Paige QuiglefRicca
Universit%/ og‘gllli(“rtjloiﬁé’2 at Chicago

Photography, 2019




ARTIST STATEMENT: Paige QRigley

AWalks on the beach give me a chance to experience mindfulness in
the moment. The top photo was a view to the west; the bottom
photo was a simple turn to the east to capture a very different view.



Artwork submitted by

Mary Roeschn behalf of all
nurses who contributed from
the Advocate Good Shepherd
Nursing Summit

Painting, 2011
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ARTIST STATEMENT: Submitted byRéesch

Aln August, 2011 Advocate Good Shepherd Nursing Summit was held with
the purpose of developing a strategic plan for the nursing division from
essentially a blank slatéuring the two day event, nurses gathered to
discuss important aspects of nursing practice and future gdaising the
event, the following key words were identifliedCommunity,

Empower, Encouragement, Energy, Excellence, Hope, Involved,
Inspirational, Joy, PatienSupport, Teaming and Together.

AThese words became the basis of background on the three blank
pictures. One by one, the nurses at the summit added a single stroke of
paint to one of the three frames to create this beautiful piece of wolk.

serves as a reminder to current and new associates that together, nurses
can create something beautiful and sustainable.
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DawnRoftstin

Advocate Christ Medical Center

EmbroideryCross Stitch, 2005
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EmbroideryCross Stitch, 2010
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ARTIST STATEMENT: DRwitstin

ACross stitch is a way for me to-gdgess and relax after a busy day at
work. | enjoy creating beautiful detailed project3.he more
complicated, the more | enjoy and find it relaxing and fulfilling!



I know vou hate it
But vour soul is beautiful

Even if broken

You ignored my plea
Like my illness wasn'L real

O you conldn’t care

You reminded me
Of a home long forgotten

Still a0 n-'c:|r.<)min(_§

Their [eelings are real
Despile whal you may project

Believe them wholly

You pl'cachcd trust in you
Actions speak louder than words

You only had words

"Haiku on

The Human Experience"
KalllRunning '

Nursing Student _
University of lllinois At Chicago

Poetry




ARTIST STATEMBNAILRuUNNINg

AHi, my name i&alli | have always been attracted to the simplicity of Haiku
poems. My twin and | love this poelyler Knott Gregsonyho writes a
naiku per day on love. Together we decided that we could do this, without

a theme, and occasionally share our work with each other. We have never
actually shared our work despite the first haiku included being about her.

Writing a haiku is not muc

n of a time commitment as they are relatively

short. This was the least d
anger, sadness, love, etc.

aunting way for me to channel my frustration,
despite being busy with school and life.



Signed Hand Painted Tray
JulitaSansoni

Trento, Italy

Faculty Emerita

University of Rome

Painting/Ceramics
12 11 X 8ll

ARTIST STATEMENT:

| have always enjoyed painting; in retirement | am taking
up ceramics
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ChristineSchadrie
RNFloat Pool

Aurora Baycare Medical Center,
Green Bay WI

Painting, 2019
Oil on Canvas
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ARTIST STATEMENT: ChriSthadrie

AlI'm a registered nurse and artist residing in rural Wisconsin. To me art
IS something that can hold many different meaniraggl can take on
different perspectives depending on the viewer. The main purpose |
strive to achieve is to tell a story wigtvery canvas | paint, leaving a
lasting impression for all dhose that view them.

APainting serves as a dialogue for me, between what it is | may be
needing to process that day versus the outside world. It helps me
make sense of my emotions and is truly meditative, bringing my stress
level down and improving my overall mood supporting -salfe.



DNP APN, FNP
Assistant Professor

Colle% of Nursing

Rush University

Photography, 2019
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ARTIST STATEMENT: Barbara Shaw

AAs a nurse, it is important to me to connect with patients in
meaningful and often creative ways. When | explore different parts of
the world, | bring that interest in connection and curiosity about
LIS2 L) SQa fAQ0Sad ¢KAA&A A a-pdwgredSy T A\
locomotives in Southern France, resting after loading up the coal at a
stop on the route.
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Barbara Shaw

DNP, APN, FNP
Assistant Professor
College of Nursing

Rush University

Photography, 2019
MME E y dpcE



ARTIST STATEMBBdarbara Shaw

AAs a nurse, it is important to me to connect with patients in
meaningful and often creative ways. When | explore different parts of
the world, | bring that interest in connection and curiosity about
LJIS2 L SQa fAQdSa 6AUK YS® LF¥ L Y
connection between people, it iIs magic. | saw these 2 sisters, deep Iin
conversation, walking down a street in Nice, France, late one summer
afternoon.
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Barbara Shaw
DNP, APN, FNP
Assistant Professor
Collegﬁ of Nursing
Rush University

Photography, 2017
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ARTIST STATEMENT: Barbara Shaw

As a nurse, It Is important to me to connect with patients in meaningful
and often creative ways. When | explore different parts of the world, |

ONAY3I UKIO AYUISNBad Ay O2yySOUGAZ2
IS a young Roma man in Prague, Czech Republic



oSalkantayrek:
An Altitude Adjustment”

Rebecca Singer

DNP, RN

Clinical Assistant Professor
University of lllinois at Chicago

Photography, 2015



ARTIST STATEMENT: Rebecca Singer

AFor me, the best form of relaxation and rejuvenation is hiking. If
possible, getting up into higher altitude mountains is the best way for
me to adjust my attitude, reenter, relax and rejuvenate. This photo
was taken on just such a trek in Peru.
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Rebecca Singer
DNP, RN
Clinical Assistant Professor
University of lllinois at Chicago

Photography, 2002017




ARTIST STATEMENT: Rebecca Singer

AMy nursing practice is global. | work in both humanitarian and
development settings. | enjoy taking portraits of the people in the
communities in which | workespecially of women and girls. This
triptych is of three young girls living on three different continents:
Asia, Africa, South America. Despite their differences, these young
girls are all bright, curious, and spirited dreamers.
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ARTIST STATEMBNSaSkemp

A1 find inspiration and beauty in the sunrises over Lake Michigan.
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elsey K. Smith

RNAdvocate Christ

Medical Center
Photography, 2018




ARTIST STATEMBREIsey K. Smith

Al camping in the Great Smoky Mountains with my family and the
couple we were camping next to had a two year old Golden named
Bailey. She played with the kids in Little Pigeon River that was right
next to our camp site and she came over at night by the fire to sneak
something tasty to eat. We remember her fondly from our trip.
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ARTIST STATEMBREIsey K. Smith

Al took my family down to Maggie Daley Park and Millenium Park for
the day. It was about 90 degrees outside so the water was welcomed.



ORescued
Kelsey K. Smith

RNAdvocate Christ
Medical Center

Photography, 2017




ARTIST STATEMBREIsey K. Smith

ATinley was rescued by us in August 2018. We had never had a cat
orior to her, but we all warmed up to each other pretty quick after
oringing her home. The foster mom said they found her at the Tinley
Park train station, almost dead, filled with parasﬂes and very sick. Her
VIYS Ay GKS NBaOdzS gl a a/lo224aS:
to where she was found and we kept Caboose as her middle name.
She is the big sister to Pippa Squeak and Freya Frito who are
additional cats we have accumulated over the last year. | currently

K2f R 0KS 0OAGE S &/ Nlinleywis nyllitle muse.R & ¢
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MSN, RNBC, NPIBC, €EFM, CCE
RushUniversity Medical Center
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Dl Acrylic Worsted Weight Yarn
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ARTIST STATEMENT: Mary Smith

AThere is magic woven into her. For every night as | add stitches and
she lays on my lap, she puts me into a slumber, crochet hook still in
hand. A year of work and she is not quite finished. But how will |
sleep when the last stitch is done?

A The work submitted is a hartlade blanket that is unfinished, but
measures over 50 inches in diametdihe unfinished state of the
work Is part of the submission, as it is the work itself which is
relaxing. | have included two photos, one of the entire blanket, and
one closer view of the work (included to show detalil).

APattern: Mandala Madness by Helen Shrimpton



"White Flowers on a

Sunny Day
CristinaSokarda

Advocate Aurora Christ
Medical Center

Painting




ARTIST STATEMENT: CriSokarda

Al have been drawing and painting as a hobby since | was a child. As ar
adult | have tried different art mediums including olls, acrylics and the
current art work which contains digital technology. While early on as
a teenager | looked into fashion design as a way to incorporate my art,
| ended up In nursing school and have loved my nursing career since
then! | am grateful to submit my artwork along with other nurses as a
hobby that we all enjoy in our past time!



Practice

The lacerations outside
and within the lower lip
don’t communicate. One

is vertical, the other supine
and jeweled. The shallow
slash bled more, coating
her teeth rust. They thought
she’d lost some teeth.

Her brother’s fear makes
her cry. The other child

has two puncture wounds
where the dog took hold.
The uncle stopped her
from pulling away so

the skin wouldn’t tear

into flaps. At the time,

no one understood why

he clasped them together.

Our gowns wear thin.

A small island marks

the left side of the fifth
boy’s forehead, above

the eyebrow. He fell once
and was glued. Four days
later, he fell again. Now

he can’t wet his head or

the second wound, the one
that can’t be glued, will
release and flare. We line up
before the Tumbling E.

We don’t remember names.

They arrive on sunny days

in April and wait beside

the aquarium. The ninth

or tenth needs a singed cast
removed. Her father
brought her. The mother
remains angry and away.
Halos of blisters are the fault

of the fire makers. We wrap
their children in sheets
and tape them to boards.
We hold their skulls until
our arms quiver and their
faces bead. They arrive

in rain without shoes.
Some break into song

and some can’t breathe,
lips clamped bluish over
tight-hinged throats.

We count the rise and fall,
lay the fields and reach
around them. We run
before the little weight
goes limp. The gun bumps
marrow. We hold the note.
We hold the strings taut.

Red Arrow Farm

When | arrived in spring
with my mother, brittle
ladybugs littered linens
and stairways. We swept
their shells and made
wishes. We ate pancakes

on the porch. The fields gusted.

We tugged a blue wagon.
We did our best. Snagged
between seasons, sky
lanterns bobbed above

a thawing shore. This time,
December says stay put.

Now there’s a fence for loping.

Now there’s something feral.
The shush of turned pages,
a fire’s static. Logs buckle.
Our future, once set as this
oilcloth map, now fugitive.
Three slow ladybugs

tap their bright cloaks

along the bannister.

A lamp timer awaits

the blizzard. Tsk-tsk, tsk-tsk.
We stand in the wingspan
of porchlight, mercury eyes
just beyond the orb, beyond
sleep. Our boots could be
warmer. Our children

will never give enough.
Bloated as a boxing glove,
the cream of wheat sky
muffles August’s brambled
relics. Rusty spears of prairie
pierce snow banks,

the storm’s shrill whistle
like a knife in a bathtub.

Patient Population

Fireworks return you to the night bullets splintered your hip, starburst windshield, smear of
sound on pavement. | declare Loud noise may trigger. | lack words about passion and its
collapse, but chronicle the slow boil in your lung, how you lost your hotdog stand, your
parakeet. | record your assaults and safaris. The water you shouldn’t have drank at the camel
pageant, the blood | dabbed from your eyes. You un-roof my sleep with checklists futile as leaf
blowers. All I may have failed to appreciate. Susceptibilities, anatomical pockets. | say foreign
body, meaning burrowed worm-treasure. | say we, meaning | too have broken. | chart your
interrupted moments--kite in the pond, broken fish tank, shards of a jigsaw puzzle iced to the
stoop. Your photo of the miscarried, the metallic tang on your tongue. | try not to talk about
you over dessert, or upon waking. That body too full of sweetness, glistening as | knelt to
breathe. Sometimes, | want to buy you flowers. | understand why one afternoon in a hammock
would be better than a month here. Sometimes, when | spot a salt truck’s swerve, it is you |
thank. | document the crimson blisters on your scapula, your shame at the revoked license, the
decayed graft, the chicken costume you wore for pay. | want to write about dancing in the
kitchen or the willow that rains hours after the last storm. Instead | detail the side you favor.
Your legs beneath the bedside tray, blued circulation. | can write compromised and resistant,
but | must eliminate bleak and unfathomable. | can’t write getaway heart, although I felt its
stampede beneath my interlaced hands.

Poetry

Shirley Stephenson

APRN, Mile Square Humboldt Park
UIC College of Nursing Faculty
Practice & Partnerships




ARTIST STATEMENT: Shirley Stephenson

AAIl of these poems have to do with how | live within
healthcare/nursing and vice versa. The connection is more obvious in
some than others. A few have been published in literary journals.
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MSN, RN, NRBC
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Drawing, 1999
Pastel _ ,
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ARTIST STATEMENT: Monica Stone

Al had the opportunity to take my first Art class during the 2 hour
tease, while my daughter was in Kindergarten. | was in awe at the
talent, uniqueness, and willingness to share tips from the other
artists. This is my first piece. We were asked to frame at least 1
O2YLX SUSR LIASOS 2F 62N @ LQY 4?2
In a stackunseen.
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Monica Stone

MSN, RN, NRPBC
Advocate Sherman, NEPD

Painting, 2015
Acrylic
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ARTIST STATEMENT: Monica Stone

AEnjoyed getting back into painting by going to an evening paint outing
with friends.
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Monica Stone

MSN, RN, NRPBC

Advocate Sherman, NEPD

Painting, 2000
Watercolqr
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ARTIST STATEMENT: Monica Stone

AMy first watercolor of one of my favorite flowers : Sunflower.
Sunflowers symbolize Happiness, Joy and Faith.



I am Inspiration

By: Isabelle J. St. John BSN. RN
You are tired, you are broken,
vour hght ceases to shime,
You take the plunge, mto vulnerabihty
day after day,
but you are scared to go on.
Beneath the shroud of doubt, you become cold.

Jaded.

Swept up by the tide of temptation. swallowed by the swirl of cvnicism.

You showed no resistance.

You gave in. You gave up.

Is this what you want? Is this what you have worked for?
You reach out, desperate to not fade away.

Desperale o shine agam.

Take my hand.

[ am Inspiration.

ITold tight to me. Vow to never forget me.

Iwill show vou the way again. I will illuminate vour purpose.
Lay your tired mind and aching heart to rest in my arms.
Let me replenish vou, refresh vou, reinvigorate vou.

Let me cleanse vour soul,

so that vour hight will shine brighter,

so that vour heart will love deeper,

so that vour mind will be filled with clarity, instead of obscured by doubt.

My gift to vou is the courage to be vulnerable again.

To teel. and thus,

to heal.

To remind you of vour purpose, to remind you of vour “why™.

Who am [?

I am Inspiration.

Tam all around vou.

I can always be found, even in the darkest of times.

Look mside yourself, look to those vou serve,

I am there.

Heal each other. Serve each other,

I exist because deep down. vou believe I can still save you,
regardless of reality, so harsh and bleak.

Never stop believing in my power. Never stop searching for me.
T am here to serve you.

I am your musc.

I always was. I always will be.

Go lorth and drive out the templation of darkness, spread hght.
Give in to the vibrance of my essence.

I am Inspiration.

"l am Inspiration”

|Isabelle Jane St. John
RNCardiacCritical Care
Children's Hospital of Wisconsi

Poetry, 2020



ARTIST STATEMHBBHADbelle Jane St. John

Al am not just a nurse, | am an artist of care. And as any artist, |
must engage Iin the enduring pursuit of inspiration, or the quality
of my work, the care | provide, will suffer. Even In this early
stage of my career, | have faltered under the weight of burnout.
| realized how strong the temptation to become jaded is in this
profession, and | made my vow to never forget my "why", to
never lose my inspiration. It is said that nurses save patients,
but | firmly believe patients can save nurses too, for | have
renewed my inspiration thanks to so many of my patients. This
piece Is for my fellow artists of care: have courage, reach out to
those you serve, and be relentless in your pursuit for inspiration.



Hektoen Short Prose Submission
The Art of Nursing: Reflections from an Artist of Care
By: Isabelle J. St. John BSN, RN

I am an artist. And my medium is care. Healing. Human interaction. My supplies include
compassion, empathy, the ability to educate, the ability to advocate. I am a musician. I perform among a
symphony of sounds. Without my part. the piece would sound incomplete. but all together. the different
parts intertwine through give and take, to create a mellifluous masterpiece. I am a designer. I create a
space and a fit that are individualized and inspired, helping others find comfort and accommodation that
incorporates both practicality and finesse. I am an actress. I utilize empathy to become the characters I
care for, I dive mto vulnerability, opening my mind in an attempt to understand what hes beneath the
surface, and what mfluences outward behavior. I live to serve the needs of my masterpieces. I exist at the
cornerstone between precision and chaos, between rigorous scientific principles and soulful creativity. It
is within this space that I am able to fulfil my life’s purpose as a nurse, as an artist of care.

T have always felt passionately in touch with my artistic tendencies. From a young age. I was
guided into the practice of analvzing and interpreting art, bv mentors who did not shy away from
challenging my peers and I to think more critically. look bevond the obvious. and dig for a deeper
meaning. As vears passed, 1 found my space to blossom within the performing arts; understanding music
and theatries became cqually as important to me as nurturimg the logical part of my mmd with the
structure of science courses. Qur directors would ask us, what emotions did we want 0 communicate
through our work? Without a strong understanding of this, our work lacked purpose and depth. When
pracucing the cralt of nursing, [ ask mysclf a similar question, what do 1 want my patients to [eel when
they experience my carc?

Whenever 1 was performing, | loved knowmg that 1 was sharing emotions with my audience. It
brought a sense of mtimacy and closencess between me and 4 group ol strangers, and 1t has been my goal
to incorporate this into my professional nursing practice. To me. art in all forms is a way for an artist to
communicate through teeling, ambiance. and emotion with an audience. The core method of
communication between nurses and patients aligns with this in a remarkably similar fashion. The
nceessily of empathy 1s a central pillar in creating and showcasing high quahity art, and m providing high
quality nursing care. To communicate and ercate 4 conneetion with others through leehng and cmotion,
one must adopt another’s perspective; they must leel together. 1t 1s this link between my passion and my
prolession that continually gives me the most wholesome and fulfilling sense of purposce, and has heavily
intluenced the way I practice nursing.

True art gathers you. cleanses vou, and allows vou to feel. Art has the ability to reach beyond our
biases. our agendas. or whatever else our mind mayv be under the influence of, and be the strongest
intluence over us. It quiets the extraneous noise in our surroundings and enables us to focus on feeling. no
matter how foreign or uncomlortable 1t may be. Art holds our hands, looks us mn the eye and says, “Just
feel with me. That's why I'm here”. This 1s what 1t means o be a nurse, an artist of care. To quiet the
chaos, to sort through the mess, o hold vour patient’s hands, to look bevond the surlace, and to say “Just
feel. Just be here. be present. listen to how you feel, listen to the feelings I am communicating to vou. I
will feel vour pain and tear. and vou will feel mv strength and contidence. I will be present and we will
feel together, every step of the way.” My healing can reach bevond the influence of the strongest
medicine and anxieties that obscure the mind and provide clarity. strength, focus, and satety. As an artist
of care, 1t 1s my duty to create a trusting space to communicate those feelings, to create a connection
through empathy.

I believe artists create because they feel, and their purpose is to communicate this with their
audience, to create something that will allow both parties to feel together. I feel. I feel inspiration,
potential, and determination. When you experience my care, my healing, I want vou to feel and I will feel
with you. We may come from different walks of life, speak different languages, or have opposing views
of the world, but the core of our connection 1s what we feel, together. And this connection, this artfully
crafted space of empathy, this presentation of my craft, my care, is nothing short of a masterpiece.

"The Art of Nursing: Reflections

from an Artist of Care"

|Isabelle Jane St. John
RNCardiac Critical Care
Children's Hospital of Wisconsin

Short Prose, 2020




ARTIST STATEMHBBHADbelle Jane St. John

AMy personal philosophy that nursing is a form of art has guided me
through my education and into my career, and influences the way |
provide care to my patients and families. Practicing nursing as a cratft
enables me to create meaningful connections between myself and
patients of all ages, as we journey through the healing process.
Expressing the role that my artistic passion plays in my professional
practice through reflective prose fuels my inspiration, and fills me
with a renewed sense of purpose.
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Heather Summers
RN, BSN, CCRN
Shirley Ryan Ability Lab

Photography, 2020









