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Mom didn‘t begin to paint pictures until she was 
into her 60‘s and retired. In her younger days, her 
creativity was of a more practical nature, often a way 
to make something fun and wonderful with very 
limited resources. As a child during the depression, 
as an adolescent during the deprivations of World 
War II, and as an adult raising a big family on a not-
so-big budget, Mom became an expert at making 
do creatively, of wringing yet one more use out of 
every day stuff. 
   By the time they retired, Mom and Dad were 
financially comfortable, but Mom continued her 
ingrained habit of thrift and self-denial. I think she 
probably had to push through some strong feelings 
of guilt when she splurged on painting supplies for 
what she likely considered to be a self-indulgent 
hobby. Dad was very supportive of Mom’s talent 
and liked to show off her works. Dad, famously 
tight with a buck, proved how much he valued 
Mom‘s paintings by buying a frame for each one. 
Mom‘s style and choice of subject matter evolved 
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Lois E. Jones Fast (LEJF) often signed her paintings 
with a leaf to represent her name. Lois took art classes 
throughout high school in Columbus, Ohio, but had no 
further formal training until she retired and took group 
painting classes at the community center where she lived. 
Lois was always creative, however, as reflected in her little 
illustrations in her many letters to family and friends, and 
in her writing of short stories and poetry. She loved flower 
gardens and decorating her home. She was a miniaturist 
and had several dollhouses. She also did needlework and 
sewing. Lois graduated from the Ohio State University 
with a degree in Botany and Zoology. After marriage 
to her husband, Ken, Lois was a stay at home mother 
raising their 5 children. Lois later obtained her teaching 
certificate and taught high school biology for 12 years 
obtaining a Masters in Science Education from the 
University of Montana. At the age of 54, she had a career 
change and became a cartographer with the United States 
Department of Defense Mapping Agency. 
     Lois painted mostly from photographs, although she did 
paint some still lives. Lois and Ken traveled extensively, 
especially in the western United States. Many of Lois’ 
paintings reflect her love of the outdoors – mountains, 
flowers, and gardens. Lois painted some commissioned 
pieces for family and friends of special interest including 
pets. Over the course of approximately 20 years, Lois 
created over 150 paintings which are now enjoyed by 
friends and family across the continent. 
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over time. When she began painting on canvas, she was 
a victim of her own frugality. Her canvases were not 
large and she used cheap canvas covered cardboard, 
not the sturdier, more expensive canvas stretched on 
wooden frames. Her paint was used sparingly. Every 
brushstroke was guarded and worried over. She would 
never think of splashing paint across the canvass, or 
smearing it, or using colors in an experimental way. 
This stinginess lent a rather charming, homespun 
stiffness to her style. As time passed, she became 
comfortable applying paint more generously, and 
allowed herself to paint more loosely. She graduated 
from working only in still life and tried to show more 
movement and action. She put more people in her 
paintings, and used bigger canvases. She also became 
more comfortable playing with color, and her paintings 
became even more vibrant. Mom was always on the 
lookout for inspiration. 
   One thing that remained consistent throughout 
Mom‘s painting career was her desire to paint things 
realistically. She reworked some paintings over and 
over trying to fix a shadow, or make a leg position look 
more natural, or adjust a pitcher handle that she felt 
looked awkward. Even after she declared a painting 
“done” and it was framed and hanging on the wall, she 
still could be annoyed about something in it that she had 
failed to “get right”. She could be her own worst critic. 
She would have loved to be able to paint something so 
perfectly that it tricked the eye, something painted as 
accurately as a photograph. Mom was a realist in every 
sense of the word. She was a scientific thinker and her 
paintings reflected this attitude. Everything in them 
was her attempt at realism.
   Stepping into my parent‘s house was like entering a 
wonderful art gallery swirling with color. The walls of 
every room were crowded with Mom‘s bright efforts. 
When I visited, it was always fun to see what new 
things Mom had painted. 
   For me, looking at my mother‘s colorful paintings 
is as exciting as looking at an original Monet. I love 
Mom’s paintings, not because they are great works 
of art, although some may be. Nor is it because they 
have meaningful subject matter, although some do. 
I love her paintings because they are her creation. 

Every brushstroke of paint was put down by her 
hand. Every image was translated through her eyes 
and her brain. I think of the emotions that flowed 
through her while she worked. I value my mother‘s 
paintings for the same reason I relish seeing original 
paintings in museums. Looking at the exact object an 
artist touched and created, the thing she spent hours 
thinking about and worrying over, is a bridge across 
space and time. 
  My own house is now home to many of my 
mother‘s paintings, many more than I have space 
for, so I rotate them with the seasons. It is always 
fun to pull an old friend out of storage and restore 
it to the wall, to be looked at with fresh eyes. My 
siblings, nieces, nephews, and cousins also have 
many of Mom‘s paintings. Her works are scattered 
coast to coast across the country. It is such a pleasure 
when I visit someone‘s home and come across one of 
Mom‘s paintings and once again feel a glimmer of 
her presence.

A loving daughter, 
Julia A. Calfas


