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Artistõs Statement

There are many things in this world I hold dear, perhaps too many things, perhaps too few.  I love the deep snows that 

sparkle in the light of winter, the thrill of seeing plants emerge from the warming earth in the spring, the love calls of 

chickadees.  Paddling in solitude over calm waters under the night sky fills me with an immeasurable gratitude, the colors of

autumn comfort meé.I love to knit, I have come to love the place called Isle Royale. 

With both honor and delight I accepted Dr. John Vucetichõs request to knit a sweater for him commemorating the many years 

of dedicated research that have focused in such detail on the inseparable lives of moose ( Alces alces ) and wolves ( Canis 

lupus).  At the outset we decided that it would be a òmoose friendlyó sweater, thus the four healthy bulls parading around the 

yoke.  In this scenario the moose are content, confident, and quite free of the predatory advances from wolves.  Yet while 

knitting, my mind often drifted to thoughts about the incredible lives of the wolves so dependent upon the moose for their 

survival, thus while wolves do not appear as images in the sweater, they are ever in thought.  

The various motifs in the sweater all hold some special significance in relation to Isle Royaleõs influences on the design.  Lake 

Superior, represented by the blue hem and waves, calls to mind the ever presence of this large and powerful lake, a watery 

force, a fluid energy, that shapes and refines the islandõs evolving features.  The magnificent beauty, unforecastable climate, 

snowfalls, rainfalls, protections and dangers, serenity yielding to crashing waves and vice versa, all respond in obedient 

accord under the governance of the Great Lake.  Always the Lake is approached with respect and reverence, humility and 

honor.  The ceaseless rolling waves toss and keep afloat many memories resting and playing upon their undulating surface.

Shelves of ice that form in the winter months emit a spectacular beauty so unique to the landscapes of Lake Superior.  

Periodically an ice bridge forms that links mainland Ontario to Isle Royale.  One such winter was 1948 -1949.  This was the 

year that a pack of wolves walked their way over the ice to a newfound home on the island.  Yet, for this pack of wolves it w as 

a one way crossing.  Ice bridges are temporary.  At that time, moose were in great abundance, and survival for the wolves 

bore fewer hardships than we observe today.  Banks of snow often remain well into May, and as they melt into the island 

earth, vegetation seems to eagerly burst forth, for the growing season is brief and much must be achieved before the 

certainty of the oncoming of winter.

As tidbits of knowledge about plants and ecosystems accumulate and take their abode in my brain, my growing respect for 

the remarkable survival adaptations of plants inspired me to include design motifs for two plants frequently encountered 

while roaming in the forests of Isle Royale, the bunchberry ( Cornus canadensis ) and the twinflower ( Linnea borealis ). These 

common yet extraordinary plants both grow in the variable light of the moist forest soils beneath the canopy of balsam fir 

(Abies balsamea ) and spruce ( Picea glauca ).  The bunchberry is remarkable for having the fastest opening flowers in the plant 

world. It is always a delight to happen upon these dwellers of the boreal forest, sporting their brilliant red fruits nestled in a 

whorl of six leaves. The twin flower is a trailing honeysuckle shrub, delicate and sturdy, it graces Isle Royaleõs nutrient-poor

forest soils.  Its dainty, paired, pale pink blossoms emit a sweet fragrance in the dappled light during the early days of 

summer.



On either side of the superior wave motif are red angular lines representing the basalt ridges that geologically are the 

structural foundation of the island.  For many years I have often pondered the idea that we are shaped by our vulnerabilities .  

This realization gives me comfort, for in the stark profile of the enduring basalt, I am reminded  that the softer rock, the 

vulnerable sedimentary layers, have long ago weathered away. Our life experiences often will force our weaknesses to be exposed 
and chiseled away, and marvelously what remains is the revelation of our strengths. So as I hike along the islandõs ridges, my footsteps 
fall upon the basaltic rock.  We all have strengths and weaknesses. The beauty of it is that quite naturally, by going throug h 

the trials and tribulations of life, the strengths in our character are revealed ðour vulnerabilities shape us. 

And how about all those little white flecks?  In Norwegian sweater design they are called lose (lice).  Many amusing 

conversations left us accepting the idea they could be crawling louse, wandering ticks, flecks of blowing snow.   Carrying th e 

second color, of course, adds another layer of warmth to the garment.  A feature much needed in the north county.

Balsam fir trees and spruce comprise the dominant tree vegetation of the forest.  In winter, fir is the primary source of foo d f or 

the moose ðnot yielding much in the way of nutrition, but providing just enough substance to eke them through the winter.  In 

summer every shade of green is on display, represented by the vast diversity of plants growing on the island.  Trailing leave s 

seems to escort every step along the long hiking trails. Black spruce often have a thickness of short branches at their summi t, 

the club arresting any visual symmetry in this auspicious wilderness.

My own wealth of experiences while hiking countless miles across the island awakened me to more thoroughly acknowledge 

and appreciate the beauty of the vital processes cycling around me.  Some years ago, I found myself at quite an emotional los s 

after losing my father to cancer, and although I still miss our close companionship, the grief I long harbored worked its way

out of me and was replaced with an awakened sense of my inseparability from my fatherõs love.  My gratitude for this renewed 

sense of life keeps me returning to the trails, eager to learn more lessons.  The atmosphere of the island has many gifts for

those with receptive hearts. 

While knitting I had ample time to cherish new found friendships with both John and Leah Vucetich, whose lives are governed 

by a peace which is core to their being.  Exuberant joys, witty intelligence, and a desire to bring out the best in others ar e just 

a few hallmarks of their innumerable fine qualities.  Rolf and Candy Peterson, whose enthusiasm and love seem to embrace all 

humanity, their constant activity dedicated so wholeheartedly to the care of the island and all its inhabitants,  their persp icacity 

and generosity seem to find no limit.  Collectively these four remarkable individuals, whose lives are devoted to something s o 

incredible to the outsider, yet so normal to them, have done more than they will ever know to inspire and enrich my 

experiences on the island and beyond.

Knitting is actually a remarkably simple procedure ðthere are only two possible stitches.  Yet the repetitive process of pullin g 

loops through loops at times seems to yield a creation imbued with enchantment.  That ideas made manifest through knitting 

can result in a garment both practical and functional, that captures a spirit of Isle Royale, is a source of incredible pleas ure for 

me as Iõve been walking around, knitting around, moosing aroundé




