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Editors’
Vertigo

column
The artist
takes a brush in hand.
With a palette of
gerunds and adjectives,
he begins to paint.
The brush caresses the
empty
canvas. The bold, ebony
strokes dribble
languidly across the page
and drip to the floor
with a soft
patter.

Amy

The laws of physics,
of gravity
taunt, jeer, and smear
each kiss of bristle
and leaf.
The o’s and d’s
swim in inky hues
and dry into
an abstract concoction of
words and watercolor.
Poetic purples and
pixilated prose
melt
harmoniously into
vertigo.

// written BY

Amy Snyder, Literary Editor
Pg.
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Kori Moravec-Flores, Design Editor
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I want to hurt you—
to inflict you with the deepest afflictions,
to leave my mark
then bottle your tears.

I want to bruise you—
fill you with neglect and suffocating regret,
to leave a scar
then foster your ache.

Ta m a r
ra
I want to see
if I can make you bleed,
if I can pierce your heart with nails.
For true love is only true
if there is pain that parallels.

Tamarra Evans-Sluga
// written BY
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Stephanie Gallacher

// written BY
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now are we heroes of the lullaby
so leases my mind as we cry
a solace—our goal to simplify
bunching twinkles bust my sides

spreading o’er the world, a naked lie
that we are heroes of the shy
littering the world with gleaming eyes
a solace to the simple spy

a heaven’s coat in mid-July
spreads o’er the cottage cheesy sky
as we, like aspens, drop our fry
littering the world with humble pie

where will flock crows before I die
a heaven’s host in mid-July
we, like Margaret, singing sigh
another spring of sorrows by

bunching twinkles bust my sides
where will mark crows before I die
so creases my belly as we cry
we, like birds, fly toward the light

the last
constellation
for Adrien

Staff

contributions

pIANOLA// PHOTOGRAPH BY

Stephanie Gallacher
Pg.



I suppose I could number the days,
all the way back to you.
I could count through the history of pain;
Remember how we used to.
I know I could draw the lines,
connect the dots
around your face.
An image seized by time
I’ve (never) tried to replace.
Every detail into every minute
I never could escape.
Why is not the question,
the wonder’s just too great.
Days when dreams like this unfold
outnumber those that don’t.
And tho’ I could number the days,
I suppose I won’t.

Hawaiian Beauty // photograph BY

Angela Rednour

Melodie Ashley
// written BY

Angela
M e lo d ie
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Cruise Control

written by
Cassie Brook Jones

Eric LaMar Fuerer

Train Emotions // photograph BY

Alone and Speeding
down the abandoned highway
Cruising
pushing the limits
breaking barriers
deemed unbreakable
trudging forgotten roads
forging new ones
never turning back
hundred-mile adrenaline
bracing the wheel
lines blur
city lights fade
windy roads ahead
troubles out the window
with the
Rush
of break-neck speed
Cruising, Cruising
with a complete lack
of Control.
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handle her success.
“Yeah, I’ll get back to you when I
just happen to figure it all out.” I get up
as quickly as I can and storm out. But I
would never admit to her that she is right.
I would never admit that she is all I have
and I am nothing more than a bitter leech.
I must be her highest paying customer
next to Lindsay Lohan. Oh, Miss Lohan.
Didn’t she look sexy today? But only for a
mere glimpse, before she disappeared into
HER office for three whole hours. What
could they possibly talk about for three
hours?
I’m sitting where Lindsay must have
sat, in her short skirt and spiked high heels.
If only I could be invisible. She would be
sitting on my lap.
I love you, Lindsay Lohan.
I am pathetic. I am drool, a puddle of
drool, and people only see me to mock me
and then wipe me away. Why must I suffer
so much? I know what it takes to be happy;
I have seven easy steps to do it and those
steps help develop:

Through our sessions it’s the same
thing over and over again.
“What would you like to talk about
this week? How are you feeling?”
“Like shit honey, what else should
I feel? My book doesn’t sell. Nobody’s
happy.”
“Should we talk about this yet? I sense
a little defensive tone.”
“Well look who’s the professional? Do
you give that line to everyone after chargin’
them $1,000 per hour?”
“I do not want to discuss our income.”
“You mean YOUR income; you’re the
cel-le-brit-tee therapist!” I flash quotation
symbols with my fingers, frantically
pointing them up and down.
“Remember what we worked on last
week? How our successes are equal? We are
married to help one another, not to become
each other’s enemies. I feel that you are
resisting coming to terms with this issue.
I am not your enemy, Karl. I am your wife
and therapist.” She always condescends to
me like that, as if I am insecure and cannot

“Hi, my name is Karl Bosman. You may
have heard of me from my book entitled,
How to Live Happy. I’m here today to give
you a special offer; you could have my book
today for only $15.95, a ten dollar savings!
(Not including shipping and handling fees.)
Call NOW!”
I can’t believe I wore my hair like that
on the goddamn commercial. What the
hell was I thinking? Who’s gonna buy a
book from a balding guy? I wrote the book
on living happy and all I have to show for it
are my lack of book sales and MY wife, the
famous celebrity therapist.
Happy, it’s such a bouncy word. If only
my own life contained bounce, I wouldn’t be
sitting here in this office, MY wife’s office.
I don’t understand why I come HERE.
Despite colleagues and referrals, I only
see her. But the process isn’t reciprocal;
she thinks she’s self sufficient enough not
to need MY help. She keeps my book on
her desk, but I know for a fact that she’s
never opened it. She says that the insight
she draws from the celebrities help sort her
own life.

1) The recognition that you are a person
who deserves happiness
2) How to throw away the shackles of selfdoubt
3) Learn how to find self-truth
4) Learn how to self-love
5) Break from dependency
6) Become self-sufficient
7) And finally, become happy.
My wife tells me there isn’t just one
way to find happiness. I know, I wrote the
book.

Self
Help
written by Mandy Cheang

Title of Work
goes
here
written by Author Name
written by Jared Hawker

Highway 89,
Southern
Utah

T

text starts here

On Highway Eighty-nine,
beyond these asphalt lines,
Stretch waves of rocky tides,
parallel on both sides.
Feminine rolling of green
scale the west horizon scene.
While masculine mounts of red
paint the east plateau beds.
They conjoin in the south
and thirst at the mouth.
To the infinite flow
of the Colorado

Music From the Heart
// drawing by

Whitney Kevern

To Beauty I will give my love
And Humor will be dear to me
O Music! Take me back again
Eternal youth is found in thee

But caution still, I would advise
My secret will avail you not
Despair and weep my still-young friend
This secret known cannot be bought

To learn it though, I’ll toss you in
Such learning has had some success
Some tips, some clues, but not enough
Experience will teach you best

evergreen
written by Peter Brotherton

How does one stay evergreen?
‘Tis long the focus of my thought
Forever-young the adage tolls
I know the secret, all untaught

W.E. Moellmer // Photograph by

A Turn in Mind

Pg.
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It’s about 20 degrees colder
since you entered the room.
And I feel about 20 years older,
every minute that I stay with you.
Why do you gotta keep lying?
It’s plain to see we can’t bend the truth.
We can’t go back; innocence is gone with naiveté of youth.
It’s been about 20 minutes
since you said things were fine.
But you just pulled a 180,
split-second change of mind.
Why do ya gotta keep lying?
It’s so much easier to tell the truth.
Now, it’s hard to see… any sweetness in anything you do.
Bridge:
I can’t even see the person that I knew,
where’d she go… and who are you?
It’s about 20 degrees colder
since you entered the room.
But now, I feel a bit bolder.
Just enough to make a change that’s overdue.
I refuse to keep trying,
it’s plain to see there’s no help for you.
We can’t go back, and now I see there’s nothing left for me to do…
…I’m through with you
…yeah, I’m through…

Post Inferno // photograph BY

Jared Hawker

20written
Degrees
Colder
by Benjamin B.G. Chapman

‘Intelligent Design’:
Anwritten
Oxymoron
by Scott Evans

What I Have Become // digital painting BY

Ryan Christensen

Pg.
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“Educators must keep up with
converted theist. “I think
science. And it is science that is pointing
that the most impressive
to the inevitable conclusion that an
arguments
for
God’s
intelligent creator was the architect
existence are those that are
for this magnificent universe”(Sekulow
supported by recent scientific
2005).
discoveries.” Unfortunately,
In “Intelligent Design Is a Worthy
Sekulow doesn’t mention
Rival to Theory of Evolution,”
any of these breakthroughs,
Jay Sekulow parrots some leading
besides the advancement of
creationists’ views on teaching
mapping human DNA and
intelligent design in public schools.
how it is “specific and unique
These creationists believe that
to each individual.”
alternative “scientific” viewpoints
The article then argues
to the theory of evolution should
against the belief that teaching
be taught in a science curriculum.
creationism is a violation of
Should science teachers in public
the separation of church and
high schools be forced to add
state and therefore should not
the theory of intelligent design
be taught in a public classroom.
to their curriculum to add an
Sekulow quotes an opinion
alternative
to
evolutionary
from the Supreme Court ruling
teachings?
The article itself
on Edwards v. Aguillard in
makes a poor argument, being
1987 that, “teaching a variety of
filled mostly with the opinion
scientific theories about the origins
of leading current intelligent
of humankind to schoolchildren
design scholars who present
might be validly done with the clear
none of Sekulow’s supported
secular intent of enhancing the
policies’ realistic applications
effectiveness of science instruction.”
or practical examination of
Note that the quote includes the
the reasons why he sees this
phrase “a variety of scientific
supposed practice as legal.
theories.”
Sekulow
begins
by
In response to this poorly argued
arguing the point that
premise, intelligent design does not
intelligent design is, in fact,
qualify as a valid scientific argument.
a valid science, and should
This pseudo-science is based upon
be offered as an academic
the belief that man is too complicated
alternative. He offers the
an organism to have been created by
opinion of Dr. Antony Flew,
accident and natural selection so must
a British philosopher and
have been created by an “intelligent
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creator.” The current creationist scholars
Writer Robert Pennock states that, if
argue that creation being guided by the
religion, which is a “private and exclusive”
God of a western and, more precisely,
institution, is taught as science, which is
Christian mold. This is why the public
“inherently public and inclusive”, then
has not heard this issue argued from
how is teaching it in a public classroom not
the viewpoint of the Vedic creation
a violation of the guarantee of separation
beliefs taught in the Hindu faith. If
of church and state afforded citizens in the
Christian bibles are going to be used
constitution (352-353)? When creationists
as references for creationist textbooks,
try to reinterpret the constitution to break
then how can this theory contend
down this fundamental right, they are
that it is a secular viewpoint and an
not advocating greater tolerance towards
alternative to a complex scientific
intellectual freedom.
Instead they are
argument, such as evolution?
pushing an agenda toward reinforcing and
Intelligent design, being a beliefcreating a stronger Christian majority.
based response to the scientifically
In Pennock’s book, Tower of Babel , he
argued evolution theory, hardly
intimates:
qualifies as scienctific. According
Religious beliefs are profoundly individual
to author and evolutionist Richard
and private and to have the government
Dawkins:
promote a specific set would undermine the
If
complex
organisms
public values that allow for unified democratic
demand an explanation, so does
action and that protect our freedom to practice
a complex designer. And it’s no
those private beliefs (354).
solution to raise the theologian’s
The theory of evolution remains an
plea that God (or the Intelligent
unproven theory, but one based not upon belief,
Designer) is simply immune
but on scientific argument with a clear scientific
to the normal demands of
thesis. Personal revelation does not count as
scientific explanation. To do
scientific evidence, a fact that is backed by U.S.
so would be to shoot yourself
District Judge John Jones in his opinion issued in
in the foot. You cannot have it
the case of Plaintiff v. Dover Area School District
both ways. Either ID belongs
on December 20, 2005. In it he states, “We have
in the science classroom, in
concluded that it is not (science), and moreover that
which case it must submit to
(intelligent design) cannot uncouple itself from its
the discipline required of a
creationist, and thus religious, antecedents.” As
scientific hypothesis. Or it
quoted by Delia Gallagher and Phil Hirschkorn, he
doesn’t, in which case get it
follows this by writing that:
out of the science classroom
To be sure, Darwin’s theory of evolution is
and send it back into the
imperfect. However, the fact that a scientific theory
church, where it belongs.
cannot yet render an explanation on every point
Pg.
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should not be used as a pretext to thrust an untestable
The repackaged creationism
alternative hypothesis grounded in religion into the
of intelligent design has
science classroom or to misrepresent well-established
no place calling itself an
scientific propositions.
alternative science, and
If the belief-based theory of intelligent design
should keep its pious head out
is to be given equal time in the science classroom
of the science classroom and
as the theory of evolution, then when do we, as a
in religious and theological
society, draw the line? As an answer to this query,
settings.
I would demand that my personal theory of human
creation be taught as an alternative to both of these
Bibliography
theories and be given equal class time. I believe
it is obvious that human beings are too complex
Sekulow, Jay. “Intelligent Design
an organism to happen by chance and therefore
is a Worthy Rival to Theory
must have been aided in creation by a behemoth
of Evolution.” KnightRidder/
intergalactic falcon named Curtis. Through the
Tribune
Information
Services
use of radioactive isotopes and a magic helmet
February 10, 2005. http://libweb.
that shoots magenta-colored lasers at random
slcc.edu:2088/cgi-bin/hst-cleanintervals, he jump-started the Earth into the
copy?id=SUT0342-0-3225&type=A
miracle of existence that we humans call life.
RT&artno=0000208810&shfilter=U
Can I prove that Curtis exists? Obviously not
because he has a built-in cloaking device, and,
Pennock, Robert. Tower of Babel:
unfortunately, I am the only sentient being he
The Evidence Against the New
has contacted in dream-form. But, I believe
Creationism.
that the complexity of human beings and
Cambridge, MA: The MIT Press
their biology is evidence enough to classify
- Bradford Books. 1999. Paperback
my belief of a giant, radioactive falcon that
2000.
shoots lasers design is a scientific theory.
The debate over inclusion of intelligent
Gallagher,Delia and Hirschkorn,Phil.
design in a public curriculum is messy, and
“Judge rules against ‘intelligent design’
because of religious fundamentalists, we
in science class.” CNN.com December
have not heard the end of it. This is an
23, 2005. <http://www.cnn.com/2005/
important discussion to have, though,
LAW/12/20/intelligent.design/index.
because the quality of education and
html>
degradation of such a vital subject as
science in our public schools is at risk.
Dawkins, Richard and Coyne, Jerry. “One Side
can be Wrong.” The Guardian. September
1, 2005. <http://www.guardian.co.uk/life/
feature/story/0,13026,1559743,00.html>
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Genie Cartoon
// Digital art BY

beauty
is jinn and a rolled French r
waking to the scent of breakfast
I didn’t have to make
the smile of love in your eyes
sun-soaked skin
the smoothness of that spot
and my fingers curling your
curled hair
meaning
is joy infused so deep
by the scent of bacon
laziness
and the sun’s sweet heat
feelings exude from your smile
your skin so soft to the touch
of my rough, chapped
lips
love
is life with all its meaning
beauty with all its sadness
yellow smiles and furrowed brows
otherness we can’t describe
jinn and a rolled French r
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Daniel Fontaine

Be
a
u
t
y

written
by
Elaine
Ball

Gray
Don
written by Mikey Hagblom
it’s the
last drag on the cigarette and, the last one of the night
the poundings stopped and your neighbors have gone to bed
I pull my coat close, kiss your cheek, lingering only a minute more,
before I step off the porch and into the cold.

FOLIO | Vol. 08 No. 02

Nick Tanner

28

29 // photograph BY
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tap tap, my heels on the pavement as I near my apartment
the complex of the human existence slowly presses in
why does shit have to happen? why do I run from it?

there’s a man curled up on the sidewalk,
I hear one blunt cough and then silence.
a cord is struck and a flurry of snow starts falling
I wonder if I should care, or even do something.
but, feet and fear carry me forward

as I tap up the last few steps and produce my key
I remember the line from that old movie:
“you exist only a few moments, but I exist forever”
and it’s not your task to question me

drifting to and fro, but always back to you,
my thoughts dance along to the even pace I walk,
I breathe in deep; cold, sharp air fills my lungs
cars pass, and are completely ignored

QUEENLESS kING // PHOTOGRAPH BY

Robert Ghaderi
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Quietude

written by Andrew Ethington

Silence clings to the tomb like
hoarfrost on a mid-winter night. Old
bones shrouded by tattered veils lay
still and pale. Darkness.
Silently, I feel my way amongst
the graves, crawling along in the
gloom of the crypt. I feel the stones
before me. At the first bier I encounter
I pause, noticing its height is no taller
than where my hip is when standing.
I move my hands over their smooth
faces. I reach up, feel, and touch the
shinbone of a skeleton beneath the
shroud. Quietly, I remove the thin
sheet of threadbare, age-eaten linen.
With my mind’s eye, I see the slender
whiteness of the bone beneath, and,
with my fingers, sense its gritty
solidity. My hand moves up the shin,
over the femur, around the arc of the
pelvis. For a brief moment my hand
hangs in the empty space between the
hip and the floating rib. I count—1,
2, 3, 4… 12 ribs. Then the clavicle—I
slide my hand across it—my fingertips
light upon the chin.
Now with both hands I run my
touch over the skull. Quickly at first,

as if trying to rouse the sleeper from
its slumber, then slowly I depict its
curves and joints with my knowing
touch—seeing it in my mind.
Contoured skullcap, pointed chin
that juts out, slight overbite, slight
brow ridge, bladelike teeth, high
cheekbones, a familiar valley of the
nose bridge between the eyes, as most
Caucasians have, a triangular jaw, a
nub of bone at the base of the skull.
Caucasian, female, possibly in her late
twenties and once of good health, if I
counted the teeth correctly; thirty-two
teeth. She still has her wisdom teeth.
I handle her fallen inferior mandible.
The bone is thick and strong, and the
teeth, sharp and hard with definite
eyeteeth. No sign of premature tooth
decay or any arthritis in the joint.
“She died so young…” I cringe at
breaking the silence of the tomb.
I think I hear voices in reply,
grieving, with wails, for silence.
What a beautiful skull she has,
I think, not wanting to disturb
the bones’ solace again. Yes, very
beautiful indeed. I take the jawbone
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The air feels suddenly heavy, rank with the stench of
decay; I retch and cough from anxiety.
Silence!
Crapola, my mind-voice says, anxious with the new
tension.
I crawl, prod, hope, and keep moving forward. The
stillness of the tomb follows my every movement, and
I try to keep quiet. My breathing becomes ragged and
thready. The weight of the skull feels like a lead ball—I
feel it moving around in my rucksack, as if its jaw was
reattached, and it shouts with its mute cry:
“Silence! Silence! Put me down, for rest, put me
down!”
Forward yet… another wall?! No—my hand runs
along the wide jamb until I feel the door. Smooth and
hard, very cold and lifeless to the touch, much unlike
bone once inhabited by a living soul. The metal door is
still unlocked. I open it—ccrrreeeaak!

I cringe and I shiver with a creeping
chill that fans out from the base of my
spine and racks my whole body with a wild
quivering; I suddenly feel like I am being
followed. I stupidly look back with darkblinded eyes, thinking I might perceive
my imminent threat. I swallow against
the dry knot in my throat, thinking to say
something, but still unwilling to disturb
the hush. So I escape whither silence is
unharmonious. Quite in disgust of the
ordeal, I slam the door shut—eek-CLASH!
The ringing echo reverberates within the
tomb and catacombs, drowning out the
grievance of sleeping selves. I pause, not
breathing, until the echo dies away, and
my thoughts turn from the quietude of the
tomb that I invaded.
I shiver again, more from the wash of
relief than any tension from an imagined
pursuer. I turn around to find my way
out of the dark catacombs where a sound
of dripping water at least eases away the
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unbearable silence with the steady drip-drip. The odor of
stagnant water and pungent filth replaces the odiferous
stench of rot. The stones now are cool and damp, roughly
hewn from the subterranean rock.
A flashlight shines in my face—I wince. I didn’t think
he was here; he had been back at the entrance.
“You got it?”
“Yeah, man. But I’m never doing that again, aigh’?”
“Ppsssht. Whatever, let’s go.”
Through the way out we walk in silence, but it still
feels like that dumb skull is rattling off. The peace of the
tomb returns after our footsteps leave for the world of
the quick and not quite dead. A chill of death resolves
and keeps the quietude with linen manacles. Those dumb
voices and paralyzed jaws, beneath the relentless earth,
are tacit but tense.

and the rest of her pretty head—the
cartilage of the spine creaks with protest. I
cringe again and ever so quietly stash them
in my canvas rucksack.
My hands fall free from my query. My
arms outstretch and my hands prod through
the darkness for any intruding surface that
now might hinder my escape. I bring myself
down to my hands and knees, again wary of
what my head might encounter, as I sweep
with a hand before me. I already received a
bump on the noggin coming in and I don’t
want another. The cool, damp darkness
does not hinder my meticulous progress.
Instead, my own human memory fails me
as I encounter a wall where I thought the
vault’s door should be.
“Crap.”
Deathly silence.
I about-face, putting my feet against
the wall to ensure that I am turned about
the opposite direction. I proceed forward.
Cold sweat beads upon my neck and brow.
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After the deed
A moment of my life has drained me completely
Drained me of confidence, spirituality, self-control
And of an item that is more precious than life itself…
That one moment has drained me of my freedom to choose
Like a prisoner serving a life sentence
I am in bondage to what I have begun
The process of life has once again turned into
The Cycle of Death
And the anxiety continues until
After the deed.

After the deed
Is the painful process of returning to reality
For a moment everything
Is okay
That one moment that
You are inhaling
You are drinking
You are shooting up
You are staring at pictures on the internet
You are undressing for him/her
You are paying for the girl on the corner
You are finishing off your second pie
You are at the casino
You are buying your last dress
You are not using your mind
Is the one moment
That your life depends upon and yet it is the one moment that we give away

After the deed
My head is finally clear
The anxiety, feeling of “one last time,” has left
But now the anxiety in my heart is
Set in motion
The all encompassing headache returns after its brief scatter
My hands return to unsteadiness as my entire body
Feels drained from its core
Sleep is the only forgiveness now
It is where I dream of the actions
It is where I have a consequence
For my actions

After the deed
I lay curled in the fetal position
On the end of my bed or in the gutter downtown
My skin burns like fire
My arms cover my head as if protecting it from an oncoming aggressor
Squeezing it tightly
The reaction to what I’ve ended
Truly it is to keep the guilt in and the forgiveness out
My heart begins to slow as I realize it is over
I can feel the beat in my chest and arms
Growing less and less
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Shelley Johnson

American Spirit // ink drawing BY
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Or without a fear.
Pegasus flies through the air,
Unless a hunter draws near,
He flies like no other birds dare.
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He soars without a worry,
Or without a fear,
He has no reason to hurry,
Unless a hunter draws near.
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He beats his feather-filled wings,
He soars without a worry,
With the royalty of kings,
He has no reason to hurry.
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egasus flies through the air,
He beats his feather-filled wings,
He flies like no other birds dare,
With the royalty of kings.
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I Am
Not a Moth
written by Elizabeth Douglas
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Drawn to a structure fire,
Flames licking and spitting,
Its singed wings
Carrying it again, and again
To the heat.
But I am not a moth,
Mindless and fragile,
Even if I am easily attracted by warmth.

38

I wrap the mirror your mother bought for us
In the quilt my grandmother made for us,
Our wedding date stitched in crimson on the corner.
You do not move,
You do not speak,
As I carry the boxes past you.
You only meet my eyes with yours.
Your eyes
That used to dance on the crescendo of my voice
Your eyes
That used to see far beyond our worrisome tomorrows.
Your eyes are gray now, and flat
And make me understand that
You are the moth.
You have been seduced by the flames.
You have given up your mind and strength
For brief moments of heat.
Your wings are singed and may
Never carry you out of the flames again.
But today I will carry myself out,
Taking only the best parts of you with me
In these six boxes,
Because I am not a moth,
even if I am easily attracted by warmth.

Pg.

I Am
Not a Moth
written by Elizabeth Douglas

I am packing my things.
Choosing my favorite moments of our five years.
I take the Kandinsky print we bought at the pier;
I leave the glass jar of sand you collected while I slept on a blanket.
I take all the books, leaving
Only the volume on astral projection
You bought for my birthday three years ago,
When I still acted interested,
When we still talked.
You stand near and watch as I fill six boxes,
Leaving empty spaces on the walls and shelves of our story.
Your slender shoulders bend forward.
Your slender arms, bruised and punctured, hang
Without contrition, at your sides.
I stop and sit on the sofa your brother gave us eight months ago.
I want to ask more whys,
But you won’t answer them.
I believe you can’t.
Instead I let the fingertips of my stare
Trace the holes in your arms that
My life fell into.
Fell? No.
My life did not fall passively
Like an October leaf, or
A penny into a well.
Pushed? No.
Sank? No.
Seduced? Maybe.
But not like the neighbor’s husband,
By a woman, rose-lipped
And soft-hipped.
More like a moth

FOLIO | Vol. 08 No. 02

Pg.

39

Betrothed

written by Emma Padovich
I stand with my toes
on the edge.
The
water caresses my
feet, sending shivers of
pleasure up my spine.
My face lifts to the sun; I
close my eyes and let the
heat contrast with the
cooling sensation in my
feet. Arms lift skyward; a
soothing breeze expands
my breath into the world
around me. My voice fills
my throat. Tears fall heavy
upon my breast. I sing my
grief. Alone, I sing my freedom
.

A sharp scream of
predator and prey
break my spell. I
breathe in the world
and release it. Again.
And yet again. The
moon replaces the sun
in glory and stars fill the
night. I move with the
grace of the wind through
forests green with lust and
brown with pleasure. I
answer the call of the trees.
Mine is the voice of creation,
of destruction. Nothing and
Everything. I AM Goddess.

Bright Eyes // photograph BY
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Perhaps
It Was
written by Sarah Bagge

Daniel Fontaine
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Elixir, some will say
Poisoned day by day
Swirling inside found
Constant wall of sound
Voices, whispers sigh
See the colored eyes
Touch inside the mind
Seek, this eyesight blind
Named face, it is a vision
Just one heart’s collision
Taking strength from others
Erasing thoughts forever
This, creation’s chain
Driving one insane
Perhaps it was a dove
A crazy thing called love

Soul Seeping Out // Oil on Canvas BY
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Intoxication
Relapsed elation
Suffering from this
Painful part of bliss
Agonizing over
Moments in a blur
Eating from within
This unending sin
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It is quality of life.

No watch, no traffic, no want.

Today, we will bundle up warm, with gloves,
boots, and coats. We will go to where the air
is fresh, the ground is raw, and the sun glistens
as it dances on snow. Snow so pure and white.
Untouched. It is simple. It is soundless.

We are done.

We make the choice. We live in the city. We
work to make money. We make money to
live. We live to work. It is a vicious cycle.

It is the quality of life we lack. We are always
on the run. We have too much to do and not
enough time.

Get up, get ready, go.
Go to work.
Go to school.
Go to the store.
Go home.
Go, go, go, go.

We walk, we breathe, and we feel in this chaos
we call life. We walk on the sidewalk. We
smell the exhaust. We feel the stress.

We are the people for quality of life. Quality
of life is living. Living is breathing fresh
air, walking on raw ground, and feeling the
warmth of the sun.

Whitney Kevern

HOld Tight
// ink stipple drawing BY

People
for
Quality
of
Life
written by Angela Richey
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Lonely Shoes // photograph BY

Excuse me while I write down another
tragedy
I’m told it’s OK to breakdown
When sirens will no longer sing
Their cold, metallic prophecies.
I can’t go back home
When enigmatic whispers
Echo through post-traumatic
Existentialisms of deteriorating emotions.
Empty vendettas
Dance languidly
On shaking hands
While blind premonitions
Weep in a darkened corner
For this poor
Victim’s villainy.
The image of a smeared soul
Stained on my face
Escapes me at the moment;

Excuse me while I hide behind
Disguised tyrannies…
Just for a moment
I can transcend placid obsessions
And rotting worlds,
I can fly away from
Wailing seductresses
And naked cathartic liars.
No one can touch me
I am a ghost…
A lucid manipulator
Of shadow and light.
I am the dream
Of mythic heroes
And complex poetry,
I am…
I am…
Excuse me while I write down another
tragedy.
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written by Cristian Lopez
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to the bathroom? None, so she excuses
herself and easily finds the nearest facility.
There she calls her best friend and begs her
to call back so she can feign a dire family
emergency and end the date by default.
Voila, the restroom saves the day again.
So in conclusion, the telltale symbol
of the woman in a skirt on the door of the
ladies restroom represents more than just
a bathroom to a woman. It represents
relief in many forms: from simply finding
a quiet place to sit to being able to escape
the terrible dangers of the dating world.
Ask any woman in your life and she will
tell you the same thing, or perhaps sing, it
depending upon her experience.

in the upper-class department stores to
the lowliest of girls’ locker rooms in high
schools. Many times I have seen mothers
who have just completed the traditional
change of a diaper, sitting and enjoying
a moment’s rest before re-embarking on
the everyday journey that is motherhood.
Or the little old ladies who enjoy a good
rest from their shopping day and a chat
with their friends away from the loud
atmosphere of the outside world. Even in
my own high school we had a barrage of
thrift store couches lining the girl’s locker
room. There was not a single person
examining them for Ralph Lauren tags or
complaining about the large, unidentified
stain on the cushions on the days we had
the state-required physical examinations.

wr

Secondly, another good bathroom
is one that is easily reached in case of
extreme social emergency. The traditional
illuminated sign is a beaming light of hope
for those of us who have been in these
situations. For example, a woman meets a
guy in a bar and he seems like a great catch
so they plan a dinner for the following
Friday night. Alas, the woman comes to
find out that the gentleman lives with his
mother because he has no job and plays
D & D day and night. While he assures
her that his level fourteen wizard is a real
lady-killer, she is defiinitely seeking an
escape from his oozing geekiness. What
man can argue with a woman’s need to go

A topic rarely ever spoken about in
public, or with the male counterpart, yet
ever-exalted and adored is that of the
ladies restroom. Awkward it may seem
that someone would write on this subject,
but it’s true: The ladies restroom serves
multiple functions, but mostly as a savior
for a myriad of activities. The designs
and amenities that are often available (at
least in the more high-quality places) are
renowned. Without a doubt, you can ask
any female where her favorite bathroom
is within the surrounding area (if she’s
familiar with it) and she shall know where
it is. A series of things make a high-quality
and well-noted bathroom.
First of all, a good bathroom has a
couch or chair of some sort. These range
from the plush and designer couches found
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Schraeder’s
Virus
written by Ryan Hollist
I hate hospital waiting rooms: the
sterile smell, the anxious quiet, the mindnumbing reading material. The last time
I waited like this was when my mother
died. Of course, that was also how I met
André.
Maybe mind-numbing is what I need.
I couldn’t stop thinking about the recent
media frenzy over the Schraeder Virus.
Dr. Schraeder had said it would make gay
people straight. However, when scores
of gay men and lesbian women died,
and more were falling ill, the Virus was
obviously doing something else. With
Dr. Schraeder dead and his research
lost, everyone had an opinion about
the Virus. Some said it was mutating.
Others said Dr. Schraeder intended to
kill the gay population from the start. It
was the new AIDS, the idiocy of genetic
manipulation, God’s wrath upon the
sinners…
“Charles Freed?” I looked up to
see the voice belonged to a pleasant
looking Asian woman. “I am Dr. Chen.
Will you please follow me? I need to
speak with you.”
“How is André?
Will he be fine?” I
was suddenly afraid.
“Please
come
with me.” I followed
her to an examination

room where she closed the door. “Please
sit down. I will get straight to the point.
We need to test you for the Schraeder
Virus.”
“I don’t understand. André and
I have been completely monogamous
for over ten years. The Virus was only
invented seven years ago.”
Dr. Chen paused before she
answered. “André is positive. The test is
a formality at this point.” The gnawing
suspicion of a partial truth found its way
to the pit of my stomach. “The virus
takes a few years before manifesting the
symptoms he has; it is almost certain
you are infected as well.”
------------------After two years of dating, André
and I decided to get married and
buy a house together. We found a
place that had enough room for two
home offices. I finally had my CPA
license and André was ready to start
his own therapy practice as a nurse
practitioner.
The day André and I moved
into our house together was the day
Dr. Schraeder publicly announced
his work. We were taking a lunch
break from unpacking. André, as
usual, watched the news as we ate.
A special press conference was on,
featuring some research scientists.

Marble // photograph BY
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To me, they all seemed much too uptight
and boring.
Dr. Schraeder was speaking. “In
short, we have discovered specific groups
of genetic sequences that, when working
together, create a hormonal imbalance
resulting in homosexual desires and
behaviors. Based on this information,
we have begun work on developing
treatments to correct the disorders
caused by this condition.”
André shut off the TV. He was
trembling and an angry red flush
had already taken over his brown
complexion.
I walked
over to him
and
took
his
hand.
“What’s
wrong?”
“I can’t
believe
they are
trying to
treat us like some kind of genetic
defect,” his voice was a whisper.
“They said from the first they
considered it a disorder to be treated.
This is the natural next step for
them. Even I wished I could change
my orientation.” Right as I said it,
I realized it was the wrong thing
to say.
André suddenly pulled away
from me. “What are you saying?”
“I… I mean don’t we all go
through a time when we wish we
weren’t gay?”

“We’re not married a day and you’re
already saying you’d rather not be with
me?”
“That’s not what I meant.”
“You’re just settling for me since you
don’t have an alternative?” I had never
seen this kind of anger from him. It
scared me.
“André, please, I love you. I just
wish I didn’t feel so rejected by my
family.” Again, I realized my mistake
too late.
“Well, go have them! I’m the only
thing keeping you from them!” I could
tell I had hit a nerve with this subject. I
just wish I knew what
it was.
“André, I love
you. I LOVE you.” I
didn’t know what else
to say.
André grabbed
his keys and headed
for the front door.
“I need to get some
things for my office,” was all he said
before leaving.
I tried to do more unpacking
while he was gone. I obsessed over
what I had said.
André didn’t come home until
almost midnight. “I’m sorry,” was
all I could say as he came in. He
paused but never looked at me. He
went into the bedroom and closed
the door. Eventually I fell asleep
on the couch.
We spent the next day in a
cold silence. He didn’t watch the

“André, I love

you. I LOVE
you. I didn’t
know what
else to say.

news; I didn’t listen to any music.
We didn’t eat together. We didn’t
touch.
I was sorting my files into
cabinets when I found a letter
from my brother. He had sent it to
me back when I had asked to bring
André to the family Christmas
party. “Your choices are saddening
to us… Homosexuality is birthed
out of dysfunction…
If the
practice became universal it would
depopulate the earth…” I shoved it
into the cabinet.
“Damn it!” I yelled. It was both
at the way I was feeling and the deep
paper cut on my thumb. I hurried to
the bathroom, looking for a bandage.
“What happened?” André asked
from the door as I fumbled through
the various boxes laying about.
“I cut my thumb,” I replied. André
reached into the box next to him and
pulled out the first aid kit.
“Sit down.” I was glad to hear
him speaking to me. He took my hand
and cleaned the cut with the skill and
practice of his years as a nurse.
“I’m sorry,” he said.
“No, I’m sorry. You’ve given me
more unconditional love than my family
has, and all the joy they say I’ll only have
with a wife.” I was glad to see him smile
at that.
He took a deep breath, “I was angry
because I’m afraid whatever ‘cure’ they
come up with will be just as bad, if not
worse, than what they’ve done before.” He
did the air quotes around the word cure.

“We don’t have to talk
about this if you don’t want to.”
I could tell it was difficult for
him.
“No, I need to tell you
this. I should have already told
you about this. When I was in
the closet, I considered going
through those treatments. All
those ‘experts’ promised me they
would work.” Again the quotes.
“When I first started working
in the ER, we had a lot of teenagers
come in as suicide attempts. It
didn’t take long to realize how
many were attempted because they
were gay. At that point I began to
question the path I was looking at. I
talked with some of those kids. They
had lost hope when they realized the
treatments weren’t working.
“There was one boy. He was
eighteen when he was brought into
the ER. He didn’t attempt suicide. He
had been undergoing aversion therapy.
The electric shocks had damaged his
testicles. They were infected and had
to be removed. I asked him why he
went through with the treatments. He
said he was promised it was proven to
work.” André paused to swallow, then
in a whisper, “He also said his church
leaders told him God approved of it.”
I waited for him to continue. “That
was the first time I ever told another
person I was gay. I realized trying to be
straight would only leave me in despair
or mutilated.

“Yesterday, when I saw that news
conference, it horrified me. What will
happen if they try to work on the genetic
level?”
I took André’s face in my hands and
kissed him. “Whatever happens, I love
you.”
The rest of that day and night we
spent making up from our fight.
-------------------Dr. Schraeder engineered a virus
that would, in his words, “correct
the genetic sequences and stabilize
hormones in the subject.” The result
was supposed to be heterosexuality.
The resulting protesters outside Dr.
Schraeder’s offices turned to rioters
when the police tried to remove
them. Officially it was an accident,
but the fire that took Dr. Schraeder
and his research records left a lot of
unanswered questions.
I was worried about how we
would be able to survive financially.
André was no longer able to take
any of his clients. Work for me
was dwindling. People weren’t
keen on the idea of being around
homosexuals anymore.
The doorbell rang.
“Dr.
Chen, please come in.” She had
called only minutes before.
“Please, call me Sara.”
Her smile was genuine, but
controlled. “I have a feeling we
will get to know each other very
closely.”
“OK… Sara… what brings
you here?”

She walked into the house, pleasantly
nodding to the décor. She sat down on
the sofa. “You have a nice home.”
“Thank you… Sara. I don’t
mean to be rude, but you caught me in
the middle of some work. What’s going
on?” I was more and more certain she
was a harbinger of bad news.
“You better sit down. This probably
will not be a short chat.” I obliged. “I
am here to ask you and André to be part
of a study. I am part of a group trying
to piece together how the Schraeder
Virus works to treat it. We need all
the help we can get. Dr. Schraeder’s
death forces us to work in the dark.”
“So are you including me because
I’m infected? Is that what you’re
really here to tell me?”
“Yes,” she sighed. “I told you the
test would be a formality.”
The reality began to hit. “How
long do I have?”
“That is why we want you in
the study. Based on the results of
your tests, your condition should
be as advanced as André’s, if not
further.” I suddenly realized she
wasn’t telling me something.
“But that’s what gets me.
André and I have been completely
faithful all these years. How did
we get infected?” I was barely
keeping my thoughts together.
Sara suddenly couldn’t look
me in the eye. “I cannot tell you
until I have your signature on
the papers agreeing to be part of
the study.”

“And agree not to say
anything about what I’ll
learn?”
She nodded, “People are
already in a panic. We cannot
have a repeat of the riots that
killed Dr. Schraeder.”
“I’ll sign,” André said. He was
leaning in the doorway. It was
like looking at a specter. His hair,
what was left, was white and wispy
and his bones protruded out of his
thin, pale skin. No one would have
guessed
h i s
Mexican
ancestry.

“In return for all this, we
will cover all expenses for the
two of you. We will assume
responsibility for providing all
medical care, food, even your
home. We will assume your
mortgage for the length of the
study.”
André carefully sat down
next to me. “We need to do this
Chuck. We need to do what we
can with what we have left.”
Sara pulled out a thick folder.
She showed
us all the
places
we
had to sign,
including the
confidentiality
agreement. I
signed
and
helped André,
due to his
blurred vision.
“You understand what I am about
to tell you is not to be repeated to
anyone,” Sara said, more as a reminder
than a question, as she put away the
contract. “The Virus is not sexually
transmitted as previously thought. At
least not any more. Dr. Schraeder made
it very stable so it would only hybridize
with specific genetic sequences. The
problem with such a stable virus is it can
survive in extreme conditions.”
“What does that mean, Sara?” I was
getting impatient with all the technical
background.

“I realized trying
to be straight
would only leave

me in despair
or mutilated.”

“Wait.
What’s
involved? I
don’t want
to go into this blindly.” I knew too
well from André the cure could easily
be worse than the problem.
“We will require regular tissue
samples from both of you. It will
involve blood, bone marrow, every type
of tissue we can reasonably collect. We
will also monitor your progress through
the stages of the disease. André, you
are already very advanced so not much
information is available from you.” In
response to my scowl she said, “This is
no time to mince words. Charles, you
are the one we really want. We need
to understand how you are able to be as
unaffected as you are.

“What I am telling you, Charles, is
the Virus has mutated. Its function has
not changed, only the mode of infection.
Dr. Schraeder started out injecting it into
the volunteers of his study. From them it
spread like a sexually transmitted disease.
Over the years it became airborne.” Her
expression had become impassive. “It
now spreads as
easily as a cold
or the flu.”
I had never
felt so horrified
in my life.
“Why aren’t
people being
quarantined?”
“It is too
late for that.
The Virus has
been
loose
for
seven
years now.
An infected person is contagious for
years before displaying detectable
symptoms.” She paused, obviously
debating what she was about to say.
“I am even infected.”
“How many are carrying the
Virus?” André asked.
There was a long pause before
she answered. “There is no way to
stop the entire planet from being
infected, if it is not already.”
-------------------The tests were agonizing.
André continued to deteriorate.
I found the strength to continue,

somehow. Taking care of André distracted
me from worrying about my failing
health.
“Sara, what is so urgent?” Dr. Chen
had shown up unexpected, and obviously
excited.
“We finally established why you are
not sick. You helped confirm something
we suspected for
awhile now.” She
paused as if she
couldn’t continue.
“What did I
confirm?”
“The reason
you are not sick
is because the
Virus hybridized
properly
in
you.” I gave
her a blank
stare. “You are
fine
because
you have the genes.”
“But André is sick.”
“He does not have the genes.”
She said it like she was ashamed to
admit it. “The Virus is not inert
without the compliment sequence,
unlike Dr. Schraeder said.”
“Back up! I have the genes
and I’m fine? And André doesn’t
have them? He’s gay!”
“First,
Dr.
Schraeder’s
research was obviously flawed—
or at least his conclusions were.
Yes, most homosexuals have
the genetic sequences—about

“We finally
established
why you are not
sick
. You
helped confirm
something we
suspected
for
awhile now.”

eighty to ninety percent of them.
Some heterosexuals have it too—
one to two percent from what
we have gathered. Bisexuals are
somewhere in-between. There is
a correlation, but we have found
nothing to show a direct cause and
effect with sexual orientation. Both
me and my husband, Greg, have the
genes.”
My stomach was twisting at
the revelation. “So then why am I
fine while André is…?”
“André is dying precisely
because he does not have the genes.
Dr. Schraeder made the virus to
stabilize hormones by hybridizing
with a very specific group of genetic
sequences. It actually works very well.
Those of us who have the genes now
have optimized hormone regulation
in our bodies. From what we have
seen, our life spans may be doubled,
or even tripled. The Virus falls short
in that it does not seem to affect sexual
orientation at all.”
“But what about André?”
“In him, the Virus still activated
without hybridizing properly. The result
has been that his hormone regulation has
been destabilized.”
I paused for a moment to settle into
the news. “How many will die?”
Sara took a deep breath and sighed.
“Unless we are able to develop a cure in
time, our estimates show less than ten
percent of the world population surviving.

Homosexuals and bisexuals
will make up around seventy
percent of the survivors.”
“How likely are you to
develop a cure in time?” I was
grasping for any shred of hope I
could find.
“I am sure we will develop
something, eventually.
But
I doubt it will be in time.” It
was the first time I had seen
her openly disheartened. “Half
of the research group is already
displaying symptoms. Greg and I
are the only ones in the group with
the sequences.”
After I calmed down and Sara
left, I went back to André. I crawled
into bed with him. He was shivering,
despite the warm room and blankets.
I wrapped myself around him as
much as possible. Could I stand to
live another hundred years without
him?
“Who was that?” His voice was
the raspy whisper of a ghost.
“It was Sara. She had some
significant breakthroughs she wanted
to talk to me about.”
“Chuck, thank you. I love you.”
“I love you, too.”
I held André for a couple hours
before calling Sara to let her know he
was dead.
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From
Kitchens of
Tomorrow
written by Robert Morreall

New from Kitchens of Tomorrow Inc.!
A multi-purpose gadget of proficient magnitudes
that’ll make the wife toss her apron to the wolves
and stand back in awe at the working caliber of this
machine.
“I can’t believe the number of tasks that little thing
can take on!”
It combines shredding SLASH pulverizing SLASH
rotisserizing all into an 8-inch by 10-inch by 12-inch
dimension of uncontained supernatural capabilities!
“You mean it’s a rotisserie oven AND a food processor
AND a blender all in one?!”
That’s right—it’s a 5-speed blender, multi-function
food processor, and compact rotisserie oven all in one…
“Well—what’s it called?!”
The Pre-digestive Mother 3000!
That’s me. The multi-purpose gadget of proficient
magnitudes—the Pre–digestive Mother 3000. I was
the floor model for the first big promotional sale at
McMart. We were all on line to be sold to the first lucky
ones to get their grubby hands on our functions before it
was made available nationwide to the rest of middle-class
mankind.
“Wow! Look how that basted turkey sizzles under its
futuristic blazing hot irons—If my husband saw how this thing
worked, he’d have no use for me—ha, ha, ha.”
And that’s how they marketed it—something to make
the wife look dead as a doornail, make the husband want to
shove his penis in it, and make it look like it came from the
future. That’s exactly what the marketing team told the bionuclear engineers to do when they designed the thing.
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“Sometimes after a long day of work, I feel like pushing the
wife aside and shoving the boss through the shredder—ha, ha,
ha.”
That’s right, even the man of the household can do it!
On the production line, I was so excited for the
extravagant outcome of my construction—I’d be the
next chapter in kitchen appliance evolution. As those
robotic arms added shining space-age parts to my entire
mechanism on the factory line, I felt as if the conveyer
belt was leading me down a red carpet to the end of the
line to be prepackaged, shipped, and revealed.
As I was placed and wrapped into a box with my
name in BIG LETTERS on it, I felt as though I was
something admirable and honored. They handled me
like a heart being transported via helicopter to bring
life to someone in need.
The night prior to the early-morning opening
of the sale, I was removed from my package, dusted,
shined and placed on a stone mantel with my name
chiseled across in deep, thick, heavy letters under a
round of spotlights commencing onto one central
point—me.
All the other Pre-digestive Mothers cheered
me on, humoring me, telling me they were jealous,
saying how sexy and sleek I looked. I took it all in,
never shying from the attention, swallowing every
last bite.
Puree! Emulsify! Macerate! You can do it all with
Pre-digestive Mother 3000—it’s so easy to use, the kids
can even use it. Why don’t you give it a try Johnny.
“Oh, I don’t know—it looks awfully dangerous.”

Puree!

Emulsify!

!

Macerate
You can do

it all with the
Pre-digestive

Mother
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3000—

The crowds

unloaded into
McMart. Strands
of

The bio-nuclear engineers would
sit outside with a cigarette on the cold
concrete steps with their heads in their
hands trying to think what was going
wrong—keeping their minds off those
shady guys who funded them, knowing a
lot of money was being invested into what
they were doing. If they didn’t do it right,
they’d be taken for a drive miles away to
somewhere where there were a lot of trees
and no one could hear them scream.
After flicking their smothered cigarette
Come on Johnny, you won’t lose a
butts into a puddle, the bio-nuclear engineers
finger.
would rise to their feet, sagging with
The bio-nuclear engineers
frustration, and move back up the steps into
created and augmented many
the science lab.
different prototypes before the final
“You’re right—it is easy!”
product was produced. They even
Way to go Johnny! It’s easy to take a rump of ham
tested them out in a simulatedand cut it into thin slices with the slicing component.
kitchen environment on a test“Watch me take my sister’s stupid, little Suzy doll
case
family—volunteers
of
and dice it to bits.”
course.
No, no Johnny—Never use the Pre-digestive
The first few scenarios
Mother 3000 for any other purpose than what is
were disastrous with body parts
intended. Before use, make sure to read and reference
flying
everywhere—heads,
the additional instructional booklet, “The 50 Do’s and
arms, legs. But the bio-nuclear
the 50,000 Don’t Do’s.” Here Johnny, get reading.
engineers were determined
The morning of the sale. The doors opened. The
and persistent. They’d try
crowds
unloaded into McMart. Strands of saliva
not to get discouraged when
hung like nooses from crazed faces. Stampeding
mopping up the trail of blood
and toppling over each other, crushing the weaker
left from a volunteer, testcustomers underneath their trampling feet, they tore
case family member who
into the shelves live morphine addicts tear through
dragged their innards and
medicine cabinets. They snapped at each other like
entrails across the floor in
wolves, snagging as many boxes as possible, then
a previously failed test.

saliva
hung like

nooses from
crazed faces.
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plowing their way to the register where a perky clerk
picture is hacked to bits and
waited to charge them five thousand dollars.
strewn about. Believe me, I
They ripped each other apart limb by limb like
know—I’ve watched. Many
sharks. I stood proud on my pedestal, underneath
volunteer, test-case families
spotlights that cast shadows of my pristine design
were swept off that simulatedover the mutilation and carnage. Some of the
kitchen floor and dumped out
maddening crowd would jump up at me, but I was
back.
too high for their little claws to touch. Security
It was getting hot under
would taser them and give ‘em a chump shot to
the limelight. All the other Prejewels while they were on the ground.
digestive Mother 3000s were
“Look! I made a milk shake—Try it!”
disappearing from the shelves
Good work Johnny—did you read “The 50 Do’s
and heading to people’s homes.
and 50,000 Don’t Do’s” before making that?
Finally, after the shelves
“Uh…”
were completely empty, I was
Did you put something through the machine that
sold. Being the floor model made
was not intended for its use?
me the last to go. My consumer
“Uh, maybe…”
took me home to its family’s hungry
And while I stood up there all high-andeyes. They minced, pulverized,
mighty, I couldn’t help but notice the people’s
and cooked a meal out of me. No
faces. Some were enraged, with bloodshot eyes
complaints—just fat, happy faces.
and tongues hanging from their mouths—
Afterwards, they cleaned me out,
some were rolling about spurting blood in
put me aside, left the kitchen and
agony—others were holding the remains of
turned the light out. I was left in the
those dear to them in their arms, mourning
dark—stale, cold, neglected… In a
in the most undignified and embarrassing
distant room I could hear a television
manner.
playing with an annoying laugh track.
I thought of all those volunteer, testThose bastards lay fat and content,
case families sitting down at the table
melting their brains with the bloodline
preparing to take on the task of preparing
that brought me to them. They never
a quaint, homely meal with a space-age
saw a lick of the pain that brought me
device. They portrayed the good ‘ole
here onto their clean, lustrous countertop.
American living-standard appeal with
This was not the life I wanted.
a twinkling of excitement in their eyes.
I yanked my cord from the wall, packed
All it takes is one loose screw and that
my suitcase and got the hell out of there.
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Te AMARÉ

(I Will Love You)

written by Javier Augusto Campos

I will love you in silence;
Even if you have departed from my side,
Even during those nights you are not here,
Even on those days another sun warms your body,
Even if you do not dream of me anymore.
I will love you in silence;
Even when others are speaking,
Even when someone else touches your skin freely,
Even when your thoughts are not mine,
Even when your kisses are not meant for me.
I will love you in silence;
Even if you don’t want to see me anymore,
Even when you have given me the freedom to leave,
Even when you stop loving me … I will love you in silence.

Clifton Levi Webb

Fraser’s Gift // photograph BY

TRANSLATION:
Te amaré en silencio;
aun cuando tu no quieras verme,
aun cuando libre tu me dejes,
aun cuando dejes tu de amarmé… te amaré en silencio.
Te amaré en silencio;
cuando todos hablen,
cuando alguién libremente te acaricie,
cuando tus pensamientos no sean mios,
cuando tus besos no me correspondan.
Te amaré en silencio;
cuando de mi lado te hayas ido,
cuando en las noches no estes conmigo,
cuando de dia sea otro sol el que te abrigué,
cuando tus sueños sencillamente no me pertenescan.

A contrasting interpretation of Nora,
celebrated heroine of A Doll House.
written by Clint Johnson

Swings // photograph BY

Nick Tanner
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A

Doll House has been lauded as
the greatest dramatic work of
the last two centuries. This acclaim can be
attributed largely to one factor: Nora, the
heroine of the play, whose enlightenment
to and rejection of the patriarchal “game” of
social oppression has made her possibly the
single greatest feminist ideal in drama. As
the legendary crusader, Emma Goldman,
stated, “When Nora closes behind her the
door of her doll’s house, she opens wide the
gate of life for women, and proclaims the
revolutionary message that only perfect
freedom and communion make a true
bond between man and woman” (sunsite.
berkeley).
Like many of Goldman’s ideas, this
pervasive interpretation is questionable—
perhaps even wrong. The slamming of the
door is no transcendent moment of women’s
liberation, but the selfish, naive impulse of
one powerfully egocentric woman. Despite
the towering social impact of this play, a sad
consequence is that the original ambiguity
and complexity of Ibsen’s message has been
lost. Perhaps it disappeared that night in
an American theater where the play opened
under the mistranslation of A Doll’s House,
which ascribed the struggle against the
diseased games of role and duty in society
to Nora alone. The original title, A Doll
House, reveals Ibsen’s true theme: that all
of society is infected by an endemic sickness
of gamesmanship, where all people, men
and women, are toys moved about by a will
other than their own.
FOLIO | Vol. 08 No. 02

Nora is not a feminist heroine, as is popularly believed. She is an anti-heroine,
obsessed with control over all around her and incapable of considering others at any level
of sacrifice of her own wants and ideals. Her purpose as a character is not to establish a
role model of courage and wisdom, but to act as a foil through which Ibsen examines the
consequences of defying the injustice of his society. She is one doll among many, but a
doll with a powerful enough ego and little enough sense to dare cutting her strings and
leaping from the doll house. The play does not dictate a conclusion to this rebellious
action; it hints, poses questions and foreshadows consequences, allowing the witness to
judge for them self. But I believe the conclusion alluded to is not the liberating one so
often accepted.
To understand this alternate interpretation, one must ask them self this question:
if everyone in society is a doll, some toy, who is in control of the game? Popular
interpretation attributes control to men; in this case, Torvald in particular. This
assumption is, I believe, erroneous and easily refutable. At every stage of the play we
witness Nora’s influence and control over her husband, not the other way around. The
play opens with this dynamic. Nora has just returned from Christmas shopping and is
eating macaroons. Torvald confronts her, chides her for being a spendthrift and teases

Outside the Doll House and
Swept Beneath the Bed:
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What Nora wants is to be in control,
always, with everyone. This desire, this
visceral need, dictates her interaction with
every character and situation in the play.
When Mrs. Linde arrives a beggar, how
does Nora respond? She shows off her
fine home, crows about her children and
husband, and glories in his new job while
pointing out how old her rival looks. Mrs.

…if everyone

in society
is a doll, some
toy, who is in
control of the
game?
Linde’s response is not expected: rather
than be impressed and subordinated, she
asserts herself, calling Nora a child. If Nora
is to remain in control of the situation she
must change her tact, and so she does. To
retain authority—and usurp Mrs. Linde’s
role as martyr—Nora reveals the secret
she’s told no one else, this great, dangerous
secret that eventually ruins all. Why? To
retain control over a prematurely aged
widow.
This dynamic of Nora shifting strategy
and taking action, in an effort to retain
control, is the spoke upon which the wheel
FOLIO | Vol. 08 No. 02

of the play turns. Her teasing of Dr. Rank—as shown by the incident with the scarf—turns
to abrupt rejection. Why? Because his declaration changes the relationship. With his
feelings out in the open she has lost the lever with which she moves him. He has acted; she
must react. Such a situation is unendurable for her. So she closes off. If she cannot control
him she will have nothing to do with him. This response shows us why Nora’s children
play such a small part in the play. Children, by nature, are extremely egocentric, defining
everything around them according to their wants and needs. As such, they are beyond
control and manipulation, and so are of little use to Nora. In a way, she is far too much like
them to make anything of them.
It is this absolute need for control that propels Nora to her eventual end—or, more
accurately, to her second, sad beginning. How did she respond to her husband’s illness?
She did not ask him for the money to travel, refused to entreat her father, but took action
herself. The complication of having to forge the name for the loan failed to give her pause.
Even the law lacks the right to restrain such an overpowering ego as that of Nora Helmer.
The appearance of Krogstad changes everything. He dictates to her, overpowers
her agenda, and she does not know how to cope. Her futile methods—cajoling Torvald,
contemplating suicide, the tarantella, attempting to rob the letterbox—show her increasing

her about her snacking. Nora’s response is to coo and cuddle and to turn Torvald straight
off-stage, having transmuted his mild warning into a tacit allowance. This shows that,
while a doll herself, Nora is, in fact, adept at playing with everyone around her as well.
That Nora’s means of manipulation and control are coy flirtation and sexually-toned
interplay, actions contemporary sensibilities view as demeaning, should not change the
realization that she exerts more control on those around her than any other character in
the play.
In this drama about marriage, where Torvald is the essence of a society man—
completely defined by others’ perceptions of him, including his frugality—it is no
coincidence that Nora’s first act is to pay an overly-generous tip to the porter. Torvald
is a slave to society’s expectations, chained to such an extent that even his money is not
his own. Nora will be chained by nothing, not even her claim of oppressive work to repay
the debt. For, if it were as George Bernard Shaw argues, that “she has slaved in secret
at scrivener’s work until she has nearly paid off the debt,” how could she spend with such
ease (Charters 1574)? Her statement that doing such work was “almost like being a man”
suggests she even enjoyed this “slave” labor.
This assertion that Nora does possess a great deal of control and influence in her own
Pg.

life begs an immediate question: why does
she feel herself oppressed and unfulfilled at
the end of the play? If the doll’s life she
is living, shown perfectly in the opening
scene, is truly satisfying, why does she
express such joy at leaving it behind?
Templeton suggests this joy arises from
escaping a life where “Nora has never been
subject, only object” (142). This popular
interpretation says it is because Nora has
had an awakening, a feminist blossoming
into a genuine person; no doll anymore.
I find this assertion faulty, and to an
extent, insulting to Nora. To suggest that
this great dramatic character can so easily
become a new person is to belittle her.
Such complete revolution suggests little
depth of character; few passions or pains
or fears to lock her to her present course
against the storm. I prefer to attribute
the joy at her liberation to what one critic
called the “freedom of incongruity” (Bayley
47). Truly great characters in drama live;
they are in a state of constant flux with
strong urges, ideals, and desires. When
these driving forces are thwarted, they
act in ways that go beyond logic: Oedipus
digging out his eyes, Cyrano de Bergerac
fighting “a hundred men” with no help
from his crowd in tow, physically reveling
in the knowledge that Roxanne will meet
him on the morrow. It is these illogical
acts that make the characters heroic—or,
in Nora’s case, anti-heroic; this refusal to
concede what they want.
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Kimberly Judd

of her fate. The play is set in winter, in a
time of callous gray and bitter cold, which
Nora walks into to find her “freedom”
amongst the snow. Mrs. Linde has lived
in that world, has aged in it and grown
hard, but Nora could not see. Krogstad
himself is the greatest warning, a prophetic
image showing Nora what may become
of her. Krogstad rejected society, chose
freedom from the cruel game through the
same crime as Nora. Now he is desperate
to return to the old rules and social
obligations he rejected—to be a doll once
more in society’s game. His desperation is
so great he pushes Nora to take the same
rash act that so ruined his life and the lives
of his children.
Ibsen’s dramatic theme is not
patriarchal oppression or the secret,
untapped wells of strength and value within
women, though each of these is a part of
the magnificent whole of A Doll House.
The true, bitter theme is that society is
rotten, festered and sick, and that this stain
infects the lives of those who live within its
grasp. But to live outside its reach is even
more terrible. Torvald’s reaction to Nora’s
crime is not sympathetic, but it is correct.
The price for freedom from society’s game
of manipulation is the denial of all that
society provides. They are both dolls,
Torvald secured in the Doll House, Nora
newly freed. The question we must ask is
will her liberation make her no longer a
toy, or simply kick her beneath the bed to
be forgotten?

The Emma Goldman Papers. University of California Regents. 2 July, 2003.
<http://sunsite.berkeley.edu/Goldman/Writings/Drama/>

childhood // color pencil BY

desperation as things
spiral out of control. She
wields the weapons of
manipulation she knows
best, but in the end the
rules of society are too
complex and inexorable
for her to overcome. In the
final stage of desperation,
she convinces herself
of the self-generated
fiction that Torvald will
transform into her great
hero and save her. This, of
course, is clearly beyond
Torvald’s ability—like so
many passionate, tragic
figures, Nora has been
completely blinded by the
final confrontation with
something she cannot
overcome.
Her only recourse
is escape, to leave it all
behind: her home, her
husband, her children, all of
society and society’s rules,
roles and expectations.
Some view this escape as
liberation from the unfair
game of the doll’s house. I
view it as an unwise, naive
act of desperation, and
believe Ibsen would agree
with me. The play is full
of signs warning Nora
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slips of indigo—
the petals crushed
and discarded
—on a bed
of dying earth

by time
numbness spreads—
coating the
paper walls
with cold

written by Kinsey Christensen

nerve Dance
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tears of blood
drip down a
cheek purpled
by bruises
turned chartreuse

inky ghosts slide
like
shadows
through
a world
of heated night
leadened fog
smothers
dreams
rusting them
to
ashes
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So what do you say?
Do you care to meet me
or am I just a pipe dream,
a fictional being,
Someone you only see
when you lie down to sleep?

The Fishies // photograph BY

Eric LaMar Fuerer
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written by C.J. Hawker

For the girl I haven’t yet met:
I want to impress you
with every word I haven’t yet said.
I want your eyes to swell
and your heart to melt
with every word you haven’t yet read.

F
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Captured in A Moment
// color pencil BY
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written
by Sonya
Mezenen
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lives have gone. Others just want to be
left alone; society is too much for them.
They just can’t live a normal life with all
its responsibilities. It’s just too hard. I fit
into all three categories. My entire life had
been full of hurt and pain. I couldn’t deal
with it anymore. My children had helped
keep me motivated, but without them I
felt as though I had failed. I was a mother
wandering around, trying to forget about
my past life.
Some mornings I would wake up so
dope-sick I couldn’t even move. My entire
body hurt, my nose would run, I had the
chills, my stomach would be cramped, and
waves of nausea would about knock me
out. I couldn’t eat, I couldn’t drink, and

had been living on the streets for over ten
years. Frank had a very strict routine. At
eight a.m., every morning, he crawled out
of the bushes and setup his signing spot
outside of Wild Oats, a natural food store
in Sugarhouse. I would set up my signing
spot on the opposite side of the strip mall.
When we had enough money to get a small
bag of heroin and a small bag of cocaine,
I would save Frank’s spot while he went
to score. Frank and I would take turns
getting high in the public restrooms. I
would tape my “works” under the sink—
for safe keeping, so I wouldn’t get busted
carrying it around.
Wild Oats was the best spot to sign;
other signers would wait all day just for us
to move. If someone did take over our spot,
it could take hours for us to get it back.
Frank and I didn’t stay together long. He
only wanted the same old thing. To this
day you can still find Frank signing on a
freeway ramp or in front of a health-food
store.
I was never satisfied with staying in
any one place. I constantly moved around.
I would go back and forth from different
people and places, which is why I didn’t
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have a lot of run-ins with cops. If police
officers got to know your name, they soon
found out where you camped. When they
found your camp, they would rip it apart,
and if they didn’t find anything they would
come back later and try to bust you for
trespassing or anything else they could
think of.
There is a code of ethic for street
people: you never tell. People who live on
the streets don’t want to be found. We all
had family somewhere, and for most of us,
that is who we ran from.
When people dropout of society, they
do it for a reason: some come from abusive
lives and are trying to escape, some are
drug addicts, ashamed of the way their

I packed a bag and left everything I
had known behind. Was I trying to find
myself or was I trying to lose myself? I
didn’t know.
I hitched a ride to Salt Lake City
from Orem, for I knew that if I wanted
to get lost, that was the place. I knew a
few people in the city that were just like
me: people who wanted to disappear from
society, who wanted to be a nameless face
in the crowd, a strung out existence of dayto-day survival.
I had the equipment and experience to
wash windows. Each day I walked from
business to business, offering my service.
Some days I would venture into the
neighborhoods and try to get work there,
but private homes were less lucrative, so
I mostly stuck with the businesses. As
the days passed, it became harder to make
enough money, and on bad weather days I
made none. I needed to find another way
to support my ever growing habit and
myself.
Then I met Frank, a skinny, fortyyear-old, washed-up, toothless junkie who
had the intellect of a ten year old. Frank
knew of all the “prime” spots to camp; he

always want what you have, even if all you
have are a few, meager belongings. I had
my bedding and clothes stolen a number
of times. Sometimes when I needed new
clothes, I would just go change in a thrift
store dressing room and leave my old dirty
ones behind.
The longer I was out there, the worse
off I became. I lost 50 pounds, my skin was
green, I had black circles under my eyes,
and I had blown out just about every vein
I could find.
It became
increasingly
hard to make
e n o u g h
m o n e y ;
eventually I
turned to a profession I thought I would
never sink to. I didn’t care and I had no
will left in me. I turned to prostitution.
After turning a few a tricks, I was arrested
for possession of heroin and cocaine.
After two years, six rehab programs,
and three hundred and twenty days in jail, I
can say that I don’t miss my old life. From
time to time I still pass by people from the
streets that I used to know. I pretend as if I
don’t recognize them; it hurts me to do this.
I have cut myself off from everyone I used
to know. I feel for these people, but I don’t
pity them. I know now that they can escape
a life of homelessness and addiction.

The longer I was out

there, the worse
off I became.
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any smell would about turn me green.
The only thing I could do was lay in my
sleeping bag. Trying to fight back the
tears, looking around at where I was and
what my life had become, I just wanted to
die. “Please, God, take me now, I can’t go
on,” I’d say. No matter how long I stayed
there—or how much I prayed—I knew I
wouldn’t die. Eventually I would crawl out
of my camp and find the nearest phone to
call and score.
After I
fixed myself
up I would
be fine, not
a care in the
world.
I
would go on
about my everyday business as if nothing
was wrong. Strangers always told me that
I didn’t look like I belonged there. I knew
I didn’t, but I was so hurt and lost I didn’t
know how to get out. Lots of people offered
to help me. I had a bag full of numbers
and business cards that I would never use.
I felt as if no one could really help me. I
had to do it on my own and I wasn’t ready
to. I tricked myself into believing that this
was my life and that I didn’t need fancy
things like clean clothes, a bed, or indoor
plumbing. I had everything I needed: a
backpack, a blanket, shoes, and clothes.
It is easier to not have a lot of belongings
when living on the streets. If people have
a lot of stuff they would have to hide or
carry it with them. People are greedy and
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And the sand drifts,
And the moon shifts.
Oh stars where is my place?
The creek of a drifting sail,
The pain of losing my way.
And the boom rocks,
As the tide stocks.
Oh land where is thy face?
The shallow deck before me,
The tug at the spanker stay.
As the pull of the stern,
The pain does burn.
Oh hunger, thirst and grace.
The echo of an empty well,
Oh God, where is my place?

The Sailor’s
Prayer
written by M.J. Stephens
Eric LaMar Fuerer

Harbored // photograph BY

Alumni

contribution

Bypass
written by Brandon Alva
Grandpa’s blue pajamas are thin and
faded. They hang on him loosely. He has
been wearing them for days. Six days,
to be exact, since the triple bypass. The
pajamas are twisted in some places, trying
to escape Grandpa or the bed. Grandma
looks at Grandpa like he’s part of the
furniture, unmoving. My brother Jonathan
and his wife are here from California
asking Grandpa questions. It is getting
late for Grandpa to be up, but he is full of
excitement, now telling us the story of the
bear.
The Ortons, who took Grandpa as a
foster child, kept the bear on a long chain.
Grandpa tells how when he was five or six
the bear looked like a big shaggy dog to
him so he tried to pet it and was nearly
eaten. Grandpa swears, as he has before,
that if the chain had been four links longer
we, his progeny, would not exist. Shortly
thereafter, the Ortons decided to sell the
bear. They took him to the circus and
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got ten dollars. “The nineteen thirties,”
Grandpa says, “what a world in which bears
could be bought for ten dollars.” Grandpa
recounts how he asked the ringleader if his
bear would get along with the larger bear
the circus already owned. “I don’t know,”
said the ring leader, “let’s find out.” And
with a flick of his wrist, he threw a chunk
of meat between the bears. “Bears fight
standing up,” Grandpa says. “The bears
growled at each other and my smaller
bear stood up and smacked the circus bear
in the face a few times. The circus bear
went to stand up but he was so big he hit
his head on the top of the cage, repeatedly.
Meanwhile, my bear was still smacking
him in the face. So he had to retreat. Our
bear won, because he was shorter and could
fight standing up.”
After the bear, Grandpa tells us ghost
stories. Then he tells us about how he
put in the fire sprinkler systems in the
Salt Lake Temple. How he was the only
licensed fire sprinkler engineer who had a
temple recommend at the time. How he got
to see rooms in the temple many faithful
Mormons never see their whole lives.
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Grandma turns Grandpa’s oxygen up a
little. This device is new to them and they still
haven’t perfected its use.
Now Grandpa tells us about when
Grandma was pregnant with Aunt Karen.
How Grandma got so sick that she couldn’t
hold down any food and how eventually she
weighed less six months pregnant then she
did before she got pregnant. In those days you
needed the consent of three doctors to have an
abortion. Three doctors warned and begged
Grandma to have an abortion. But Grandma
wouldn’t listen. It was her first child, and
when Karen was born everyone knew it was
a miracle. Grandma nods at what Grandpa is
saying, but he won’t say anything more about
Aunt Karen because Karen left the church and
the family years ago and won’t speak to any of
us. It breaks Grandma’s heart to talk about
it. As I listen both to what Grandma and
Grandpa do say and what they don’t, the world
becomes so full of emotion that it feels both
real and synthetic, like the clear tubes that now
run out of Grandpa’s nose helping him breathe,
reminding us both that he is alive. One day he
will be gone, and we will have to tell his stories
for him.
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About Brandon Alva
Brandon Alva is excited that
Folio has decided to accept
Alumni submissions. He
graduated from SLCC in 2003
and the University of Utah in
2006. He currently teaches
for the SLCC Developmental
Education department and
tutors at the Writing Center.
In the fall he is headed to the
University of Arizona for a
master’s program. The fair
daughters of Zion will surely
weep at his departure.
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Melodie Ashley

Benjamin B.G. Chapman

I am the mother of two amazing daughters. I am also a full-time nanny to another wonderful child. I am working on my
last semester at SLCC, after which I will
transfer to Westminster to complete my
B.A. in English. I have been writing since
the age of eight. When I find the time, I
enjoy reading, hiking, cooking, gardening,
photography, and creating art.

Benjamin is from Grand Rapids, MI. He
has been living in Salt Lake for almost a
year. His intended major is elementary
education/psychology. He has been
writing since he was 15. His musical
tastes include Broadway, punk, hard rock,
80’s pop, pop country… the list goes on…
His ambition is to hookup with great song
writers to arrange music for his lyrics.

Javier Augusto Campos

Kinsey Christensen

I was born and raised in Colombia,
South America and I am a product of
the Caribbean coast. I am working
toward a bachelor’s and master’s in social
work. I am married and have one child.
Inspiration comes to me in the form of
shattered love and dashed dreams.

Elaine Ball

“Beauty” was inspired by my letting go of
religious faith. While frightened at first,
I have come to realize that this world
is still, and perhaps more, to me, full of
beauty, meaning and love. This year finds
me receiving my A.A. in English from
SLCC and continuing on to the U of U to
receive a B.A. in linguistics.
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Kinsey is an over-achiever of the worst
sort. She is in her final class this
semester to graduate from SLCC with
an associate’s in English and plans to go
to SUU this fall after finishing out her
senior year at Bingham High School.   An
admitted Shakespeare fanatic, she says
writing comes in a close third behind
reading and acting.

Ryan Christensen

Three interesting facts about me: I owned
a business at age 17. I was nominated for
Best Actor of 2005 at Dixie State. I am
half deaf. I can’t hear anything in my
right ear.
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Mandy Cheang has been a student at
SLCC for three years and will finish with
a dual associate’s degree in English and
humanities. She will continue her studies
at the University of Utah where she hopes
to one day become a hack-writer for the
tabloid magazines. Her inspiration for
“Self Help” came from observing the
pathetic life of an aspiring frat boy, on
which the story is based.

Brandyn Cross

I am studying film production and
biotechnology but, vocationally, I am a
Christian songwriter, recording artist,
and writer. “Song of a Child” explores
the secret hopes, longing, and desperation
of an abused and lonely child longing for
deliverance but knowing it will never
come. I’m married with seven children.

Elizabeth Douglas

The arts are simply my life: film, photography, music, digital, I can only hope to
experience it all. Someday I hope to find
people enjoying my art as much as I enjoy
others’.

Robert Ghaderi

I’ve never taken a photography class until
this semester, but my work came previous
to the class. I am intrigued by the art that
is love. My creativity comes from stress
named, “my father.”

Brandon Greenhalgh

I always thought I would be a rock star,
but that didn’t work out. So I got married, had a child, and enrolled in school
instead. Photography has become my
passion and is always on my mind.

Eric LaMar Fuerer

I am a second year student at SLCC.
After I graduate, I will be moving back to
Taiwan with my lovely wife.

Elizabeth Douglas is a freshman studying
theater, with hopes of teaching drama.
Her poem was a cathartic confession
of what it was like to love a heroin
addict. She dedicates this poem to her
sweet daughter, Lydia, who brought the
sunshine back.

C.J. Hawker

Daniel Fontaine

Jared Hawker

I am an individual that believes there is
more out there then my eyes can show me.
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Every writer has their own inspirational
quirks. For me, if I’m not petting my
pony, skipping down the sidewalk,
or playing hopscotch, I’m most likely
braiding my sister’s hair… And that is
where the magic happens.
Philosophy is my main academic pursuit…
The last couple of summer seasons I’ve
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been able to truck commodity coast to
coast, viewing the world through an
elevated, framed pane, upon five hundred
horses and eighteen wheels, leading to
miles of thoughts and inspiration.

Author of “Ode to a Woman’s Bathroom,”
she was inspired by bathrooms because
she enjoys them more than she probably
should.

Ryan Hollist

I’m currently obtaining my A.A.S. in
visual art and design at SLCC. I am studying to become a graphic designer, but I am
also really into fine art. I am particularly
fond of colored pencil, but I always love
experimenting and trying out new things.

I began feeling the need to write just
before I turned 26 when I began exploring
who I am and what I have experienced.
At 28, I am still working it out.
I am not sure who is more surprised:
accounting instructors when they learn of
my writing or English instructors when
they learn I am an accounting major.

Clint Johnson

Clint Johnson is a freelance writer and
editor of fiction, non-fiction, and technical
work. The best two years of his life were
spent off-Broadway playing Julie Andrews
playing Maria Von Trapp. He is also the
inventor of non-adhesive Post-It Notes
and Chief Organizer of the “Johnson on
Rushmore” Activist Committee.

Shelley Johnson

Shelley Johnson, the TRUE inventor
of Post-It Notes, is currently suing
Clint Johnson for the rights. Leader of
a small tribe of lemurs, she enjoys many
hobbies such as dressing in drag, posting
meaningless propaganda, and taking
inconvenient naps due to narcolepsy.

Pg.

88

Kimberly Judd

David Kidd

I am an English major, but I am
interested in communications. I like to
know how people think. It is amazing
how perceptions are most often times
inaccurate, especially when used without
any other knowledge then what is given
in the first five minutes of a situation.
Many times I look at someone and think
they are perfect and then I realize they are
human…

Sonya Mezenen

A dear friend of mine, Liz Montague,
encouraged me to publish this piece. She
has taught me that stories can give people
inspiration, hope, and the courage to
change. I’m pleased that I get to share my
story with all of you. I’m 33 years old and
in my third semester at SLCC. My major
is in communications.
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W.E. Moellmer

Nick Tanner

Robert Morreall

Michael Woodbury

I am a photo major at SLCC. My favorite
kind of photography is documentary and
photo-journalism.
Robert was raised by wolves where he
learned to tear flesh most efficiently
using his incisors. His work history and
education is patchy and inconsequential
to anything. He has fallen in love many
times under false pretenses and didn’t
realize this until it was too late. He is now
in a relationship with his imagination.
The two of them reside in SLC peacefully,
mostly.

Michael Nikola

I am currently attending Salt Lake Community College, focusing in their visual
art program. After college I plan on
pursuing a career as an illustrator. I live
for art and I’m not afraid to get messy.

M.J. Stephens

I am better known as Mikey Stephenson
and I am an English major at SLCC. I
have always had a great love for the
written word and I am an aspiring young
adult fiction writer. I have written two
novels, The Highway to Glayden and
Spell Quest, which are in the works for
publication. I am to be wedded in June
of this year and am anxious to see what
stories married life will inspire.
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I am 25 studying architectural technology. I enjoy photography, spending time
outdoors, hiking and camping.
I wrote this poem because I have always
been fascinated by fantasy and sci-fi. One
of my main fascinations has always been
Pegasus, with unicorns coming in a close
second. If you want to know more about
the man behind the poem please feel free
to e-mail me at This_friend@hotmail.com.

Clifton Levi Webb

Clifton was born in Utah but spent the
majority of his life in New Mexico. His
photography is influenced by the barren beauty of the Southwest and his love
for nature instilled in him by numerous
camping trips with his father and brother.
His happiness is derived from his photography, food, video games and watching a
good movie with his partner, Chris, and
their two dogs, Batman and Karma.

Laurel Lynn Wright

Laurel has been studying Sumi-e through
a Japanese correspondence course for the
last four years. She is currently taking
2nd-year Japanese at SLCC and is going
to Japan this May with SLCC’s Study
Abroad program, where she hopes to do
further Sumi-e study.
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Folio

event host

online

Sugarhouse Coffee Hosted Folio’s Reading & Gallery This Year.

Food.
Entertainment.
Internet.

2006 2005 2004

Folio

Available Online at

www.slcc.edu/folio
About

Submit

FAQs

News

Press

Pickup

Archives

Support

Contact

supports

local

community

businesses .

SugarHouse
Coffee
www.sugarhousecoffee.com

21 02 S outh 1100 E ast
S alt L ake C it y, U tah
(801) 466-7007

join

staff
COLL E G E C REDIT.
GA I N E X P E R IENCE.
BU I L D PO RTFOLIO.
Student Publications ENGL 1900
Folio is looking for staff members to assist with
the creation of Folio for Fall 2007. Students are
able to gain credit in a English Special Studies
course (ENGL 1900—Student Publications)
while working on Salt Lake Community
College’s literary magazine, Folio.
Interested students should contact Lynn Kilpatrick by e-mail at:

lynn . kilpatrick at slcc . edu

entries for Fall‘07

FOLIO

Fall 2007 Edition
Artists

Submit photography, 3D,
illustrations, drawings,
paintings, computer graphics
in 300 dpi CMYK formats
(tiff, pdf, jpg).

Writers

Submit poetry drama, short
stories, essays, and academic
works at 3000 words max in
Microsoft Word formats
(doc, rtf, txt).

Please remember to include your:
Full name, phone number, e-mail address,
and title of the work.
Submissions will NOT be accepted
without this information.
All entries need to be sent to:

folio@slcc.edu

Deadline:

October 1, 2007

