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The Summer 2011 issue of The Muse is Stanly Community College’s fourth publication
of the literary and visual arts magazine. This abundant season greets me with beauty,
as always, but also with a sense of trepidation as the economy is still slow to recover,
and the “arts” are usually the first on the list for budget cuts. Too often, endeavors
such as creative writing, art, and music are seen as unessential, even though they
may be beneficial. I am reminded of the words attributed to Winston Churchill--when
told to cut arts funding to support the war effort, he is said to have replied, “Then what
are we fighting for?” We are fortunate to have this magazine, The Muse, as an outlet
for artistic expression and the free exchange of ideas. We are fortunate to be able to
provide The Muse economically, to a wide readership, by publishing it online. We are
thrice blessed to have talented students with an interest in art and writing, because it
is their work that keeps this magazine alive. I thank everyone who contributed their
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.
Sincerely,
Lorri Barrier
English Instructor
Stanly Community College

Artists are always looking for a venue to share their work with the world. Art has no
place sitting, hidden from the world. With The Muse we offer another outlet of visual
and verbal communication for our very own artists and writers here at
Stanly Community College. This opportnity opens doors for our advertising and
graphic design students to discuss, express, and present their talents to the public.
We hope that you enjoy viewing the work presented here.
Josh Gooch
Program Head/Instructor
Advertising & Graphic Design
Stanly Community College

Cover artwork and layout design by: Ricky Jordan, SCC Advertising & Graphic Design Student
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Digital Photography “Sadie”
by: Gaye Wood, SCC Staff

“A Puppy’s Promise”
By: Angela Nail
SCC student
I promise that I will
cry and wake you up
in the middle of night
just because I am lonely.
I promise that I will
chew up your favorite
pair of shoes
just because I am teething.
I promise that I will
tinkle on your kitchen floor
and everywhere else in the house
before I realize what a bush is for.
I promise that I will
beg and drool
every time you sit
at the table for dinner.
I promise that I will
bring you my ball
then sit and cry
until you throw it.
I promise that I will
eat all of my food
then throw it up
and eat it again.
I promise that I will
look at you
with my cutest, saddest eyes
and you will forgive me for all of it.
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A Strong Woman
By: Ngoc Doan
SCC student
A woman that endures and holds on to the pain
A woman that takes care of her children
A woman that is the right wing of her man
Such a woman is a strong woman
Let the world hear and know
such a woman exists
Like water that flows to a different place
The strong woman is pure
She cleanses herself of past mistakes
She invites future battles
She has two kids
Oh what a pain
for she has to carry twice the burden
One girl on her left, One boy on her right,
She holds them equally
Such a woman exists
Let the story be told
let the world know the truth
For this strong woman is my lovely mother
A strong woman she is, a mother she will always be
I will always be grateful
for the strong woman who has taken care of me
I will follow in the footsteps of the strong woman
for one day the world will know
a new strong woman has arrived.

Digital Photography “Head Trip” by: James Beck
SCC Simulation & Game Development Student
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The Show
By: Madeline Allen
SEC Student
We are all sitting in a theatre,
full of woven scarlet tapestries,
which represent our veins,
and what runs through them.

We all ignore the show,
and stand up to another,
to choke their necks
and out-do each other.

We each have our own seat,
may we sit with one another . . .
to watch on full display
what life has to offer us.

We are all boisterous
we can’t hide it,
we take barbarianism
and say we’re perfect.

We are vain
and we rudely interrupt
our neighbors and the show,
and we move to another seat.

We are unaware,
the show still goes on,
since we cannot agree,
it cannot end.

We each scream
for a different show,
and yell to the other to hush,
we are hypocrites.

We are destroyers and creators,
we glut in our “power”
we become ignorant
and forget God

We each scream
for a different presenter;
be it silver screen?
or live actors?

We are stupid, lazy and slow,
too apathetic now to watch the show,
but it goes on, we believe to see,
our coarse rage and sympathy.

We are indecisive,
we can’t get along,
not even to accompany
melody and song

The theatre won’t burn,
no matter how many fires we set
the show must go on,
but we just forget.

35mm Panoramic Photography “Guanajuato” by: James Cotton, SCC Staff
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The Pocket Watch
By: Chelsea Vue
SEC Student
So small and fragile like a fawn taking its first breath,
The start of life,
With a new golden pocket watch
Clean and undusted,
Wrapped around the chest.
The seasons grow old and tired.
The old Mother and Father always watching
Their many children grow.
The playthings, no longer needed
Longing for a partner,
Found and lost, soon
The golden chain of the pocket watch breaks,
And falls off the chest and onto the ground,
The pocket watch,
Rusted and old,
And time itself begins once more.

Springtime
By: Melissa Whitley
SCC student
Brown leaves are gone,
Green leaves are in bloom,
Soon we’ll smell the snapdragons’ sweet perfume,
No more winter, it’s spring.
The cold winter’s rain and snow are over,
The temperature begins to rise,
Happiness is seen in everyone’s eyes,
No more winter, it’s spring.
Gloomy gray skies have faded away,
Replaced with bright blue,
The spiders’ webs glisten with dew,
No more winter, it’s spring.
That’s what I love about spring,
Everything growing and new,
Green grass, buzzing bees, and baby birds too,
No more winter, it’s spring.

Digital Photography “Eye of the Photographer” by: Tammy King, SCC Advertising & Graphic Design Student
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The Creation of Raven Rosewater
By: Stephen K. Eatman
SCC Student
I see black feathers dancing in the night sky, the breeze giving them life as they fall under the light of the
moon. They twist and flip, spin and sway; as though they were elegant dancers, performing for no one but themselves. The sky is filled with the dark dancers, feathery rain falling on a cloudless night, so full of life and cheer.
Their only spotlight is the mighty pale white orb hanging in the sky above, yet they shine and twinkle as though
they were black diamonds. And suddenly...their lives end; as swiftly as the dance had begun, it was over, and
now the lifeless feathers float down to the sky below.
She accepts them silently and graciously, rippling gently at their soft touch. The silent sea below the sky
reflects back its image like a mirror, only blotted out by the blanket of feathers now covering her still surface.
There is not a sound to be heard; no waves crashing against the shore, no eerie song of the wind, no voices to
shatter the calm of the night.....and yet the silence is deafening. As I stare out from the balcony, I can hear nothing; I speak and nothing comes forth, as though the night itself were holding back the sound, for fear of being
broken like a pane of glass.
From all around the noise comes rolling back, and yet it is only a single sound that reaches my ears; the
beating. I look around from my high perch, unable to tell what is being struck or where it is coming from. The
rain starts again, black feathers falling from the empty sky above, and yet curiosity draws my eyes upwards. My
eyes slowly trace a path from the blanketed sea to the starry sky, finally coming to rest on the pale moon, and
yet something has blotted out its image. Two massive black wings, layered in midnight colored feathers, beat
against the wind slowly and methodically, and yet what rests between those marvelous wings is not a bird, but a
man.
The pale, silver-haired man floats in the night sky; his dull, silver colored eyes locked onto me. His mouth
works, and yet I hear not what he says. He speaks again and still I hear nothing but the sound of his wings swatting at the air. With the grace and fluidity of water, he floats down towards me, the soft black rain pouring forth
from his wings was far more than they could ever hold, and yet they continue to fall. I could not hope to escape
the state of paralysis that had befallen me, but I don’t feel that I would even if I could; the look in his tells me
I have no reason to fear him. I feel sorry for him, and yet I know not why, but there is something in those dull
silver eyes that reflects an emptiness that betrays their harmless stare.
The pale, lithe arm reaches out and touches my cheek, but I only feel a cold chill from it, as though I were
being touched by death itself. His mouth opens again and now I hear him, now I understand why I pity him...why
it is that I feel sorry for him. He only asks me one thing.
“Who am I?”

Digital Photography “N-2-ME-C”
by: Duane Miller
SCCAdvertising &
Graphic Design Student
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Artwork
Artwork By:
By: Madison McGlamery
McGlamery “See Through
Through the Darkness”

Who Am I?
By: Emily Fisher
SCC Student
I
am
a momma bear
a lover of creation and wisdom
an intellectual, a self-proclaimed nerd
a problem solver who loves to put pieces together
a budding writer and an emerging advocate
a wounded healer and warrior
a modest princess
me
!

Who Are You?
By: Ronald Jordan
SCC Student
I am blessed with a patina of seventy years, and perspective only time
provides.
I am filled with compassion for those less blessed,
And fully aware of blessings, which have fallen my way.
I am aware of the fork in the road ahead.
I am aware of my apprehension, my fear.
I am aware that fear of failure is not a real harm.
I am learning and eager to move to the next step.
I am seeking the validation of an education
Which I am beginning to realize is important
Beyond proving I have the ability to learn.
I am a communicator.
I am a thinker.
I am opportunity for those without a voice.
I am afraid.
I am gaining in confidence as time goes by.
I am wisdom and know that the blessed need not die
To experience heaven and a great reward
That reward awaits them now.
I am the light to show the way.
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The Stranger
By: Angela Nail
SCC Student

They say the first twenty four hours a child goes missing are the most crucial, but we didn’t know
how long she had already been missing. David and Christy were babysitting my sisters and me. They were
supposed to be “responsible” teenagers. Even at six years old I wasn’t naïve enough to believe that, but
to straight up lose her within minutes of my mother’s departure had to have been a record. She was
three years old, where could she have really gone?
They had Candi and me looking with them because we were more familiar with her typical
hangouts. She wasn’t playing dress up or hiding in mom’s room. She did not lock herself in the bathroom
again. The sand box was deserted along with her hairless Barbie doll. Her friends were seen laughing and
dancing, but seemed oblivious to her existence, let alone the fact that she was gone. Worry, frustration,
and fear were now taking hold of the search party. “What if she fell asleep somewhere? What if she was
kidnapped? What if she was abducted by aliens? What if she drank a potion that made her shrink and we
stepped on her because she was so small we didn’t see her?”
As children tend to do, our imaginations began to run wild as we contemplated her whereabouts.
After the neighborhood was searched, the posse headed for the park. Slowly the party grew and
concerned citizens aided for the search. Mothers were frantic and children seemed enthusiastic about
the adventure. We had reached the exit of the neighborhood headed towards the park. There was no
sign that the small child had ventured this way and hope seemed to fade, replaced with terror. It was easy
to see that the park held no visitors. I do not believe anyone was prepared for what happened next.
The street that ran parallel to the park was long and straight only dead ending in to a factory. It
was easy to see the comings and goings, for there was always light traffic. The park ran the length of the
street so a quick surveillance would tell you if she had headed in that direction. There were houses
further down the street but easily in view. When we reached the street we saw him with great ease. This
Angel of Mercy was descending from heaven and in his hands he had a small gift. It was my stupid sister-who I was now fuming at over the emotional torment she had put me through for the last hour.
I wanted to slap her or kiss her or just hold on to her until the anxiety subsided. Immediately there
was a great inquisition. “What were you doing? Where did you go? Don’t you know you aren’t supposed
to talk to strangers?”
She was silent. Everyone was looking down at the toddler full of concern, but the questions were
turned to the stranger after her tongue was held. But where did he go? We looked around and saw
nothing. He was standing here seconds ago. There was absolutely no way he could have gotten out of
sight that quickly even if he would have run. We did not even tell him thank you yet. Did we imagine him?
Surely not all of us hallucinated this miracle of God.
When the distress of the situation subsided, my sister informed us of her attempt to follow my
mother’s car as she headed to work. My sister managed to make it to the factory, but oddly could not
recollect how she had gotten from the factory back home. The rest of us can clearly recall the man’s
white hair and whiskers. He was thin and aged, but had a youthful smile. The hard hat suggested that he
was a factory worker, but the twinkle in his eye said otherwise. The mystery of this wondrous
stranger was never solved; nevertheless we all know that we met my sister’s Guardian Angel on that day.
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Digital Photography “Baby Blue”
by: Tammy King, SCC Advertising & Graphic Design Student
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Artwork “Transcendental” by: Brad Barnes, SCC Advertising & Graphic Design Student
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I Bleed Myself
By Stephen K. Eatman
SCC Student

Stab my heart and I bleed;
Red flowers and snow white feathers.
Listen to my blood and hear it speak;
The voices of the Lover, angelic and harmonic.
Smell my hearts blood and you’ll smell;
The sweet strawberry scent of her hair.
Taste the bitter blood of my heart;
It tastes of sweet strawberries and rose petals.
Touch my rose red blood and you’ll feel;
The a kiss, soft and warm like a summer breeze.
Cut open my eyes to see;
A lonely man standing before a grave.
Listen to what my eyes have seen;
You’ll hear her familiar laugh, lost in memories of the past.
Take in the scents my eyes have observed;
The rotting smell of death leaves you nauseated and dizzy.
Taste the tears they’ve shed;
They’re rotten, decayed strawberries.
Touch my eyes to feel the past unrecorded;
A hand of bleached bones, wrapped in your own.
Stare into my snow white feathers;
An endless sky, where you’re never alone.

Listen to them flutter;
Hear the music, and let it take hold of your heart.
Smell the life resting upon them;
Be overwhelmed by the aromas of the Earth.
Taste the purity flowing within them;
Let it warm your heart, and make it race.
Run your fingers across their unstained, smooth surface;
Feel it wash over you, a waterfall of that cleanses your very soul.
Become lost in my abysmal black feathers;
To see a boy, crying alone in an unending maze.
Listen to them scratch and scrape against one another;
And hear the voices, whispering harshly behind your back.
Let their dreary scent take over your soul;
And drown in your own woeful tears.
Wallow in their wretched taste;
It is the overwhelming flavor of bitter regret.
Drag your fingers across their tainted, rough surface;
Callous and worn, not meant for the touch of another.
Gaze at these hands and what is revealed;
An imprint of the lovers hand, worn by loyalty and devotion.
Break the bones within to hear;
Whispered sweet-nothings, the lovers voice.
Let their smell overcome you;
Be flooded with the lovers scent.

Lick the palm and taste it;
The lovers palm and the lovers heart.
Feel the grooves worn into these fingers;
Know the work done for and with the lover, and the lovers caress.
Look at the path worn by these feet;
See where they’ve been, but stare in wonder at the paths before them.
Hear them run against the dusty earth;
Echoing the sounds of a life lived, and creating the sounds of the life ahead.
Smell the dust kicked up at their heels;
Fragrances both remembered and forgotten, left behind to make new memories.
Taste the footprint left in the dirt;
Flavors of life enthrall your taste buds, new sensations occurring every moment.
Feel where those feet have tread;
And feel everything left behind, and wonder at what is to come.
To know life, you must experience it;
To experience it, you must live it.
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Augustina
By: Shane Harbeson
SEC Student

Dreams
By: Jessica Carelock
SEC student

I held a dream in my hands today,
But I had to let it go.
I felt it flutter, flit, and fly,
And then I watched it flow.
Flow it did as it left my hands,
And left me standing there.
I saw it shimmer, glimmer, and die,
And leave no trace in the air.
There for a moment I thought it gone,
But then I realized
Even though I let it go
It hadn’t really died.
It was still there,
Hiding for a while,
But I knew it would come back to me
After I travelled my many miles.
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Now what, you may ask, is the purpose for
these words just about dreams?
Simply this: there is always hope
No matter how it seems.

Photography “Window to the Past” by: Austin Poole, SCC Staff

San Francisco,
Where the flowers bloom in spring.
You gotta wait for winter to see what disease brings.
Augustina,
With her eyes like the shining sea.
She’s half a shadow. God don’t let that be me.
West Virginia,
That’s where my father lies.
He was a wartime hero, the kind that money buys.
It was a diamond bracelet for my mother’s memory.
You know that’s all she wrote, boy.
That’s all she wrote for me.

Photoshop Artwork “Mute” by: Faith Burgette
SCC Advertising & Graphic Design Student

Rain
By: Marisa Huneycutt
SEC Student
The sky, dark and gray.
The smell of rain in the air.
Will it ever come?
Here it comes now, falling fast
Faster and faster, then stops.

Forever Lost
By: Casey Germain
SEC Student
I know a girl who manipulates her friends for fun,
I know a boy who forgets about a promise,
I know a woman who protects her children so much that it causes harm,
And I know a man who refuses to show his true feelings.
The girl who manipulates will soon lose those who she thinks care for her,
The boy will lose a friend who really cares,
The woman will realize the mistake she has made too late,
And the man will never find love.
The girl will cry until her heart breaks into a thousand pieces,
The boy will never find the girl who stands right in front of him,
The woman will live lonely with no one to talk to for the rest of her life,
And the man will rip his heart out to watch the bright red blood pour onto the floor.
Their happiness is lost
FOREVER.
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Basketball
By: Jonathan McPherson
SEC Student
Squeak, squeak.
We have all been waiting for this all week.
Orange sphere floating through the air.
The modern UFO that we don’t notice.
Blurs composed of shoes and jerseys running up and down the court.
Whether it be the march madness rush of college.
Or the playoffs of the NBA.
My personal favorite the Tarheels dominating the Devils on Tobacco Road.
Kids begging their parents for popcorn and soda.
Eventually they all cave in, hand over the money in return for a smile.
Cheerleaders pumping everyone up.
The sound of the buzzer right before the half.
The basket has been waiting for his friends to play.
The spirit of competition watches from the rafters.
Sweat flowing down faces.
The mascot walking around with out ever showing a frown.
The souvenir we all want to get.
The guys who get the fame that we give them.
Victory, fouls, dribble, steal, dunk.
The coach rewards for a block, but will send you to the bench if you travel.
This is basketball.

Artwork “Lifeline” by: Shaquoan Jackson, SCC Advertising & Graphic Design Student
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On a Once Midnight Dreary
By Dillon Mabry
SEC Student

On a once pitch-black and dreadful night,
I spotted a faint glimmer of light,
To which my surprise,
Was the moonlight staring in my eyes.

After my pause of blank insight,
I noticed a rather unusual sight,
When out of my bedroom window,
A crooked crow sat right down below.

I thought I heard a sputter,
Of a creature in a midnight flutter,
Turns out it was only the titter-tatter,
Of an elderly couples chitter-chatter.

I sat down pondering what of this beast
Would decide to come in and feast,
On the rather small portions of my trimmings,
It turns out he did not get my winnings….

Artwork “City Lake Park” by: Erin Allen, SCC Staff
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Stardust
By: Lorri Barrier
SCC Instructor
In memory of Vickie Honeycutt
We are stars
winking at each other
across the universe.
We glow, burn and die,
our light glorious in the black sky.
A blanket for the moon-a quilt of wishes.
Stargazers know
some stars are gone.
The light reaching the eye
is older than a thousand grandmothers.
A constellation of memory-Summer lightning bugs
the first red bud of spring
a maple tree in fall—all burning, burning.
Our winter breath frost
so cold it burns us, too.
Catch my dreams, sister star,
make me believe they are possible
the way you did then
when your light was housed in flesh
and hope poured from your pen.

Red Poppies
By: Roxanne Smith
SCC student
They say she saw a field of red poppies.
An eternal storm brewing. Rain crashing.
The car swerving.
As control is lost, the road disappeared.
She lays in her bed of poppies.
I saw her today, beautiful in her pallor.
Yet somehow she reminded me of a pressed poppy.
Beautiful yet forever dead.
Her lips were painted, rich as blood red.
Her smile forever, quite eternal.
Stitched to insure the lips reveal no secrets.
Her eyes closed.
Sleeping but not to ever wake.
Flowers spread round, so exotic yet toxic.
And all around her they stay.
Until the red poppy wilts.
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Artwork “Ghost” by: Erin Harwood, SCC Advertising & Graphic Design Student
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The Life of a Tiger
By: Ashley D. Constantine
SEC Student
It all began when we were merely cubs. We entered this new kingdom, unsure of
what to expect. This was the beginning, the beginning of a new journey. As we prowled
along, exploring this new place, we realized this was soon to be our own territory. Very few
were brave enough to take on this challenge. We were the chosen ones. Of all that wished
to enter this territory; we were the ones selected. Only the best of the best could take this
on, and we knew it would be worth the struggle. Even though as cubs we were unsure
about this new life, the leaders of the pack were always there for guidance and support. As
we progressed through our lives, we learned a great deal as to survival and success. Just as
in any pack or kingdom, those who were not fully fit for this territory were lost. Though, it
was a rough experience, because it was like losing a member of the family. We stuck
together as a pack and we pressed on. As time moved on, we cubs continued to grow and
prosper, learning from every mistake, and striving for every reward. The more we ventured
into this new territory, the more obstacles we encountered. The further away we traveled, and the more independent and experienced we grew, the less we seemed to need
our leaders to guide us through. Though we still return from time to time to reconnect and
replenish our support.
With every year that passes, new young cubs take on this challenge, while the eldest
of the pack begin their transitions to adulthood. The older we grow, the more our
maturity expands. As we are transitioning, we can all look back and begin to realize how
much we have grown. We took on this journey as clueless cubs, dependent on every move
and word of the leaders. Together, as a pack, we will continue exploring this territory
until we have reached its boundaries and we have made it through it all. We have
overcome the struggles and pitfalls, earned the rewards and successes, and there is no
turning back now. There is nothing left to do but keep moving forward. As we sit here at
the crossroads of our lives, we can let out a loud and hearty roar. Together we wear our
stripes with pride, for they have been earned. Our vision is clear for we shall soon leave
this land, perhaps in sorrow, but also in joy, for it is time for us to move on and obtain a
territory of our own. We are our own leader. Those who wish to cross our path or stop us
in our tracks, mind you all beware; we shall not go down without a fight. So now, year after
year, season after season, time after time, we go on our hunt. Whether we fail or succeed
is all up to us. As long as we stay focused, motivated, and determined, with a clear mind
we shall always succeed. For we are Tigers! The Tigers of Stanly Early College, and knowledge is our prey!
20
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Stanly Early College
By: Ashley Xiong
SEC Student

We get our fun,
from the teachers and friends,
and it always feels like,
the party never ends.
Now we have our “favorite” classes,
like IDM and ACA,
but don’t worry,
it’s going to benefit us one day.
The papers may seem never-ending,
as well as our presentations,
but just think,
...never mind, I don’t have any rhyming explanations.
Our numbers may be small,
but our “family” is pretty big,
we help each other when in need,
and even with some trig.
We may not have a building,
built for our school,
but we get to share with Stanly Community College ,
now tell me that ain’t cool!
We get to see and meet older people,
which doesn’t happen everyday,
so if you see a cute college boy,
make sure to say hey!

Summer 2011

Our colors are silver, purple, and black,
and we call ourselves the Tigers,
‘cause like them we’re fierce,
and mighty, hard-working fighters!

Artwork “Illusions of Color” by: Dean Dennis, SCC Advertising & Graphic Design Student

So we don’t have sports,
but that’s okay,
we get our exercise,
from the hills anyway.
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Artwork “Confused Thoughts” by: Jamie Phillips, SCC Advertising & Graphic Design Student

Black
By: Jessica Holt
SCC student
Black. Black is the first color that comes to my mind. When I think of black I think of death. I think
of funerals. I think of the black Calvin Klein dress I always wear to a funeral. I think of heart attacks. I think
of my dad. I think of May 23, 2003. I think of tears. I think of heart ache. I think of sadness. I think of cold. I
think of Heaven. I think of Hell. I think of God. I think of despair. I think of emptiness. My father, Christopher
Dale Smith, died on May 23, 2003. He suffered a massive heart attack and died almost instantly. He was only
38 years old. He had been outside mowing the grass. He kept a beautiful yard. It always looked so nice. He
worked very hard; too much. He came in the house, in pain, and sat down on the couch. My step-mother,
Karla, called 911. He was in so much pain. He was confused, scared. I can’t help but thinking that at the same
time my daddy was sitting on that couch, clutching his chest and trying to breath, I was at work laughing and
happy. I had no idea at that moment my daddy was dying.
There was nothing the doctors there could do. He was pronounced dead at the hospital. I can picture
the over-worked Emergency Room doctor calling out, “Time of death, 18:52!” He didn’t know my dad. He
didn’t know the man lying on the stretcher there in front of him. He was gone. All that was left was his body,
an empty shell. His soul, everything that made him my daddy was gone. I would never again see his bright
smile, warm, green eyes, hear his contagious laugh, kiss his cheek, or give him a hug. Black is such a mean
color. Black can hurt your heart.
My sister, Kristen, was 9 when he died. I was never very close to her. My step-mother thought I was a
bad influence. Honestly, I just didn’t fit into my step-mother’s “perfect life”. She just wanted it to be her, my
dad and my little sister. When I was around I just messed everything up. Kristen was at a friend’s house when
it happened. I am glad she wasn’t there. I know she would have been so frightened and scared. She is now
18. We are working on building a lasting relationship. I want us to have a good relationship and be sisters.
I know our daddy would want us to as well. I know she doesn’t remember a lot about him. I wish she did. I
wonder if she will ever ask me about him. I think she will one day. My step-mother has done a wonderful job
raising Kristen without my dad. Kristen wants to be a dentist. She starts college at UNC-Greensboro this coming fall. I know our daddy would be proud. He would be proud of both of us. Black can separate.
One of the best and funniest memories I have of my dad is Sunday mornings when he would go to
his stereo system while my sister and I were still sleeping, put in an AC/DC album, turn the stereo volume all
the way up, come running into our room, jump onto the bed, and sing as loudly as he could while playing air
guitar to wake us up.
One of things that hurts the most is knowing Daddy never got the chance to meet my wonderful husband, Patrick. He would have loved him! He never got the chance to meet his grandchildren, Alex and Taylor.
He would have been so proud to be their Papaw Chris. I know he would have taught Alex to fish and how to
cast a fishing pole. He would have taught Taylor all about football and explained what a first down was. He
would have loved them unconditionally and of course he would have spoiled them. They would have loved
him, too. Black is loss.
I think about Daddy every day. I think of him when I look in the mirror every morning and see my
green eyes. I have exactly the same warm, green eyes he had. When I see a receding hairline, I think of my
dad. When I see a father with his daughter, I think of my dad. When I wear the Miami Dolphins jersey my husband got me for my 24th birthday, I think of my dad. When I see a father and daughter out fishing at the lake
by my house, I think of my dad. When I hear AC/DC I think of my dad. There are so many things all around
me each day that make me remember my dad. Sometimes those things make me laugh and sometimes they
make me cry. Even though I only had 16 years with him, I am thankful for each day that I had. But I can’t help
thinking what it would be like if he were still here today.
Black. Black is the end.
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Someone Settled the Chaos
By: Melinda Kanoy
SCC student
I found a seat, next to the back of the room, and I sat down and tried to stop squirming. I knew there
had to be a reason for me to be there. I had no other options. As I looked around at the crowd, I wondered who
would speak first and, what would they say; something I needed to hear or just another sob story? My head was
full of racing thoughts that I could not control. My hands shook like a leaf, what was I doing here? She walked in
and grabbed a seat on the front row. I didn’t much think about her, just another drunk I suppose. The meeting
got started; a rather large group and folks were still coming in after the bell rang. The smell of coffee and
cigarettes was alive all around me. I even got a whiff of stale beer that must have been left on someone coming
off of a binge.
Someone spoke up, “Hello, I’m Dale, and I’m an alcoholic.” Wow, they really do say that, just like I have
seen on T.V. If I would have to speak, the part where I’m an alcoholic did not bother me. I knew it, and had known
for some time. He put in his two cents worth and then, I heard the sweetest voice, “Hi, I’m Yours Truly.” At least,
that is what I heard. She was the one, the one for me. Anyone could tell that she was happy by the tone in her
voice, the sweetness in her heart, and the laughter in her jokes. Yes, these people laughed, they smiled, and cut a
rug in this place. These people had the real deal and I knew from there on out, that I wanted what they had. But,
in particular, I wanted what Yours Truly had, that true genuine sobriety that didn’t seem boring to me at all. And
of course it helped that she was hot. So sexy. But, later I would find out that I would fall in love with her, that I
would fall in love with the person she was, not that other kind of love. It was a different kind of love, one that surpasses all understanding.
I walked up to her after the meeting and asked her if she would be mine, not just mine, because I knew
she must have others out there besides little old me that needed her. And I was fine with that. We talked a little
about where we both had come from, in the alcoholic world, and thus, began the best relationship I have ever had
with another human being. She took me in, she was bold, she was brave, she had it all, or it seemed so to me anyway. She was hard on me when I was stubborn, she was warm and caring when I was sick; she was there whenever I called, she picked me when I was about to fall; she held me when I cried, and we laughed together. Yes, it
was my turn to laugh, she taught me that one too. Man, we laughed. I was home, for the first time, and am still
home for now. Until eternity comes to take me to a place on High, Yours Truly showed me how to live peacefully
down here. My Big Book says, “if at all possible, try to live peacefully with all men.” She took the politics out of
the chaos while God took the chaos out of me. She must know God somehow, because I believe he told her about
me. It is not that life is too short, it’s just the fact that we wait too long to get started. God must have told her to
show me how to live my best life now, to become a better person, and to walk one day at a time, putting one foot
in front of the other.
She was my mentor, a friend in every time of need, the juice that filled my half empty cup. There is no
one like her. She was everything to me, she still is that everything. God threw me a rope, I tied the end of it into
a knot, and Yours Truly helped me to hold on for dear life. She was my lifeline when I was digging my grave; she
showed me how to revive that enriching spirit in my soul. People come and people go, but not this one. Everything about her is “sweeter than honey and more precious than gold.” I will be forever grateful to God for putting
such an extraordinary human being in my life, an amazing woman whom I call friend. She stole my heart from
day one, she touched it with her unconditional love, and for that, I will be forever grateful. She believed in me
and gave to me what was so freely given to her. It really is quite possible to love another person. And, for me, that
person is Yours Truly.
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