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English Instructor
Humanities Department Head
Beloved artist Bob Ross once said, “The secret to doing
anything is believing that you can do it. Anything that you
believe you can do strong enough, you can do. Anything.
As long as you believe.” The pages of this issue of The
Muse are filled with the work of artists and authors who
believed in themselves and created something fantastic.
May the work of these artists inspire you to believe in
your own creative power as you explore The Muse. 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 and Graphic Design
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 Design, 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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“The Change”
By Kimberly Riggsbee Carpenter, SCC Student

An unseen hand brushes the clouds away from the moon’s face.
Under her bright and shining gaze,
a dark figure cowers with anticipation of the inevitable pain that is to come.
With the shifting of bones, tendons, and muscles,
the figure is pulled from an upright being to a creature on four legs.
Fingernails and toenails lengthen, sharpen, and blacken into claws.
Hands and feet are pulled in and refigured into paws.
The nose, mouth, and jaw
are pushed forward from the creature’s face into a snout.
As this happens, needle-sharp fangs rip through the gums;
And the ears are shifted and pointed upwards.
Human hair is converted into fur, as the follicles sprout coarse,
elongated strands; covering every inch of the creature’s body.
The eyes, once a beautiful shade of dark brown,
are now a glowing, sickly shade of yellow with slit pupils.
After the pain subsides, the wolf stretches as if just waking from a deep sleep,
looks up at the beautiful full face of the moon and howls a sharp,
shrill sound that cuts through the stillness - announcing his arrival.
He then takes off chasing after the night and
anything that might be out in it.
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“Reflection" by Amy Allen, SCC Staff (Photography)

“The Resevoir" by Josh Gooch, SCC Staff (Photography)
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“Christmas Magic" by Nina Efird, SCC Student (Photography)
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“Sunflower at Sunset" by Abby Furr, SCC Student (Crayon/Wax on Canvas)
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“Do They See You as I Do?”
By Leela Jarrett, SEC Student

You are my friend, my most precious moment
It is true sorrow that you don't see your own value
You believe the labels that people have given you
You believe the words they say--dumb, useless
To me you are the most precious gold
They don't see the hell you call home
The don't see your mind full of ideas and rhymes

They don't see you as I do
All they see is the quiet girl in the corner
The one with her head in the clouds
They call her dumb, a waste of space

The don't see you the way I do
I see a girl with her own kind of genius
A girl who loves to draw, who loves to write
They don't see you as I do
They don't know that the shy girl they see
Can be the most hyper person I've seen
They don't know how their words hurt
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You are not what they say you are
You need to know that, for you are precious
Sure, at times you are hardheaded
Believe me, I know

But you don't see you as I do
Sure, you aren't the best at school
Just know that isn't what defines you
I know we don't always talk enough
Just know to me you’re more precious than gold
I know you hide yourself from the world
You think they wouldn't understand
You might be right, or you might not

I see you
You are my sister of the heart
A truly amazing person
A girl whose head is in the clouds
But I wouldn't want you any other way.
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“Dragon" by Derek Kent, SCC Faculty (Composite)
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“Life-Ending Wound”
By Gavin Rowe, SEC Student

There was a time when I was a man,
and everyone told me
to do only what I can,
but I knew better, for I was free;
I drank and I sang
and I danced 'til I hurled,
then there was a bang
and someone left this world;
Jump up and run, jump up and run,
is what my mind was telling me to do,
but I just lay limp, thinking of all of the fun
that I shared with all but a few;
as people ran, my life slowly ended
and I realized that this wound could not be mended.
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“Descending Into The Unknown”
By Isaac Walsh, SCC Student
Down, down, down—out of the sky we flew at last. The hazy, unvarying blanket
of clouds finally gave way and our plane headed toward the airstrip far below.
Several minutes passed. Still we descended.
Hills, rivers, trees, and houses came steadily into view as I gazed out the window. I
was tired—tired of standing in long lines to get through security checkpoints, tired
of waiting for hours to board a flight, tired of dragging my luggage everywhere
I went, tired of traveling in general. It felt like an eternity since the last time I
breathed in fresh, unconditioned air, and I was ready to be on the ground again.
At length, we hit the tarmac. Engines whirred and brakes squealed with a
deafening din as the pilot forced the plane to slow down. 400 miles per hour
... 300 miles per hour ... 200 ... 100. The whirrs and squeals died away, and the
aircraft came to a gentle cruise. We reached the end of the runway and turned
toward the airport terminal.
A stewardess told us to leave our seat belts fastened until we came to a complete
stop, but the passengers had already released them. Some were even beginning
to stand up and reach for their luggage in the overhead compartments. They
were anxious to go, to get home to their families, to get back to the places they
knew and loved. Me, I was anxious too, but not for the same reasons. Home was
far behind me. The places I knew and loved were thousands of miles away on the
other side of the world.
Why was I here? Dad had said we were going to be missionaries, but what did
that mean? How long would we be here? Where would we go and what would we
do? At the age of six, I didn’t know any of that. All I understood was that life would
be very different for me, and that was enough. I was here now, and I accepted
that. I was ready to face the unknown.
Finally the plane stopped. An airstair rolled up and the exit doors opened as
people flooded the aisles. It took some time to exit, but I finally stepped out, met
by a suffocating wall of heat and a blinding tropical sun. Squinting as I looked
out across the tarmac, I saw a large sign painted in bright colors:"Welcome to
Cagayan de Oro, Philippines."
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“How'd I get up here?" by Miranda Marbry, SCC Student (Acrylic/Watercolor)
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“Hummingbird" by Cindi Poole, SCC Staff (Photography)

“Flowers" by Cindi Poole, SCC Staff (Photography)
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“Voices”
By Miya Harrison, SEC Student
There’s a voice screaming in my head
Telling me I’m not good enough
Telling me I’m not worth it
Telling me I’ll never be good enough
There’s a voice inside my head
It never stops
It never fails to let me know it’s there
There’s a voice inside my head
Telling me I’m unlovable
Telling me I’m fat
Telling me society will never accept me
Telling me I’ll always be lonely
There’s a voice inside my heart
There’s a voice inside my soul
There’s voices surrounding me
They’re telling me you’ll get through it
They’re telling me I’ll be okay
They’re telling me I’m strong
They’re telling me I’m loved
They’re telling me I’m beautiful
They’re telling me it will get better
They’re telling me it’s okay
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“The Beach”
By Rachel Pickering, SEC student

The breeze that packs the air
The wave that fills the silence
The sun that supplies the light
The breeze that is flying
The waves that are howling
The sun that glistens on wet skin
The breeze that makes the trees sway
The waves that move the sand
The sun that provides the warmth
The breeze that cools you off
The waves that make you sparkle
The sun that makes you glow
The breeze that packs the air
The wave that fills the silence
The sun that supplies the light
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“Peacock Feathers" by Jamie Hedrick, SCC Student (Acrylic)
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“Brolly Blue/Water Drop" by Dan Wray, SCC Instructor (Photography)
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“The Rider and Horse”
By Galaxy Deese, SEC student

They work as a synchronized team,
Their movements are as if they were one.
This is their final show together.
The stallion’s tail whips through the silence,
They enter the arena and everyone was still.
The careful remembrance of how the course came to mind.
Each step was carefully planted as they glided over jumps.
Flying through the air after several strides.
Now as the end neared, a fear came to them both.
The water pool was just ahead.
Their pace slowed and a gasp swept the crowd.
They regained their strength as they comforted each other.
Their trust in each other allowed them to conquer.
This was the last stride before their jump.
The stallion leaped, not only leaped, but soared.
With their final jump cleared, they came to ease.
Their last show told of not only their success but
Of their strength as a team.
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“Familiarity”
By Vincent Pavlakos, SEC Student

A thick shroud that covers all
Wispy tendrils choking all in its wake
Alone, on the path, the mind overworks
A dark apparatus, looking for souls
Feral growls and demonic sounds
No light penetrating the prison that surrounds

In reality, the path is known
The pale, cold particles consume warmth
Memories of warm, well-lit days submerge
and a comforting road becomes a path to Hell
How something so familiar turns to fear
How easily that which comforts, chides.
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“Rockin 60's" by Josh Woodward, SCC Student (Colored Pencils)
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“The Beauty of the Day”
By Cassidy Ball, SEC Student

The wind had worked its wonders,
In the blue, unaltered sky.
A fire burned unkindled,
And yet it did not die.

The fire blazed with colors,
That it alone could satisfy.
While all of the earth slumbers,
It is beautified.
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“Country Barn" by Amy Allen, SCC Staff (Photography)
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“Collective Conscious" by Josh Gooch, SCC Faculty (Illustration)
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“The Dancer”
By Abby Furr, SEC Student

She twists and turns,
gliding across the room,
giving it her all.
The dancer misses a beat,
makes a face,
and moves on unfazed.
She is graceful and light,
not making a sound,
except for her shallow,
uneven breathing.
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“The Dying Man”
By Sherisa Belcher, SCC Student
As we walked through the door of

Peering through the heads that were

the small country store, we noticed

in front of us,I created a tunnel that

people in chairs lined up, creating a

led straight to him.

half moon in a crowded room.

He peered back as if to make sure I
was there,

My daughter and I made our way to
the chairs near the back. Along the

He was a dying man.

way people telling us “Welcome, we’re
glad you’re here.”

The spectators calmed down as the
band began to play. The music was up

As we sat down, the sounds of people

beat and pleasing to hear.

chittering and chattering was loud.
A man sitting on the front row, Had
On stage, were many men with

pulled out spoons and was tapping

instruments and microphones. Sitting

along to the music.

on a stool with a guitar in his hand,
was the one which I came for.

When birthdays were being
announced, my daughter raised her

He was a dying man.

hand. It was March, her birthday
month, and she was turning 12.

He was a friend of mine and asked
that I come watch him perform.

People sang the birthday song for

Tonight, would be his last night on

all who raised their hands. He had

stage, and he was doing something

stepped off stage to rest, as he often

he loved. You see, he was told three

did, because

months ago that he would only have
six weeks to live.
He was a dying man.
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He was a dying man.

People laughing, clapping, and

The dying man looked down as if

having a good time, some getting up

wondering, “Will I still be alive in

to dance and converse with people

June?” The people cheered and

around the room.

clapped, they didn’t know.

Then he would peer through the

They didn’t know that he was a dying

crowd to find me again. It was as if

man.

only the band and me knew that he
was a dying man.

Cancer had filled his lungs and time
was not his friend.

The crowd consists of visitors to the
little village, as well as the locals that

Growing weaker by the moment and

were always there.

Sweating profusely by the end. As
they exited the stage, he waved over

They came to have a good time and

the people to say goodbye.

hear the sounds of the fiddle, banjo,
bass, and guitars, as well as the voices

He was a dying man.

that sang tunes from the past.
It wasn’t long after that night that I got
For this was the place to go to hear

word that he had passed.

the sounds of bluegrass in the air.
I was relieved that he was no longer
About halfway through the night, the

suffering.

owner of the store announced, “The
House Band will be in Salisbury in

His agony he no longer had to bear.

June.”

In heaven, I am sure that he is smiling,
singing, and playing his guitar.
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“Bus" by Cindi Poole, SCC Staff (Photography)

“Opera House" by Cindi Poole, SCC Staff (Photography)
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“Steve Carell/Michael Scott" by Casey Stirewalt, SCC Staff (Charcoal/Graphite)
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“Emerge”
By Dominekia Glenn, SCC Student
A journey never traveled
Is a dream that’s unraveled
The rough roads of life ahead
make you want to go to bed
Retreat is just defeat
Unless you just delete
‘Cause failure
is not an option.
Always striving for greatness
down the roads of roads untraveled
is where the transition begins
but when nestled within a corner of fear
you never see out
life’s true window.
If just for a moment
oh so bleak
if you just think for a moment
you could gain the inner strength from within.
To take a step
oh what a glorious day that would be.
But yet again, a journey never traveled
Is a dream that unraveled
For yet another girl whose purity was stolen
From someone who dimmed her lights way too early
Not just a stranger but from someone within.
Was it the time her brother?
or was it her uncle?
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Maybe it was from the night that her dad came in.
The men in her life that were supposed to protect her
instead helped to break her.
Maybe that’s why she wants to settle
maybe that’s why she’s broken.
Maybe that’s why she cannot move past her past
to a brighter day.
Stuck in a journey predestined for her
not one she created
but one created by a past of generational curses
her phone beeps as a beacon of light flickers
from within
as she thinks
Maybe I can attempt this journey.
She smooths her ivory dress down before she walks down the aisle
as all the men who helped to break her look on.
Her emotions swelter with every step she takes.
She thinks about the text she received on her phone
as she reaches the altar.
Her eyes meet his
and everything is confirmed.
The fairytale she always dreamed of
and she always wanted
was not determined by her situation
but with the journey she chose to pursue
of a man that would love and protect her unconditionally
until death do them part
was a dream that could not be unraveled.
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