle. 

Warhol was one of Marilyn's
many admirers and in 1964 he
lovingly produced her famous
image from a promo shot taken by
in 1953 by Gene Korman for the
film Niagara.

As Hollywood could transform
the normal woman, Pop Art
would elevate the commonplace
product to iconic status. The

Warhol treatment of Campbell's
soup cans encouraged the cult of
brand awareness. The McDonalds
brand has achieved a dominant
place through relentless repetition
of a theme and the saturation of
visual culture. McDonalds burgers
are sold with a logo that suggests
a cleavage that is as much about
finding love and comfort as it is
about hunger. And as always, sex
sells.
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Gillyin Gatto
bobcatpath@207me.com

Machias, Maine USA

King o' the Cats

T his cat tale has many ver-
sions told in Ireland,
England, and Scotland, but

they all  tell the same story in
slightly different ways.

A hunter gets lost in the fog
and comes upon a funeral proces-
sion - of CATS! When he is relat-
ing his experience, after finally
making it home, the family cat is
listening intently along with
everybody else. upon hearing that
a coffin with a crown and scepter
was bourne by cats in torch light,
he jumps up exclaiming, "If Old
Grimalkin is dead , then I am the
KING O' THE CATS!!"  He ran up
the chimney and was seen no
more.

block-teak veneer 
ink- Van Son oil base Plus

paper- "printmasters"
hand rubbed with teflon baren
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Peer Gynt 
and the Green

Princess

I have always loved
the story of Peer
Gynt and the music

Edvard Greig composed
for Ibsen's play about
him. This print, his
meeting with the
daughter of the
Mountain King, por-
trays one aspect Peer's
adventures.

Peer Gynt is a

Norwegian Fairy Tale about a lazy,
good-for-nothing, young man
named, of course, Peer Gynt. Peer
was notorious in his laziness, and
his mother, Ace, a widow, was
sad because she had no one to
help her with the work as Peer
was never home.

One day, after a hunt, he and
his mother went to a wedding in
the village. There he met and fell
in love with the most beautiful
girl in the world, Solveig. But
Solveig's parents stood firm in not
letting her near Peer. His reputa-
tion was that bad. Peer became

Mary Grassell 
grassell@marshall.edu

Hurricane, West Virginia USA



distraught and stole the bride at
the wedding, which caused him to
get into so much trouble. 

The trouble was so great that he
had to leave the village and wan-
der the world. First off, in the
great forest, he meets the Green
Princess who takes Peer to her
home inside the mountain on the
back of a pig. This is the image
depicted in the print. Peer is
happy to be going home with the
beautiful princess astride a huge
pig!

The problem was that the
princess was the daughter of the
Mountain King, the king of the
trolls. The trolls immediately sur-
rounded Peer in the mountain, but

Peer was not afraid because he
thought he loved the Green
Princess.  In order to marry his
daughter, the king directed Peer to
grow a tail, never to see the light
of day again, and to make his eyes
into slits like the Trolls. Peer did
not want to do this. 

The trolls closed in, but just
then Peer heard church bells and
the trolls and the mountain melt-
ed away. Peer then went on to
other adventures in Mongolia and
Arabia. He had fun, but he started
to remember his mother, Ace, and
his beautiful girl Solveig, and
became homesick.

As an old man, he finally went
home looking for his mother,

whom he found to have died from
a broken heart shortly after he left
home. But then, at his house,
instead, he found Solveig who
welcomed him as she had waited
for him for a lifetime. They were
married and Peer finally settled
down and became a good man
and husband.

The story is a warning to young
men about the dangers of the
loneliness of an undirected life.
Ibsen made the tale into a play,
and Greig made the tale and the
play into a beautiful piece of
music known as the "Peer Gynt
Suite." This tale was chosen
because it has always been one of
my favorites, as well as the music. 
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Ned Rosen 
ned@nedrosen.com

Brooklyn, New York, USA

Beware of sheep
in wolves clothing too

At what point do we become
our armor? Then are we
even safe from ourselves?
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Bluebeard

Bluebeard! One of
the first serial
killers immortal-

ized for children. I think
everyone knows the
story of the semi-hyp-
notic charmer
(sociopath!) who leaves
his bride with the keys
to the household and
an admonition to not
use just ONE of the
keys. Naturally the lure
of the forbidden key is

too strong and the young bride
discovers the remains of her hus-
band's past wives. Unable to wash
the blood off her hands, she is
caught out by her murderous hus-
band and...you will just have to
read the rest. 

One has to love the cautionary
stories, old and new, that make up
the fairy tale lexicon.

Bobette McCarthy
mccarthydb@adelphia.net

Maine USA
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Diane Cutter
cutterstudio@yahoo.com
Ceiba, Puerto Rico USA

Jack's Beanstalk

I chose the story of Jack and
the Beanstalk, a tale of a silly
boy who disobeys his parents

and, instead of selling the cow for
family necessities, trades it for a
bag of magic beans.  In a rage his
father flings the beans out the
cottage window but the next
morning an enormous beanstalk
has grown up toward the heav-
ens.  Of course, Jack being Jack
climbs all the way up, discovering
himself in a giant's home.  He
finds the giant's prized possession
is a goose that lays golden eggs.
Jack steals it and, as he escapes
down the beanstalk, the giant
gives chase.  Fortunately Jack is
quicker and, once at the bottom,
chops down the beanstalk, killing
the giant.  Jack is now considered
a hero by his family as they live

happily ever after due to their new
wealth of golden eggs.  

While I always thought Jack
was rather naughty, I loved the
beginning of the tale, full of possi-

bilities of exploration and adven-
ture, before Jack knows the dan-
gers, while there is still the glow
of excitement and intrigue.

Woodcut, Edition 36, Paper:  Flecked mulberry, 
Ink:  Daniel Smith relief oil (burnt umber), Method:  Bamboo baren
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Annette Haines
ahaines@umich.edu

Plymouth, Michigan USA

Talkative Tortoise

T he Talkative Tortoise is an
Indian fairy tale. I decided to
create a print of this fairy

tale because of my interest in the
animals that I have seen in my
travels to India. The story tells of
two ducks who befriend a very
talkative tortoise. The ducks
amaze the tortoise with descrip-
tions of their beautiful mountain
home. "We can take you there,"
the ducks tell the tortoise.
Excited, the tortoise asks, "but
how can you take me there? I am
too slow to walk all that way up
the mountains to your wonderful
home." The ducks tell the tortoise
that they will hold a sturdy stick
in their beaks to carry him up into
the sky and fly him to their home.
But, since he is such a talkative
tortoise, the ducks warn him not
to speak during the journey or he
will fall. This print depicts the
moment in which the tortoise for-
gets and opens his mouth to
speak. 

I have just recently started
printmaking and found it chal-
lenging to create an edition of this
size that was consistent and good
enough to share with other print-
makers. I began to realize that,
like the talkative tortoise, I had

perhaps opened my mouth too
soon when I signed up to be in
this exchange. It is likely that
once the tortoise had let go of the
stick that he crashed to his death.
This print, however,  does not
portray the tortoise's demise, but

rather focuses on the breathtaking
point at which the tortoise acci-
dentally lets go. Like this newbie
printmaker, he is tumbling out of
the frame toward something
unknown.

Talkative Tortoise was printed in an edition of 35 
on Nishinouchi paper with Akua ink.
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Viza Arlington
hanna_platt@excite.com
Cheney, Washington USA

Pied Piper

T he Children of Hameln (after
Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm)

In the year 1284 a mysterious
man appeared in Hameln. He was
wearing a coat of many colored,
bright cloth, for which reason he
was called the Pied Piper. He claimed
to be a rat catcher, and he promised
that for a certain sum that he would
rid the city of all mice and rats. The
citizens struck a deal, promising him
a certain price. The rat catcher then
took a small fife from his pocket and
began to blow on it. Rats and mice
immediately came from every house
and gathered around him. When he
thought that he had them all he led
them to the River Weser where he
pulled up his clothes and walked
into the water. The animals all fol-
lowed him, fell in, and drowned.

Now that the citizens had been
freed of their plague, they regretted
having promised so much money,
and, using all kinds of excuses, they
refused to pay him. Finally he went
away, bitter and angry. He returned
on June 26, Saint John's and Saint
Paul's Day, early in the morning at

seven o'clock (others say it was at
noon), now dressed in a hunter's
costume, with a dreadful look on his
face and wearing a strange red hat.
He sounded his fife in the streets,
but this time it wasn't rats and mice
that came to him, but rather chil-

dren: a great number of boys and
girls from their fourth year on.
Among them was the mayor's
grown daughter. The swarm fol-
lowed him, and he led them into a
mountain, where he disappeared
with them.

woodblock print on dry Rives BFK paper with oil based ink and watercolor
using the worst plywood ever.
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George Jarvis
gjarvis@k8.dion.ne.jp

Akita Japan

Generic Princess

Once upon a time in the days
when magic and witchcraft
actually worked because

people believed in them and there is
nothing quite like the placebo effect,
an old man had three sons. Now
these boys were getting along in
years and were still unmarried so the
old man made a dying wish that they
all be married, so he made them
promise that each would marry the
first female he met the next time he
went into town. Then after making
an incantation to makeit all come
true, he gave up the ghost.

The oldest brother went to town
and as he entered the town, the eld-
est daughter of the richest landowner
in the town who had been a class-
mate years before came up to him
and invited him to her birthday party,
where one thing led to another and
he became the landowner's favorite
son-in-law.

The second son went to town and
as he was putting his horse up in the

livery stable, he backed into the
daughter of the livery stable owner.
She was a big girl who in looks and
strength resembled one of her fathers
horses and she had a good heart, so
she was more than happy to go back
with him to his father's farm, where
they put her strength and good
sense to use in a vegetable business,
which, while it never made them
rich, kept them well-fed and healthy
well into old age.

The third son was a lazy fellow,
who had been waiting for his father
to die to get away from the farm. By
the time he went to the town every-
one had heard of his father's
deathbed promise, so all the girls
stayed away. As he sat on some
steps near the main street, a grey cat
with a necklace of white markings
walked by and he picked it up and
began to pet it. Some passing towns-
people pointed and laughed, "There's
you first female. You must marry the
cat." The young man couldn't ignore
his father's wish and was too lazy to
argue, so he went through with the
marriage ceremony with the cat.
Then he took the cat home to his
rented room beside the livery stable,
where it developed the habit of sleep-
ing in front of the fireplace. The
young man went out to work every
day and found a few odd jobs, but as
stated earlier, he was lazy and not
the most desirable employee. One
day when he had been let go early
from a house painting job where his
slip-shod work had to be done over
by someone else, he thought he
heard a woman singing, the voice
coming from his room. He crept up
to the window and looked and
looked in, where he saw a beautiful
young woman stretching in front of
the fire. As he watched the woman
pick up some pearl necklaces from

the table and put them around her
neck. In a flash she was transformed
into the grey cat. The next day,
instead of working, he went out and
hid by the window. He saw the grey
cat get up, check carefully around the
house, then put its paws up to the
necklace of white markings, which
before his eyes became necklaces of
pearls in the hands of the beautiful
girl. She walked around the room
humming to herself and stretching
her lithe limbs as if awakening from a
deep sleep. After a few hours like this
she put the necklaces back on and
resumed the form of the cat. He con-
tinued to watch her like this for sev-
eral days until one day as he
watched, she stretched out in a chair
in front of the fire and fell asleep. He
crept into the room and took the
pearls from the table where she had
left them. and hid them in the attic
and crept out again. Then he pound-
ed on the door loudly and reentered
the room.  The girl woke with a start.
The young man quickly confessed
that he had spied on her and knew
she had been the cat, but then he
lied and said that he had seen a thief
stealing her necklaces while she was
asleep and he had rushed in to save
her.

She told the young man that she
was an enchanted princess who
must remain in the form of a cat until
she is found by her prince charming.
The witch who had enchanted her
told her that it was very bad luck to
remove the necklaces, but she had
found the form of a cat confining, so
she had gotten into the habit of
returning to her original form for a
few hours every day.The witch had
told her to wait and her prince
charming would return her to her
original form, but her present circum-
stance wasn't exactly what she had



expected. The young man said that
since they were already married that
she should just make the best of it.
So she tried. The next year she gave
bith to twins, then three years later
triplets and the next year twins again.
The young man, who no longer
seemed so young, was still only
working occasional jobs. In order to
feed the kids The young woman who
used to be a cat took in laundry and
mending, but her royal education
hadn't prepared her well for this voca-
tion, so she graciously accepted the
generosity of her brothers-in law who
assisted her family with gifts of veg-
etables and other farm produce.

One day the now-not-so-young
man was weeding in his brother's
zucchini patch when the oldest of
the oldest twins came up to him and
said, "Hey Dad, is it true that our
mom's a cat? The people in town said
she was a cat." The now-not-so-
young man said, "Yes, it's true." Then
he told the oldest twin the story of
how he had seen the cat change into
a woman and how he had hidden the
necklaces in the attic, and he made
the twin promise that he would tell
no one. But as there are no secrets
between twins, it wasn't long before
the younger twin had searched the
attic and found the pearls. Concealing
the pearls in a back pocket, the
younger twin went down to the
kitchen where the disenchanted
princess was bent over some steam-
ing kettles, looking more like a young
witch than former royalty. "Mom,
mom, I need to ask you something,"
said the twin. Wiping her damp hair
out of her eyes with an air of annoy-
ance she said, "What is it?" "Is it true
you were a cat?" the twin asked.
"Don't be silly. Who told you that?"
she said. "Then what are these?" said
the said the twin, holding out the

pearls. 

"Where did you get those?" cried
the ex-princess with a look of mixed
disbelief and ferocity.

And then in an ice cold tone, "Give
them to me!" The twin timidly held

them up and she grabbed them.
"Better a cat than a drudge!" she
exclaimed as she slipped them over
her head and before the child's aston-
ished eyes, turned into a cat and
bounded out the door and over the
fence, never to be seen again.
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medium: Woodcut, edition: 50, paper: Kamakura Washi, 
ink: Godoink Unisoy G-1 Black, block: Matsumura Shina Plywood, 
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Ivan Locke ivanlocke@mail.com
St Louis, Missouri USA

The Rabbit's Bride

Amaiden is
enticed to run
off with a veg-

etable munching rabbit
after his multiple
advances towards her.
The two are to be wed
and the maiden pre-
pares a vegetable por-
ridge for the impending
guests while the rabbit
goes off to make other
preparations. The
maiden, with a turn of

heart towards longing for home,
abandons the porridge, replacing
herself with a straw stuffed sub-
stitute to tend the spoon, and
runs off. The rabbit, returning
ahead of the guests, inquires after
the porridge. A constant silence
of his betrothed to his question-
ing leads the rabbit to anger until
he lashes out with a paw.

The straw maiden tumbles to
the floor. The rabbit mourns at
having killed his bride.

Wood pyrograph relief print based on the story from "Grimm's Fairy Tales".
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Sylvia Taylor 
syltaylor@bluefrog.com

New York USA and Ireland

Mossycoat

T he fairy tale I have cho-
sen to work with is
called Mossycoat. When

I read the word "Mossycoat", I
was captivated by the image it
evoked and I knew that my
print would be a coat made of
moss.  I love moss - and good
thing too because I live half
the year in Ireland and half in
the woods of New York state,
where there is no shortage of
moss.  Last spring my father
passed away and I created a
mossy quilt in my garden in
his memory.  My son helped
me gather hundreds of little
pieces of moss from our
woods. They were pieced
together on the earth and in
the end it looked like a patch-
work quilt, a lush blanket
with many shades of greens
from the different mosses.  It's

so soft, too.  I can think of no
nicer material for a blanket or
a coat. 

In my search for a fairytale
for this exchange, I found
many references to magical
garments made of odd materi-
als like wood and skins of wild
creatures. The theme of cloth-
ing made of unexpected mate-
rials has been present in my
work for years.  A baby bon-
net made of leopard skin, a
bunting made of twigs and
fur, and now, a coat made of
moss and snails. I find the
tension between one's expec-
tation of clothing in general,
and the associations one has
with the unexpected materials
both interesting and provoca-
tive.  A coat of moss suggests
protection and warmth
because it is a coat, as well as
sensuality and earthiness
because of the qualities of
moss.  

In the tale of Mossycoat, the
moss coat has magical proper-
ties.  She who dons the coat
can wish to be anything, any-
where, and it will be. I am
charmed by the notion of
enchanted clothes and the ref-
erence to shelter and transfor-
mation - no doubt because I
could use one of these coats
myself although I do have a

lucky shirt, lucky scarf and a
super lucky beret. 

Mossycoat is an English fairy
tale about a beautiful young
woman. The young woman,
known as Mossycoat, lived
with her mother in the coun-
try. One day, a hawker came
to the door and wanted to
marry Mossycoat.  She really
did not want to marry him.
Her mother said to put him off
by asking for a white satin
dress that would fit her per-
fectly.  The hawker did what
she asked, bringing her the
perfect white dress with the
perfect fit.  She then asked for
a dress made of all the colors
of the birds that fly.  The
hawker returned with another
perfect dress. Perfect colors.
Perfect fit.  The next request
was for silver slippers that fit
perfectly. The hawker com-
plied.  The mother then told
the hawker to come back the
following day.

What was Mossycoat to do?
Run away!  Her mother, a poor
widow herself, decided to
send her daughter off to work
as a servant where she was
very likely to be mistreated.
But first the poor widow
sewed a "wishing coat" for her
daughter to take on the jour-
ney. It was a magic coat made
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of moss and golden thread.
Put on this coat and you can
go absolutely anywhere and be
absolutely anything you wish! 

Mossycoat was treated poor-
ly day in and day out by the
other servants. One night she
used the magic coat to go to a
dance. She wore the perfect
gown. Nobody recognized her
as the servant girl. The prince
fell in love with her, but
Mossycoat disappeared after
their meeting. After some
time, Mossycoat used the
magic coat to attend another
ball, this time wearing the
second perfect dress and the
silver slippers. The prince had
been waiting for her. He was
so totally in love with her!
Afraid of her true identity
being discovered, she ran
away from the ball. In her
haste she lost a silver slipper. 

The prince searched the land
for the young woman whose
foot would fit the silver slip-
per. When it seemed all hope
was lost in ever finding the
mystery silver-slipper-woman,
the Prince heard about
Mossycoat. She was the only
one in the kingdom who had-
n't tried the slipper on yet. 

Alas, the slipper fit
Mossycoat and a royal wed-

ding occurred soon thereafter.
Mossycoat now had whatever
she fancied. Word has it that

Mossycoat and the Prince lived
happily ever after and had a
basketful of kids.

Linocut on Kitakata paper using Lawrence linseed oil relief ink 
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Mellissa Read-Devine 
readddevine@aol.com

Sydney, Australia

Rapunzel

ONCE UPON A TIME a man
and wife lived next door
to a beautiful garden sur-

rounded by a high wall - this
belonged to a powerful witch. The
woman, who was pregnant with a
long awaited child, craved desper-
ately the rapunzel lettuce in the
witch's garden. The man began to
steal this regularly until the day
came when he was face to face
with the sorceress.

After begging for his life, the
witch agreed to let him have as
much rapunzel as possible - but
in return for the child when it was
born. The child was a girl, and the
witch named her Rapunzel.

When Rapunzel was 12 years
old, the witch locked her into a
tower in the midst of a forest. It
had no doors or stairs, and when
the witch wanted to get in she

would stand below and call out
""Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down
your hair" On hearing this,
Rapunzel -whose hair was long
and lustrous, would unpin her
braids, wind them round a hook

by the window and  let her hair
drop to the witch who would
climb up.

A prince was riding through the
forest one day and heard
Rapunzel's sweet voice singing -

Linocut printed with oil based ink.



as he hid behind a tree, he saw
the witch call out to Rapunzel
and decided to try and reach her
himself the next day.

"Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down
your hair" At once the hair
dropped down and the prince
climbed up. Rapunzel at first was
terribly afraid, but the prince
wooed her with kind words and
told her how much he had fallen
in love with her.

After some time, Rapunzel inno-
cently asked the witch why she
was getting so large in the stom-

ach? Realizing the truth, in a fury
the witch cut off her braids and
sent Rapunzel to a desolate
wilderness. When the prince came
that evening and called out to
Rapunzel to let down her hair, the
witch let the braids down and
when he climbed up - there was
the witch in all her fury! In despair
the prince jumped out of the win-
dow but fell into thorns which
pierced his eyes, blinding him.

He wandered for years in misery
lamenting the loss of his wife and
his sight.

The prince eventually wandered
to the land where Rapunzel was
living with the twins to which she
had given birth. Rapunzel recog-
nized him, ran to him and
embraced him and wept. As her
tears dropped into her eyes they
became clear and he could see
again. 

They all went back to his king-
dom where they lived HAPPILY
EVER AFTER.
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Chris Blank
lotusgriffin@gmail.com
Arlington Texas USA

Phoenix Rising

I have lost everything I owned
3 times, but the worst was
losing my apartment in a fire.

I have had breathing trouble for
the last 10 years from the smoke
inhalation.  But with all that grief,
I think it may have been the
biggest and most helpful event in
my life.  When tragedy strike, I
just keep going.  And I have
noticed that with each event I
change and grow stronger.  I
absolutely hate it when I am
going threw it, but on the other
side, with hind sight, I can see
that the event helped me grow
into something stronger.  So the
Phoenix mythic cycle is very spe-
cial to me- it reminds me that
there is light on the other side, to
not give up - just push through.

Printed with oil-based ink on handmade paper.
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Julio Rodriguez
julio.rodriguez@walgreens.com

Skokie, Illinois USA

My Magical White Horse

When I was a young man in
college I dedicated much
time to working with

young kids at the local Kiwanis and
YMCA clubs. One of my many
responsibilities was to take the kids
on field trips to museums, play-
grounds, etc. around Chicago.  One
way to often keep the kids quiet while
on long bus rides was to tell stories
that would keep them entertained.
One such made-up story which was
always a hit was the one of my 'magi-
cal white horse'.  The story and the
names always changed a bit each
time was retold it but the main theme
revolved around the tale of a majestic
white horse I used to ride in my
grandfather's farm back in Cuba.  This
was a special horse with magical
powers and smart as any person you
know. There was always a part of the
story where the horse would do
something amazing or save some-
one's life.  At some point near the

end one of the kids would usually ask
whatever happened to the horse and I
would reply that the horse was now if
horse-heaven but that every once in a
while he would come and visit me in
my dreams and that sometimes I
could feel him nearby as if he was still
watching over me......that was the
point in the story where I would sud-
denly spring up from my seat and
point out in the far horizon and all
excited yell to the kids.. There,
there...you see him ? there he is he's
following the bus !!!!   The kids would

look all excited and in disbelief look-
ing for the four-legged beauty....."Of
course" being a magical horse he
could run at great speeds and keep up
with us but also he was now INVISI-
BLE!!!  After I while I had the kids fol-
lowing along and they too would 'see'
the horse jumping from building to
building or galloping close behind our
bus...

So there you have it...the story of
my magical invisible white horse.

Reduction woodcut, birch plywood, three impressions, Rives 175gms, Edition 35




