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Chances are you know more about polymer clay than I do.  I am a beginner, a 
newbie, or more poetically, a yearling. It was just about a year ago that I bought my 
first block of Premo.  White.  Its purity seemed to hold so much potential. It was on 
sale.   

What prompted this small expenditure? I could expound about creative curiosity or 
artistic visions of grandeur, but to be perfectly honest, it was tendonitis. 

My hands and shoulders had lost a handstand battle in yoga class. As I dutifully 
followed physical therapy treatment for months, I worked out with straps, rubber 
balls and that weird dayglo squeeze putty. Healing was taking forever, my 
frustration was building. For over 22 years I had been a decorative painter and 
muralist and now I could barely hold a pastel stick without pain. I also had a heck of 
a time applying eye makeup, adding insult to injury. 

My friend and painting partner Marilyn suggested polymer clay as a more enjoyable 
form of therapy. “Forget the dumb putty,” she advised. “Go get some Sculpey and 
make some jewelry.” I certainly love jewelry. I love it enough to buy it at every 
opportunity.  But make it?  Surely she was delusional! 

Yet, there I was the next day, reading the tiny print on the package, in three 
languages, no less. It seemed simple enough. Children play with this stuff all the 
time, don’t they? And I already knew how to turn on an oven. I was halfway there! 
Besides, my first career after college was in ceramics. All I needed to do was 
summon up those ancient instincts. My first pieces were a ring that looked like tree 
fungus and a neckpiece that looked like a blob of bacteria.  (I had been watching a 
lot of the Nature channels at the time.)   

Then, like a good potter, I put my treasures aside to dry before curing. Have I 
mentioned that I was a beginner at this? Can you guess how many days it took me to 
Google ‘Baking Polymer Clay’? 

Three days later I found my way onto The Glass Attic website and immediately came 
down with a severe case of information overload. This was definitely not my 
friendly, earthy ceramic clay. It was more like high school science class. And what 
the heck was a cane anyway? Yet the clay spoke to me, so I plunged in. 

The more I worked the clay, the more seduced I was by its properties. Best of all, my 
hands and shoulders were improving. I was beginning to get the hang of the making 
and baking process. Unfortunately I was also quite proficient at the breaking and 
burning process. A shiny new mercury thermometer became my best friend. 

Note to self: Make sure the oven is turned on to “convection” mode. Under no 
circumstances put the oven on broil.   



As I progressed during the past year, spending hundreds of hours and creating 
hundreds of pieces of jewelry, I also experienced the side effects of polymer 
immersion - everything begins to look like jewelry.  See that car? It would make a 
nice brooch.  That spoon?  A lovely bracelet.  

I eagerly poured over books and websites and magazines that had anything to do 
with the medium. I discovered an enormous pool of artists and crafts people 
working with it. Who knew? There was such an extravagant variety of work going 
on. Inspiration was everywhere. Tutorials were everywhere. A dizzying array of 
“how-tos” was just a click away. I also discovered what a friendly, sharing 
community clayers are. I still think clayer sounds weird and so does my spell check. 

So here is some of what I know after my year in polymer clay : 

1. Creating with polymer clay is most definitely an art, equal to working in any 
other medium. Photography, ceramics and glass blowing were also once 
considered lesser art forms to painting and sculpture.   

2. It is the most versatile material any artist could imagine. It can look like 
wood. It can look like jade. It can look like the view through a kaleidoscope, 
not to mention rocks, cupcakes and denim. It can look like tiny little babies. 

3. It is not only about caning.  
4. I will do just about anything to avoid sanding, burnishing and buffing. 
5. A five-year-old or a ninety-five year old can work with polymer clay. You 

can’t say that about glass blowing. 

Finally, I am thankful to all the brilliant polymer artists who give so readily of their 
knowledge and time. It would take me three lifetimes to absorb all the available 
information. The real point, I believe, is to be fearless with your ideas. Do not be 
afraid to make something less than perfect. Go ahead, mix your colors and make 
mud. Once you have, you will learn a better way. And remember, have fun! To 
paraphrase a popular quote by one of the leading polymer artists of our time, ‘There 
are no mistakes in polymer except burning it.”  

 

 


