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It	was	in	the	mid	1970’s.	I	was	living	near	the	corner	of	Bleecker	and	MacDougal	street	in	the	center	of	

	the	West	village.	I	had	started	my	jewelry	business	and	Dot	and	Dora	two	black	sisters	worked	for	me	

	making	barreNes.	

Dora	would	set	them	up	with	the	glue	gun	following	my	designs	and	Dot	would	then	glue	them	with	

	epoxy.	My	apartment	was	upstairs	and	a	railroad	style	flat.	That	meant	each	room	was	in	a	row	one	

		aRer	the	other.	The	bathroom	at	the	end	and	the	tub	in	the	kitchen	with	a	table	that	came	down	and	

	became	the	top	of	the	kitchen	counter.	

I	went	out	one	night	to	a	bar	on	MacDougal	street	to	relax	with	a	glass	of	vodka	and	my	journal,	a	big	

	black	book	filled	with	drawings	and	clippings	pasted	in.	

	A	tall	handsome	man	with	piercing	blue	eyes	and	a	cap	asked	if	he	could	sit	down	with	me.	My	heart	

	stopped	bea#ng	in	my	chest	and	I	lost	my	breath.	

It	was	the	man	who	had	wriNen	the	sound	track	to	my	en#re	life-	Bob	Dylan.		

My	first	boyfriend	Bill	Steigerwaldt	and	I	fell	in	love	to	Dylan’s	music.	And	his	song	She	Belongs	to	Me,	

	was	My	song.	“She	has	everything	she	needs,	she’s	an	ar#st	she	don’t	look	back.	She	can	take	the	dark	



	out	of	the	nighXme	and	paint	the	day#me	black.”	

I	could	not	believe	my	eyes.	

I	mumbled,	“of	course.”	And	mo#oned	for	him	to	sit	down.	

“	She	never	stumbles,	she’s	got	no	place	to	fall,	she’s	nobody	child,	the	law	can’t	touch	her	at	all”.	

I	heard	he	frequented	the	neighborhood	but	never	saw	him	before.	

I	was	dumbstruck	and	couldn’t	say	a	word.	I	stared	at	him	like	a	moron.		He	looked	at	the	bright	jewelry	

	on	my	wrists	and	asked	about	it.	I	said	I	made	it	myself	.	He	said	liked	it	and	it	looked	like	it	was	from	

	under	the	sea.	He	asked	about	my	book	and	if	he	could	look	at	it.	I	said	sure.	He	glanced	at	the	

	pages	of	drawings	in	colored	pencils,	pages	from	magazines,	some	of	my	favorite	poems	probably	and	

	maybe	there	were	pop	up	3	-	pages	I	had	glued	in	from	kid’s	books.	I	looked	at	him	in	disbelief.	
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Paint	with	Gra#tude	from	my	picture	journal.	

Here	was	my	hero	and	I	was	dumbstruck	with	out	a	word	to	say!	

I	wanted	to	tell	him	that	his	music	meant	the	world	to	me.	It	was	the	sound	track	of	my	life.	

“if	today	was	not	an	empty	highway.	If	tonight	was	not	a	crooked	trail	if	tomorrow	was	not	a	long	

	#me	then	lonesome	would	mean	nothing	to	me	at	all.”	Bill	had	gone	to	Viet	Nam.	Bob’s	music,	Masters	

	of	War,	the	#mes	they	are	a	changin’	,were		everything	to	us..	

I	looked	at	him	while	he	looked	at	my	book.	I	tried	to	gather	my	self	together	to	no	avail.	He	might	as	
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A	page	from	one	of	my	journals	

well	have	been	the	Pope	or	the	President.	I	was	numb.	He	was	the	coolest	most	important	person	I	had	

	ever	met	and	I	could	not	say	a	word.	

ARer	20	minutes	or	half	an	hour	he	said	good	bye	and	leR	and	I	was	too	numb	to	even	ask	for	his	phone	

	number.	I	was	so	mad	at	myself	later	for	this	omission.	We	could	have	been	friends	forever	later	if	the	

damn	cat	didn’t	get	my	tongue.	

I	have	a	whole	gallery	on	my	website	called	Wendyland.	It	is	all	artwork	inspired	by	the	songs	of	Bob	

		Dylan.	There	is	a	lot	of	word	play	in	it	and	Wendyland	the	dylan	in	the	middle	of	Wendyland	is	in	

	another	color.	Wendyland.	

Once	when	I	went	to	a	Dylan	concert	with	some	friends	and	my	doll	Beast.	Someone	from	Bob’s	group	

came	to	us	and	said	Bob	doesn’t	mind	that	you	brought	her	but	don’t	forget	whose	concert	it	is.	
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A	pain#ng	of	Beast	and	my	dolls.	

So	I	put	Beast	on	the	floor	quietly	and	watched.	Thankfully	she	didn’t	act	up	and	bite	me.	

I	went	to	every	Dylan	concert	within	100	miles	all	my	life	and	went	to	more	then	I	can	count.	All	us	

	Dylanophiles	would	recognize	each	other	aRer	so	many	years.	We	knew	each	other	and	had	a	ball.	I	had	

	a	decorated	video	camera	a	some#mes	brought	with	me.	I	used	to	carry	a	purse	made	out	of	a	

	stuffed	animal	and	jeweled.	I	would	publish	my	review	on	the	pages	of	Bob	Links	for	years,	they	are	

	s#ll	on	line	there.	I	saw	him	with	Paul	Simon,	Jewel,	The	Dead,	Tom	PeNy,	so	many	people	in	New	York,	

	Oregon,	Jersey,	Connec#cut,	all	over.	
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One	of	my	friends	told	me	my	life	was	like	Forest	Gump.	I	always	seem	to	be	in	the	right	place	at	the	

	right	#me	to	meet	the	right	people.	Well	I	wasn’t	at	Woodstock	but	I	was	kind	of	everywhere	else.	

In	the	giant	earthquake	in	Guatemala	City	in	the	1970’s	I	was	there.	Got	so	shook	up	my	boyfriend	and	I	

	broke	up	then	and	there	and	never	spoke	again.	

When	the	tanks	rolled	down	Michigan	Ave	at	the	Chicago	Democra#c	Conven#on	in	1968	I	got	tear	

	gassed	and	terrified	and	met	my	next	boyfriend	in	a	doorway	hiding	from	the	cops.	I	went	to	live	with	

	him	in	Cambridge	Mass	where	he	was	going	to	Harvard	to	be	an	architect.	

I	was	on	Oprah’s	show	in	1986	as	her	favorite	Jewelry	designer.	It	goes	on	and	on.		I	met	Clive	Davis	in		

the	elevator	at	Columbia	Records	going	31	floors	down	and	got	up	the	nerve	to	introduce	myself	and	tell	

	him	we	had	a	song	coming	out	on	his	label.	I	rode	in	an	elevator	with	Jesse	Jackson	going	to	a	fundraiser	

	for	him	held	by	my	friend	Princess	Lilly	Lawrence	who	I	made	jeweled	Tiaras	for.				I	even	met	Mo-

hammed	Ali	wai#ng	for	our	baggage	alone	in	an	airport	and	we	got	to	talk	for	20	minutes.	I	also	spent	a	

few	hours	with	the	writer	of	Roots,	Alex	Haley,	before	I	ever	saw	the	show	because	he	saw	me	typing	on	

my	computer	Maurice	in	an	airport	lounge.	



Maurice	

	I	guess	I	was	born	on	a	lucky	day.	It	was	in	the	giant	snow	storm	of	1948,	the	year	Israel	

	was	also	born,	on	the	first	day	of	spring.	The	day	before	I	was	born	my	Mom	and	Dad	watched	a	5	alarm	

	fire	siXng	on	pickle	barrels,	my	Dad	was	kind	of	a	fire	buff	and	loved	to	watch	them	put	out	fires.	

He	was	a	true	ar#st	and	took	me	to	the	Museum	of	Modern	Art	when	I	was	only	3	for	classes	because	I	

	was	so	precocious.	There	I	saw	the	tall	twisted	forms	of	GiacomeX’s	figures	and	understood	at	that	

	young	age	how	the	ar#st	sees	something	with	new	eyes	in	a	way	that	creates	a	reality	of	their	own.	

He	bought	me	prints	of	pictures	I	liked	at	the	giR	store	to	hang	in	my	room.	There	was	a	tree	with	

	hidden	figures	of	children	in	it.	I	remember	so	well	finding	the	figures	in	it,	coun#ng	them	and	deligh#ng	

	in	finding	more	each	#me.


