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Humanities Department Head
Stanly Community College
Author Julia Cameron writes, “Creativity is always a leap
of faith. You’re faced with a blank page, blank easel, or an
empty stage.” The pages of this issue of The Muse are filled
with the results of those many “leaps of faith.” May the
beautiful work of these artists inspire you to make leaps
of faith in your own life. I thank everyone who contributed
time and energy to make this publication possible. I
consider each piece of writing and each work of art a gift.
May The Muse bring you joy!

Josh Gooch
Program Head
Advertising & Graphic Design
Stanly Community College

Each year through our art show, and followed up through
the visual and literary collection, The Muse, we, as a
campus, are able to take a moment and appreciate
the many voices and talents of the creative side of our
students, faculty, and staff. The unique atmosphere that
campus life brings to each of our daily lives is one that I
treasure, and in many ways, shapes my visual language
as well. Each edition of The Muse offers us archives of
this talent that we can say were helpful contributors to
the culture here at Stanly Community College, and that is
something I am happy to be a part of.

Disclaimer: Grammar and punctuation in the featured written works respect the intent of the authors represented. The opinions
expressed in this magazine are not necessarily the opinions of Stanly Community College (SCC). All poetry and artwork is assumed to
be the original and free expression of the artists represented. The Muse is a literary and art magazine published once a year by Stanly
Community College’s English, Advertising & Graphic Arts, and the Stanly Early College (SEC) Departments. No part of this material
content shall be reproduced or used in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording or any
information storage retrieval system without the written permission of the College. Any comments or questions about our publication
should be directed to Michelle Peifer, Director of Marketing and Communications, at 704-991-0393 or mpeifer7924@stanly.edu.
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A Tree to Remember
By Alex Sloop | SEC Student
The sapling sprouts up
out of the Earth,
Erratically dividing its roots
among the dirt.
With might it grows to
the size of a house,
Completely and utterly inert.
The young tree blooms
beautifully in spring;
Her coat grows green
in summer;
It falls as fall befalls
the forest;
And in winter,
she awaits another.
The great oak stood proud
in the forest,
Until man found her branches.
And now she sits in somber silence,
Composed entirely of ashes.
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Dreaming of Colors
By Nubia Garner | SEC Student

A Light in the Dark
By Antoinette King | SEC Student

I hath found myself dreaming,
In the colors of silver and gold.
Thy happiness was seeming,
Our love would never fold.

I sit alone in the dark
While crying and shaking
Trying to stop my mind
from thinking
I look up at the stars
They hold my gaze
Oh what beauty they have
If only I could be a star
To be able to shine no matter how
dark
Just like the moon and stars light
the night sky
They gleam so much that they
bring hope
To the obscurity that has
swallowed my mind
They bring back the life that
has left me
Letting me have the will to
live one more day

We walketh on moonlight,
And you pulled me close.
With nigh a fear or fright,
Then thy touched my nose.
I woketh up in tears,
With thy by my side.
That assureth my worst fears,
That I shant hide.
Aye, we are not
promised tomorrow,
So, let today bring no sorrow.

Ten Million Fireflies
By Lily Lambert | SEC Student

Rain
By Lisa Xiong | SEC Student

Open Your Eyes
by Jewell Haas | SEC Student

Thou wouldst not believeth
thy eyes
If, while at night,
as I slept in my bed,
Ten million fireflies
Rose up above my own head.
I find it quite hard to believe
That the planet
turns slowly about.
And it’s true
I’d rather be asleep,
Than be awake
and filled with doubt.
And as the fireflies fly away,
I suddenly realize one thing:
I wish the insects could stay;
To me, much joy they do bring.
But luckily, I think up a plan:
I’ll just keep a few bugs in a can.

Drip, drip, drop,
Everywhere there are little dots.
Crystal clear the droplets fall,
Creating their own
little humming song.

What if you dreamed of no heaven?
Just try to open your eyes.
Or maybe not a single possession.
It would lessen your worrying
and cries.

Peacefully, silently, and constantly,
I remember it in my memories.
A bit cold yet calming,
But every drop is worth seeing.

Envision a time of no nations,
With No reason to kill or die for.
A peaceful future for
all generations,
And as one, we can all soar.
You may say it’s only a dream,
But it is a dream many of us share.

Based on the song “Fireflies”
by Owl City

Drip, drip, drop,
Sometimes I hope
it would never stop.
I love each droplet
with all of my heart.
Every day I wait for it to restart.
It’s a lullaby of silent sounds,
A gentle melody that hits the
ground.
I just love the sound of rain,
Although it seem boring and plain.

I hope to see you join our team,
As the world evolves to be fair.
You, society. Take this opportunity
And join the world in unity.

Inspired by John Lennon’s
song “Imagine”
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Kron House | By Amy Allen | SCC Staff

7

My Beautiful Rain
By Amanda Hall | SCC Student
Drip.
Drip.
Drip.
Rain, such a beautiful thing.
It brings life.
It cools off a summer day.
The pitter-patter of a summer shower
pounding on a tin roof soothes the soul.
It creates the most picturesque view
when turning into steam after hitting hot earth.

Drip.
Drip
Drip.
I want to be that for someone.
I want to be the terrifying beauty
that drives him.
I want to be the force of nature that
pushes him to be better.
I want to be the pitter-patter on a tin roof
that soothes his soul.

Drip.
Drip.
Drip.
Did you know, there’s a word for the
earthy smell that lingers after a hard rain?
Petrichor.
Even it sounds beautiful.
That isn’t surprising;
It is what we call the scent of the
most beautiful thing: rain.

Drip.
Drip.
Drip.
I want to be important.
I want to quench the fire of his existence.
I want to make hottest trials bearable
I want that most.
I want to be his rain.

Drip.
Drip.
Drip.
At life’s core it needs rain.
It needs rain to reconstruct the earth;
to cause canyons and valleys.
It needs rain to fill rivers and sustain crops.
Life needs rain.
Everything centers around it.
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Drip.
Drip.
Drip.
He’s mine.
The sound of his voice makes my chest tighten.
I find myself lost looking at him
because he is so beautiful.
I can’t picture my life moving without him.
I need him,
Drip.
Drip.
Drip.
But more than that,
More than needing him,
I want to be with him.
He is my rain,
The most beautiful thing in my world.

Dustin from Stranger Things | By Casey Stirewalt | SCC Staff
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Our Beautiful Faded Love
By Kimberly Gomez | SEC Student

Beyond the Glass
By Vincent Pavlakos | SEC Student

For even the beauty of a rose
will wither and die
as time goes by
and our youth is beyond us.
You will become faded,
nothing but an illusion
to my naive eyes,
a burning reality
within the walls of my heart.

Raindrops patter on the window
Each following a path
On the other side stands a widow
Staring at the aftermath
Acknowledging her pain
Looking at her memories
Even when there is nothing to gain
From remembering old treacheries
She turns away from the glass
And looks at her bony hand
With a bracelet made of brass
That rubs her wrist like sand
She says to herself in dread,
“Why fret when you are dead?”

We promised forever
in a world
of fragile love
and temporary time.
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Waves at Sunset | By Ethan Gulledge | SEC Student
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The Funeral
By Philip Woods-Jackman | SCC Student
I was about eight when my great grandmother died.
That was the first funeral I ever attended. Everyone was
there…aunts, uncles, cousins and cousins’ cousins. So
many relatives. It seemed like a family reunion. The adults
were all talking and laughing while the children played
together and had a great time. We took so many pictures.
I remember sitting on my Aunt Midge’s porch with the
others as the cameras continuously flashed. (This was long
before the days of cellphones and selfies.) I felt special.
Like I was a part of something important. It needed to
be preserved. We were hugging each other and posing
for the pictures like we’d known each other forever, even
though some of us were just meeting for the first time that
weekend. The real reason why we were gathered seemed to
be lost in our moments of joy.
As I lay in bed that night, I could barely sleep
because of my cousin Kevin’s raspy breathing. He was
asthmatic and always had miserable nights. He would toss
and turn, coughing and choking, as he tried to sleep. And
scratch. Oh God, the scratching. Kevin also had severe
eczema. His skin was very scaly and itchy. He would scratch
and scratch. It sounded really creepy. By morning, his
sheets would have several small smears of blood on them
from the scabs that he scratched off in his sleep. Poor
Kevin. I recall feeling sorry for him whenever we’d visit.
But I also dreaded spending the night in his room, which
he always requested that my younger brother, Lee, and I
do. With each of his wet gasps for breath, I kept wondering
which one would be his last.
Even though I was probably the last to fall asleep,
I was always the first one to rise. I showered and put on
my clothes, black pants and a white shirt that my Mom had
ironed and laid out for me with a black necktie. I tried, in
vain, to figure out how to tie it. Finally, I gave up and just
let it hang loose around my neck. I then went downstairs. I
could smell the scent of bacon coming from the kitchen.
“I knew you’d be down here soon,” Aunt Midge said.
I nodded and sat at the table. “Well, breakfast is almost
ready,” she said.
“Do you need any help?” I asked.
“Can you go down into the basement and get the orange
juice out of the refrigerator? There should be two big
gallons in there.”
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As I emerged from the basement the other boys were
coming downstairs.
“Why aren’t you dressed? We need to leave right after
breakfast!” Aunt Midge said loudly to Kevin. “Put on the
clothes that I laid out for you.”
I went up to help Lee get dressed and then we quickly
returned to the kitchen. As we ate, my parents and sister,
Debby, entered the room. Mom wore a black dress and my
Dad had on his favorite black velvet blazer with dark grey
pants. Debby wore a blue dress.
“You look nice,” I told my Mom.
“Thank you,” she said.
“Come, let me fix your tie,” Dad said.
“Can you teach me to tie it?” I asked. He spent the next
few minutes showing me how to do so. It was tricky, but I
got it right on my first try. I then tied Kevin and Lee’s ties
for them. We all then sat down and finished our breakfast.
Soon we left to attend the funeral.
The funeral service was very crowded. It was
at the Kingdom Hall on Main St. in Pleasantville, NJ. The
minister spoke about my great grandmother like they were
old, dear friends. I barely knew her. I’d only seen her
twice and the second time she didn’t remember me. I later
learned that she had Alzheimer’s. The minister said that
she was sleeping. Sleeping. This seemed so confusing
to me. I could clearly see her lying in the casket at the
front of the room, but he’d said she was just sleeping
and waiting for Jehovah God to wake her up. As we stood
in line to walk up to the coffin to see her I wondered why
we needed to do this. I watched as each person stopped
and looked at her. Some of them cried, some shook their
heads and let out deep sighs or softly moaned. I watched
as my youngest aunt, Valerie, who was about 13, let out
a wail and then bend over the body and kiss her on the
cheek. Other relatives also began to sob loudly.
There were only about three people in front of
me before it was my turn to approach. How would I react?
Should I cry? I didn’t really know her. Would that be the
right thing to do? I could hear my heartbeat thumping in
my ears. My whole body started to tingle. I could feel
the hairs on my arms and scalp start to move. Why did
we have to do this? It was my turn now. I peered into the
casket at her. She seemed so peaceful. She was wearing a

burgundy dress with white lace gloves on her hands, which
were folded across her chest. A white silk sheet draped
her from her waist to her feet. She had on a small white
hat with a veil that covered her forehead and eyebrows.
I started to feel afraid. She was…sleeping? He said
she was sleeping. I reached out and touched her gloved
hands. Sleeping. Just sleeping. I almost expected to see
her move. She didn’t. No raspy breathing, no scratching.
Nothing. She just lay there…sleeping. I smiled then and
walked away from her. I got halfway up the aisle back to
my seat when it hit me like a punch in the stomach. DEAD!
I froze in my tracks. I couldn’t move. I just stood there.
She was dead.
I felt myself being moved but I wasn’t walking.
My Dad had come up behind me and I guess he lifted
me off my feet and took me back to my seat. I watched
as my Mom and sister walked up the aisle after me,
crying. I hated seeing my mother cry. It made me want
to cry too. But I didn’t. People were crying all around
me. But I didn’t. Finally, it was over. We returned to
my Aunt Midge’s house. She must have left the service
early because she was already there to meet us. My
grandmother was there also. I’d wondered where she was.
I could see that she’d been crying. I ran over to her and
hugged her and gave her a kiss on her cheek.
“How was the service?” she asked.
“He said she was sleeping,” was all I could say. My
grandmother lowered her head.
I gasped. That same wet gasp that Kevin made.
“Philip, are you OK?” Aunt Midge asked.
“Why did he say she was sleeping?” I asked as a tear
escaped from my right eye. Aunt Midge let out a deep
sigh and lowered her head, also.
“She’s dead,” I sobbed and walked from the room.
“Philip!” Aunt Midge called as I approached the stairs.
“Give him some time. He needs some time to think about
it,” was what I heard my grandmother say as I ascended
the stairs to Kevin’s room. I lay face down on the bed and
cried. I cried and prayed. What is death? I needed an
answer and hoped that God would give it to me.
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Landscape| By Mercedez Crabill | SCC Student
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Spring in the Park | By Amy Allen | SCC Staff
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The Love of Genealogy
By Barbara Finney | SCC Student

The love of genealogy is the
genealogy of love,
It is for love of family,
It is for love of parents, spouses, children,
for love of all who came before,
this thing called family history.
Who am I asked a child?
Where did “I” come from?
Where did we come from, our crazy little clan?
What was the place in history,
what was the plan?
Answers never clear enough about from
whence they came,
the heart cries out…What is the
meaning of my name?
So, you look in all the records,
visit many graves,
and ask the question of those not there,
Who are you?
What did you do?
When did you do it?
Why did you do it?
I need and want to know.
And need to know where did you go?
You sailed upon the seething
waves to go to distant shores,
You paid your fare and took your
chances and yet you
fell overboard.
They pulled you out,
you nearly drowned but you made
it to the new land
And there you took a wife,
and made a life,
and babies to complete your merry band.

There were others just like you
who came and left their marks,
Your babies married theirs and soon there
were more and more and more
that you and they planted on this new shore.
Some hunted witches,
that was their claim to fame,
but that was not a good thing
and led to family shame,
Some in Virginia at “starving time”
wish they never came…
Bloodlines ran like rivulets of rain
into tributaries
merging into great running rivers,
Bloodline rivers fed the roots
that grew into great trees,
Trees with many roots and branches,
twigs and leaves,
And those trees soon flowered
making many seeds
These seeds spread far and
wide upon the random winds
I who carry those seeds
within my very soul
started to seek the why of it
all in every act and deed,
knowing without the search
I might never be whole.
And most of all why do I do it,
wonder about the long ago
and those who are long dead
It is for family, for love of family you see,
that is the why of family history,
for love of family.
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Daisies in Purple Vase | By Erin Allen | SCC Staff
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The Jacket I Carry
By Andrea Mclendon | SEC Student

Dear Mom,
I carry and wear the jean jacket you bought me every
day. I still remember the day I saw it on the mannequin
at Rue21. It was one of the first times I felt the need to
ask for a piece of clothing, but I immediately gave up on
it when I saw the price tag. However, my disappointment
didn’t stop me from saying how much I liked it.

A week later I found it lying on my bed. At the time, the
jacket had let me carry joy and gratitude for you. Unfortunately, all my feelings weren’t positive.

Soon the jacket you thoughtfully bought for me became a
burden for me to carry. It became a tangible symbol of the
imaginary debt I owe you, made up of everything you’ve
sacrificed for me.

Now I carry the worry of my favorite jacket being a waste
of money, and the fear of no longer being the only one of
your children you could count on to not need anything.

Nevertheless, I choose to continue to carry my beloved
jean jacket because how much you, my mom, have given
to me.
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Mrs. Universe | By Angel DeAugustine | SEC/SCC Student
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Nutty Nana Logo | By Brittany Spencer| SCC Student
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The Canoe | By Mercedez Crabill | SCC Student
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Loss
By Ashley Smiley | SCC Student

Loss is like standing on the beach,
Feet ankle deep in the cool water.
The sun is on your back,
And the breeze is in your hair.
There isn’t a cloud in the sky.
Music fills the air,
Something light and bright.

But your feet don’t warm in the water,
And the breeze doesn’t move your hair.
The sun is blinding,
But you can’t feel the heat of the rays.
You only feel the cool of the water,
The numbing coolness of the water.

A radio plays your favorite song
But the lyrics sound…wrong,
And the melody is faint.
The loudest sound is the near-silence,
The echo of what should be, but isn’t.
Which rings in your ears just like TV static.

Loss is standing on a broken boat,
Knowing that the boat is moving under you.
But you don’t move with the boat,
And the other passengers don’t notice you standing there.
You simply stand there, still, unmoving,
As the world shakes around you.
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Table’s Nightlight | By Michaela Palmer | SEC Student

26

JesusFish | By Wilton Furr | SCC Student
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A List of Little Summer Things
By Braidyn Davis | SEC/SCC Student

A list of little summer things
Tan shoulders
Freckled nose
Rain from a water hose
Sweaty knees
Lightning skies
Sweet tea and key lime pies
Sandy feet
Red beach ball
Sunflowers growing tall
Hummingbirds
Campfire sings
A list of little summer things
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Crossing | By Josh Gooch | SCC Faculty
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