
STEPHANIE
In gratitude for her dreams

To Stephanie Holtum, my deceased friend and inspiration. Stephanie died of cancer during my 
dissertation, but her example was foundational to me in showing me what art offered as both a 

healing and a teaching. At the end of her life I had the opportunity to help create a retrospective of 
her work, reviewing art of cut skin, tumors, taped mouths, and cancerous cells. It seemed that her 

art invited her into therapeutic dialogue for decades as she processed wounds.

Stephanie’s art had a transcendent wisdom that was precognitive or anticipatory, evidencing three 
alchemical gold alchemical eggs in a nest in her head in a series eight years before those three 

tumors revealed themselves. The last place her cancer manifested was her breast, seemingly 
anticipated in this painting that resides in my bedroom in which gauze (which was in many of her 

images) was wrapped around the arm holding another golden egg.

During my dissertation I walked with Stephanie almost daily, and I noted the ways that art worked 
with, in, and through her. In particular she worked with women’s empowerment and art, a subject dear 

to her heart—and mine. When I felt pressure to turn away from my topic of teaching and healing 
through art, I had a series of dreams of dismembered and poorly stitched together. They could not 

speak but they had beseeching eyes (Stephanie and I both suffered similarly childhood psychic 
dismemberment). 

The last dream spoke unequivocally, however. When I had decided to move to another dissertation 
topic, a dream told me that if I did not do art as a teaching and therapeutic modality (to help the 

dismembered among us), I too risked death like Stephanie. So, lastly, this website is dedicated to 
all of you who need to remember your dismembered past. As Jung said, there is an artist hiding in 

everyone. Bring them out.

 


