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Imagine my surprise when interviewing with the people who are the gatekeepers 
for graphic design master’s programs when they said, “But we want to hear your 
voice.”

I’m an expert designer specifically because you do not hear my voice. My voice is 
loud and colorful and does not fit on a grid. That voice is as messy as paint drips 
on the floor and smears on my clothes as it flows from my unconscious. 

“What was the problem to solve?” cries my methodologically-trained designer 
conscious. 

Who wants to hear me squawk about myself? Well-brought-up Southern Girls 
were taught never to do that. I’ve gotten over the “be nice” part, so perhaps it is 
time to share…

Included in this little magazine are a few essays on topics that interest me, personal 
photography and illustration.

Awards
I was pleased to accept two PIAG awards at a banquet 
given by Bennett Graphics. The Printing Industry 
Association of Georgia honored the designs for the 
Winship Cancer Institute Holiday Card 2005 with an 
Award of Excellence and the Fall 2005 Winship Report 
was honored as Best of Category. 

After September 11, 2001, a friend asked if I was afraid to fly. My reply was “I 
walk my dog on Monroe Drive. I’m not afraid of any plane, anywhere, anytime. 
I’m afraid of the bitch in the Lexus talking on her mobile phone, driving 55 in a 
35 mile-an-hour zone.”

Below is documentation of the first appearance of my guerilla campaign to just 
mention to some of the Mario Andretti wannabees that their behavior may not  
be optimal. 

Each poster was (illegally) attached to telephone poles along the Monroe Drive 
speed zone. Watching the rate of poster disappearance was interesting. More 
interesting was the fact that the crosswalk I use daily soon had signs posted in the 
middle of the street with warnings to drivers to stop and obey the law that allows 
pedestrians to cross. 

To be Quoted
Recently I was notified by Bryony Gomez-Palacio of UnderConsideration.com 
that I will be quoted in their new book Stop Being Sheep, IV. 

UnderConsideration’s blog, SpeakUp, has become a popular source of commentary 
and discussion on graphic design and related cultural issues.

Another feature of UnderConsideration/SpeakUp is its monthly art exercise, 
“Word It,” in which a word is assigned, and designers and illustrators create their 
impressions and interpretations of the word.

Below are my creations based on the March 2007 suggestion, “I.”
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a Feminist’s Perspective, 
and not the one you expect

Stacey, Barbie’s British 
cousin is shown relaxing 
in the ultimate ‘70s 
“mod” flat.

®



Above, loyal nanny, Mary 
Poppins, cared for the 
occasional child produced 
by Barbie and Ken 
(before he came out).

Red “tube chair” is a surviving example of the Michelle 
French furniture collection. Its cushion is upholstered 
with a gingham seersucker fabric. The purple chair is an 
example of repurposing another doll’s chair and painting 
it to coordinate with another decor.

Barbie relaxes in the 
formal room of Barbie’s 
very hip, psychedelic 
flat (left). Her entire 
ensemble, including 
jewelry and purse was 
designed and made by 
Michelle French, of 
course.

Barbie poses in one of 
the few “store bought” 
dresses, wearing the 
matching hat (does 
anyone remember 
hats?) as she dashes out 
to a disco. Absolutely 
smashing.
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Barbies and their accoutrements were expensive and 
difficult to find in a small Alabama town. Because 
store-bought doll clothes were not in our family’s 
budget, I designed and sewed Barbie’s everyday 
dresses and tops along with coordinating purses for 
each outfit.  (My grandmother created beautiful 
evening gowns for Barbie’s soirées.)

Before long, I designed and built houses for Barbie 
and her friends; sewed tiny pillows and curtains; and 
constructed and upholstered furniture.

The only album covers I ever designed were for 
Barbie’s LP collection—The Beach Boys in Crayola. 
(Who knew that albums would disappear before I got 
to design one?) Her hi-fi was built from a few blocks 
of glued-together wood and played records that I 
made from the cardboard circles at the bottom of 
orange sherbert ice cream Push-Ups.
  
I built Barbie’s car from Daddy’s shoebox with wheels 
I stole from my brother’s discarded baby walker. 
(Toyota’s new Scion looks suspiciously like that 

car, but I am not making any accusations.) The car 
zoomed until the tape ripped and the wheels fell off. 
Engineering has never been my strong suit.

One Christmas I became the proud owner of 
Barbie’s Fashion Shop, a cardboard building with a 
design similar to a 1960s Rodeo Drive boutique—
something I had seen only on television’s “The 
Beverly Hillbillies.” The design and style of Barbie’s 
shop put my own architecture projects to shame, but 
it inspired my aesthetic.

My career in publication 
design began due 
to my frustration 
with the cardboard 
facsimile (right) of 
a fashion magazine 
that completed the 
boutique. I believed 
that Barbie would 
want to turn 
pages of a “real” 
magazine so I 
designed, colored, 
and stapled together my 
own versions to scatter on Barbie’s coffee table. 

The designer original clothing, hats, and handbags 
offered for sale were originals by me, of course. Sure, 
there were fashion shows on the small stage, but my 
real interest was the creation of that alternative world. 

Unlike women who have blamed the genre of fashion 
dolls with eating disorders, low self esteem, and 
tragic body images, I am glad that I had Barbie dolls. 
They had adventures; traveled the world; worked in 
interesting jobs; and owned businesses. The lives that 
they lived in my imagination were liberated from the 
narrow Southern Baptist culture in which I grew up, 
and stimulated the creativity that has defined my life. 

Santa brought my first Barbie doll when he 
decided I was old enough to take care of her and 
her accessories. My parents also had to believe that 
I was responsible enough to keep tiny stilettos from 
being lodged in my little brother’s throat. 

Below is an early 
typographic treatment, 
customizing my Barbie 
case.
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Driving into New Orleans in April 
2006, eight months after Hurricane 
Katrina, I was cheered to see the bright 
lights of the French Quarter and Central 
Business District.
 
However, as we breezed along Interstate 10 above 
many of the surrounding neighborhoods, I realized 
how much of the area remained engulfed in  
complete darkness.

New Orleans is a city of music. In fact, music is such 
an integral part of the culture in southern Louisiana, 
every part of life—good and bad—is celebrated 
with music. Of course, the annual New Orleans Jazz 
and Heritage Festival would be held as scheduled, 
without exception.  As the first major event to be 
held after Katrina—a minor miracle considering the 
devastation—I considered it to be my patriotic and 
religious duty to be a part of this “resurrection.” 

The next morning we set out early, driving 
through different areas on the way to the Jazz 

Fest. Although the floods had spared the French 
Quarter, Downtown, and the Garden District, the 
roofs of many buildings still sported blue tarps—an 
architectural necessity shared across neighborhoods, 
regardless of class, caste, or color. 

Moving through various city districts, we witnessed 
the post-apocalyptic aftermath of Katrina. 
Destruction varied block-by-block: elegant homes 
repainted in their Victorian glory contrasted with the 
tattered and torn flood-ravaged homes still bearing 
the neon spray painted marks left by search and 
rescue teams. Muddy, watermarked lines from the 
receded flood stained homes, businesses, and street 
signs.  Muck covered cars, permanently stalled, were 
collected under the interstate. Streets, once verdant, 
were now gray and barren.

One boarded-up building marked with ‘32’ indicated 
the number of the nursing home patients who died 
because attendants were unable to evacuate them.

The home of the Jazz Fest, the Gentilly Racetrack 
Fairgrounds, had been flooded as the levees gave way, 
although unlike some areas, homes still stood. My 

Continued on Page 8
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Search and rescue teams 
marked each home 
and building. The “X” 
indicates a search has 
taken place. Date of 
search is noted; “LB” 
with a number indicates 
number of living bodies 
encountered; “DB” with 
a number indicates the 
number of dead bodies. 

friend Jenny sat on a lawn chair across the street from 
the home she had recently and so proudly purchased, 
and cried as she watched it being razed.

The resilient few who have returned to the flooded 
neighborhoods are now living in tiny FEMA trailers, 
aptly labeled as “toxic tin cans,” parked in their 
driveways.

Nearing the Fairgrounds, our cars slowed to a crawl. 
Even as we parked, people seemed quieter, almost 

reverent, than the usual 
boisterous, fun-loving 
crowd. We resembled 
a traditional New 
Orleans dirge—the 
jazz band that 
accompanies a hearse 
to the cemetery while 
playing slow mournful 
hymns, marching at a 
deliberate, measured 
gait. We moved toward 
the opening day gate 
with mixed feelings: 

sadness at what surrounded us; anticipation and hope 
that once inside the gate, the music would revive the 
wounded souls of those who love music and the city 
that nurtures it. 

Jazz fans believe in “the music” with a religious fervor. 
New Orleans, the mecca for jazz, has now joined 
other major religions with an epic flood story of  
its own. 

The insurance companies may have considered 
Katrina an “act of God,” but this flood of biblical 
proportions resulted from human neglect, abuse of 
natural resources, and a deficit of care for the people 
who lived there.  The hardest hit were the poor, who 
are disproportionately elderly or African American.

Before Katrina, the state and local governments’ 
corruption and ineptitude often had been seen as 
part of New Orleans’ local color and unique charm.  
They’re not so charming now.  And the federal 
government is little help; after all, New Orleans is 

poor, black, and infested with Democrats. Some 
voices in Washington whisper “they were asking for it 
[by living there]!”

The people of New Orleans have always been 
gregarious and obliging, but each person I met on 
this trip—venue workers and attendees—personally 
thanked me, gratefully, for being there—the way 
you thank people you barely know who come to the 
funeral home when your grandmère dies.

I was hugged by a cop. 

The 2006 Jazz Fest began with its highest ever 
opening day attendance. Yes, I was in that line for 
three and a half hours to buy the commemorative 
serigraph poster as reported by CNN. While it 
sounds tedious, I made a couple of friends and we 
all took turns making beer runs so the time was well 
spent. I got one of the last of the signed editions. 

The 10 stages spread around the grounds were filled 
with musicians of different genres who clamored to 
be a part of this homecoming. Reports of famous 
musicians dropping in to jam with the ones on the 
schedule were rampant.

As always, I planned my routes between stages by 
the locations of my favorite Louisiana cuisine, only 
available each year in the food stalls. When I needed 
a break from the hot sun, there was always the gospel 
tent—the only one in the world where it is OK to 
bring your beer.

The musicians were even more phenomenal than 
in years past. Local, but world famous rocker/blues 
and jazz man, Antoine “Fats” Domino had been 
the first artist to confirm for the Festival. Fats had 
been reported as missing and assumed dead when 
he did not evacuate his 9th Ward home for Katrina. 
In addition to pleasing the crowd with his many 
hits such as “Walking to New Orleans,” with a 
chuckle, he introduced his latest number—”Alive and 
Kickin’.”

Etta James tottered around stage and graced us with 
“At Last.” Elvis Costello and Allain Tussaint debuted 
their new album, The River in Reverse, that eloquently 
put into words the anguish surrounding survival after 
Katrina. 

Wrapping up the first weekend at the “main” stage, 
Bruce Springsteen performed his collection of Pete 
Seeger’s American folk tunes. While I have never 
been a huge Springsteen fan, when he began his own 
rendition of “We Shall Overcome” with the ruins 
surrounding us, tears poured down my face, streaking 
through the dust, which had a distinctive bite. 

With each musician and group who performed, every 
crawfish pie eaten, and each beer consumed, the 
crowd moved from tentative mourning to the mood 
of a “second line,” the upbeat dance of the jazz band 
as it departs the cemetery and celebrates the life of the 
deceased and the assumed admittance into the “Glory 
Land” of the afterlife.

In the months after Katrina, listening to the words 
of Louis Armstrong’s song “Do You Know What It 
Means,” I cried. Because if you do not know the next 
words, “to miss New Orleans,” or hold New Orleans 
in your heart, then you really cannot comprehend the 
depth of loss.

New Orleans will be resurrected by the people. The 
spirit, the color, the music, and the food, all combine 
into a rich lagniappe that outsiders—who only 
witness touristy Bourbon Street, the poverty, and the 
crime—can never understand. 

People will go back. Even if, like Fats, they have to 
walk.

Satellite photos: 
Below: March 9, 2004. Below right: August 31, 2005 after the flooding. The Gentilly Racetrack is the oval near the 
center of both images.

One enterprising man, 
who was making a 
little money renting out 
parking in his driveway, 
his absent neighbors’ 
yards, and on the 
street, gave tours of his 
devastated house and 
FEMA trailer.

“I think this time I’ll 
build the floors out of 
marine plywood,” he 
told us. 

In New Orleans, the dead are never far from the 
living. Due the to high water table, burials are above 
ground in mausoleums. Along with the Voodoo-infused-
Catholicism, there is always a feeling that the spirits are 
not entirely gone. Not even sacred ground was respected 
by the vile floodwaters.

With each musician and group 
who performed, every crawfish 
pie eaten, not to mention 
each beer consumed, the 
crowd moved from tentative 
mourning to the mood of a 
“second line,”…

Antoine “Fats” Domino was not only the first musician 
to confirm for the 2006 Jazz Fest, he was chosen to be 
featured on the commemorative serigraph poster, as well 
as the Official Collectors Guide, which holds schedules, 
maps and the most important—locations of the food 
booths. How can you sing “Jambalaya, Crawfish Pie, 
Me-oh-my-oh!” at the Louisiana Heritage stage, unless 
you are eating them?

Simone Rosa, above, with 
her banner announcing 
her 40th birthday. 
Banners are used to mark 
your location so that your 
friends can find you on 
the massive field. Her 
umbrella works not only 
to shield the sun, but 
to bob in time with the 
music.

A Mardi Gras doubloon expresses the sentiment 
of many New Orleanians spread throughout the 
country.
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Newcomers to Atlanta are confused when they get 
directions that include landmarks such as the Disco 
Kroger or the Kosher Kroger. There are no lettered 
signs in front of these stores that serve as clues—no 
giant mirrored ball or matzo ball. 

Kroger’s 24-hour supermarkets are our substitutes 
for European piazzas and squares.  Places for us to 
see and be seen, they reflect the character of the 
surrounding neighborhoods.  Because Krogers are 
everywhere, these nicknames are the best way to tell 
them apart. Since half of the streets in the Atlanta  
Metro Area are named Peachtree, using a street name 
to pinpoint the location is useless. 

The Disco Kroger was next door to Atlanta’s most 
popular disco of the ‘70s and ‘80s—the Limelight.  
In the evenings, the Disco Kroger served women 
in sequined halter tops and men in shimmering 
polyester as they waited to get in to dance.  The store 
also fed them after the last dance as they desperately 
tried to sober up before driving home. That disco 
closed 20 years ago, but Disco Kroger kept its name.

Kosher Kroger serves the large Orthodox Jewish 
population living near Emory University.  The 
Amtrak Kroger is across Peachtree Street from 
Atlanta’s lone, tiny passenger rail station—one 
southbound train in the morning, one northbound 
train in the afternoon.

The Kroger closest to my house is called Kro-Gay. 
The immediate neighborhood includes several gay 
bars and the gym known as La Fitneesse. (In other 
neighborhoods that major gym chain is known 

as L.A. Fitness.) The Starbucks outside the gym 
entrance has outdoor seating, filled year-round 
by fashion police so malicious that Academy 
Award Red Carpet fashion critics seem kind by 
comparison.

Every evening, the aisles of Kro-Gay are filled with 
men seeking other men. To appear as if they are 
shopping, each lonely heart’s basket has three items. 
Less than three, and he is too obvious.  More than 
three, and he might be shopping for the boyfriend 
at home. 

Sing along with the piped-in music at Kro-Gay, and 
someone else is likely to join in. High kicks raise 
not a single eyebrow. I have danced in more than 
one spontaneous production number in the cereal 
aisle. 

City living brings people to the store at all hours of 
the day and night—struggling apartment dwellers 
who pay exorbitant rents to live in a relatively safe 
area near downtown—the mega-wealthy whose 
massage and manicure bills are higher than an 
average person’s yearly income. 

It is great to go to the supermarket at midnight and 
know that the greatest threat to my safety is the 
high fructose corn syrup and partially hydrogenated 
oils hidden in cereal boxes.  Those same boxes are 
the audience for the floor show that’s beginning on 
aisle 12.

A five, six, seven, eight… 

The newscaster reported: “Her body was found in her car in 

the Kroger parking lot at…”

So, what name will that Kroger supermarket be given? There 

is already a Scary Kroger in Atlanta, with aggressive homeless 

people who harass, accost, and occasionally rob, shoppers.
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Slices of  
Afternoon in an 

Urban Wilderness
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