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An Adventure Begins

It was 7:30 PM on a Tuesday. We sat in the cafe area of our Anchorage branch of Barnes and Noble,
anxiously fiddling with our coffee drinks. The normally tempting array of pastries and other goodies held
no interest for us this evening.  We simply were too nervous to indulge. We arranged and rearranged the
small stacks of books and “show and tell” items on our table.  Furtively, we glanced over the rims of our
paper cups at the other patrons. Those same patrons, in turn. looked sideways at us, perhaps wondering
about our odd behavior.

About a week or more ago, Kellie and I hung up flyers everywhere we
could think of, announcing the first meeting of Anchorage’s new (and
yet to be named) polymer clay guild.  We could hardly wait. Being
new friends, Kellie and I shared with each other our frustrations and
feelings of isolation as polymer clay artists in Alaska.  We knew of a
few local “clayers” and met many in the community who wished to
learn more about the stuff.  A guild seemed to be the perfect solution.

So, why were we so anxious at 7:30 p.m. on that fateful Tuesday?
The meeting was scheduled for 7:00 p.m. and Kellie and I were the
only ones there. I mentioned that Kellie and I were new friends. 
Indeed we were.  The two of us met online through a bulletin board
about a year before.  Although we both lived in Alaska, at the time we
lived several hundred road miles apart.  (Only a small mountain
range, a few glaciers and an ocean inlet as the raven flies).  Down in
the Lower Forty-Eight,  (that’s how we Alaskans refer to you folks
down there) a few hundred miles is not too big a deal. Just jump on

the express way, hit the cruise control and sit back and count the billboards for Howard Johnson’s and
Stuckey’s.  Up here, that particular stretch of road is a narrow, twisty, hilly, two lane weather eaten black
top, fraught with interesting road hazards.  (Actually most all of Alaska’s roads can be described that
way).  Some of those hazards include avalanche zones, black ice, high wind areas, rock falls, and my
personal favorite--very large hairy animals, like moose and bears.  Long distance traveling in Alaska, via
the roads, although not extremely dangerous, is not for the feint of heart.  Get together's between us
would not be happening very often.  Then a wonderful thing happened.  My husband and I decided to
move to Anchorage.

A Bit of History

Kellie came upon polymer clay as a devotee to the Carol Duvall Show over 6 years ago.  Her learning
curve was steep and her progress sure. but slow.  She dabbled, played and experimented.  Although she
learned a great deal, and had enjoyed many successes, she still felt very frustrated.  She felt like she was
missing something important.  She craved contact with others who work with PC.  It was as if she was
circling a treasure chest,  knowing it held riches but not having the key.  Kellie found her key at the online
forum Polymer Clay Central.  The eager and friendly exchange of knowledge and camaraderie enabled
Kellie and her work to bloom. She also became  a member of the Northwest Polymer Clay Guild, but that
was too far away to be able to attend meetings.

I came from a very different background.  For several years, I was a professional potter, a self taught
potter at that.  When I was forced, due to health reasons, to give up pottery, I turned to polymer clay.  I
thought nothing of having to teach myself a new art form.  After all, I had done it before.  But I too craved
that connection to others in my field.  Living in Alaska, that connection comes usually only with the high
cost of a plane ticket to the “Lower Forty Eight.”  I too, had some experience with guilds... well, one guild
anyway.  The small town I was living in as a potter, boasted a potter’s guild.  The guild turned out to be rife
with pettiness, politics and personal agendas.  What could have been an amazing resource turned out to
be an extreme disappointment.  It left me with a healthy case of skepticism towards guilds.



My move to the Anchorage area was definitely a welcome one.  My new-found friend Kellie was there, as
well as a wealth of new opportunities that awaited me.  Starting a guild and helping form it into what I felt
a guild SHOULD be was one of those exciting opportunities.  It was also a very daunting prospect.

Things Start Looking Up

I am happy to say that Kellie and I did not have a repeat of that no-show meeting.  The next meeting, we
had one other person show up.  It was Kellie’s boss, Linda.  Linda, I think of as a modern day wise-
woman.  Not only is she a wonderfully talented and accomplished artist, she is a knowledgeable
businesswoman and generous teacher in all areas.  Linda is also a past president of the quite sizable
Alaska Bead Society, making her an incredibly valuable resource. (Not to mention she’s also a kick in the
pants to hang out with.)  Hey, it was progress!

Due to our heavy show scheduled over the summer, we
discontinued our guild efforts, but it certainly was not
forgotten.  A name was chosen, a logo created, business
cards printed and web space reserved.  The Alaska Polymer
Art Guild existed, if only in spirit and on cardstock. Those
cards moved pretty well over the course of the summer.  At
every show, festival, and fair Kellie and I did, we talked to
folks interested in polymer clay.  We handed out cards, got
names, collected addresses, phone numbers and e-mail
addresses.  Kellie even recruited interested parties through
her new job at one of Anchorage’s premier bead shops. 
Come September, we were ready to try again.

A Good Time Was Had By All

It was once more 7:00 p.m. at the Barnes and Noble Café. 
This time however, we weren’t alone.  There were several others that joined us.  They all varied in
background, experience and interests, and they all had input on what they wished to get out of the guild. 
Many even claimed to have friends and relatives that would be interested in joining. The energy level at
that meeting was so high, it was intoxicating.  There was talk of clay playdays, a guild video/book lending
library, weekend retreats, participating in local craft shows, fundraisers, bringing up guest artists, etc. 
Things were certainly shaping up.

The talk continued on to more immediate, pragmatic matters
such as, meeting place, time, range of topics at meetings,
and of course, dues.  By the next meeting, all those issues
were not only addressed but settled.  We had a great,
reasonably priced meeting place where we could do clay
work, an agreed upon time (the most challenging issue so
far), and dues set (in some cases, already paid). We were on
the way.

Great Days to Come

Kellie and I bid good night to everyone, thanking them for coming as we all walked through the lamp lit
parking lot to our respective vehicles.  “See ya next time". They called.  We in turn, promised to bring this
and that..... and talk about such and thus.  As we found that it was just the two of us, we looked at each
other, grinned broadly and gave each other a high five. Yup, we were well on the way.

Kellie as we all know and love her. <ducking>
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