paradigm
par-uh-dahym, -dim. noun
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practices that constitutes a way of viewing
reality for the community that shares them,
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Squandering
ADAM HAVER
Folio Literary Editor

Halcyon
However, not as important as drowning
Yourself in your dreams
Distracting
Like untamed thoughts
In need of rebuke
Superficial
Like snakeskin
Better left behind
Enemy
To every useful moment
And if left to persist
Decays eons
One day at a time
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Kenna... Acrylic Painting by JENNA NEILSON... Folio Design Editor

Zeitgeist
ADAM HAVER
Folio Literary Editor

You aren’t different, we’re both
Colored bittersweet
Pulled along the current
Of this cold mountain stream
I’ve wondered, too, when gravity
Or an unexpected fork, will bring
Just a few hours of doldrums
We’re so breakneck that weeks
Become months, and months
Years
How chronic of this world, and now
It’s soaked in cynicism, like flies on flesh
Thriving on tragedy, on onus
When did you last still yourself
Listening to the waters rushing by
And see the slow evanescence of its guise?
You aren’t different, we’re both
Colored bittersweet
Pulled along the current
Of this cold mountain stream
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mmm tasty... Acrylic Painting by JENNA NEILSON... Folio Design Editor
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Not AnoTher Spring Sonnet
LYNN KILPATRICK
Folio Advisor

So here’s your sonnet, without daffodils,
sentiment or rain. Lacking any reference to green,
anything floral, fecund, or new. Not full
of love or harmony or peace. Do I seem
bitter? I’m not. It’s just when the pollen
comes out, I sneeze, and then I think
of all the chores still to do, tarps to haul in,
grill to put out. My husband needs to fix the sink.
Also, my perennial failure to maintain a garden.
But too, I’m glad. For one thing, this year
I vowed to give up on a lush yard. In
winter it’s easy to do. But I’ll renege, I fear.
Because, once again, I love every growing thing.
Despite myself, in spring I love the spring.
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Untitled
MARISSA M. GROCE
Folio Staff Member

my eyeballs shake the world around
and I try just to walk a straight line on this ground
but every sound I hear
and everyone I see
means absolutely everything and nothing to me
when your words were flowin’
I thought everything was fine
I felt we were connected to things equaling divine
but the earth we stepped on doesn’t remember us at all
our footprints that should have been blueprints to life were thrown into the dust
and blow each atom all away
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and I should have never come down from those treetops
I should have never come down off that bench which wrenched our veins
a quarter turn to the right where they should have been
You should have been God, but we both settled for ants
You should have been the Light
but we settled for chance
and the heart that warmed my heart is just an organ now
a story with an ending I thought I knew
my eyeballs make the world bounce
and maybe it’s coz I’m always lookin’ down
trying to find ways to stay locked into a sound
a steady heartbeat just like my own
with a pulse emanating so perfectly
it creates everything and nothing for me
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Whiskey Street
dollops of the smoke-filled rings
coast from stained lips of him
with obese insets and silk vests
sidewalk skags and merry hopeless
routinely swallowed by lifeless spirits
engulfed like a herd of blind buffalos.
while these foolish eyes gallantly wish
for (un)seen governed glass jars
that will paint through my
fresh-faced possibility
drinking the wide-eyed shades.
I became indifferent with abrupt ease
and now there is no more oxygen
to sneak away with
no more open throats or stepping stones.
in the end I’m left with nothing
but a dry river of sun tanned gold.

Train... Photograph by ANDREW CALL

Andrew Call
Folio Staff Member
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Untitled
MARISSA M. GROCE
Folio Staff Member

My hallowed Santa Anas,
Carry the other half of my soul to me,
Over oceans and dead skies,
Above the barren grounds and Earth’s cries.
Send its scent to rest on my tongue,
And I’ll leave half my heart among the creeping vines of old times,
Left for you to bring back across the sea, to give to the other part of me.
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I said my words carry far on your shoulders, but they go only as far as they should.
Footprints say it would have been forever, transversed through planes of plain earth,
Into the center where everywhere is nowhere and never is rare.
Yet, the eyes are rightly placed to perspire as they may.
But are you still alive?
I’ve seen the long nights when you struggled to survive,
Deprived; they were felt in me, too, PAST my skin and my bones.
And all I can say is,
When you lick the salt from my wounds, it feels like going home.
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Weeping Bell
Andrew Call
Folio Staff Member

an idealist lives on the side of a steep hill
in a small house with wooden rails.
he watches the hands measure the clock;
the weeping bell sounds at noon sharp.

the idealist counts his clothing
those made up from dark rubber
boots over pants, pants under jacket
stained with years and salty waters.

he sets foot to the unlocked air
counting the steps to the river’s open tongue.
faces display metals of sorrow and distaste
quietly shaking at his glass ventures.
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the idealist ignores the scratch of cold
hiding in the chips of a worn face.
indifferent to the scrutiny of old friends;
he stands to greet the river darkness.

rustic planks set sail to the ale’s corner face;
a sharp rope cuts the grey waters
in search of youthful limbs outstretched
of a son who once ran these river banks:

a mannequin to wear the mornings after.
once, with ties of attained flesh and blood
the idealist ages with his closing strokes
paddling through the clastic rock of days.

the weeping bell sounds around one;
birds swim from the frosting roof tops.
the idealist lays his dory to rest
once again his drift curbed by the lady in white.
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oil... Photograph by RYAN CHRISTENSEN

JESSICA DHIMA

The winter night air was cold
and dry. It was the kind of cold
that penetrated down to the bone,
despite the number of layers
piled on. The sky was clear, and
the stars twinkled high above,
completely oblivious to the cold.
He stood idly by, part of the group
and yet a total outcast. He smiled
when the rest of them smiled and
laughed when they did too. But
he did not understand what was
being said, so he stood slightly
off to the side. The others spoke
in rapid Albanian amongst
themselves. Every now and then,
one of the more gracious ones

isoIation

isolation

would lean over and translate
part of the conversation for him,
and he would laugh or make
the appropriate comment before
slipping back into his partial
exclusion. The smoke from his
cigarette drifted straight up
toward the blinking stars. He
sucked a drag off the filtered end
with an inaudible sigh. He knew
long ago that he would never be
fully included in the group, even
if he could speak the language. He
knew that he would always be the
outsider. This knowledge, however,
only served to make him all the
more desperate to be included.
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walking inside
my heAD
CARLA UPTON

I have been traveling on and off for close
to twenty years. My homes have been a
park bench, a dumpster, under a tree, and
when I am lucky I can get into the shelter.
But for the most part, I enjoy staying
outside. I enjoy the life I have here because
I want to be here. And while I am forty,
I look sixty. The drugs, booze, and
weather have taken their toll on my looks.
I have no memory of my former life. I
have seen more country than most suckers
sitting behind a desk. I don’t talk—that is
by choice. Talking, in my experience, only
leads to disappointment. Also, you can
learn a lot just by watching a person.
I have been staying in for about six months
now; I came up from Vegas
and looked forward to

the cold. You always hear how dangerous
the cold is for people like me, but during
the winter, if you’re on your game, there
are plenty of places for a lowlife like me.
When I go over to the St. Vincent de
Paul’s Center at the Rio for lunch time,
I am always relieved to see a familiar face:
the dog known as Truman. When I see
him, I feel peace and dream of a simpler
time in my life.
With his happy face, wagging tail, and soft
orange hair, he visits the regulars in the
lunch line while his owner, Jim, passes out
the tickets for lunch. He is always happy to
see everybody. While I stand in line,
a newbie up front asks if Truman is
allowed in the lunch area. He was looking at
Truman with a disgusted look on his face.
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Dad in Broken Glass... Photograph by JOSEPH SILOTTI
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Before Jim could get a word out, several regulars
automatically leap to the dog’s defense. Patrons
in the line start to yell various things,
mostly unkind.
“That dog is cleaner than you will ever be!”
“If you touch that dog I will bash your
head in!”

Wolf Cubs... Drawing by MELINDA MURRAY

If a fight breaks out in the lunch area,
Truman gets handed off to another worker for his safety. When he was questioned
why he did that, Jim replies it was for his
safety.
“Nobody will ever hurt that dog while I am
around; if they do I will knock their head in.”
As I sat watching Truman for the first time
in a long time, thoughts swirled in my head
about my past. It scared me a little, because
there are quite a few things I wouldn’t want
to remember, things that I had hoped my
years of stupidity would erase. My thoughts
brought me back to my childhood. Instead of
the disappointing stuff, I was taken back to
my childhood dog Jasper. He was a chocolate
Labrador. He had big floppy ears and soft
fur; he was my protector, my best friend,
and the one I told all of my secrets to.
We went for walks and played ball in the
backyard; he was my constant companion,
my best friend. One day he died unexpectedly
and we found him just lying there.
We buried him in the back yard.
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Fungus in Big cottonwood Canyon... Photograph by JOSEPH SILOTTI
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If I remember correctly I went out
every once and a while and told him my
secrets, the ones that were special, that
nobody else was supposed to know.
As I watched Truman far away, I was
saddened as I
thought of my
friend. As if he
had some radar
detector in his
heart, Truman
came over gently
wagging his tail,
put his head in
my lap, and let me
pet him. He had
sensed that I needed a friend at that moment,
and for that moment he let me share all of
my deepest secrets with him. His partner,
Jim, came up shortly afterwards and watched
what Truman was doing. He said “hello” to
me, but sensed that I didn’t have the need
to talk, like most who live on the street.
I looked up and smiled sadly; he smiled
back, and seemed to understand that no
words were necessary.

money to buy a tree in order to plant it
in the courtyard nearby. I added what I
could to the pot. When Jim came back from
vacation he had a new puppy that would be
joining him when he came to work. That
made me happy. What was hard to watch
were people asking “how could
you let that
happen?” They
seemed to forget
that,
in
life,
sometimes
the
most tragic things
happen, and you
do the best you
can do to move on.

iN life, sometimes
The most Tragic
Things happen

I had come to enjoy watching Truman over
the past few months; he was so friendly
and playful. Towards the end of May
I just stopped seeing him; it scared me.
It turned out that, at home, Truman had
been hit by a car. When I heard the terrible
news I broke down and cried. I had heard
that various regulars had started to bring in

Truman was honored with a short ceremony
in the court yard. They planted what they
called a mimosa tree, buried some of his
ashes, and his favorite toy. Channel 2 News
and the Salt Lake Tribune were there.
It was a good way to bring closure to a
painful situation.
With every end there is a beginning.
At the farewell there was a new puppy
they called Luke. I have heard he will be
coming now. While I feel that a special dog,
like Truman, could never be replaced or be
forgotten, Luke will continue to help fill a
space here in people’s hearts, which needs
to be filled with happiness instead of the
darkness that many of us face in
the lives we have chosen.
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waR
M.J. STEPHENS

Dreadful gloom,
like a blanket,
sets upon the cold hollow earth as shouts of horror,
		
cries of mourning,
			
laments for love of country echo in the empty houses.

There are riots, riots, riots in the streets.
Tears whose sting bites at the eyes
as smoke fills the empty spaces.
		
Dust and blood,
			
dirt and sweat
				
send their itching aromas to the nose.

There are riots, riots, riots in the streets.
Silent prayers like haunting memories
lazily drift toward Heaven.
		
Children cry and parents ache
			
to stop the fighting that brings God’s tears.

There are riots, riots, riots in the streets.
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The politician... Mixed Media by JUSTIN WATSON

FOLIO...Vol.09 No.02 Pg.29

50

It was a bright
and
stor my
have entertained
night—well,
the annoyance. I
not “stormy,”
guess the cat
exactly; it had
doesn’t
really
been
snowing
have any relall day, and now
evance, so I’ll let
there were just
it go. He shooed
clouds—not so
it away, and after
Nathan Henry Peterson
much
“just,”
a quick survey
though,
as
for something to
“basically,” I guess…basically clouds, some destroy, it went to find someone else to
wind, some snow every now and then—not bother.
the Yukon, but not Arizona either—bright,
though…uncannily bright.
The glow from outside was “light
pollution.” To be fair, and as I may have
George was trying to get to sleep, but the indicated, it was very reflective outside,
yellow-orange-white hue permeated the what with the aforementioned snow
room and his thoughts. “Trying” is maybe falling all day and all, and the
the wrong phrasing there, as he wasn’t aforementioned clouds.
really tired, and frankly never was, even
when the clock rolled over into the next Cluttering the floor were various unused
day, every minute another small reminder or unusable shirts and pants, as well as
that he should be tired. Let’s just say he two pairs of shoes which belonged under
was in bed. He had also prepared for bed: the bed. They were as pagan sacrifices to
pajamas, teeth, God.
the dread god Apathy. Sometimes George
thought he would like to try and clean
His cat came in and bit his hand for it up, but then he immediately thought
attention. If he was not of something far more interesting to do.
trying to sleep, he would So they remained, creating a sort of
FOLIO...Vol.09 No.02 Pg.30
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untitled... Photograph by VAN CHU

NIGHTWATCH... Photograph by HEBER CANNON
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swamp-like environment, where one is
never sure of one’s footing. He didn’t
much care; it wasn’t like it was pestiferous or
anything. (Pestiferous: Bearing or bringing
disease—in case you were wondering.)
Yet, George saw past the mess to the
true sanctuary that his room was. It was
a place of quiet, safety, and quiet. Now,
I know I just mentioned “quiet” twice
there, but it was and is such an important
quality for George that I knew I had
to say it twice. And far be it from me to
misrepresent George to you, dear, even
within this short exposition. I am an honest
fabulist. That being said, it’s interesting to
note that the quiet was more of a relief
from human contact rather than actual
sound dampening; a computer was running
in his room usually twenty-four hours
a day. So, it was the kind of quiet as in
a-dictionary’s-fourth-or-fifth-definitionof quiet, instead of a first-or-seconddefinition-of-quiet kind of quiet.
On a completely unrelated topic, I certainly
am enjoying my time with you. Are you
having a good time, too? Boy, that movie
we saw was terrible. I envy your brother
for coming down with the flu and
missing it.
(Okay, back to George.) I’m so sorry if this
is starting to sound stale or something.
Maybe George should liven
things up a bit and go back
FOLIO...Vol.09 No.02 Pg.33

in time and become his own grandfather?
No, that’s not what happened at all—not even
close. One thing I will not do is introduce
completely flagrant events in a perfectly
normal story, no matter how awful.
It’s just a point of pride, to not go off
on
completely
irrelevant tangents, especially
when they’re so
utterly, unabashedly unbelievable
as to alienate
people from the
topic at hand.

almost sharp against the skin. George,
seeing the calamity that was the weather,
had paused briefly to bundle up as
best he could before venturing out into it.
His mental preparation consisted of transforming his normally mundane lunch into a
veritable trophy,
his succulent
reward for braving the outside.

a day so profoundly
miserable as to
compete with Socrates’
wine-tasting incident

George—unable
to sleep, if you’ll remember—began,
in his usual way, to let his mind wander
into its own universe, if not limitless,
then at least reasonably so. He tried
to either get lost in thought or
bore himself asleep. Anything to
distract from the day he had had, a day so
profoundly miserable as to compete with
Socrates’ wine-tasting incident, or Marie
Antoinette’s little haircut mishap, or
Honest Abe’s disillusionment from the
theater, just to name a few, and which had
changed him permanently, he was quite sure.

However, just
before he left the
warmth, a female
voice pronounced
his name. This
was
followed
by a female hand on his arm. Then,
the question, “Would you like to join
us for lunch?” became eternally associated
with her perfume, a dizzying array of
flowers and other things which he could
never identify. What followed was the
source of his desire to fall asleep.
And there we shall end, for the story yet
unfolds before us, and one never knows
what George will do next. Why are
you smiling?

It was a bright and stormy day; the sun
hid behind the clouds all through it.
The snow—and we’re talking real
precipitation this time—came
down hard and fast, and felt
FOLIO...Vol.09 No.02 Pg.34

Life’s most delicate moments... Photograph by JOSEPH SILOTTI
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innocence Lost in Thought... Oil Painting by BRITTANY BLACK
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Where Simplicity Ends
MCKENSEY DRAPER

Why did the bird have to freeze
in the corner
of this empty room,
walls streaked with guilt,
the floor decorated with time-etched glass?
I remember back when it was beautiful,
as blurred as glimpsing
a raindrop in the wind
(white feathers,
not black and grey and yellow,)
but I don’t remember it’s existence.
I stare at it now,
through the quilt that serves as my shield,
and my warmth
and my eyes
and my enemy,
and wonder if it ever even knew that I existed.
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Chinese Poetry
KAREN KORMENDY

peeks of light flicker
through little corners of
your window down
to the floor.
i in between them
legs crossed, book
of chinese poetry in hand
quietly reciting to you
my little boy
rubbing your eyes and hugging your doll.
the poems make me ache
and so does your face
round and perfect.
the poems will be over
and you will grow old
and these times to teach you
only last so long.
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grow Tall... Photograph by JOSEPH SILOTTI
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Ashley... Painting by MICHAEL NIKOLA

EMILY STEVENS

A painful cold settles
As dove-white wings depart
To find another, perhaps stronger.
A promise of eternity
Lies dormant upon trembling hands
Muted in its glittery appearance.
A beating heart
Weeps tears of crimson
That fall and stain
Robes of the purest white.
Can mortal hands fathom
The boundless reaches of emotion
Thrust upon ethereal creature?
Who is to mend the delicate fibers
That lay shattered amongst a love
Unimaginable?
Who is to heal the healer?
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aIone

Alone

My First Day
Cornelia Divricean

I wake up in the morning and I look at the sky; the
sun is shining. Everything is the same. I turn on the
radio and the TV, and hear people talking in another
language. This is strange. I go outside and people
around me talk another language. The lady across
the street says “good morning.” That is different.
Usually, I should understand what is being said,
but today….today is a new beginning, a new day in
my life. I try to feel comfortable, I try to relax and
think less, but I keep thinking “where am I?”
I try to start my day. What should I do? Where should
I go? I don’t know anyone or anything. Where are my
friends, where are my streets, my parents, my brothers,
where are my neighbors? Where is the smiley, old
lady who lives two houses away from my house?
She came all her life, every single day, without
any shoes, with her callused feet, to say hello to my
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AWAit... Drawing by MELINDA MURRAY
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Police... Photograph by RYAN CHRISTENSEN
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grandmother, and then to my mom, and then
me—and now? They are too far away.
I try to think of someone who cares about me…
nobody. Who cares?
I focus. I will find things that are the same as
home. I will feel better. I concentrate and think
of my village, my home, my friends, and my
language. What can I find? The TV is weird,
“they” talk and talk and talk; I don’t have any
idea what they are talking about. With the
radio it is the same.
I go outside and see a bird. This is nice, it sings
just the same; a different kind of bird though.
I am very persistent; today is a special day. It is
my first day so far away.
I go on the street. There are too many lights
and too many cars. There aren’t any carriages,
horses, or cows on the street. This is interesting.
I look for familiar places but…nothing.
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I can almost see my mom feeding the pig which is
all over our backyard and the hens with their happy
chickens playing around. My youngest brother, on
the other side of our backyard, is taking care of our
three black-and-white goats and two sheep, purewhite as the snow. The night is coming and every
little soul alive is preparing to sleep. Everything
is calm and cozy. I still remember that calm.
I keep trying to find something. I am not tired yet.
I shouldn’t be; it’s only the first day. I look at the sky
again; is it the same? It looks like it. I look at the
clouds; are they the same? They look like it. I feel
the wind; is it the same? It feels like it. And I look at
the stars; are they the same? They look…different.
It is only me here. I don’t have anything yet.
I hope to stay here forever, so I should find
something familiar and friendly. Something…
Do I feel at “home” here? I should—I have to. Maybe
I will today, or after awhile, or perhaps never.
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young boy...
Pencil Drawing by RITA BRANCH-DAVIS

ice

NATHAN HENRY PETERSON

When he saw it, in the air, he discovered
that he had no fear. It was almost as if
the years of fearing it had prepared him.
Or maybe fear and the object of fear were
as partners in crime, the latter sending in
the former to bait the mark.
The aftermath was only a broken turn
signal, which hung for a while like a
gouged eyeball from the socket.
He had heard a story once, though why
it had come up he couldn’t remember.
One snowy day, a young driver and his
passenger were found decapitated, and
their windshield broken out. At first, it
wasn’t obvious what had caused it; there
was no evidence, and whatever had come
through the front had not gone out the
back. Eventually they figured it out: a large
piece of ice, most likely from the top of a
passing semi-trailer, had done the damage,
then melted away.
Now, here he was, driving to work on a
calm winter day, and a large piece of ice,
carried by the wind off the top of a box
truck, was flipping through the air ahead
of him. The sun was shining, the air was
clear, and the traffic was minimal. In fact,

in this very moment, there seemed to be
no other vehicle on the road but his own.
If he had been listening to the radio, he
could no longer hear it—only the engine
before him and the road beneath.
His eyes were fixed to the danger. His
thoughts were fluid—let up on the gas—
closer—left a little—no, wait, change
lanes to the right—why are you still
following the rules?—brace yourself !
Fingers tightened as the ice broke against
him, an explosion of liquid crystal flames
that tried to force him to change lanes yet
again. Where had it hit? The windshield
was still intact.
He wondered what the proper procedure
was next. If it had been a normal
accident, he and the other driver would
pull over and exchange information, but
the box truck was gone. The driver was
not even aware anything had left his truck.
He hadn’t even thought of getting the
license plate number.
The incident had passed, and he knew his
weak shuddering would, too, in time. But
he was forever stuck with the fear it would
happen again.
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Trapped... Photograph by RYAN CHRISTENSEN
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Haiku 1
LINDSAY AYRES

The tall,
pine
tree
Caresses
the mountainside,
Swaying
in the
lone

breeze.

West Valley...Ink Drawing by MICHAEL NIKOLA
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LINDSAY AYRES

The crisp

cottonsheets

Flapback
and forth

in the sun
Overthegreen
grass.
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haikus

Haiku 2

Taunting Over Dreary Lane
AMANDA COOK

Tear drops falling
From moonlit skies
Hiding behind
Pictures of lies
Blasphemous creatures
Idolizing footprints
Covering flower-beds
With breathtaking moments
From far off distances
Dark eyes stare
At bubbling waters
That shouldn’t be there
Burning desires
and miscellaneous dreams
Have taken over
Sapphire streams
While sitting upon
Slanting hills
Mesmerizing over
Sleeping pills
Secluding the moments
That vanished in thin air
Wondering if
It’s worth the care
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Animistic City... Pen and Ink Drawing by BRIAN CARTER-SMITH
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Benazir Bhutto
(1953-2007)
CRYSTAL STEWART

Goodbye Precious One
Your adversary roams
Eviler
Dirtier
Than your country’s streets
Taking God’s work for granted;
However, you did not.
Heaven has it’s eminence for you
Heir of peace, and grace—
Martyred.
The believers
The Untouchables

imaginary landscape 2...VAN CHU

Mourn
And will
Forever
For you.
You knew
Your time had come;
You still held your head high
Knowing the devil was amongst you.
Everyone needs to learn from you.
I hope they do
Sooner than later.
Your life given
Your spirit priceless
Beyond measure
Pakistan’s treasure.
The conspirators will never take
Your essence away
Regardless of their selfishness.
Your peace remains.
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The Fruit
and the Fly
HARRIET ELLIOT

I decided to let the fruit fly that
landed on the screen of my
laptop live. Other than the ticking
of the clock, the sound of the
piano blaring from the speakers,
silencing out the beating of my
heart, and the fragile fluttering
wings of such a tiny creature,
its motion is my only living
companion. As day turns into
night and people sleep close
enough to feel the warmth and
breath of a lover they take for
granted, I seek solitude, and
peace in allowing a creature so
eagerly seeking my attention, to
fly back and forth in front of my
sight of vision.
When the darkness settles in,
I begin to breathe, and my mind
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comes to life. Chords are plucked
to create a melody that stirs the
soul, evoking emotion, allowing
me to feel for the first time in a
long time.
My story has remnants of
tragedy, comedy, love, hate,
passion, peace, and war—but so
does yours. Tell me how life can
be both perplexingly blissful and
excruciatingly agonizing, by one
shift of the hand. To be alone
can be crushing and terribly
numbing. To love and to be loved
is as delicate as the wings of a
fruit fly. Life and death is the
slightest pressure of a thumb to
a screen. You will not even feel its
wings, legs, or body struggle.
A rare discovery is a profound
connection; its tragedy though
is physical separation, which
has been expressed by great
composers through the key of
E minor. As I fall in darkness,

LEMONS... Acrylic Painting by RITA BRANCH-DAVIS
FOLIO...Vol.09 No.02 Pg.57

How long can I wait? Time is cruel and so is the
one who equivocates. I have long lost faith in love,
although my unavoidable love for her paralyzes
me so. If she could recognize the depth of my
despair and sorrow, surely she would flutter far
away. But her suffering envelops my every pore.
I see her, I look at her, but she ignores my gaze
and crushes me with indifference.
Strings stir the soul, the slow beating of failing
machinery, the melancholic deep drone of the
bass, then the sound of her electronic voice
asking “how did I forget?” The winter wind
howls, leaves scatter randomly across the
pavement, the world is still. To breathe through
the night, to accept its arrival, its rape, to live
through the episodes of the highs and the lows is
the real test of heroism—when the storm settles
this is when one measures the damage.

Forbidden Love... Oil Painting by CHELSEA OLDHAM

I hope you will not find me here. There is a
place where this well begins and if I reach its
beginning, it will surely be the death of me. The
books are closed, the bed cold, and the walls
move closer and closer as I sit and think of
your memory.
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Desert Tree... Photograph by RYAN CHRISTENSEN
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in wait
MCKENSEY DRAPER

Lie in wait by the bushes.
Wait,
until you can watch the trees
with your eyes closed,
and feel the air
with your hands numb,
and move with the river
with your feet forgotten.
Then at last,
you can hear the muting stillness
of undisturbed peace lying in wait
inside yourself.
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NO DiFFErENCE
Rory Ahlquist

Only darkness prevails; it seethes deep
into every moment—the molecules
of time—exists during the day, yet
embraces no light, feels no warmth, and
touches no sun for days, months, and years.
There is no sleep, only the empty chasm
of events that spurns me through a spiral
of marvel and vain hope. So now what?
What of this earth, my life, my dreams, my
purpose? Where can I go? Plummeting
only takes me so far. The pain is real;
the only thing I’m sure about. There is no
escape from it. It plunges and corkscrews
its way through body and soul, turning
me inside out. Fighting it, truthfully, gets
me nowhere. Being a victim won’t either.
All I inhale and exhale is
darkness: A vapor, where no

fire or sunbeam penetrates nor pacifies.
Alone, the world filled with human
beings seems only a mirage. Faces come and
go, and everything seems familiar in its own
way. He is there. He always is. Whether
mortals perceive him or not, he is there. I
see him from time to time, an unchangeable
being with skin that appears to be
transparent white. While at the same
time, all there is to perceive is black. The
piercing of his eyes wields through the
bones like a blowtorch through steel,
but there is no spark or glimmer of light
there, just black—hair long and almost
perfect, but black. It used to frighten
me, but I’ve grown accustomed to the
horror of things.
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Deep Sea Arbor... DEREK BALLARD
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Part 1: The Basement and ill Similarities

Locked inside my basement with the
Buddha child, the acid takes control.
The bedroom turns red in the slow blink
of my eye. I laugh hysterically at this
illusion, unable to tell the difference
anymore. His real name is Heath; I loved
him like a brother. He had obtained this
psychotic brain-candy from some young
delinquent who went by the name
of Home Skillet. I wasn’t quite sure
what to think of the name myself. I
realized someone who indulged frequently
in the narcotics game came up with it;
it’s the same way Heath obtained the
name Buddha Child. A year earlier,
on another trip to recover some grass to
replace two ounces we had
already blazed in the space

of an hour and a half, he had mentioned
how much he loved the green
“buds” and rambled on about some
nonsense that I was completely
unaware of at the time; my tender ears
picked up some strange jargon: various
terms of what we know as marijuana.
“Buds, Budy’s, Boodies, Buddha, Budimus.”
Words sprayed out of Heath as vast
amounts of verbal defecation.
In an instant, I snatched it up: Buddha,
our new code name for the herb, such
a discovery for a fifteen-year old mind.
Because Heath was my age, and I often
gave him bad noise for being stupid,
I named him the Buddha Child. I was
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quite sure old Home Skillet had a similar
experience, though I really didn’t care.

“I know! This is going to be so fun,” he
says.

My eyes are fixed on the pinkish-white
paper squares that would soon be our
entertainment for the next twelve hours.

Was that all he could say? I never felt so
betrayed in my entire life. My room is
bleeding, uninvited guests are inside of
me, and he thinks it is fun!

I shake my head a few times, everything is
still red, almost the color of blood under
a light. I don’t know what to make of it.
Should I tell him? Would he understand?
How could I tell him when I couldn’t stop
laughing? Focus! It was nearly impossible,
and who could? Breathing comes in waves;
I acknowledge his eyes fixed directly on
me as I lay restless and squirmy on the
bed. Behind him are six to ten black figures
that resemble people, yet who could they
be? I had invited no one else; this is my
party. I am appalled and put my hand over
my mouth and shake my head, muttering
something to the effect of “there are people
in my room,” because I wasn’t sure if he
had seen them yet. One by one, they move
toward me, and from what I comprehend
at the time, disappear into my body.
“I’m possessed!” I blurt out like some
maniac from a mental institution.
Buddha child just smiles, his grin stretching
ear to ear; that must hurt. I soon realize
that he had been smiling the whole time,
but at what? My predicament?
“There are people in my body!”

“Just tell me where Home Skillet got his
name from, man!” I scream. It was all I
could say to keep him from knowing the
lack of control I have. Four hits of “mad
hatter” are enough to scare anyone for the
first time. I then realize that I have never
done this before.
“Better get a grip. He’ll know. You don’t
want that, do you?” Did I say that out
loud?
He just laughs at me and springs out of my
room like a monkey from a cage. Where
does he think he is going? It is not an
option to leave me here like this, with
people in my body!
I move in slow motion, the name of the
game; my limbs are like dead weight. I
stagger into the family room, no longer
needing the bed. I can move much better
the more I walk. I gasp as I see my little
brother, Trevor, watching T.V. Does he
know? Buddha child told him. Now I
must kill Heath, a traitor, punishable by
death in many countries. He
is unsuspecting of my quiet
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WEighT of The world... Photograph by JOSEPH SILOTTI

approach when I wrap my bony hands
around his throat. It was for the
best. Buddha just gazes in astonishment as I watch life fade from his
eyes. Or are they just closed? Again,
I hear the secure tone of the Buddha
child’s laugh as I choke him.
“Hey! You can’t kill me dude.”
He says.
“Why? You laughed when they
went into my body!”
“Who?” I realize that he has no clue
as to what I am accusing him of.
This makes him laugh even more.
I let go and he falls to the floor. He
lies there laughing, as I laugh, too, at
how ridiculous my trying to kill him
is. I consider it settled.
Looking over, I notice Trevor staring
at me with a bewildered look on his
face. There is just silence. I have to
disrupt it. The void of words is so
excruciating at this moment that my
heart almost stops. Or has it? Feeling
my chest, I cannot say whether or not
there is a beat. Trevor just rolls his
blue eyes and turns back to the screen.
How long have I been standing
here? Fear engulfs me in its claws
as thousands of possibilities run
through my mind about what
Trevor must be thinking.
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“Put in the movie.” Buddha says.

movie,” I sputter.

“What movie?”

“Not a good idea,” she says.

Buddha stands up, slaps me on the head,
and points to the V.C.R. “Quickly.”

I couldn’t come to a conclusion as to why
not. We had a quarter pound of grass, four
hits of insanely incredible L.S.D, and two
girls from the neighborhood to enjoy a
fantastic Friday night with.

I watch as his freckles turn into scales,
and as he speaks, his tongue slithers out
of his mouth and his eyeballs drip out of
their sockets. “You look like a dragon,”
I whisper.
He sticks his tongue out and violently
shakes his head. Picasso, that’s what
it resembles.
“The movie.” I suddenly remember that
an hour previous to our night of tricks
and sillies, we phoned a few females to
come along for the ride. However, it was
conditional upon their renting some
videos first.
We meet them outside, they show up with
Clive Barker’s Lord of Illusions. We had
dropped the Hatter only minutes before.
The girls are ready, but they don’t know
what they could possibly be getting into—
neither do we.
“What are you doing out here?” someone
says. It’s my mom. I have to think of something, and quick.
“We are going to watch a

“Not tonight—send the girls home and
come inside.” I was devastated and I didn’t
know why.
“Well, thanks for the movie. We’ll have to
do it another night.” I said, and took the
movie; the girls leave.
Trevor pulls into the driveway. “Trev!” I
say, excited. He is the only sibling I have
at home. We are only twelve months apart.
Young, immature, and an exact replica of
myself; though, he disagrees. He did not
know that we had partaken of “the stuff,”
but Heath makes sure to tell him.
For fear of my mom standing behind the
door, waiting to ask questions, I throw
the movie though my windowsill and we
go inside to discover my mom has already
retired to her bed, so the basement
becomes our next objective.
“The movie, hurry!” Buddha child says,
anxiously awaiting a movie he knows
nothing about.
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Blue His House... Photograph By JOSEPH C SILOTTI
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“Where is it?” I ask, forgetting that I had
thrown it through my windowsill.
“It’s in your room, remember?” Trevor
says. So, he knows; he knows everything.
I can live with that. But I dare not go back
into my room to retrieve it for fear it will
still be red.
“Will you go get it Trev, please?” He
reluctantly does so.
Our unfinished basement flickers from
the screen light. Cement walls, cold and
hard, surround our soft and warm flesh, an
ironic environment. The walls are flat,
except for the clumps of cement chips
jutting out and the tiny holes, where air
bubbles have popped, I conclude. I am
fascinated with the wall. I brush my hand
along it, feeling its coarseness. Nothing
penetrates it, I think. It seems to breathe
along with me. Patterns, so many
patterns…now hands and faces; it’s as if
they are trying to claw their way out.
“Do you see what I see? Look at the wall.”
Buddha is nowhere in the room, so I
continue to focus on the wall, staring into
cement that appears to be alive, that has a
spirit. It will be my movie for now.
“Are you going to watch the movie?”
asks Trevor. I’m startled,
I thought I was alone.

I forgot all about Trevor and Buddha child.
I turn away from the wall, wondering
if anyone noticed I had been staring at it.
Funny how hallucinations can make you
believe in them, and then you laugh at
yourself for doing so.
I become aware that this movie is to
be viewed while under the influence of
hallucinogens. How long has this
labyrinth been going on? Sweat pours from
my scalp, as well as my palms; my blood is
boiling. I tug on my lip.
Buddha, silent for quite some time, sits
there, staring and motionless. From time
to time I want to speak, but what should I
say? For sure he is no longer plagued with
the same ill feelings and thoughts that
I am. What is he thinking? His eyes return
to the screen, perceiving unimaginable
hysteria and wonder. This show is more
than I can bear.
Heath is half naked when I turn to look
at him again. He sheds his clothes. What
should I make of this? I am still pulling
on my lip when Heath leaps up from the
couch.
“I need Vitamin C, Vitamin C; Trev, let’s
go get some Vitamin C.” They leave to
go upstairs and I yell for them to bring
me back some pizza. The movie stops,
portraying only a blue screen. It’s
magnificent; this is why I love the color blue.
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Its glow emanates for miles from the
35-inch screen. The whole room becomes
blue. I prefer this to red; it’s soothing, a
calm amidst the chaos. I gaze around the
room and see the cement theater still
showing the same old show.
“Do you ever go away?” I say out loud,
tripping to the ground. The ceiling
dances and the whole room sways in a
rhythmic motion.
I stand and dash into my room, looking
for something, but for what? I’m doing
things without thinking about them first,
by impulse. I see my guitar and pick it
up; I turn on the amp. The sound of
distortion adrenalizes my being. I play
Seasons in the Abyss, a favorite of mine,
then Slayer; it captivates me. What is the
meaning of the title Satan Laughs As
You Eternally Rot? It’s catchy, creative
and maybe even has a little truth to it. If
Satan, Lucifer, the devil of hell himself
is real, then is God real? Does he believe
in God? Do I?
“Play Deftones!” Heath shouts.
How long has he been standing there?
How long have I been in my room? I
imagine thinking I am in some sort of
concert. Thousands of people are roaring
the name of this band. I stare at the CD
cover; it’s frightening. You should never
look for very long at a Slayer CD cover.

“Deftones? That’s nonsense. You question
the magnitude and velocity of Slayer?”
Why the hell did I just say?
Heath is gobbling a can of sliced pineapple;
it looks tasty, though probably poisonous.
Better stay away from it. “Your pizza
is done, man. You better eat before you
disintegrate or something,” he says.
I know now that the drugs have brought
him back—hallelujah for that. I was
beginning to fear the worst, all alone
beyond the realm of reason. I wish it upon
no man except Heath, and he is back with
me so we are ready to go.
I struggle to stand on my feat and rise like
a zombie from a grave, but from the look
on my face Heath probably can’t tell the
difference. Back in the other room, Trev
is still planted on the couch, hands on
his head, and says to me, “Are you ready
to watch the movie now?” He said those
words as I thought them.
“Can you read my mind?”
What talent has he kept secret from me for
so long? He knows all my thoughts; he is
honed in on everything vile and depraved
the human mind can conjure. The pizza,
I’ll just think about the pizza.
I shove a slice into my mouth.
Have I forgotten how to eat?
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SAX... Digital Media by BEAU WALKER

I chew like a mechanical horse, rotating
back and forth ever so slowly, unable to
control it, like a robot or machine. Am I
a transformer?
It’s 4:30 in the morning, no way! What
is going on? Where have I been? I hear
my dad coming down the stairs again and
begin crawling back to my room. My
bones are brittle and I can feel the cracking
inside the skin. The screaming for us to
go to bed has little pertinence to me. I am
dying, limp on the floor; my body crumbles
like sand on the beach. I long to die by
the ocean.
Rejuvenation, reanimation, and strength
cascades into my veins. My forearms bulge
and my muscles are tensing. I escalate from
the floor into the bathroom; I have been
here before, many times. There is a mirror,
what is in the mirror? Words will never
describe the trepidation that possesses
me now. Like butter, melting butter, I am
actually watching my face slowly distill
from my skull! My pupils are like black
holes in the sky. Pink Floyd is right.
I gotta get out of here. I need to die.
Anything is better than feeling razor
blades scraping the inside of my legs.
“Trevor, I’ve got to get out of here. I can’t
die in the basement.”
I reach for the door when he grabs me by

the shoulders and pushes me away.
“You can’t leave; mom and dad are right
upstairs. They will kill you if they hear
you. Didn’t you hear dad screaming at you
to shut up and go to bed?”
Hear him? Yes. Understand him?
Negative. Did he see me lying on the floor
like a corpse?
“Then you have to kill me,” I said. “I can’t
take it anymore. The madness, it’s getting
inside my head. I mean, it’s already there.
Just kill me and tell everyone that I said
you could do it.” I was locked inside the
dungeon of mayhem; he can free me now.
“Dude, no more. You are on your own;
I’m going to bed. I’m not dealing with
you anymore.” Just like that, he is gone,
vanished, evaporated from this ugliness.
Lamentations of all kinds and species
press on my mind. Trust, there is no such
thing. I had counted on him and failed; he
aborted. Where is Heath?
Moving closer to my room, I hear noise.
It’s a conversation. Maybe Heath has
decided to kill me after all. He is on my
bed, rolling to and fro like a hot dog on
a grill. Why are there all the analogies? I
will never know. Trevor is nowhere to be
seen. His shaved head will not
be producing any ideas of how
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to dispose of this tormented golem. I peer
into the room and listen to Heath talking
to himself.
“Brian, Keely, Rory, Trevor. Smoke beer.
Drink pot. Who? Who?” It’s all nonsense,
hogwash, balderdash, rubbish, pishposh,
flimflam, horse feathers, malarkey, hot
air, whang doodle, windbaggery, and
freaking Walt Disney, all of it, over
and over again. Yes, they are the
things he cares about most, but that
is no excuse for being maniacal,
blabbering on and on. He sounds as if
we are in a barrel drum, spelunking
through some cavern, pitched at the
bottom of a canyon. How much deeper can
we go? Will this ever be over? His naked
back is wet, but from what? As I step
towards him, something squishes
between my toes, cold and damp. It’s
pineapple, everywhere; I’m bathing in it.
He doesn’t even know. It certainly leaves
me baffled. Everything escapes my
scrutinizing eyes, or maybe scrutiny
itself has escaped me.
Heath is crying; I know that much.
I have always envisioned him as strong,
but now he seems as frail as a dry leaf.
“I’VE HAD ENOUGH!” he screams.
I don’t know when it occurred to me
that my head had exploded.
The lights were out.

“Your mother and I have to get up
in half an hour and you have kept us
awake all night. Now go to bed!” The
door closed.
My head is throbbing. His fist must have
penetrated my temple. My brains are
sure to be on the ground next to me, if
the lights were to come back on. Maybe
my wish came true.
I lay there for a while, realizing that I
wasn’t dead, when dawn breaks. I send
Heath out of my room and turn on
my lamp. I still hear Heath crying in
desperation, in utter helplessness.
Why did I partake? When I was younger,
I vowed to always “just say no,” yet here
I am, a bird with a broken wing. My
head is still aching, but the pain from
feeling like I’ve lost my own soul is
unbearable. I’m no different from
anyone else. We are all similar. We
all feel the pain and anguish which
mortality delves to us. We are all
influenced to escape. The great escape
is the plague of our time. Deception,
the great escape leads to nowhere. The
journey is to find life, not to flee from it.
We all must come to the point when we
realize that we cannot face the darkness
alone, but this realization comes always
when we need it the most, and when
we have paid the price.
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Part II: The Confrontation, Faith, and Realization

Memories can be as real as anything else.
Sometimes that’s how I know that I am
alive. Sometimes time is only a memory,
holds no bounds, and can wisp you away
like feathers in the wind. Its transparent
voice whispers that you’ve missed your
chance. Some say there’s not enough time
and others that there is all the time in the
world. Who really has a handle on it? In
what sense does time become subject to
you, and is it all that important?

In the dark of the basement, the dawn
breaks through the glass, and I feel
a desire for release. The hold is strong
though, hanging on for dear life. A being
of astonishing influence has seized
upon me. I sink further into the dark as
if to prepare for annihilation, not to
an imaginary enemy, but to the power
of an actual being from the unseen
world, which power I have never felt in
any being.

My memory of that pernicious night
has never dimmed. It has retained its
brightness all these years, maybe for the
purpose of regret. Memories of regret
are always strong enough to cause
change, if you allow them.

Deliverance, my whole soul yearns
for deliverance, and in the stillness
of first light, no one can hear me. Heath
is gone from this place. His cries can
no longer be heard. Oh, how I
wish that I could hear him, just
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to sense that I am not alone. If this is what
death is like, I don’t want to die anymore.
The pressure is so unbearable; I can’t
breathe. There are no words, not even a
noise to spill from my throat, as if all
energy was being spent to hold my
tongue and keep me from doing anything
but to yield to this marvelous power.
One thing takes a stand in my thoughts.
Help please, someone, help. I feel my
heart’s greatest desires ascend to the
sky, pleading for assistance. At the very
moment I sense my soul slip into
an everlasting doom, I am released, free,
free to behold the black, disembodied
spirit relinquish its grasp and depart to
his own world. He peels away from me
very
slowly,
letting
me
know
that I am a possession being torn
away from him. The peace I
feel is alleviating, profound. It perforates
the smallest corridors of my soul.
I have nothing to compare it with, just
completeness in the bonds of bliss.
Yet, as I said before, there still must
be something to give in exchange for
such a gift, a price to pay. There is no
doubt I was spared by some
force much greater than my own.
Though
the
memory
of
the
confrontation remains, the memory of
the power of deliverance faded. Again I
slip into the dark of slavery
and bondage.

That’s where I become accustomed
to the horror of things. Everywhere
I turn is The Dark. I bypass
it along the shelves of the store, grazing
my fingertips across it. I taste it
in the air with my tongue and breathe
it with my lungs. I dance in it and hide
under my bed from it. Years of The Dark
have made me hard, corrosive. And he is
there, and he always is.
He appears again in my bedroom.
The Dark seeps out like a breath in cold
air. You could say it was almost majestic,
yet there is no glory in it. His face is
familiar now, the same way you know
when people are staring at you, though
you aren’t looking at them. Only on
special occasions does the veil that
covers our eyes become thin enough to
see into a different dimension, where he
dwells, his realm.
“What do you want?” I ask.
“I do not want anything. I am only here
because of what you want.”
Something makes me curious.
“Take a look around you.”
As I glanced around the room, posters
of various musicians and pictures
of famous bands decorate the oncewhite walls.
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The Pirate Ship... Photograph by JOSEPH SILOTTI
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GLASS At PAriS, vegas copy... Photograph by JOSEPH SILOTTI

“You esteem them, don’t you? You
desperately wish that you could be like
them.” His voice is very subtle and the
words slither out as I nod my head in
agreement. It deepens, echoing now.
“Who do you think made them what they
are? Where do you think they obtained
their power and glory? It was I who gave
it to them and all the others who seek
to follow me. You may have it as well.
I will make you greater. I will give you
all the money you desire, drugs at your
command, and women just the same. They
are mine to give and they will be yours, if
you follow me.”
I couldn’t deny the power I feel as he
offers me my dreams. Buy why? Why
in this world of chaos and turmoil has
he chosen me? What, through all my
years of existence, constitutes for so
much attention from this being?
I am no different! I have done
nothing of great importance; yet, here he
is. He is right here. He knows my name
and is pleading with me to accept his
offer. There has to be an opposing force
to this, or else what is the point. This
is a tug-of-war match. It has been all
along. I realize now that I have a
choice. I am free to choose. Enabled and
empowered to choose the darkness or …

***

Believe! Believe that there is darkness;
know that it lives. The search ends
when I begin to believe in light, because
I know of the dark; I believe there
must be light. There is opposition in all
things, so much opposition attempting to
capture me, and another force influences
me just as much. I feel the positive power
of light and the negation of it. I believe
that in me is light, and that I have power
to attract positive and negative light.
Through this, I see the world without
the dark. It exists. I am a part of it. This
has all been a process of bringing me out
of the dark and into the light, breaking
down the hard walls of my heart like the
cement wall in the basement, cold and
coarse. Light, dormant behind personal
walls, tries to claw its way out.
Something must break down the dark,
cold wall. I see the sun; I love the blue
sky. Light fills the dark space with love,
and love is light. I see love as blue, like
the soothing screen in the basement. It
is love amidst the chaos. Blue joins with
the sun. The choice to receive the light
penetrates the walls. The love that
accompanies the light reveals who I am,
my true self of light and goodness that
hides behind the wall.
Believing is power. When I believed I
was part of the dark, I become the dark.
When I believe that I am part
of the light, I belong to the
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There is always hope. Though we may
wander in the dark, as all of us do,
the light is there, though the darkness
comprehends it not. There is always
light beckoning to us. The light that
fills the universe is the light that is
inside each of us. The light can grow
if we follow it, believe in it, and trust
in it. I long to stay in the light, where
the sun shines and the sky is blue
and warm.

GRANDPA’S Bicycle... Photograph by LINDSAY AYRES

light—everyone does. They just have
to believe it. I want everyone to belong
to it, feel its sublime blanket, and sleep
in its calm streams.
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featured

Linh Truong

Bio

Linh is the CIO for LTSOFT.
NET, He was born and raised in
vietnam and came to the United
States at the age of eighteen.
He loves computer graphics,
especially vector and threedimensional. He had a piece
published in Folio Awakening
and has returned this issue as
our featured contributor.
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Vision eagle...Digital Animation by LINH TRUONG

contribution

FOLIO...Vol.09 No.02 Pg.83

AuThOr & ArTisT

bios

Lynn Kilpatrick
Folio Advisor

Lynn Kilpatrick is the Folio advisor.
She has taught at SLCC since the
fall of 2005. She earned her PhD in
Creative Writing from the University
of Utah in 2004. This sonnet was
written in response to the Garrison
Keillor sonnet contest, which she
heard on the radio last spring.
Despite not being a poet or a
formalist, she finds herself writing
sonnets in response to almost
anything, such as reading Raymond
Carver, watching ‘Wire in the Blood,’
or having a bad hair day in Chicago.
She expects to write even more
sonnets in celebration of Poetry
Month.
adam haver
Folio Literary Editor

Adam has enjoyed his time as the
literary editor for Folio and will
miss chillin’ in the Writing Center.

He is planning on majoring in English
and is studying graphic design on
the side. He currently works for a
marketing department as their writer
and editor.
jenna neilson
Folio Design Editor

Jenna is graduating from SLCC
this semester with her Associates in
Visual Arts and Desgn. She then plans
on going to the University of Utah to
get her Bachelor’s Degree. She enjoys
art and design, but her true passion
is music. She loves to play the piano
and she writes music and sings with
her sisters. Jenna loves kids, she is
a nanny to the cutest baby boy ever
and she also teaches gymnastics to
children of various ages.
Marissa M. Groce
Folio Staff Member

Marissa is working towards an AA in
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English but ultimately hopes to be involved
in the music business (i.e. drumming,
promoting, managing, anything really).
She enjoys feeding her head in
various ways, such as reading “Starseed”
by Dr. Timothy Leary, staying awake
entirely too long for her brain to handle,
wandering around at all times of the day,
and so on. Her nervous system is constantly,
consciously evolving. The sole thing she
believes in, unequivocally, is love.
Andrew Call
Folio Staff Member

Growing up, Andrew was always scared
of writing, and now he finds himself even
more fearful of its ability to expose human
truth. He hopes his writing reveals some
unknown place inside the reader, but it
would be fine if it were just being used as
a coaster in a coffee shop. A lot of people
drink coffee.
McKensey Draper

McKensey is currently 18 and loves to sing
and dance as she drives her car. She also
hates ketchup, is scared of acupuncture, and
is rumored to own the Mary Poppins bag.
Saturday morning cartoons are still a
highlight of the week, even though she
can’t wake up early enough to watch them
anymore. She’d like to thank all the generic

people, and the not-so-generic ones, too.
Carla Upton

Carla Upton is from Bountiful, Utah. She
is working on her Asscociates degree at
the Salt Lake Community College and
also works full-time with a direct support
staff that helps people with disabilities.
‘Walking Inside My Head’ is loosely based
on true events surrounding Truman,
a therapy dog, and his owner, Jim Upon,
who worked in a homeless outreach
program.
Cornelia Divricean

Cornelia Divricean is an international
student at the Salt Lake Community College
and is majoring in nursing. She has another
Bachelor’s Degree in Finance & Banks
and would like to use them together. She is
thirty-two years old and came to the United
States three years ago. She is married, but
hasn’t had any kids yet. She loves to travel,
read, write, and draw as well. She is very
optimistic all the time and loves to laugh
and smile. Her favorite place in the world,
so far, is Hawaii.
Emily Stevens

Emily Stevens was born in
Salt Lake City as the second
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oldest in a family of seven children.
She is an aspiring writer and hopes to
publish her poetry and novels. Emily
is currently attending the Salt Lake
Community College for her General
Education Degree before transferring to a
Masters program in Oriental Medicine.
Crystal Stewart

Crystal discovered her muse through
education, and her love for knowledge
and for people took her to India this
past summer on a medical scholarship. In
India her appreciation and admiration for
people of all different cultures grew and
inspired her to write a book titled “Defense
Against the Spirit Breakers,” a poetic guide
to the humanities. Crystal is a great admirer
of Ghandi and a strong believer in equality.
She has dedicated herself to treat everyone
with dignity, respect and love in both her
writing and medical career.
Chelsea Oldham

Chelsea Oldham grew up in Utah and has
had a passion for art all her life. She has
excelled in various art forms and loves
to paint and draw the most. Chelsea
loves to do things with her family and is
studying Graphic Design at Salt Lake
Community College.

MICHAEL NIKOLA

Michael lives for art and is not afraid to
get messy.
Lindsey Ayres

Lindsey Ayres has been attending the Salt
Lake Community College on and off again
since the Fall 2003 semester. She wants
to become an elementary school teacher
and has always loved creating visual art.
She recently discovered that she loved
writing just as much. Lindsey loves to share
her view of the world and love for nature
through the things she creates.
justin watson

Justin Watson is overworked and banging
his head up against some mad fool’s wall
with his thoughts and fingers aimed at
ascreenplay, a novel, and a plethora of
visual artistic pieces. He loves pen and
ink because of the textures it produces.
A majority of his inspiration is derived
from dreams, literature, and an incredible
need to push the envelope. He currently
resides on the edge of the table where the
envelope is pushed.
BRIAN CARTER-SMITH

Brian graduated from West High School
in 1997. He spent two years in Portland,
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Oregon studying undergraduate fine art at
PNCA (Pacific Northwest College of Art)
and one year at the University of Utah in
the Sculpture Department. He is currently
finishing his final semester in the Graphic
Design department at SLCC.
Rita Branch-Davis

Rita made a dream come true by attending
SLCC Visual Art – Multimedia program.
She felt somewhat comfortable with a
computer, but it was only two years ago
when she picked up a pencil and brush to
draw for the first time in her life since first
grade. The desire to create all the beautiful
things, people and scenery’s she
envisioned has always been within her, but
she never knew how to execute her visions to
paper/canvas. With the wonderful support,
encouragement, patience and valuable
lessons from the VA instructors she now
feels she can now do this.
Rita says, “The VA department is filled with
very talented people. However, “me” as
the late bloomer - I have a long way to go.
Therefore, I will be seen around here for a
long time to come . . . mastering the Masters!”

buttons in video games, he figured that he
might be able to handle the one button on
a camera. He is nineteen years old and fills
his time as a full time student, working at
a skating rink, and well, pushing buttons.
He looks forward to digging holes for
a living as he chases down a career
in anthropology.
MJ Stephens

MJ Stephens is better known on campus
as Mikey Stephenson. He is an English
major in his last semester at SLCC. Mikey
has enjoyed his time at SLCC and values
the teachings he has received from his
instructors and various classmates. He
would like to thank all those who have made
his quest to become a writer a littler easier.
Mikey doesn’t see himself much as a poet,
but always seems to get his poetry in Folio.
He has also written three young adult
novels which he is striving to get published.
He will be found around the USU campus
after this spring semester.

JOSEPH SILOTTI

Joe is a guy who likes pushing buttons.
After he realized there were too many
FOLIO...Vol.09 No.02 Pg.87

EDiTOrS’

thank you
This Semester has flown by! We have filled

this issue of Folio with creativity, talent, and diversity
hoping it will provide an important glimpse into Salt Lake
Community College’s student body. Creating a literary
journal is truly a combined effort and a lot of gratitude
should go to our advisor, Lynn Kilpatrick, and our able
and easy-going staff: Neal Whitlock, Andrew Call, and
Marissa M. Groce.
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We’d like To

thank everyone in the Writing
Center for sharing space with us, the Globe Student Media
for letting us be part of their organization, and Salt Lake
Community College for this scholastic opportunity.

We’d also like

to thank our supportive
families and friends. Thank you for your inspiring words,
your interest in our work and your motivating guidance.
Many late nights and long hours were spent in order to
make this publication happen and your support and positive
attitudes were greatly appreciated.

most of all, we

should thank the writers and
artists who have shared their studious and imaginative
pieces with us. We urge those who have been published to
continue to seek publication in the future as they develop
and hone their talents—good luck!

-adam haver
and
jenna neilson
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join

sta ff
college credit
Students are able to gain credit in an English Special Studies
Course (ENGL 1900—Student Publications.) While working
on Salt Lake Community College’s literary magazine, Folio.

gain experience

Folio is looking for staff members to assist with the creation of
Folio for Fall 2008. This is a great experience to assist with the
process of creating a publication from beginning to end.

build portfolio

Being a Folio staff member is a great addition to your
portfolio and resume!

Interested students shoud email Lynn Kilpatrick at:

Lynn.Kilpatrick@slcc.edu
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entries

call for

WRITERS— You may submit work that is up to 3000
words max. Submit your work in microsoft word
formats doc, rtf, and txt.

Submit scanned images or computer graphics
at 300 DPI in CMYK. We accept the file formats
tiff, pdf, and jpg. Submit via email as an attachment
under 10mb.
ARTISTS—

SUBMIT ENTRIES TO:

folio@slcc.edu
BY: october 1, 2008
PLEASE REMEMBER TO INCLUDE YOUR...

Full name, phone number, e-mail address, and title of work.
Entries will NOT be accepted without this information

For additional information visit us
at www.folioslcc.org
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Become a folio literary or design
editor next year!

2008-2009
position pays
per semester

Submit

earn

‘08-’09

ediTor

call
$1000

Submit resumé, letter of application,
transcript, and relevant design or writing
samples to:

Lynn Kilpatrick

BB 207B
(801)957-4740
Lynn.Kilpatrick@slcc.edu

FOLIO...Vol.09 No.02 Pg.92

design editor

Literary editor

Duties:

-

Coordinate solicitation and selection
of art submissions
Overseeing design and layout
of Folio
Send out Folio to printer
Schedule, advertise and coordinate
Folio related events (readings, etc.)
Assist with duties of literary editor
Maintain Folio website

Coordinate selection and editing of
literary submissions
Actively seek literary submissions
Schedule, advertise and coordinate
Folio related events (readings, etc.)
Coordinate volunteer Folio staff
Coordinate copy-editing and
proofreading
Assist with duties of design editor
qualifications:

qualifications:

-

-

Duties:

SLCC student (full or part-time)
Interest in and/or experience with
magazine design
Have taken one of the following
courses: Art1220, 1230, or Comm1630
Proficient in Indesign, Photoshop,
and Dreamweaver

-

SLCC student (full or part-time)
Interest in and/or experience with
creative writing
Editing experience preferred
Have taken English 1010 (or
equivalent) with a B or better
Knowledge of InDesign preferred

Application Deadline:

April 21, 2008
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foIio

online

2007

2006

2005

Check us out online at:

www.folioslcc.org

about submit faq’s news press pickup archives support contact
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ciTy arT

aBout

City Art is a grass roots
organization that provides a
unique and refreshing forum for the literary arts
by bringing together people who are interesed in
presenting and listening to poetry, short stories,
memoirs, short plays, multimedia presentations, and
other literary forms.

reADINGS

City Art hosts poetry
and
prose
readings
the first three Wednesday’s every month of the
academic year. The readings are at 7:00pm in the
Salt Lake City Library. City Art invites local and
national authors as well as hosting open readings.
We invite you and your students to come listen
to other student writers, and read their poetry
and prose.

LOCATION
Salt Lake City Library,
210 East 400 South,

SLCC
Literary
Journal

