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Foreward 

Message fom Editorial Staf 

and Designer, Jocelyn Kornfeld 

Nearly 100 submissions. That’s what the editorial staf 

of the Island Fox had to choose from to create this year’s journal. 

When we looked at the pieces collectively we realized that each 

of them deals, in some way with discovery whether it’s self-dis­

covery learning to cope with death, love, and depression, dealing 

with family, or becoming politically active. Each of us, as college 

students and human beings, can relate to all of these issues. Our 

hope is that as you read the Island Fox, you find something you 

can connect with. 

The chosen pieces were submited to our graphic 

designer, Jocelyn Kornfeld, who was given free range with design 

and layout. How you see things on the pages is all hers – she is 

the creative genius behind the scenes. The only caveat was that 

she keep the format of everything the same way it was when the 

pieces were originally submited. Her task was tough: she had 

to see how the pieces were interconnected. The end result is this 

Island Fox, and we believe that it represents this year’s submis­

sions well. 
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Whether or not you have pieces in this year’s journal, 

if you’re going to be here next year, make sure you submit! It’s 

a difcult task to narrow down the submissions into something 

that will fit into just over a hundred pages. Creativity comes in all 

shapes and colors, so next year’s journal maybe the perfect fit for 

your work. And no mater what, whether you submit or not, keep 

on writing. Do what you love. 

Make it a good one, 

The 2008 Island Fox Staf 

Should you ever find your way to the Österreichische 

Galerie Belvedere make sure to take notice of Gustav Klimt’s Te 

Kiss. Te Kiss, Klimt’s most famous work, has been interpreted 

in more ways than our minds can fathom. One person might 

describe it as “an eternal union of souls, locked in a moment 

that transcends time.” Another person might look at it and say, 

“why is he wearing rectangles, this is wretched!” You might just 

be mesmerized by his masterful color work and have no opinion 

but rather a feeling of awe. No mater how you look at, there is a 

part of the piece that you will never and should not take special 

notice: The frame. 
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This is how I saw my work on this journal, as a simple 

frame. We’ve all heard the expression, “you can’t judge a book by 

it’s cover” and there is a reason for that. The cover of this book, 

the layout of the pages, and the fonts chosen for these words is 

simply a frame displaying the work. I say “work” and not “works” 

because although each entry stands on it’s own as a piece of litera­

ture, collectively they are a single voice. It is the voice of all of us 

together, a unifed whole trying to be heard, echoed in the pages 

of this journal. I’m proud to say that I am the framework for this 

voice, these expressions. 

As always, 
Jocelyn Kornfeld 
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Letting Go 

Krista Wilbur 

Her hospital rooms are always cold: like death 

is cold, they say a chill that crawls up your back, 

tucking and folding into each vertebrae until it hurts 

to wait any longer. 

We put blankets on her legs, those 

legs that once carried babies and paced across floors, 

waiting for the key to turn in the lock, legs that crossed 

and uncrossed at the ankles like a paper Lady. 

We rub her arms and hands, 

hands that knew the weight of a ripe melon and 

the way to push a swing just right, hands that held other 

hands in prayer on Sunday mornings, waiting for Redemption. 

page 9 



When she gives up, how will I let go? Will I release 

her in a tempest of tears, choking on my cries, or 

will I whisper to her to leave us, to go home, 

or will I stare with blinded eyes at her Soul 

rising out of the room? 

I rest my fingers against her 

collarbone, where a pulse still beats, 

a silent song, and I bend over to kiss her, 

giving her permission to 

leave. 
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The Colors of Prison 

Laura Gray 

The yellow walls are meant to calm you. They never do. 

Instead, they are a constant reminder of the banana tafy I used to 

buy out on the Santa Barbara Pier. Perhaps that is what agitated 

me, the reminder of freedom. Down the hall I smell alcohol used 

to clean the deep self-inficted wounds, with the mummy dressing 

to come. Some say I asked for it, that I ended up here in this cess­

pool of a place not by accident, but on purpose. As I breathe in 

the filtered sunlight, knowing I won’t be seeing much of it soon, 

the lady at the dusty old government issued 1970s era desk keeps 

asking questions. “Why are you here?” Why?! Because I’m in pain 

lady, a pain so deep you’ll never connect with me. She was a cold 

insensitive one, with far too much perfume, a sophisticated scent 

on such an old mean woman. Yet I wanted to tell her to please 

hold my hand, that my Mom was gone, that I was scared. Instead I 

focused on the brown stains on the ceiling, undoubtedly from last 

years’ rain, and contemplated that thought. Why was I here, at 

the Behavioral Health Center? What behavior? I was numb, and 

numb people don’t have anything but stillness. My time was up, 

and the nice lady with the perfume admited me. Into the tunnel 

of yellow walls I went, and I could hear them screaming already. 

I fell down really, tripped on my mistakes, allowed myself 

to succumb to madness. I was in there, sinking from the weight 
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of my volatile past with no light visible. Everyone has a sort of 

madness inside, a demon waiting to explode but usually it’s quiet 

and shy. The lid on my demon burst out and flew high into the air 

where insanity lies. I don’t mean to be melodramatic, but that’s 

how it happened. My brain atacked anyone in sight and they 

few back from me in fear or disgust. It’s so cold inside, when the 

bomb blasts and you sit alone wondering what went wrong, with 

no one around to recite the answers. This is just a chunk of my 

reality, the flipside to sanity, the place where earth meets universe 

and you fail in the darkness alone. That is what it’s like really, a 

big mass of space and you’re meant to choose the invisible thread 

to hold you up. 

Since I never found that thread, I had to reside in the 

hospital for 3 weeks. What a fucking bore. The doctors shufed 

through the hallways calming the schizophrenics, and the nurses 

with haggard faces and mean dispositions were ruthless about 

medication. It was like a horrible B movie, watching herds of the 

drugged catatonic waiting for the slaughter. Nothing to do, no 

semblance of normalcy, no cure for what was atacking me. It 

was a special form of hell, where the torture was in slow motion, 

burning you with lunacy, not fire. Those yellow walls changed 

from an irritating fear to an all-consuming rage and hate. 

I will never forget some of the people in that place, like 

the preacher man. He wasn’t praying to God, he was down on 

his knees that he was God. “Come children, follow me,” he said. 

Down on his knees they got him. Oops-got the shot of Haldol. 

Poor guy. There was also a man I temporarily befriended named 

Ted. He was a normal person, but how normal could he be? He 

was a general contractor who had started drinking afer work and 

then flipped out in a McDonalds. Apparently more than drunk, 
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the guy must have been nuts. He wore a calm demeanor, and was 

prety pleasant. I liked him because he was caught up flying high 

like me, not knowing how or where to land. We understood each 

other. 

In no way could I have been prepared to meet Jim. I was 

outside, pisssed that the sun wasn’t out, typical for Ventura, and I 

saw this man with wild disheveled hair approach me. He was my 

old and dear friend. I last saw him when I was twenty. Long hours 

of misery had changed him. He had been engulfed by some curse, 

and someone had used a voodoo doll on this guy. He said “Lau­

ra?” I said hi, with a tone of embarrassment, and we talked for 10 

minutes or so. He wasn’t coherent, snapping from one subject to 

the next. He was manic, and on heroin. Shit. At least I didn’t make 

this crap worse for myself. I remembered gelling up his mohawk 

years ago, waiting to go to the next punk show. All those years 

ago, I was making my way through the maze-trying to figure out 

what was wrong with me. Jim in a very subtle way, told me we are 

all fucked up. The world isn’t in this much pain. It’s not possible. I 

said goodbye to him, an anti-climactic short wave, to such a good 

friend, now in obvious wrenching pain. I felt so bad for him; it 

was like watching the last person you will ever see again, walk out 

of your existence and lock the door. He was transferred that day. 

Afer the good doctors filled me with enough chemistry, I went 

home. This would kick of a succession of public humilities and 

breakdowns. It’s not too cool to have a broken brain. 

It seems like someone else’s life. No one could have lived 

it this way. Sometimes people throw up on their common de­

cency, and I was one of them. Life would be more static. Perhaps 

I just had to damage myself enough to feel something brilliant, 

some fash of mania again, which had been dampened by all the 
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chemicals. So I stopped taking them. Every single one. 

Mania is like climbing a mountain, jumping of the apex, 

and never touching botom. You feel incredible amounts of 

energy with no directive and words and thoughts come so fast, 

with nowhere to go. I short-circuited, and was completely lost. 

Violence and euphoria rush through you, yet linger for a few days, 

not knowing how to rush out of you. Not so with depression. It’s 

the space in the corner where you sit and cannot move. No, it’s 

the space behind the corner. You are lost in the blackness, not 

even in a room, because you aren’t a part of the world. For me, 

it was difcult to breathe because in doing so you admit you’re 

alive, and life just isn’t possible. It’s like having your brain spill out 

toxic fuid and you keep slipping in it, poisoning yourself. There 

is no escape, no instant pill, except sleep. I slept for what seemed 

like 2 years, behind that corner, never coming out. 

Surprisingly this passed too, like most seemingly ines­

capable feats in life. I was manic again, roughly pushing away 

the well-wishers and doctors. Picture a swirling lollipop, the big 

rainbow sort from the amusement park. When a manic person 

looks at such a thing, they don’t know which color to follow first. 

All the colors come at once, and fast. It’s like your eyes flicker in 

fast-forward, never hiting the play buton. Even the movement of 

a falling leaf is part of the never-ending still frames rapidly assimi­

lating into your brain. I remember once looking up at the clouds 

and climbing into them, becoming one with them and actually 

feeling what it’s like to fly between the pufs of icy coton. This is 

mania at its finest, and only medication can control this onslaught 

of stimulation, the strong winds which blow between the earth 

and the universe, colliding. So I made many irrational decisions, 

and one would change my life forever. It was when I met Jef. 
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I can see him now, years ago with his damned cardigan 

sweater on. I had on a litle blue dress with tiny flowers which 

cost practically nothing, but looked fantastic. I looked at him and 

pictured sex to be honest, but also saw him as an old man holding 

my hand, aging with me. He was the type of person who would 

observe from the corner of the room and decide who he wanted 

to converse with. We were in an English pub, and I had worked 

there for 8 years. It was a dark place, but I saw him staring. I knew 

his kind and still was drawn to him. He repeatedly knocked on 

my door, trying to buy his way in. I always said no, but in a night 

of mania I said yes. I sat with him and he told me he had been on 

vacation for 2 years. Then he laughed. The laugh was smug and in 

retrospect quite grating. Being manic, I went with it-no big deal. 

When you meet a person with a personality which envelopes you, 

completely surrounds you with a woven net of compliments and 

atention do you bite? Well that was Jef’ s objective, to wrap me 

into his psyche. He had good looks, charm, and put my name in 

his heart immediately. We were soon becoming a “we,” and I fell 

into that net which later would become my prison. 

Soon I was 8 months pregnant. Life was good. Beter 

than good, it was everything I needed for my bipolar mind, as it 

was fairly stable and we loved each other. I craved fruit with this 

pregnancy, didn’t even care what kind, but the juicier the beter. 

At that stage in our lives, stress was a major thing. Sometimes 

when you are ready for a baby you panic, feeling as if you have 

done the wrong thing, that you can’t handle it. But that day I just 

wanted the damned fruit. I waited for over an hour, and there was 

a strong knock at the door. It was a Sherrif holding my car keys. 

“We arrested your boyfriend,” they said. My breathing, in that 

single eternity of a second almost stopped. “He’s wanted for bank 

robbery,” they said. What does one say? What can you say when 
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the world you knew just rushed past you, twisted up your life and 

flew out toward the thoughts of baby have to buy a crib, what do 

I do? Where’s my damn watermelon? It didn’t register really. So I 

got the keys. He was sentenced to live in a steel box for 6 years. I 

had a beautiful new baby was of medications, and went back to 

the nut farm. This time it was for 3 days, just to get the pills going 

again. I really had to think, and quickly. Do I abandon him or do I 

wait? I decided to wait. My vision, like speech can be, was slurred. 

I couldn’t make life decisions when I slipped back into a depres­

sion. How? So I did nothing. I was in dark dead-end tunnel, with 

a trickle of disgusting still water, and that is where I sat for 6 years. 

Sure I lived, but barely. Sometimes when something so devastat­

ing happens, you turn of. No amount of encouraging talk can 

break through the thought of how normal people live. Six years 

went by like waiting for a dandelion seed to fall in a windstorm. 

I’ve never done anything which equaled this. Eventually it ended. 

He came out and we moved into our apartment, the second 

prison of my life. 

He always liked to drink Bombay Sapphire and tonic. 

I never thought much of it until it became all-consuming. He 

would drink at work, at lunch. Sometimes he’d come home at 

midnight and smack me around a bit. I felt like I was in that tun­

nel again, but this time he was coming afer me. I had nowhere to 

go. There is nothing like being all alone. I had no friends lef, as 

they wanted nothing to do with a criminal. I should have followed 

them, should have made that leap over my depression and run. 

This was worse than hell; this was like having needles stuck into 

your head all the while sobbing from the depths of your fright­

ened gut. The first DUI he achieved lef me with no hope. The 

second? I lef. It was just as difcult as lying in that dark tunnel, 

but this time I came out running, furiously wanting my old life 
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back. Sure I had been in the hospital, but that was a long time ago. 

My demons were locked up again, lid tightly in place. I was more 

sane than any other time in my life. 

So he was out of jail. Again. The old winds still swept 

through me, stirring up thoughts of inadequacy and sadness. My 

mind had gone through many car accidents, many train wrecks. 

It took some time to recover, but when I did I saw a diferent per­

son, someone able to laugh at adversity, able to stare the demons 

right in the face, someone able to basically kick ass. I had shit in 

order, until the FBI agent came over. You never know how some­

thing like this can afect you until it stares at you, uninhibited 

and bold. His badge was three times the size of any normal cop, 

or so it seemed. As he sat down, he produced a picture of Jef, 

at it again. Hiting up a teller. That old lollipop with the colors 

came back toward me and I couldn’t choose which words were 

important. All I heard was “have you seen him?” Tears welled up 

in my eyes, not because I gave a damn about him, but because I 

also heard the phrase “three strikes.” My daughter, oh my God, 

what’s going to happen? Oh my god, please no. I know he’s no 

father, but life in prison? Unfathomable. The agent asked me what 

color his girlfriend’s car was. “Blue,” I said. The color in the guy’s 

face changed. “He was seen speeding from a bank in a blue car.” 

Right then I gave up. This monster would never be anything to 

my daughter. He was gone. I pictured him flying backward at a 

great deal of speed and slamming into a brick wall. Should have 

pictured a steel wall, because that’s where he was headed. Once 

again. A litle box of shame, lies, abuse and self-destruction. He is 

still entering pleas, and is set for twenty-fve years to life. 

It’s hard to share such a convoluted mess. When you fly 

through life thinking that nothing maters because your own pain 
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is more important than others, it sets o f an imbalance which de­

stroys the universe in some tiny way. I’m reaching farther toward 

those invisible threads than ever before. I think I got one finally. 

Hell is jealous of me now, and the temptation to fall into its tor­

ture is drifing away. 
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The Seedy Underbelly 

Julie Fontes 

Ugh, 

That I learned they of course 

named each continent 

with a ‘feminine’ name and etched 

a map on each face 

and explained our explosions 

called us mother. ‘Of Course,’ 

he says. ‘My car she’s 

Shiela.’ Speeds and shines oiled 

upholstery. Admires her 

underside. 

‘Of course, my bike, she’s 

Bety. I ride her pump her 

tubes with spokes like 

ribs and curves like tires.’ 

And he says ‘No, 

of course you’re not 

fat cause I can feel 

your bones under there 

and your badunka dunk. 

He calls his wife 

Earth and plants seeds 

on Mars. 

Ugh. 

So I name my car George 
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and ram him into 

poles and my rug is called 

Paul where Spinner spits 

hairballs. Then I 

name his nuts Lucy and Ethyl. 

They Play tricks 

on his Ricky 

and, of course, 

he says, 

‘Why can’t you just 

love me?’ 
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Moments 

Rachael Jordan 

I want to make her something that she is not. I want to 

make her a metaphor that will take away her humanity, the reality. 

To make her into something that she is not causes everything to 

be a litle easier. The words become protection against memories. 

But the reality is, she is not a metaphor. 

She is my mother. 

There she was, snifing, snot running down her pufy red 

face. Her shoulders shaking, face contorted, she cried. My moth­

er’s body lying across the yellow linoleum floor of our kitchen. 

The kitchen chair knocked onto its side, leg hanging like a broken 

bone. A breeze came through the open back door, pushing the 

hairs that tried to remain plastered to her sweating forehead. 

I should have been mad, should have hated her. I should 

have taken the phone she ripped out of my hands minutes be­

fore and thrown it at her – rather than leting her slam it to the 

ground. Instead, I stood there, my own tears running down my 

face, feeling sorry for her. I should have been yelling that I’m only 

ten years old. She is twenty nine and bigger than me. 

Looking at my mother - that sad, lonely figure on the 

kitchen floor - I felt pity. She ruined her relationship with me, her 

only daughter, at the early age often. The air in that kitchen felt 
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full. Although her mouth was closed now, her screams were still 

swimming in my head, trying to find a way to escape their sound­

less limbo. I heard the windows creaking, the weight of my fear 

still pushing against them, wanting release. 

An airplane flew overhead to land in the airport behind 

our yard, shaking the whole house with its force. Only moments 

before my mother had shaken our house with her force. I never 

realized how big our kitchen chairs were until I saw one flying 

towards my head, directed at me by the one person in life who 

was supposed to be my ultimate protector. 

I wanted my Nana. That is why I had grabbed the phone 

and frantically punched in the numbers I knew so well. Upon 

the touch of that last key the phone was ripped from my hands. I 

couldn’t call her now because the phone was in shards in the hall­

way. More than anything, I wanted to escape and hide in the folds 

of my nana’s gypsy skirts and hear the clanking of her beaded 

bracelets in my ear as she stroked my hair. 

It’s not like this had never happened before. Looking 

at my mother’s sobbing face took me back to only a few years 

before. To a time before I knew what it felt like to be hit by a hand 

that you thought only would love you, to the first time I ever felt 

what it was like to be the victim of the chemicals that waged war 

in my mother’s mind. 

The pounding on the door resounded of the walls. 

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM. There was no specifc time between 

each hit, but instead erratic, passion-flled fists of anger. The door 

itself was leaning underneath the weight. I had run into my room, 

back against that door as I pushed the white barrel of a lock into 

its safety latch on the wall. Now, it didn’t look like that safety lock 
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