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The Art of the Necklace.

You don't need any experience, metal-smithing skills or power tools. All you need will be a lot of
enthusiasm and a few basic, inexpensive beading tools and supplies. There is a lot of information
on various sites, including step-by-step techniques and beading  projects. Some techniques can
be mastered in a matter of minutes, while others might take some time to learn. As in many
endeavours there are many ways to make jewellery. Making jewellery for some means adding a
gemstone to a finding like a ring in a manner that permanently fixes the gemstone in place. This is
certainly making jewellery. Making jewellery for others means stringing beads on silk or synthetic
thread using knots or on flexible wire with crimp beads. These two techniques are certainly
making jewellery. Another way to make jewellery is to use processes that involve heat like casting
or soldering components to make finished jewellery pieces. Another technique in use is called wire
wrapping because instead of soldering wire components, wire is wrapped around itself or other
pieces of wire to form permanent pieces of jewellery.

Below is an example of a local jewellery artist and some of her work.

_ :‘_}.'__'_ e o My name is Jackie Stcycs and |

after complcting a cliP|oma

course in silvcrsmithing at

Northumbria Univcrsitg | have

r hick sbicms ol

over the Past few years been trisgh ribsies weth

tostemil ez ginl
wikerbenda

cxPcrimcnting with silver and
gemstones hoPcFullg rcsulting in
some individual and wearable Picccs .Fach Piccc o{:jcwc”cry is
cntirclg handmade and therefore no two items will ever be the
same. | do not undertake commissions as umcorl:unatcly my
work tends to be organic and very rarclg does my original idea
become the finished Piccc. lnvariably the stones or silver takes over and | go with it, the end
Product sometimes bcing a total surPrisc. T his is what makes working with these materials so
wonderful. All Picces are made
from a combination of silver and
f gemstones. Gcmstoncs are natural
and | Prc{:cr to use unPolishcd
rough stones. Somc stones may
it - .

el R - s / have slight faults in thcm, this l feel

|"‘|rI'h'I.Iﬂ'|r!'-' tart

{‘ is part of the bcautg of using natu-

/ ral materials. ]t also makes them
even more individual. e silver pen-
' dants are a mixture of textured sil-
“‘ ver, some are oxidized and some

have 9ct golcl added. l have

reccntlg discovered silver clay, a rc|ativc|3 new material and am busy cxpcrimcnting. This

material givcs much more freedom of cxPrcssion and allows me to use materials and textures
which | would find very difficult with standard silver tcchniqucs. |t is also tremendous fun to

work with, like bcing at school again with moclcling clay.



Poems by Todd Mayas
Flowers.

As you tend the flowers
They blossom for you.
Attracted to their beauty,
You cut and display them.

If they bled like us,
Would you do they same?

The Winter Season

Blossoms waiting to ascend winter
Lie trapped 1n the skeleton branches
Content to recycle memories
In the daffodillian spring,

As returning tinselled windows
Scream 1n ecstasy at Christmas,
While loneliness eyes its prospects
In the camouflage of the season.



The Swedish National Museum of Art.

Founded in 1792, the National Museum is one of the oldest museums in the
world, and it's Sweden's largest and best museum of world art

This treasure house of paintings and sculpture lies at the tip of a peninsula,
a short walk from the Royal Opera House and the Grand Hotel. In all, the
museum owns 600,000 artworks (only a few of which are on display at any
given moment) from the late Middle Ages up to the 20th century, with an em-
phasis on Swedish 18th- and 19th-century art. The collection of Dutch paint-
ing from the 17th century is rich, and the 18th-century collection of French
paintings is regarded as one of the best in the world. Carl Gustaf Tessin, dur-
ing the years he was the Swedish ambassador to France in the 1740s,
bought contemporary French art of the highest quality back to Stockholm.
Naturally, the museum is also a good showcase for Sweden's two most fa-
mous artists, Anders Zorn and Carl Larsson. The first floor focuses on ap-
plied arts (silverware, handicrafts, porcelain, Empire furnishings, and the
like). First-time visitors, if pressed for time, may want to head directly to the
second floor. Here, among the paintings from northern Europe, is Lucas Cra-
nach's amusing Venus and Cupid. Also displayed is a rare collection of Rus-
sian icons, most of them -- such as St. George and the Dragon -- from the
Moscow School of the mid-16th century. Note that only a few of these pieces
are usually on display. The museum also shows an exceptional number of
masterpieces by such artists as Perugino (St. Sebastian), Ribera (his oft-
rendered Martyrdom of Bartolomé), El Greco (Peter and Paul), Giovanni Bel-
lini (Portrait of Christ), Lotto (Portrait of a Man), and Poussin (Bacchus). The
gallery contains some outstanding Flemish works, notably Rubens's Baccha-
nal at Andros and Worship of Venus, and Jan Brueghel's Jesus Preaching
from the Boat.

The most important room in the museum has one whole wall featuring the
works of Rembrandt -- Portrait of an Old Man, Portrait of an Old Woman,
and Kitchen Maid. Modern works on display include Manet's Parisienne; De-
gas's dancers; Rodin's nude male (Copper Age) and his bust of Victor Hugo;
van Gogh's Light Movements in Green; landscapes by Cézanne, Gauguin,
and Pissarro; and paintings by Renoir, notably La Grenouillére.



Khalil Glbran

Lebanese-American philosophieal essayist, novelist, mystical poet, and
artist. n the 1960s Glbran's works influenced espectally American
popular culture; his most famous book, The Prophet (1923), has been a
bestseller from the 1920s. Khalil Glbran was born in Bechari (Bsharvl),
Lebanon, a mountain village of Maronite Christians. A talenteod child,
he was wmodelling, drawing, and writing at an early age. Gtbran's
mother, Kamila, took her children to the United States; thelr father,
Khalil, who owned a walnut grove, rematined in Lebanon. The family
settled first in Boston, where she earned Living by selling laces and
Linen. Glloran veturned to Lebanon bn 1897 for two Years to study Ara-
bic Literature Ln Belvut at al-Hikma College. Gllovan's avtistic talemnts
was vecognized and he was introduced to F. Holland Day, a photogra-
pher, who tutored him tn art and Literature.

Gibraw's most ardent benefactress was Mary Haskell, the headmistress
of a progressive girl's school in Cambridge. She supported her protégé
financially for most of his career and edited his Bnglish-language
books. Although Glbran was not a great poet in verse, and most of his
wrltlngs tn prose should not be vegarded as "poetry”, he opened doors to
a new kind of creativity. He also tllustrated a number of his books with
his own drawings.

Glloraw died of Liver disease, possibly accelerated by aleoholism, tn New
York on April 10, 1931. Upon his death, his body was shipped back to
his hometown L Lebanon, where alongstoe his tomb The Glbran Mu-
sewm was Later established. (n his will Glbran left all the royalties of
his books to his native village.

Gloran's best-kRinown work Ls The Prophet, a pa rtLg autoblographical
book of 26 poetic essays, which has beew translated into over 20 Lan-
guages. The Prophet, who has Lived in a foreigwn city 12 years, Ls about
to board a ship that will take him homee. He Ls stopped by a group of peo-
ple, whom he teaches the mysteries of Life. The resulting 26 sermons are
meant to emancipate the listeners. wthe 1960s The Prophaet became a
counterculture guide anol bn the 1920s the message of spiritualism
overcoming material success. Gibraw's other popular books binclude The
Earth Gods (1931), a dialogue tn free verse between three titans on the
hwman destiny
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The Ghost. A short story by Umbrio Salmus.

The Mills family had moved from their small-roomed flat, to an upstairs flat with
much larger rooms plus two slanted windowed attics, which would be ideal bed-
rooms for their children, Gary and Jennie. The view wasn’t much; across the roof
tops, but the kids didn’t mind. They were happy that they had their own rooms.

A few days later, on Sunday afternoon, Gary was in his room playing on his xbox,
when he heard a strange whistling noise. It sounded as if it were low down near
the floor. He looked, but, he couldn’t find immediately, where it was coming from.
He was crawling about the floor, when he noticed what looked like a small straight
crack, in the wall beneath the sloping attic window. He was nearer the sound now.
He felt a draught and looking more closely, followed a crack all the way until it met
itself. It had formed a small oblong shape. In fact, it appeared to be a door, but
without an obvious handle. Gary was intrigued.

“Funny, nobody’s mentioned this. Dad must’ve painted right over it with out notic-
ing.” he thought to himself. Being inquisitive, he searched his room for any kind of
implement that would help him get that open. Gary was determined to find out
what was inside! Using a small flat-sided screwdriver he’d found in his craft box,
he began to prize open the door bit by bit. In some places he had to scrape away
the paint that was filling the gap between the door and the rest of the wall. Gary
continued to prize and scrape at the door, until eventually he had cleared a gap all
the way around its edge. He tried to use his small screw-driver to wedge open the
door but without success.

Gary was not the kind of person to give up easily. He needed something bigger
and stronger, but narrow enough to get into the gap he had made. “A bigger screw
-driver,” he thought, “and | know just where | can find one.”

Going down the steep narrow stairs that led from the attic rooms, Gary made his
way into the kitchen, which was built on to the side of the flat. It was here that his
father’s tool box was located, underneath the sink. He opened it up and took out a
large red-handled screw-driver. “Er, what’s that you’'ve got there?” said his mum.
“Nothing, just a screwdriver.” Said Gary. “And what do you want that for?” contin-
ued his mum.. ‘I need to fix something in my bedroom.” Replied Gary and rushed
off, back upstairs to his room.

Gary couldn’t wait to get back to prizing open the mysterious door. Now, he had a
stronger, bigger screw-driver, he felt sure it could do the trick. He probed with it, to
try and get a good leverage. He found a deep cut and pushed as hard as he
could. He could hear the wood strain and creak, but nothing was budging. He tried
another place with the same results. His third attempt proved successful. The
wood of the door began to move ever so slightly. The screw-driver slid further un-
der the wood, but as it got further underneath, it seamed as if the wood was going
to split down the centre of the door. He removed the screw-driver and inserted un-
der another edge. With this, the door popped off from the walls. It had not been
attached be any hinges, but just glued by its edges to cover the now visible hole.
It was too dark to see anything inside, so he went to get his torch, which wasn’t
where he’d left it. “Jen, have you seen me torch?” He shouted across the landing



at the top of the stairs. “Yes, | borrowed it. Here it is , catch!” Jennie threw it
gently underhand across to Gary, who caught with ease. Gary was on his
knees, shining the light into the tiny cupboard, when Jennie came in. “What
yuh doing down there?” She asked. “Well, what does it look like, flying a
kite!” Snorted Gary. “What’s in there, can | have a look?” asked Jennie. “Just
wait a minute! | can see something at the back,” said Gary, “you have a
look.” “Yeah, there is something. It looks like an old tin hat to me.” Gary had
another look and decided that she was right. “Shall | crawl in and get it?”
Queried Gary. “No, you’d better not. Mum was be mad if you got stuck. Go
get your fishing rod, and we’ll try and get it out with that.” It didn’t succeed at
first, but eventually it hooked on to something. But, it wasn’t a hat that came
out first, it was a sword, and then the tin hat arrived. Gary and Jennie ran
downstairs with an object each in their hands and dashed straight into the
kitchen where their mother was working. “Look, what we’ve found!” Ex-
claimed Gary to his mum. “Yes, they 're from the first world war,” She said,
“‘we left them there out of the way.” “Can | keep them if | clean them up?” en-
quired Gary. “Ok then.” Said his mother. “Who do they belong too?” Jennie
asked. “They belonged to an old lady who used to live here.” “Didn’t she
want them?” asked Jennie. “Well, not now, she doesn’t,” said her mother,
“she’s dead.” “Oh, how do you know that?” continued Jennie. “If you must
know,” said mother, “she died here, in this flat. Satisfied?” “Er, does that
mean, we have a ghost, then?” asked Jennie. “Doubt it,” said her mother,
“there’s no such thing as ghosts.”

That night when their parents were out, Gary and Jennie were watching their
favourite TV program, when suddenly, they heard strange and unusual
noises. They were coming from the kitchen and the door was closed.
“‘Maybe, it's the ghost.” Said Gary spookily. Jennie did not look impressed.
“‘Hello!” said a nervy Jennie. There was no reply, but the strange noises con-
tinued. “Who’s there?” Gary shouted in his best manly voice. Still, there was
no reply. “If you don’t come out, we’re gonna phone the police.” Continued
Gary. Still, no reply, but the noises had stopped. “I wonder if they’ve gone?”
Jennie asked Gary. “Well, there’s one way to find out,” said Gary, “go in, and
have a look.” “Me!” retorted Jennie, “They might grab me before | reach the
light switch.” “Uh, ok. I'll do it.” said Gary. “You'd better watch out, I'm com-
ing in!” shouted Gary through the door. And in he jumped. Followed close
behind by Jennie. They both grappled for the light switch right inside the
door. “There’s nobody here,” exclaimed Gary, flicking on the switch. Mean-
while, Jennie was gingerly looking around the kitchen for signs of an in-
truder. Everything appeared as it normally did. “What caused the noises?”
she thought to herself. “Was it really a ghost?” “Hey, look, what I've found.”
said Gary, pointing to the wooden staircase leading to the backdoor. “This is
what made all the noise.” Said Gary. “ This bag of potatoes has burst and
they’ve fallen on the floor and rolled down the stairs.” Both Gary and Jennie
simultaneously burst out laughing. There was no ghost at all.



Glass Painting. George Hunter.

| started painting on glass after watching an arts
and craft program on TV in 1986. | had been
reading a book on Japanese prints and thought
| would like to own some but | couldn’t afford
.them, so | decided to try to paint my versions,

¢ | )and | thought the colours produced by painting

on glass were suitable, as can be seen from the
illustrations. There are two different types of

range of colours and are intermixable within

i - their ranges. | use Vitrail generally applied with
Snow at Mukaijima. 1987. a brush to a degreased transparent surfaces
such as
glass, acetate, polyester, plexiglas but
this can also used on metal and
engraving metal. The decorated surface
has good hardness and resists to gentle
washing with cold water. Vitrea 160 can
be applied on other thermostable
surfaces which can withstand a
temperature of 160°C (325°F). Objects
painted with this medium can be placed
in a dishwasher. The artist can either
paint with or without outliners. Delusu. 2008
Although, the artist must be aware that
the paint will spread without the use of outliners. There are three different
ways of applying an outline in glass painting.1. Glass Paint Outline stickers -
these are ideal for beginners and are best used on flat, smooth surfaces.
This method will only work with transparent projects.2. Glass paint outliners -
these are applied by squeezing from a tube to provide a fine outline. 3.
Leading tape - this is another way of creating an outline for your design,
particularly on doors and windows. Website. www.ghunter.co.uk

e
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Tulip Sunset. 2008. Aquarium. 2008



His Love.

I have watched
HIM
Take possession of
her.

Like cancer
He Has
caten
out her heart,
and replaced 1t
with HIS own
disease.

Editorial Policy
Poetry: Submit up to three poems. Works can be of any focus or of reasonable length.
Art work: submit up to 6 photos in jpeg format with corresponding titles, artistic information
relating to the work plus the artist information
Short stories: Work can be up to 1500 words in length. Submit only one short story.
Essays and Criticism: We have an open policy for submitting essays and critical pieces
(including book reviews). First, send us an email with the focus and word count of your piece,
which must be literary in nature.
Please keep in mind, although we aim for editorial excellence, we strive to be accessible by
everyone. We only accept email submissions. You will only be notified if your work is selected for
use in Artyne. Mailed submissions will not be considered.
Authorization to reprint submissions: We assume that all work submitted to Artyne gives us the
right to print that work without pre-notification of the author. We will not distribute your work to
other publications or individuals.
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If you’d like to contact the artist, writer, submit a piece of work or take advantage of our low
cost advertising at £40 per page, £20 per 1/2 page, £10 per 1/4 page, email The Artyne
Editor at ditempli@hotmail.co.uk
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Disclaimer.Any views and opinions expressed in the magazine are not necessarily those of the
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