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The Sixty Books Pl‘Oj ect is a collaborative book arts,
writing and journaling project for the people of south central
Wisconsin, hosted by the South Central Library System (SCLS),
and produced by the Bone Folders’ Guild (BFG), a book arts
group based in Madison. This project is supported by a Madison
CitiARTS grant.

The BFG book artists have created sixty hand made blank books.
One of these books will be catalogued into each of the sixty
libraries in the South Central Library System. Unlike other
library books, patrons are invited to write, draw, paint or collage
in the books. Subsequent patrons will add their own stories,
drawings, and so forth, creating community-wide collaborative
works of art. After the launch of the project these books will be
available for checkout by library patrons until August 15, 2006.

At the close of the circulation period, the 60 books will be
removed from the SCLS collections and brought together for a
traveling exhibit. This exhibit will have its debut in Madison
as part of the Fifth Annual Wisconsin Book Festival

(October 18-22, 2006).

To contact us: www.valleyridgeartstudio.com/bone_folders/

Instructions

o Check out this book as you would any other library
book for a two-week period. Be sure to return it in the
protective wrapper provided.

e Write a poem. Make a journal entry. Write political
thoughts. Compose a short story. Collage. Paint a page. .
Be creative.

e Be respectful of these books. They are hand bound and
bear delicate musings on the pages.

e Beaware of what has been done on the other side of the
page that you are working on. For example, don’t “sew”
onto someone else’s work.

e  When you are gluing or painting put a piece of wax
paper under the page you are working on. This will
protect the other pages of created art.

e Before closing the book, be sure your page is dry.

e We encourage you to sign and date your work.

o DPlease, no perishables on the pages.

e Be advised that SCLS and BFG reserve the right to
remove and/or delete any questionable material.

Please be nice.

e Warning: You will incur a $125.00 library fine if this

book is not returned!
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MoTHER NATURE’S CHURCH

| went to Mother Nature’s church to say my prayers today.
The clear blue sky and whispering winds helped me find my
way.

| entered through the massive doors of towering fragrant
pines.
The gentle boughs kindly brushed my skin as | went inside.

The choir of the songbirds filled the air around.
The croaking of the bullfrogs added to the sound.

| didn’t care how many times the verses they’d repeat.
The fanned- out turkey led the choir and
The ladder-back kept the beat.

| learned of resurrection from the newly blooming flowers.
Faith in their return each spring is proof of a higher power.

| learned about believing in something you cannot see.
Mother Nature cares for all her creatures that are free.

| learned that life is Good, that everything has a reason.
| learned of Mother Nature’s plan for every passing season.

| learned to love all children from the guarding of the fawn,
Or the challenge of the mother quail in the early misty dawn.

| learned to respect the elderly from the towering old Oak
trees.
Their limbs, strong and safe, provide haven for families.

| learned to love the living Earth. She is our only Home,
And once she starts to die, all of us too will be gone.

| learned to find great beauty in a floating butterfly




W

And how to smile at the bug-eyed toad and never wonder
why.

| learned to say “thank you” when the sun peaks through the

clouds,
And how to be calmed by the tinkling brook far away from all

the crowds

Mother Nature’s church is truly a wonderful place.
Come and visit often then leave without a trace.

Good and evil coexist in Mother Nature’s place
But Good will always shine above Evil’s ugly face.

No offering plate was passed around, only a promise made
To love and care for Mother Earth and never be afraid.

Respect her ways and avoid her wrath, appreciate her beauty.
Caring for our Mother Earth is our eternal duty.

| left her church and went on back to live my life renewed
Full of Nature’s wondrous sounds, | know now what is true.

Do not kill, love your folks, and never tell a lie.
Keep these few commandments and life won’t pass you by.

You will look upon each new day as being a fresh start.
Peace and serenity comes to those with Nature in their heart.
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Biology’s Big Bang

The Cambrian Explosion,
what a commotion,

for pre-established theories,
on how things should occur.
Sudden emergence,

animal insurgence,

novel parts and body plans,
no ancestry we're sure.

Five fifty million years ago,

a faunal troupe did truly show,
what all the fossil experts know,
"Biology's Big Bang".

No intermediates came before,
a true explosion to the core,
those trilobites we can't ignore,
a self-assertive gang.

Will all the complex novelty,

of body plan disparity,

with legs to walk and eyes to see
exquisitely designed.

From what we know we can infer,
a mindful manufacturer,

from what we've seen we can
concur,

intelligent the mind.

Intelligent the mind that made,
this 'multi-celule' escapade,

so unperturbed and clearly faid,
all so that man could see.

The informational design,

this DNA of yours and mine,

By Robert Deyes

that specifies the bottom line,
of how they came to be.

So many proteins functions new,
In single cells there'd been so few,
but now with novel tasks to do,
new proteins were in need.

With proteins novel cells came too,
all specialized for tasks to do,
from these new cells new tissues
grew,

all functionally decreed.

And all of this in shortest time,
five million years it took to climb,
from simple cell to form sublime,
the body plans attest.

The Cambrian lives as testament,
a firmly standing monument,
preplanned with care and full
intent,

designing at its best.

The gradualistic undertone,

so steadfast held as 'fact' was
shown

that even 'fact' is challenge prone,
so theories we revise.

From Cambrian's loft we clearly
see,

a ‘suddenness’, immediacy,

no gradual change such fallacy,
the gradualist's demise.

More Poems, Essays And Articles Can Be Found At
http://www.geocities.com/ robertdeyes123
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Jim, Old Jim

"Good morning Jim, good morning
Jim,

ready for a brand new day?"
These were the words that greeted
Jim,

The lab? a home to play

Devise Experiments, results report,
articles read and lab books to sort,
post grads and grads holding onto
all hope,

that their big lab would learn to
cope

Learn to cope with money short,
Old Jim he was the toughest sort,
the grants and funds they never
came,

but he's still running just the same.

Results he needs to carry on,
he's up till late when we've all
gone,

reactions to do, reactions to set,

reactions failed but Jim's not upset.

He oft would tell of dreams he had
when he was just a little lad,
down microscope those cells he
saw,

those cells- he stood in deepest
awe.

By Robert Deyes

Enzymes running, cells in race,
Kinase, phosphate, protease,
Lipid bilayers, ATP

that mitochondrial energy.

Ion channels, cascades too,
protein factories take their cue,
RNA from DNA,

“"Orchestral synchrony” they say.

Cell receptors signals send,
cell correctors faults amend,
centromeres help cells divide,
hormones act through distance
wide.

Histones DNA compact,

cilia through their motions act,
factors turn genes off and on.
cells divide and then their gone.

These and more old Jim had seen,
Down the microscope he'd been,
to a world so small. He'd found,

the surest way to stand his ground.

Even though research was tough,
even though fund-finding rough,
beneath there lay a grand design.

Those cells they told of God divine.

More Poems, Essays And Articles Can Be Found At
http:/ /www.geocities.com/robertdeyes123
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DEAR MISS
CHAPTER 1

There once lived a princess, a very rich princess. She lived in a beautiful castle at the
edge of the village. Her castle was all white trimmed in gold and silver. It was furnished
with elaborate furnishing and brocade drapery. Everything in the castle was exquisite.

The princess was lovely, indeed all in the village would agree. Her clothing was made
of the finest silk and gossamer. The jewels she owned were beyond anyone’s belief. Her
rings sparkled with rubies and emeralds, but for all of this the princess valued her lovely
long golden hair the most. Each strand was woven as the purest thread of gold. It shone
like sparkling diamonds in the sunlight and of this she was very, very proud.

All that lived in the village were poor. They all knew of the princess and she was
called ‘Dear Miss’. Even though Dear Miss lived in solitude no one would ever go to
visit her for it was well known that they would not be welcome. The poor folks of the
village were dirty rif-raf to her. Starving beggars were they to her. She would not have
even her stoop dirtied by their feet. And she would never NEVER share any of her riches
with the lowly.

CHAPTER I

Dear Miss did employ one hired hand. He would milk the cow every morning and was
to leave the bucket on the door stoop at precisely 8am. He would never dare to take a
drop, for Dear Miss would immedietly know she had been cheated. The hired hand hoed
the garden and harvested the vegetables, picked the apples and the grapes and all belonged
to the princess alone. He was allowed a small garden plot to tend for himself and his
family. They must only harvest from their own garden and fend for themselves for the
rest. .

The princess ate very well and was very tidy in cleaning up. She would dine on bread
and cheese, apple slices and a glass of fine wine. After which she would scour the plates
and wipe them dry. Sweep the floor fervently so not even a crumb was left. Then she
would lock the food in the chest. The chest was the best chest ever made. It was
completely air tight and when closed nothing could penetrate. Not an insect or a mouse
could squeeze though a crack. Then she would tighten it even further by attaching a
padlock.

After supper the princess would retire to her sleeping quarters. Seated in front of her
favorite mirror she would begin to brush her lovely golden hair. Slowly and methodically
pulling the brush ever so slowly from the top of her head to the very last inch of her
beautiful mane. Again and again. At least 100 strokes until she was finally satisfied every
snarl removed then and only then would she lay her head down upon her softest pillow
and sleep.

i - T
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CHAPTER III

It was to be a long and cold winter. The people of the village were so very hungry.
They were forced to beg and steal, but there was even little to steal. Even the mice were
starving. There wasn’t a scrap to be found.

As the princess lay sleeping in the castle the mice would scamper around. Surely there
would be a scrap thrown out or something forgotten, but no, Dear Miss was so stingy
every morsel was accounted for and everything locked up. Not even a crumb on the floor.
Their hunger made the mice more bold then in the past. They scurried to the sleeping
quarters of the princess. Ah! she was so accessible lying there with her golden hair upon
the pillow. The oldest mouse took a quick nip at a strand of her hair. It looked so
delectable. It looked like it may have some nourishment to it and yes! it did taste sweet as
nectar. Now the princess stirred in her sleep and the mice ran in fright.

The princess awoke the next morning thinking something strangely amiss. Something
Just did not seem right, but what could it be? She looked in the mirror, took a brush to
her locks. That all seemed well. In the kitchen the padlock was tight and everything still
tidy. Nothing seemed to be out of place and yet, something was not right. She would
ponder on it all day through.

Mt CHAPTER IV
o A peddler arrived in the village. Sales did not go well for the villagers had no money.
e Many times in the past the peddler would barter his wares for a peck of apples or a pound
e of freshly churned butter, but today there was none to be shared. The days of winter
T stretched long and cold. :

On he went. He would stop at the castle on this trip. He had never stopped there
before. He heard the stories of how the princess, Dear Miss was so miserly. He knew she
would never pay a penny, but perhaps she had an extra potato or two.

As he knocked on the door his feet were shaking in his shoes! He was nervous he
would be thrown from the property. He must persist. His family was in much need of
food.

The princess now opened the door. “Who is there, disturbing my peace?” Good day
Dear Miss, said the peddler. May I show you some of my finest wares? They are of the
highest quality I assure you and I offer an excellent bargain. Do I look like I need to buy
goods from a peddler! I have the heaviest iron cookware and the finest bone china plates.
I have a sturdy table and fine furniture. What more would the castle need?

I have the newest in fabric. Red and white gingham and blue dotted Swiss, either of
which would make a lovely new gown for you, Dear Miss.

Ha! never would I be seen in such common fabrics. Move along now and leave me in
peace.

Please, Dear Miss could I at least have a drink of your cow’s milk for the journey
ahead?

You must be doing just fine selling your wares in the village. Perhaps next time you
should barter for a cow of your own and you would not have to beg from me! Go off
with you now. You and your mule may share a drink of water only from the well.




The day wore on and as the sun set the princess prepared her evening meal. Fresh
bread and butter. Carrots potatoes and onions made a tasty stew and of course a glass of
the finest port. After sup she again scrubbed the dishes, locked away the food in her
handsome chest and swept every crumb from the floor.

Time now to retire to her sleeping quarters. She took her seat in front of her favorite
mirror picked up her best brush and began the 100 nightly strokes. So carefully now.
Ever so gently brushing from the top of her head to the last inch of that beautiful golden
mane. That feeling came back to her now. The one she had first thing this morning.
Something not quite right. As she brushed she noticed one golden strand of hair was
missing! Oh dear me! I must brush even more gently for even one strand missing could
effect the lush fullness of her mane.

The princess fell into a deep sleep. The mice began to scamper across the floor of the
kitchen. Again everything locked up so tight and not even a crumb on the floor.
Remembering the tasty golden treat of the princess’ hair they scrambled to the sleeping
quarter. Tonight they were a little more brave. Three mice climbed up the bed linen and
chewed a mouth full of that delightful tasty treat.

The princess stirred and they ran in fright! They would remember their succulent

delight and perhaps tell their friends. The feast was over for this night, but there was
always tomorrow!

CHAPTER V

The hired hand finished milking the cow as he did every morning. At precisely 8:00
a.m. he was leaving the milk on the stoop. He could hardly stand. He was so very
hungry. He had cut his portions and skipped meals so his wife and children would survive
the winter. Things were dire now. He was desparate. He must talk to Dear Miss and ask
for anything she could spare. Even just one carrot or a half rotten onion could make a
stew and they would be so very grateful.

He knocked on the castle door. With his hands in his pockets and the most down
trodden look he awaited for her at the door.

The princess had just awoken. Just upon opening her eyes there was a knock on the
door. She had a horrible head ache. She could hardly lift her head from her softest silken
pillow. Why did her head throb so? Now that blasted knocking again! What could be so
important to disturb her at this early hour. She got up from the bed and slowly moved to
the kitchen door. Oh! what pain in her head.

At the door she met the hired hand. Whatever do you want at this hour? Surely you
should be out feeding the cow and tending to chores! So sorry Dear Miss, but I must beg
of you could you please share a carrot or onion. Anything you would be discarding.
Maybe a cup of milk. My family is starving and I fear I will not be able to tend to the
chores if I do not have a scrap. Any scrap at all, please Dear Miss!

Oh my head is pounding and you bother me with this! You are a lazy hired hand! For
ifnot you would have planned more thoroughly. Expanded your garden by a row or two
last summer. Picked another bushel of apples or stomped more grapes for jelly. It is not
my fault you didn’t toil into the night to provide for your family for the long cold winter.
Get away from my stoop. It looks like I will be finding a new hired hand at planting
season!
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CHAPTER VI

If she lay down for just a bit more maybe her head would feel better so she returned to
her sleeping quarters. As she passed her favorite mirror she took a quick glance. Oh no! a
few more golden strands are missing! That must be the reason for her headache. How in
the world is this happening? She must be sure to brush more gently tonight. Today she
would wash her hair in a milk bath and rinse it with the juice of a lemon. First she must
enter the village and buy a lemon from the market.

At the market she asked the shop keeper for one fresh lemon. “Dear Miss, a lemon?
They are hard to find fresh this time of the year. What would you be needing one of them
for. Do you wish to make lemonade?” No No, she explained. I will be bathing in a milk
bath today and desperately need the juice of a lemon to rinse my hair. The shop keeper
thought what a waste, what a shame, why it sounded even sinful to waste milk for her
bath! Even a lemon would help to add flavor to someone’s meal. A meal so severely
needed by many! However, not being in a position to judge and anxious for a sale (for
Dear Miss would pay the highest price) he sold her lemon juice in a bottle.

As soon as she returned home she drew the bath. Washed her hair in milk and rinsed
her hair with the lemon juice until it was squeaky clean. Now she let it dry in the light of
the sun and gentle, gently combed it through. Her headache seemed to subside and her
disposition also. All would be right in the world tomorrow.

She played the harp and ate her evening meal. She locked up the food when she was
finished and swept the floor clean. Not a crumb to be found as usual. It had been quite a
long day. '

CHAPTER VII

Dear Miss sat in front of her favorite mirror admiring her lovely golden hair. She
picked up the brush and very carefully brushed the 100 nightly strokes. Now it was time
to rest her head on her finest soft silk pillow.

This night the mice knew just what to do. They had invited all of their friends to the
castle. They quickly scampered to the princess’ sleeping quarters. No reason to stop in
the kitchen for not even a crumb would be found there.

The biggest mouse tip toed up to make sure Dear Miss was fast asleep. Yes, indeed
she was sound asleep. Even the twitch of his tail next to her ear didn’t seem to stir her.

Now for the feast. The whole mouse pack nibbled on the golden locks. All night long
they feasted on every strand of that beautiful head of hair. By morning they had
succeeded in chewing off ALL of the princess’ hair! They felt so fat and satisfied it was a
labor to crawl down the linen to the floor. They happily scampered away just before the
princess awoke. After a long starving winter the mice would be full for days.

The princess, head pounding, arose and made her way to her favorite mirror and
SCREAMED!

Moral of story:

Share all you have with others, lest what you hold dearest will be taken from you, like a
thief in the night.




The Toboggan Ride

It’s a beautiful day. Last night’s snowfall made it a perfect day for sledding. The four
children awake and look out the window. Mom says, “no school today!” Yeah! Six
inches of new snow and the children are wild anticipating a day playing in the snow.
Let’s go sledding!

Let’s take the toboggan!
Let’s take Leaker!
Let have breakfast!

Leaker, their puppy comes bounding in and licks four sweet faces. The new puppy is
learning, but has a few accidents. Mom started calling her ‘leaker’ and the name just
seemed to fit.

Mom makes breakfast. Hot oatmeal, toast and jelly, and hot chocolate. That should
give you lots of energy for a morning in the snow. Now put the dishes in the sink and
make your beds. That will be your chores for the day. Dress warm now. Don’t forget
two pairs of socks, hats, boots and mittens.

The four children race to get dressed. Out the door they bound. Come on Leaker,
let’s go! To the shed for the toboggan. The first day of sledding this winter.

Run, jump, leap, skip - over the snow. A snow ball flies through the air.
We should have a snowball fight.
We should make a snow man.
Let’s build a fort.
Let’s go sledding FIRST!
They look down the hill.
Woooow!
Looks steep!
Looks fast!
Looks scary!

I want to be in the front.

I want to steer.

I’1l get squished.

I’ll get a face full of snow!

Weee! down they go. Laughing - shouting - screaming - squealing. Oh, what fun.
The hit a hole and all fall off. Race to the top to start again. Weee! down they go.
They’re heading to the trees. Lean! Lean! They all fall off. Rolling in the snow. Race to
the top to start again. Let’s take Leaker this time. Weee! down they go. They hit a bump
and all fall off. Leaker races with them to the top. Sneaking up behind to snip at their
untied boot laces tripping the squealing children.

Let’s build a jump so we can fly through the air. Pack the snow to make it higher.
Higher!
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Can we line it up just right?
Will we break the toboggan?
Will we tip over?

Will we get hurt?

Hang on to each other. Close your eyes. Leaker misses the ride.
The four children hit the jump. They fly through the air. Higher and higher, up, up,
up. The children are spellbound. It seems like they are traveling through the sky.
Is this how a bird flies?
Is this like a hot air balloon?
Are we on an airplane?
Are we on Santa’s sleigh, pulled by the reindeer?

The toboggan is traveling into the misty clouds. It is lightly snowing, or is it fog.
After what seems a lifetime of minutes they come to a gentle stop sliding on a glassy
surface.

Where are we?
What a ride!

Did we crash?
Are we in heaven?

Slowly they get off the toboggan. I think we landed on a skating rink. Be careful it’s
slippery. You’ll fall down. All seem to be fine. No bumps or bruises, just noses red as
cherries and fingers numb with cold. They look around. It is a beautiful place. The sled
seems to have transported them to a different world. The skating rink is as long as their
eyes can see. There was a grand building.

Is that a palace?

It’s a mansion.

No, it is an ice castle.
Does it have ice cream?

This must be a dream. Pinch me and see if we are real. OUCH! You didn’t have to do it
so hard! Now we know it isn’t a dream.

Far in the distance they see a skater approaching. Watching, they see a lovely young
girl. Twirling and leaping. Forward and backward. Dancing toward them like a ballerina
onice. How beautiful she glides across the ice. Just like on TV.

“Hello!” I'm so glad to see someone, says the Skater Girl. You are the first children
I"ve seen since I got here. “Where is HERE?” the children ask. “I don’t really know,”
she answers. Well, how did you get here? “I don’t really know,” she answers. How long
have you been here? “I don’t really know,” she answers. Are you all alone? “Yes, I
am,” she definitely answers.

The girl glances off toward the ice castle and begins her story. I remember I was
skating at the rink near my house. It was a lot of fun. I was practicing spinning and I fell.
[ hit my head, HARD on the ice. That really hurt! Then I remember being at the hospital.
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My father was whispering and my mother was weeping. The doctor said I was
un-con-scious, I think. The next thing [ knew, I was here.
“Let’s not talk any more,” Skater Girl said. “Come and skate with me.”
I don’t know how.
We don’t have any skates.
I tried it once.
I’ll probably fall down.

“There are four brand new pair of skates in the ice castle and I will teach you how.
Skating is so much fun and here it never hurts when you fall down,” she said. They all
agreed to give it a try.

Five children gliding across the ice. Pretending they are in the ballet. Doing twirls and
pirouettes and never feeling a thing when they fell down.

The afternoon flew by. But now the four children begin to complain. We should be
getting home soon.
[’m tired.
[’m hungry.
I’m cold.
I miss Leaker.

Skater Girl, aren’t you tired? “Why no, I never get tired here.”

Skater Girl, aren’t you hungry? “Why no, I never get hungry here.”

Skater Girl, aren’t you cold? “Why no, I never get cold here. This is a wonderful life. 1
don’t want or need anything and I can skate all day.” Off she goes across the ice again.
Watching her is a lovely sight.

Skater Girl!, don’t you miss your mom and dad? They must miss you terribly!

She stops and looks across the ice at the four children. For the first time since she
arrived, she is sad. She is silent for a while thinking....” I....I...., yes, I do. My memory
was gone, but now you have made me remember. [ do miss them, really, I do.” How
about your pet. Do you miss it, like we miss Leaker? A little time passes as she is
remembering. “Why, yes I do have a kitty.”

[t’s settled then. It’s time for us all to go home. “But I...I..don’t know how” replied
the Skater Girl. On our toboggan, of course. Is it a magic toboggan?

Maybe.

I think so.

It must be.

It is FOR SURE!

OK, here is what we do.




We break the spell.

We recite a poem.

We say a prayer.

We make a wish. All at the same time.

L]
All hold hands. In a circle now. Give me your rabbit’s foot for me to step on.

STOMP! That will break the spell!

Ring around the rosie, pocket full of posies...
Our Father, who art in Heaven...

I wish I may, I wish I might....

Now JUMP, quick hurry, squeeze tight. Make room for five!! Weeee! The toboggan flies
through the clouds, through the misty fog.

BUMP! CRASH! The toboggan and four children tip and roll over after hitting the
jump they had packed high with snow. Laughing and squealing with delight.
That was great!

We really flew!
Awesome!
Ouch!

Four bedraggled children, now wet and tired pulled the toboggan home. Mom is at the
door. It’s about time! You’ve had quite a day. I started getting a little worried when
Leaker came home alone. You must have really worn her out. Did you have fun?

It was wonderful!
Fantastic!
Unbelievable!
MAGICAL!!

In a hospital miles away, a beautiful young girl opened her eyes.
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Colophon

A bone folder is an essential tool for book makers.
It creases paper to a nice, crisp fold.

Originating in Madison, Wisconsin, the Bone Folders’ Guild is a group of people
who share a love for the book as art. The Bone Folders’ Guild was founded in
February 2001 by a group of artists who desired to meet like-minded book artists
to learn, support, and encourage each other artistically. We share a passion for
creating books as a form of artistic expression.

Members of the Bone Folders’ Guild who created
the Sixty Books include:

Suzanne Berland, Susie Carlson, Carol Chase Bjerke,
Nan Killoran, Laura Komai, Kathy Malkasian,
Nancy Schoenherr, Tricia Schriefer, Karen Timm,
Alexis Turner, Marilyn Wedberg,

Carey Weiler, Kristin Yates.

The text block paper used in all books is Arches Cover White, 270 gsm.,
35.25” x 24.75” 100% cotton, acid free paper. Cover paper, cloth and other
original embellishments were chosen by the book artists.

The Bone Folders Guild would like to thank Alison Jones Chaim for her
thoughtful guidance through this process. Huge thanks to the South Central
Library System for their cooperation with this pgoject. Also, we send a gracious
thank you to Madison CitiARTS for its financial support.
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