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Editor’s Note
“What is up with your kids?” my friend asked.  “Why are they all so ridiculously talented?” 
 
To the first question, I answer, “I know, right?” And to the second I have to say, “I have no idea.  They didn’t 
get it from me, but I’m so proud of them.”
 
I have four incredible daughters, three by birth and one by marriage.  They are each beautiful and amazing 
in their own way as all women should be. One of my favorite characteristics of these girls is that they 
aren’t afraid to be themselves.  They allow themselves to be their own kind of beautiful and pursue their 
own goals and dreams.  
 
As you turn the pages and enjoy the beauty that these women created with their hands and their minds, 
I hope that you feel inspired to rejoice in your own talents and abilities. 
 
I love my girls.  I’m grateful that they’re willing to share their gifts with the world and making the world a 
better place by doing so.  
 
Enjoy!

  

 Linda Bjork
 Editor

Linda Bjork
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Bottoms Up
 The first wedding cake I ever worked on was my own! All three tiers were Styrofoam, 
with zero baking involved. For the cake-cutting tradition, my sweetheart and I ate “his and 
hers” chocolate-dipped-strawberries off the top, which, coated in dark and white chocolate, 
had doubled as our little bride and groom cake topper.
 With how easy and cute that little project had ended up being, I right off the bat had  
way too much confidence in my caking abilities, provided Styrofoam tiers were involved, and 
soon offered my “skills” to both a cousin, and a sister-in-law, which miraculously both turned 
out well! The cake for my cousin required a single edible tier of the three (gluten-free, for my 
first actual cake-cake, if you can believe that), which also turned out just fine, thereby pushing 
my confidence even further, leading me to foolishly make a public post on Facebook advertising 
my wedding cake talents, for cheap, as I at least had the wherewithal to admit that I was new 
at this.  And someone took the bait...  
 Not knowing what I was doing, I offered a “taste testing,” and invited this first sweet 
unsuspecting couple into my home, before which through text they had communicated they 
liked chocolate cake. So for their taste testing, I worked all through the night before to provide 
three finished, fondant-topped chocolate cake tiers, each with different recipes and frostings. 
The thing is, I didn’t know how to make frosting yet, and had purchased enough little cups 
of frosting from walmart to fill and cover all three of these finished cakes, which, along with 
ingredients and fondant and decorations and fancy cake-cutting utensils, cost me nearly $70. 
 The taste-testing accomplished absolutely nothing, and the couple couldn’t decide, 
eventually asking for one tier each of each flavor that I had provided.  Meaning what I had 
already done, could have been the finished cake. After re-learning that lesson several more 
times (facepalm), I no longer offer taste-testing... 
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Stunning
 I spent at least 10 hours on my first real cake, finishing it with white 
fondant, black hand-cut silhouettes on each tier, and ribbons. I proudly 
took pictures of my masterpiece, sitting out on the counter, and then left 
it there to go to bed, not knowing that fondant cakes are heavy and need 
to be refrigerated at least overnight before traveling. That night the top tier 
split, the entire cake sagged, my smooth edges rippled, and I very ashamedly 
delivered a sub-par wedding cake to the reception venue, offering them 
their money back.  The couple was very kind, and refused to take the money, 
reminding me that it was still only half of what they would have had to pay 
for a professional cake. Regardless, I felt sick about it for months.  
 Humbled, I finally slowed down, carefully taking time to learn each 
new skill I wanted to try before offering it to the masses, or else offering it for 
cost or free as I openly practiced. 
 Happily, three years later, I am now a confident cake “artist,” and 
can copy or create just about anything in this random little world of cake 
decorating! :)
 What started as a cheap and practical project evolved into a hobby, 
which has since evolved into a fun little side business that I’ve unbrellaed 
beneath my Interior Design brand, which I went to school for, and which was 
supposed to be my day job.  For now, I get to use my design eye and years of 
schooling on my cakes, which I’m enjoying immensely! 
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 Any flavor can be made into a cake. Any flavor. I often 
overwhelm my customers with my unnecessarily growing list of 
options, which now includes popular ice-cream flavors and candy-bar 
brands, to go along with the classic chocolate-and-something, white-
and-something, fruity-and-something flavors. With extracts, and dry 
powders, and fruit zests, and chopped bits of candy or fruit, and even 
frozen juice concentrate, the cake flavor world you-never-knew-you-
didn’t-need is wide open.  
 But my favorite flavor, even with all options available, is plain-
but-never-gets-old, chocolate cake, with chocolate buttercream. 
Lemonade cake is working its way up there, but it’s still just so hard to 
ever truly beat a classic. 

iNSidE    ANd oUt
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 I’m unable to quote prices to my 
customers until they describe to or send 
me pictures of what they hope to order 
from me. Once basic decoration styles 
are established, as well as the number of 
people the given cake needs to feed, my 
customized price remains firm regardless 
of the flavors they choose.  
 My most popular flavors include 
Chocolate Fudge, Snickers Bar, Lemonade, 
and Funfetti.   

Made
to Order
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“A Tale of Two Wolves,” inspired by Judi Rideout. Best of Show, Utah State Fair, 2018. 
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then Sings My Soul :    From thought to Canvas
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then Sings My Soul :    From thought to Canvas
 I’ve been painting for 7 years; I started when I was about 10. It began when I overheard that my grandma 
was going to paint a portrait of my older brother, Joseph. I didn’t quite understand what that meant, I just knew that 
Grandma was going to paint and somehow Joseph was involved too, so I wanted to get in on the action. I began 
painting with my grandma. My family was so supportive. They oohed and aahed over all the paintings that I did; 
without that support, I don’t think I would have gotten to where I am today. My mom bought easels so we could do 
plein air painting together. My mom is not an artist, but she wanted to support me in my interests. We painted in 
the mountains, in parks, and in gardens trying to capture the beauty of the world around us. 
 For inspiration, I look for things that are beautiful or that intrigue me.  I love to save calendars with colorful 
photographs and I have a growing collection of art books. For a long time, I painted only birds because I was 
fascinated with all kinds of birds. Then I started branching out and painting other things that were beautiful and 
brought me joy. One of my art books had a detailed painting by Judi Rideout featuring a close up of two wolves. I 
thought, “That looks beautiful and I like it!  I’ll try and it’ll be a challenge, and if it doesn’t work out, then that’s okay.”  
It took me months to complete it, but it’s good and it won best of show at the Utah State Fair. Sometimes I think 
that I’m done with a painting, and then I show it to a family member and they say, “Oh, you could define this a little 
better.” And I try to follow their advice.  I like my paintings to look like a picture – clear and in focus.
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A thing with Feathers
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 Why do I love birds?  I think it began with visiting a family friend and 
seeing their parakeets; I was fascinated by them. I think I’ve been fascinated by 
birds ever since.
 I have had some fun experiences with birds.  After seeing the neighbor’s 
parakeets, it wasn’t long before I talked my parents into getting a pair for me. In 
addition to my precious pets, I’ve had unusual encounters with wild birds and my 
parents tease me and call me “Dicken” after the character in the book “The Secret 
Garden.” Once a small yellow bird flew into the house by mistake and became 
frightened.  After trying unsuccessfully to catch it to release it outside, my mom 
called for me.  Somehow, the bird felt safe with me and even allowed me to hold 
it on my finger.  We got the bird safely outside.
 Another time I was walking with my sister Sarah in the park across the 
street from my home and saw something unusual in a tree that caught my 
attention.  There was a bucket in a tree and when I pulled it out, there was an 
odd feather inside.  I looked into the hole where the bucket had been and saw an 
American kestrel.  Sarah told me to try to hold it, but when I started putting my 
finger close to it, it reared back like it was going to bite me.  That frightened me, 
but I took off my sock and wrapped it around my finger as protection and tried 
again.  Eventually I got to hold the bird and Sarah did too.  I went home and got a 
leather glove and came back to the park, the kestrel sat on my gloved arm.  It was 
amazing!
 As I began to pay attention, I found lots of birds’ nests.  I saw hummingbird 
nests and robin’s nests.  I guess that’s some of the reasons why I like birds. 
 About the paintings – most birds are a dull color, so I get excited when I 
see ones with bright colors and I like to paint them.  It was also on my bucket list 
to paint a swan.  I had a calendar with a beautiful picture of a swan.  I showed it to 
my dad and said, “Hey, I want to paint this.”  He said, “That would be really cool, 
except you could extend the reflection to make it look like a mirror image of the 
swan.” I thought, “That would be way cool!” and so I did it. 
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Face to Face
 I began with painting animals, but a new challenge came when my aunt asked 
me to paint a picture of my cousin Laura with her horse. People are very different from 
animals. There’s a tiny line, but a huge difference. When I was painting Laura, I struggled 
with shades for skin tones and all the things, but eventually got it to work and look like a 
human, but it didn’t quite look like Laura.  I tried and tried, but it still wasn’t quite right.  Then 
I made a slight change by making the lips fuller and ta da!  Laura was on the canvas. Our 
eyes recognize people and faces a lot more. We take in so much detail and we know who 
that person is and what they look like. The tiniest details matter.  It’s a crazy thing.  
 I painted the praying figures for the Jordan River Temple celebration. There was 
an option to do an art piece for the celebration and my mom and I were trying to think 
of ideas.  One of the ideas was to have a young woman teaching a younger child to pray. 
When my young niece came over to family dinner, we asked if she would help.  She and I 
modeled what we had in mind and my mom took a picture. I used the picture as the basis 
for the painting.  That was a new experience. 
 My sister Sarah is one of my art mentors. She wanted me to learn from the 
masters and learn their styles. For one assignment she asked me to replicate an angel 
from one of Leonardo da Vinci’s paintings. I learned a lot.
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Mixed Mediums

 Last year, my art mentor showed us how to make pots. He really wanted to make sure 
we had a plan before making things. We first had a discussion on beauty and what beauty was; 
then we wrote a list and went to the grocery store to find something that inspired us. I saw 
techniques that I thought would be fun on a turtle. I like to make things that are interesting—
things that aren’t common. My definition of beauty was something useful, but now I think that 
definition has changed just to something beautiful. 
 Some of the projects I learned the techniques for in class—like how to layer the teapots. 
The mentor inspired us to learn about how to plan out a project—how to map it out. It was really 
fun. I learned a lot: getting bubbles out of the clay, especially. I got messy, and it was great. 
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A pinch pot tea set made by Anna Bjork. 2017.
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 It’s perspective, I suppose. My view of things, the way I see the world. Another opinion 
duly stated on canvas or paper. While one may imprint delicate words on a page to illustrate 
their ideas, and others may leap across a stage in a mad demonstration of their passions, I 
find it much more intriguing to simply draw what I see. Whether that’s literal and I try to copy 
my sights exactly, or I splash some personal quandaries into my art, its another method of 
communicating that I connect with more so than by any other dissemination of thought. 
 It began with a journal when I was 11 years old. The Prophet inspired me to write as 
much in my journal as possible, and I did so; carefully explaining the details and emotions 
of each passing day. However, upon the conclusion of each entry I found it severely lacking. 
None of them adequately described how I felt, or what things really looked like. I could read 
the same passage over and over again without “seeing” it, so to speak, in my mind. To fix the 
issue, I simply drew a quick cartoon of the days events. I soon found that the cartoons did 
more than more lavishly describe my daily life, it embellished the pages in a way that words 
never could. I found that I would reread my diary often and spend more time looking over 
the pictures than actually reading the text. I discovered a knack for humor that I didn’t know 
I had before; a perspective highlighting the more funny moments in life. It brought me great 
pleasure to see other people laugh at my simple illustrations. It was easy for me to draw an 
emotion or event that clearly and immediately told the tale behind it. It felt more effective 
than words, more illuminating, more satisfying. That, honestly, is where my love of art began. 
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“Creation,” pictured 

right. Note the symbolic 

elements, including the 

hidden face, handprints, 

and feather symbolizing 

the creation of man and 

fauna. This was Sarah’s 

first oil painting, and 

was featured in BYU’s art 

competition. 

“Dog,” pictured above 

right, sold for charity 

at the Greater Swiss 

Mountain Dog. People’s 

Choice. 
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 Twisted images, colors in the wrong place, over dramatized shapes/patterns, all of these things bring an 
odd sensation to the canvas that regular images can’t grasp. It’s a view of perception that escapes most mindsets, 
and is one that I am particularly drawn to. Such images make me look at them, thinking at a higher level than 
I ordinarily would. Drawing abstractly feels like weaving reality with dreams and watching the results twist the 
emotions in a fantasy-like way. When I look at things I see shapes, colors, shadows, and texture, each of which 
contribute to the overall appearance. I enjoy playing with these aspects, toying with them as a small child would 
with a pile of blocks: breaking things down, organizing, and putting it all back together in a new way.
 But why mess with the world? Why fiddle with something that’s already perfect? See, there’s where I get 
intimidated. It blows my mind to no end to look out the window and see a tree growing.  A seed, a TINY TINY little 
thing got dropped in the dirt, soaked up a bit of moisture and sunlight, and then GREW. Grew! Into a complex, 
beautiful, highly detailed masterpiece that only God could create. The idea of adequately drawing something 
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so perfect frightens me. Almost like 
mocking God, but not to such severity. 
I could spend hours pouring over the 
intricate detail and sublime quality of 
a single leaf, and the mere notion of 

trying to capture such perfection is utterly out of my control. I could slap up something that looks similar, 
a thing flattened and plastered under my paintbrush in a crude imitation of the singular peculiarity of the 
model. Nothing I could create would do it justice, however, which frustrates and intimidates me. Also the 
many attempts I’ve indulged take WAY too much time, and I’m not about that life. So yes, I prefer to doll my 
illustrations with a bit of abstract because trying to paint EXACTLY what I see is futile.  

intrige & intimidation
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B lack and W hite:    Beaut iful C haos
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B lack and W hite:    Beaut iful C haos
 Black and White, the two most contentious hues of all 
history. I enjoy plastering the two together to create drawings 
that clearly depict one idea. Also it’s highly entertaining to put one 
utensil to the page (pen or pencil) and watch multifarious images 
stare back at me. It’s like adding only one ingredient to a recipe and 
watching lots of different things come out of the oven! 
 Scribble art is my particular favorite. I find it fun to create 
beautiful chaos. Each scribbled image is literally just a bunch 
of squiggles loosely danced over a blank page. However, the 
condensation of these random lines creates striking pictures that 
are easily recognizable. Fun, eh? 
 Detailed drawings are also a hoot, but a slow one. Much like 
eating nothing but celery over several weeks and finding yourself 
with a much thinner waistline. Well, I that’s what I imagine would 
happen if one only ate celery for several weeks, I’ve never tried it 
myself, but it illustrates my point. It’s laborious, unpleasant, and 
takes an interminable amount of time, BUT! The results are worth it 
and I don’t regret a single second of the effort. 

33



34

 Ah. Cartoons: simplicity in its most delightful form. It fascinates me that a few lines can so clearly depict 
an idea or emotion. It’s not very hard, but it is shockingly difficult. Because there are so few of them, the lines 
have to be placed in very particular ways, or else it disturbs the image. I have to think about these harder than 
any other medium. They’re so simple that it’s difficult to mentally erase all the lines that are unnecessary and 
focus only on the ones that are enough to get the idea across without being too complicated. When at last the 
picture is settled in my mind it doesn’t take more than a few strokes to make it come to life, but the mental 
crunch of coming to that conclusion is highly laborious. 
 I also love the fact that cartoons are so light hearted. They can show more serious matters, it is within 
their capacity, but more often than not cartoons highlight happy moments, or the hilarity in any given situation. 
This tends to make people laugh, a thing that most adults do only a few times a day, and is something I think we 
need more of. 
 Ah. And the fact that they’re so accurate. I could spend an hour telling someone about how I feel, or I 
could sketch out an illustration that anyone could look at and say, “Oh, I understand exactly how you feel,” within 
seconds. Crazy, isn’t it? The power of a few simple lines. 

A Few Simple Lines: Cart oons
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C ontributors
Melanie inherited her father’s creative genes and seems to be able to build and create anything 
even with her two young children in her arms or holding onto her legs.  Many of her creations 
are made of wood or fabric and fashioned into furniture, but her current medium of choice is 
cake.  Her creations run the gamut from whimsical to elegant and everywhere in between and 
they taste as good as they look!
 
Sarah is a college student, author, pilot and artist.  She recently discovered her talent and passion 
for art and has embraced it wholeheartedly.  She works with an efficiency of skill and speed that 
characterize her “can do” attitude. 
 
Anna is a senior in high school.  Her tenderness and love for all of nature radiates in her paintings.  
Part of her gift is her patience and eye for detail as the image emerges in layer after layer of 
painstakingly detailed strokes.

Aubrey is an incredibly patient wife and an amazing mother to her three small children. She’s 
the one with the skills necessary to make everyone else look good. Aubrey graduated from 
Brigham Young University Idaho and received her master’s degree from National University. 
She has authored several books and edited several others.  
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Anna Bjork, Melanie Bjork Jensen, Aubrey Bjork, & Sarah Bjork. 


