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America!!!
Rejected and humiliated by her homeland,
Casali sought out America as a refuge. But
while the Land of the Free did provide her
with the artistic license she so desperately
required, Casali quickly found herself
perilously short of funds.
Forced by cruel circumstance into secretarial
work, Casali found office life unbearable,
escaping the banality of administrative tasks
only through the soaring imagination that
was her art.
Not unlike Gustave Courbet’s “The Stone
Breakers,” Casali’s art embraced a gritty
social realism that forced the viewer into a
confrontation with the brutal nature of
modern employment.

Despair
Unfortunately, Casali’s employer construed
her efforts as “communist” and, in a
misguided attempt to do his part for the
American war effort in Vietnam, abruptly
dismissed her. “The dominos stop here!”
he raged as he sent her shamefaced out
onto the street.
Betrayed and confused, Casali spiraled into
the first of the deep depressions that would
mar her later years. Her sense of identity
fragmented, her art suffered a shocking
parallel disintegration of identity. Note how
the works from this period evince a change
both in subject and predicate, a jarring
disconnect that would never again be seen
in her pictures.
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Yet, it was here, at this lowest point in her life,
struggling somehow to make ends meet, and
oddly ambivalent towards gigantic robots,
that Casali discovered the key syntactic
formula that was to be the backbone of her
glory years.
At last, Casali had discovered “Love is...”

A New Beginning
And, as if the mere saying of the words
had a talismanic effect, within weeks
Casali had met the love of her life, Italian
immigrant Roberto Casali.
Her new happiness spurred her into the
most intense creative period of her life, and
by the time they were married, Casali had
given the world such enduring monuments as her unforgettable “Cherish”
triptych:
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Golden Handcuffs
The nation soon became enamored of the
“Love is...” series and she became syndicated
by the Los Angeles Times. T-shirts, coffee
mugs, and calendars provided a steady
stream of income, upon which the Casalis
soon came to depend.
Saddled by ever-greater debts, Casali began
churning out “Love is...” pictures on an
hourly basis just to stay afloat. This huge
effort took its psychic toll on Casali, who
became increasingly desperate in her
search for metaphors, often relying on
bizarre combinations of the fantastic and
the mundane. In one particularly productive
afternoon in April 1973, Casali wrote that
“Love is...” over 276 different possibilities,
including... “an alligator with wings, but
with sharper teeth than a regular alligator
would have,” “A reclining chair that spins,
but not so much that you get dizzy,” and
“Pretending you’re a pirate all day just to
stay sane, aaaarrgh!”

Stagnation
Yet amazingly, despite what she deemed to
be a decline in the quality of her insights,
her adoring public continued to clamor for
Casali cartoons.
Disheartened and disillusioned by the
public’s over-enthusiastic appraisal of
her art, Casali turned to the California
hyper-realists in an attempt to recapture
the authenticity of experience that had
permeated her earliest works.
The Los Angeles Times, however, was less
forgiving of her forays into Post-Modernism,
never running what many consider her finest
work, “Love is... big-headed, etc.”
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Tragedy
In 1976, Casali’s devoted husband died of
cancer. In her grief, Casali turned to a
reputable San Fernando psychoanalyst, Dr.
Charlie Tan. Through Dr. Tan’s sessions,
Casali began a voyage of self-discovery
consisting almost entirely of recovered
memories brought out while under hypnosis.
These “dream” sessions gave Casali’s later
work a darkness that proved disturbing
to many. Indeed, her popularity slowly
declined throughout the ’80s and ’90s as she
explored the deepest reaches of her sexuality.
In 1995, Casali produced her least popular
piece, sold to syndication as “Love is... the
world’s greatest uncle.”

Love Is...Forever?
Tragically, Kim Casali died in 1997 at the age
of 55. Yet her legacy did not die with her.
Fueled by the same passion as his mother,
Stefano Casali has taken up the challenge
of “Love is...” and already his work is being
compared favorably.
The burden of continuing the work of this
century’s most prolific and beloved artist
obviously weighs heavy on the young man,
who attempts to deflect the pressure
through humor.
“No one can ever fill my mother’s shoes,”
stated Stefano in a 2001 interview on the
Oxygen Network. “Oh, who am I kidding,
she was a perfect size 7B.”
Nonetheless, the impact of such enormous
expectation has already transmogrified itself
into a refreshing new vision in Stefano’s art,
at once both a fitting homage to the past and
a bold new step into the future.
We are fortunate, indeed, that the age-old
questions about love are constantly being
redefined by such a distinguished line.

