
Year of transformation

About 10 years ago God gave me The Left Bank

Studio to nurture, enjoy and blossom as an artist. Soon

all of you wonderful people began to inhabit the Bank

with your laughter, artwork, stories and tears. It was

truly a creative oasis and a place to be yourself.

Four years ago I began to question my purpose. What

is the Bank teaching me? I joined a study group on the

“Franciscan Way ofLife” with the Dubuque

Franciscans meeting in Ames and Boone. Now you can

find these groups all over Iowa. I began a discernment/

conversion process by studying the lives of Saints

Francis and Clare, reading the Gospels and trying to

live in right relationship with all of creation. All this is

a life-long process, so why not get started in my 60’s!

The first step was letting go of past painful experiences

and not letting my ego and pride hold me back so I could move forward. I had to forgive others and the hardest

part of forgiving myself. St. Francis had the same struggles as a wealthy party boy. We were looking for

“Perfect Joy” in all the wrong places. I began to realize my formation was not so much who I was as what I

could become, using my gifts for the good of all and that life was not just “about me.”

I learned to listen to that one small voice guiding me

during meditation and prayer. As you know I can be a

very busy gal, using busyness as a diversion from the

truth. The Franciscans slowed me down and taught me

to be tender and patient with myself and more will be

revealed.

Life became much easier as I was not pushing my

agenda so much, but letting God have His way with

my life. I would just show up with the supplies and

see what truth was revealed for the day. Thus began

the painting with folks in Hospice or just painting with

people trying to heal from loss. Soon all this grew into

retreats taking me away from the Bank. I began to let

go of the building. It was not always open when it was

supposed to be, usually because I was teaching or
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part of a retreat.

My children saw the change and encouraged me to

begin the process of clearing out the Bank, getting it

ready for a new artist to make it their studio. They

wanted me to move to Iowa City while I was still

"vertical." My red van was also transforming and

aging out with the supporting floor rusting out. So no

more hauling artwork to art shows. I realized the end

of one journey was the beginning of the next.

As I was trying to live the Franciscan way of life, by

deepening my relationship with Mother Earth and

Sister Water, standing with the marginalized and the

poor, and doing my part as a peacemaker by practicing

nonviolence, I was downsizing and repurposing

artwork and materials so as to close the Bank and fit

me into a much smaller space so that I was not slowed

down by caring for things. I loved and enjoyed the

Bank and the wonderful people who came in the door. All was gift to me .. . that building had its own little

mission; it was a sacred space but it was not mine.

With the help ofmany hands we cleared out the vaults and found a lot of things I had packed away and hadn't

seen in years. The paintings got better when I looked at them after 20 years! In selling the building I wanted to

continue the creative community that was thriving in Gilbert. I prayed for a buyer who would carry on the

charism of the bank, and was delighted in artist Tina Rice's vision for her new shop, PIXI.

Waiting for my new apartment to be ready, I lived with my daughter Shelby and her family for a month and she

showed me Iowa City and connected me with wonderful people. This town is for older people, too, and they're

doing aging right! There are Zumba classmates my age

and older, and everywhere there are people writing,
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The red tile roofs of Seashore Hall

made me think ofAssisi.

I went to Dick Blick to buy paints on special,

and there was a band playing! The whole downtown

is like an artisan village. People sit on the

street corner writing poems.
The piano table/wine cabinet made the

move – it seats 4 or 5 folks for dinner.



drawing, and keeping active. I've been walking every morning as

part of getting healthy and taking time for myself. At first it was

intimidating – after Gilbert, there are so many people in the street

here, so much energy! I kept walking every day, and started to

relax and feel a oneness.

When I moved to my apartment I wanted to get to know people, so

I started a painting class with neighbors in my building. We're

from a wide variety of backgrounds – Franciscans don't do

cliques! I've also started a watercolor and drawing class at The

Center (senior center). Some class members and I began painting

with people on the pedestrian mall downtown, including the

homeless who are often looked past. We paint and bring extra

supplies and engage in conversation. There's no pressure, just

another person on the ped mall with the beautiful trees on a sunny

day. The whole point is that we are a community.

Before I came to Iowa City I was house-sitting in some lovely

homes; however it's still nice to have your very own kitchen and

fill your closets with art supplies instead of clothes. Now I have

my own place with north light for painting in both the bedroom

and living room. It is delightful to have all my paintings and tools

around me again and my piano bar kitchen table.

Selling the studio building and its stored-away treasures made it possible to go on a Franciscan Pilgrimage to

Assisi, Italy for 12 days. There I was able to walk with St. Francis and St. Clare and their conversion of

standing with the poor in turbulent feudal-lord times during the Crusades. A Pilgrimage is not like a tour where

the focus is on the destination, the grace of the pilgrimage is found in the journey itselfwhere we let go of
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Painting on the ped mall

Even my bathroom is a work of art!

My family painted the shower curtain

with handprints.

Closets not full of clothes,

but art supplies



excess baggage or the false self and are open to the

Spirit. We walked and walked, to hermitages,

basilicas, homes and small towns concluding with a

Mass and discussion each day of how to manage all

this in our own lives back home. I had support from

25 amazing pilgrims, laughing and crying at what

was before us. I feel I have come home with my faith

renewed and watching a life-changing experience

unfold. �

I walked this way each morning and looked down the

mountain into the valley.

The street where I stayed was first built

in ancient Roman times.

Here Sr. Roz, Sr. Christina and I were painting,

sipping latte, and eating desserts and gelato.

(more ofthe sketchbook on page 5)

We walked down into the Carceri

Hermitage built on the side of a

mountain, where Francis would pray

and retreat to nature with the Friars

Minor. We had to pull each other

through these small doorways into

rooms where they slept and ate

together.

Views around Assisi



The painting on the right below shows San Damiano

church, where a young priest (in the foreground) is

explaining to the children and their grandmother the

meaning of the knots on his rope belt that represent

Poverty, Chastity and Obedience. This is where

Francis prayed at the cross to find his purpose and

heard Jesus say, “Go build my church, it is in

shambles.” So Francis got rock from all over Assisi

with the help of the townspeople and the Friars

Minor and rebuilt the church.

My watercolor sketchbook from the cafe

This is how you get to your neighbor's

house in Assisi, winding stairways!

Assisi is built on a mountainside and

was protected by the Rocca or fortress.

San Damiano church and monastery, Assisi

Side street in Assisi:

at sunset the stone begins to glow

with mystical colors

Having walked down a very steep hillside to get to

San Damiano I thought what determination and

engineering skills Francis had acquired! They had

earthquakes in the 1200's so he was kept busy

repairing churches. Later Jesus told him to rebuild the

church in the whole world. Now it is my turn to see

where God has me rebuilding, relationships,

apartments, paintings . . . �



Wishing you a joyful holiday season.

I am thankful for all ofyou!

Mount La Verna is the mountain Count Orlando gave to Francis, and Francis built a hermitage there to live in simple

ways. This was my favorite place during our travels and I could imagine it in the winter, peaceful and mystical, like the

morning Christ was born in very humble surroundings. Francis also honored Sister Poverty, and his Rule spread all over

the world as he followed Jesus's teachings.

La Verna also has several caves and lookout places to see out into the valley and it is 4229 feet above sea level. I hiked

up two-thirds of the big hill on the right named La Penna, stopping when I felt called to sit down on the rocks and just

be present to this sacred place. I did paint some there before I scrambled back down La Penna. I could feel Francis and

the Friars' presence.

You are welcome to send me an email

(jomyerswalker@gmail.com) or keep track ofme on

my website (theleftbankstudio.com). We update the site

regularly, with classes, visitors, new paintings, etc.

Let's keep in touch.
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