Feature | Carviown’s Mad Sclentist

“Life is cool.”

ndeed, for sel-proclalimed mad scientist
I Kay Adams, life is cool. Ascending the

steps leading fo the third floor of her

home — a converfed walk-up affic that
Is her loborafory — Kay excifedly describes how
she will fransform a iifeless piece of jewelry info
Q living plece of art: “The jagged metal an this
half-inch Christmaos free earring needs fo be
smoothed, painfed, reinforced with epoxy for
stability, and balled three fimes with different
vpes of fops. This old freasure has laryngitis, and
f need 1o help it find ifs volce., ”

Although | do not understand the surgical jargon. | am
aware that this resurrection pro<ess is a product of Kay's
fervent belief that all pieces possess the ability to speak in
different ways to different peeple. YWhere many perceive
imperfection and insignificance, Kay innately senses subtle
whispers of hope, and it is in her laboratory where the gentle
articulation of imagination begins, Ultimately, she infuses her
wision with an item’s patential to create a one-ofadkind, Kay
Adarms original. She undersands the necessity of appreciation,
for as Leanarda daVinci aptly noted, "knowledze of a thing
engenders love of it: the mere exact the knowledze, the more
fervent the lave." The pieces — and thus the design = have

been given the gift of life, and they eagerly invice all ta listen wo
their stories,

However, such tales would not be possible withour the
author's voice proudly chronicling her awn narrative. Kay
wisthully tells me that she and her mom - co-owner Judy
Reogers = "got inte aur Anthill fantasy by a gut-led dreamin’ and
schemin’ vision.” Spending their Saturday mornings perusing
various wares at area yard sales, Kay and Judy developed a savey
walent far FECOENIZING an item's artistic merit, potential value,
and creative appeal. After a successiul merning of antiquing,
afternoons were spent happily munching homemade sandwiches
at the MewTark Deli in Caryiown.

One particular Saturday, they noticed a row house
in Carytown far sale, Judy was keenly excited, far she
laves property; Kay, having just graduated from Virginia
Commaonwealth University with a degree in Mass
Communications, was not very intérested in what she terms
“real job,” and the prospect of pursuing an impulse appealed w
her. Filled with gut-instinees and guided by intuition, the visien
of a land enthusiast and an eccupationally apathetic callege
student rapidly became a living entity, Kay asserts “we never
had a plan — we never have a plan. We are completely instince
ledd, ¥We know what we like, and | think we know that if it makes
us react, it has the potential to make others react. Fourteen
years in business has proven this to us”
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