Pablo Picasso once said, “Art washes away from the
soul the dust of everyday life.” At the end of every academic year, there is a sense of celebration and anticipation for things yet to come. The varied possibilities
of life seem open and welcoming. Artists have always
captured our loftiest and most complex emotions on
canvas, in photographs, in poetry and prose. The emotions that tug at our hearts are the world of the artist.
We are fortunate to have this magazine, The Muse, for
our local artists to share their work. As you read these
words and view these beautiful images, consider how
“the dust of everyday life” falls away. 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.

As I have the seen this latest version of The Muse come
together, I have been thinking back on the past few years
and the amount of work that we have seen published in
each issue of The Muse. It’s been really fun to look back
at the past few issues and reminisce over the artists and
writers that have helped contribute, and not simply take
the work at face value, but remember the students that
created this work. Our 2013 edition of The Muse is another opportunity to take a moment and recognize the
talents that we have here on campus this year, and really
appreciate and showcase this talent. Each edition of The
Muse offers us archives of 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.

Josh Gooch
Program Head
Advertising & Graphic Design
Stanly Community College
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Lorri Barrier
English Instructor
Humanities Dept. Head
Stanly Community College
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2013 Spring Art
Show
Entries for the 2013 SCC Spring Art Show are displayed in this issue of The Muse. This Art Show
is an opportunity for students, faculty, staff, and their families to showcase their talents in liter
ary works and art. Categories of art accepted include oil, acrylic, watercolor, colored pencil, pen
and ink, collage, photography, and digital art. Literary works accepted include poems and short
stories; this year a writing contest was held for short essays on the theme of inspirational people.
The art show, which usually occurs in March, is displayed in the Learning Resouce Center
(LRC) for several weeks and is open to the public for viewing during regular LRC hours. A re
ception is held afterwards and awards are given for first, second, and third Place, as well as Presi
dent’s Choice and honorable mentions.
Please make plans to join us next year for the 8th Annual Spring Art Show. Details will be posted
on TW channel 21 as well as in your local newspaper.

~4~

First Place

After the Storm
by
Austin Poole
SCC Staff & Graduate
~5~

Second Place &
President’s Choice

Prehistoric Tree
by
Erin Allen
SCC Staff
Alcohol Ink
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Third Place

Spiral Staircase
by
James Cotton
SCC Staff
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In the words of contest winner, Andrew Sperling, “I am inspired by Dr. King for framing his vision in a way
that promoted gradual yet effective progress over time. He saw danger and futility in the chaos and destruc
tion that would come before his time and after his unfortunate death. Dr. King was innovative in that he
understood the power behind non-violent movements for social change.”

STUDENT WRITING CONTEST SPONSORED BY MOMENTUM
FIRST PLACE

White Flight
by
Andrew Sperling
SCC Student

An indelible shiver crept up my hollow spine leaving in me a stirring sensation that I have yet to fully
abandon even in adulthood. I still feel that silent aching from the comatose state of my frail body, at rest yet rid
dled with a cold panic under the clouded light of a half-full moon. They told me I would be well to lie down in
the backseat where usually my consciousness would slowly evaporate into a miasma of childish dreams. As my
father drives hastily through the town, from below I see the dreaded and drifty buildings of our beloved South
burn and crumble with such unthinkable ease. A fog approaches and obscures my view of the church’s steeple,
but my own trademark curiosity that will soon plague me has thickened. I sit up only to witness a lone figure
emerge from the shadows of a flame, her silhouette bouncing gingerly through the puddles. The panic on her
face is striking enough to disrupt the already unsettling harmony of the crickets. She was Black, no older than
my eight-year-old self, but her lips were chapped and dry and her eyes read vacant as she sluggishly paced the
dirty streets. The girl appeared to me as an unforgiving sight of pure horror, as I watched with great intent her
malnourished body tremble in what looked to be stained and worn out clothes. All of her strength that remained
seemed to be concentrated in her fragile hands, tightly clutching a hammer that she would later use to bust open
the window of a shop.
My parents badgered me to sleep for they could not bear the idea of their sweet daughter’s innocence
fleeing in just one unfortunate night. I shut my eyes softly but my head stayed alert when the radio announced
the destruction of our town and others. A respected man had been shot earlier, so my father told me, and it
meant we had to take flight. I would ask my grandmother in the following weeks for the name of the man re
sponsible and why he had yet to repent in some grand ceremony for the public. I knew no greater sin than steal
ing dessert before suppertime, but the concept of sending a man to his finality through the soul-shattering act
of firing a bullet had disturbed my senses in some inexplicable way. They all patted me with a sympathetic look,
reaching a condescending tone and telling me not to worry my pretty little blonde head about such things.
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White Flight
Continued
We drove for days and I whined through a majority of the journey, mostly out of fear that I would be
forced to live in one of those cluttered cities I detested so much. Nothing appealed to me but an admittedly filthy
environment with pools of mud and thick, noisy grasses. The boys at school refused to call me by my given
name, Theodora, for which I was immediately grateful though the substitute of Teddie never felt quite comfort
able for a young lady either. After miles of screaming fits, my family settled on a ranch on the outskirts of Las
Vegas: by far the most complex atmosphere I had ever seen with a vast desert on one end, a cozy suburban area
on the other, and a busy and bustling city situated directly in the middle.
Mother ordered me to dust off the company plates for our first celebratory meal in the new home, ac
companied by distant relatives I would have to grow fond of. Around the oval-shaped oak table I peered at them
with understated contempt: the laughing and the overly polite mannerisms, the hypocrisy of their political
discussions that would only just enter the conflicted hemisphere of my worries. It was a falseness of perfection
that I despised so greatly. My uncle had travelled from Mount Rushmore on business and gifted me with several
useless novelties, including a wrinkled poster of the mountain. “That’s Roosevelt,” he grinned brightly, “you got
your nickname from him, I reckon.” Independent study would reveal my namesake to be a brutal colonialist
though he now overlooked the remnants of Indian land.
“And so they finally got Dr. King,” remarked his wife to my father, who replied with indignation at the
resulting riots that brought us here. I chimed in: “Why are they rioting anyway? That won’t bring him back, will
it?” My aunt smiled patiently and went to stroke my hair. “For some reason, colored folks think we’re against
them.” Yes, for some reason.

Swamp Warrior
by
Andell McCoy
SCC Staff
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When I’m Gone
by
Destrik A. Burns
SCC Student
When you look up and I’m not there
I just realize that you didn’t care
I can see that I was walking this path all alone
So don’t miss me when I gone
What else could I do what could I say
I told you how I felt almost everyday
I was like a broken record playing the same song
Don’t cry nor look for me when I’m gone.
But I guess that is what happens when people step in
You know, the ones who said that they are your friends
Now they are laughing at you cause not by choice you are all alone
Go ask them for love when I’m gone.
I really cared for you and thought that you cared for me
I mean is that not the way a love is supposed to be
But I guess I read too much into it and you were playing me all along
Think about all the good times we could’ve had when I’m gone.
If only you would have not tried to be hard at the start
Then you would not have broken my heart
I know you said I brought it on myself cause I approached you wrong
But that is the least of your problems cause now
I’M GONE!!

Robert’s Dog by Erin Allen
SCC Staff
Honorable Mention
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Peace, Love & Misunderstanding
(Digital Art)
by Cindi Poole
SCC Staff

Insidious
(Digital Art)
by Grayson Andrews
SCC Student
Who are You?
by
Tempestt Elaina Shepherd
SEC Student
I am Me.
Center stage is where I want to be.
Give me the spotlight and I’ll take it,
Push me hard and I’ll make it.
If you want a show
that’s what you’ll get.
From head to toe
I am Legit.
I’ll play your game,
but I’ll make it my own.
I want stay the same,
and I want be alone.
Bright, Bold, Beautiful.
Devoted.
Strong.
I am Me.
Who are You?

Stubborn Beauty
by
Shana Poole
SCC Staff
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Faceless but not Voiceless
by
Casey Wall
SEC Student
You want to be noticed
Everybody wants to be noticed
You’re not the coolest
You’re not the proudest
You’re not one of the mindless sheep playing follow the leader
until the day they send you to the feeder.
You’re your own person and you’ve got your own friends who care about the real you,
People who won’t look at you askew.
You’re not popular but you’ve got more then they could ever hope to have.
You may be faceless, but you have a voice.
Not everybody may notice you, but you have a voice.
You have a voice and you have a choice.
You can use your voice because
You have a voice that you can use,
You can scream out:
“Hey, notice me! I’ve got real friends
And real brains and I’m using them
And I’m gonna be something and someone some day.”
You may be faceless now,
Nothing more then an apparition struggling for the approval of your peers
While you choke silently on all your fears.
But you’ve got a voice, and it speaks so much louder
Then the voices of those who don’t notice you.
You may be faceless now, but you’re not voiceless.

Junk Yard Dog
by Cindi Poole
SCC Staff
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Tranquility
by
Donna Robison
SCC Student
Honorable Mention
Fall
by
Colton Curlee
SEC Student
Bursts of color
Red, orange, brown, and green.
Like nature’s fireworks
falling from the trees.
The icy wind blows
it reminds us that winter is coming.
So put on your sweaters and scarves
breathe in the fresh weather
and enjoy the fall.
The best time of year
I hear the laughter of children,
everyone is joyful
and waiting hopefully for winter’s snow.
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Ashton Kutcher

Alice in Wonderland (Digital Art)
by
Anna Collins
SCC Student

Cameron Diaz

What Happens in Vegas (Digital Art)
by
Joe Downer
SCC Student

Freedom Poem
by
Brandon Costello
SEC Student
Just workin’ the cotton field
And still feelin’ the pain of the lashes.
It’s just making the work harder to yield
The same. I wish I could have done the thrashes
To a Christian man, an owner of many,
But I’ll choose to not be goin’
Against my maker. Not to do any
Actins of cruelty but to be doin’
The work that will set my life
Free of all the sadness, of all the sorrow
That cuts like a knife
Into my dark skin. I know a tomorrow
Will come when I will be an equal.
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My Heart was His Guitar
by
Amy Morgan
SCC Student
His words gently stroked each string, creating a tune so sweet
And I believed that sweet love song, I was swept off my feet
My heart was his guitar
With each note he moved my very soul
It was beyond all my control
My heart was his guitar
Then he broke the strings, once I found out the love in his lyrics was a lie
I was a fool to be enraptured by his melody, this I cannot deny
Now he’s found another set of heartstrings
I wonder when she finds out that love is his favorite song to play
Will she stay?

My Sonnet
by
Anna Carpenter
SEC Student
Oh, how it must have been difficult
For sweet love to eagerly search and find us
Through our many troubles and tumult.
This happy time we face now is a plus
Considering all of our former moments of woe.
Our terrible luck and ridiculous misfortune
Now seems to be a hilarious comedy show.
Now we have changed and are people of good fortune
For love has found us and we will have it forever.
It seems as if we had been searching far and wide
For this love that we have now to treasure.
Our newly found love is free and doesn’t have to hide.
So let us breathe in this moment and rejoice,
For love has found us and is heard in your voice.
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Sonnet of the Eagle
by
Banesa Mercado
SEC Student
Now as I gaze at the peaceful, light-blue sky,
Every bad thought disappears from my mind.
Then, I spot a graceful eagle flying by.
Every flap of its wings is s o gentle and kind.
I envy the easiness with which it can leave a place.
If it doesn’t like the climate or it can’t find food,
It’ll just soar up high into the sky at a quick, steady pace.
Or even if it just feels like leaving, it can do so just because it’s in that mood.
The eagle seemed to have no worries at all.
It only needed food to be content.
It flew through the air so care-free and looking small,
So weightless and worry-free, through the clouds it went.
How I wish to be able to fly but that is just a fantasy.
Instead, I am trapped as the slave of this white family.

Midnight Showing
by
Teddi Peterson
SCC Student
I love a night sky that’s filled with stars
and the moon is all its own.
It doesn’t have to be full and bright
just shining in its home.
I try to spot a constellation
then connect the tiny dots.
I see what others are standing under
in all their different spots.
With luck I catch a meteor shower
not hidden behind clouds.
I stare and marvel at all this wonder
then softly sigh out loud.
Sometimes I stand in my front yard
hours before dawn.
I pretend the show is just for me
as I gaze up from my lawn.
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Bambi (Digital Art)
by
Faith Burgett
SCC Student

Snow White (Digital Art)
by
Rebecca Gillespie
SCC Student

Pirate and Parrot
by
Dorothy Bolton
SCC Student
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Out of Africa (Digital Art)
by
Monica Byrd
SCC Student

Ghostbusters (Digital Art)
by
Julian Safrit
SCC Student

Talking Stick
by
Andell McCoy
SCC Staff
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Vultures House
by
Dan Wray
SCC Staff
Quite Contentedness
by
Zoe Wheeler
SEC Student
The spaces between your ribs are were you've been stockpiling your courage
and where you store the dregs of last night's regrets
because the bits of skin underneath your eyes have become laden and overflowing
with the fertility of shame there, where it multiplies at 3 AM
when the debtors come to harass you and demand payment for all your stolen, happy times.
You've been hoarding all your joy in the parenthesis around your lips
and the crow's feet framing your eyes
and in the almost imperceptible, merry sway of your hips,
all things the debtors are having the sincerest trouble locating or even comprehending.
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There’s This Place
by
Katrina Sams
SCC Student

Cautionary Tale
by
Lorri Barrier
SCC Staff
Daughter, don’t consider the lilies of the field.
Make sure you match,
and do something about your hair.
Please, don’t stop to smell the roses. Gobble your breakfast! The bus is coming!
Son, don’t seize the day. Stay in your seat; keep your hands to yourself,
and listen to your teacher. Don’t suck all the marrow out of life,
save some for the others. Children, put away your childish things.
Keep living spaces neat and free of Legos. Don’t talk and reason
as children, grow up and take responsibility for yourselves!
And just in case you were wondering,
mud is *not* mudlucious or puddle-wonderful.
Kids. Stop gathering ye rosebuds right now!
Ye may gather them tomorrow,
As long as ye homework is done.
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Teenage Means
by
Tia Patterson
SEC Student
You’re at this stage in your life where you feel nobody understands
You get emotional; it’s hard to focus on the little things you want to land
Instead of talking it out, you don’t even give people a chance
Well, my friend, believe it or not, your parents actually understand
Because teenage means acne all over
Friends coming over
Going to the mall
Talking about cute boys
It’s not in your dreams
It’s about speaking out
Staying up late
Driving a car
Or going on a date
It’s not all that it seems
You still have hopes and dreams
Because that’s what teenage means.

CrabtreeWaterfall
by
Donna Robison
SCC Student
~ 21 ~

Naturally
by
Samantha Linnell
SEC Student
The tops of the mountain to the deep valleys
The soaked sand that lies by the open sea
The withered desert next to the snowy artic
Complete opposites of nature
But they exist in the same world
Naturally
The deer hunts the rabbit
But the wolf hunts the deer
Cycles of nature that never cease
Only disturbed by the human
These happen because they are said to happen
Not because humans allowed or though they should
So why do humans interfere?
The leaves fall off in autumn
Only to return in the spring
The frozen winter lake melts
When summer’s heat falls onto it
Naturally: is to be expected,
To be formed in nature
Uninfluenced by humans

Easter Exposure (Acrylic Paint)
by
Andell McCoy
SCC Staff
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Butterfly (Printmaking)
by
Kelly Brown
SCC Student

Pisgah Covered Bridge
by
Donna Robison
SCC Student
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The Legend of the Narnian Faun
by
Samantha Ledbetter
SEC Student
Once upon a time, in a galaxy pretty far away,
A faun from the land of Narnia
Believed the he was not able to sway.
For he was trained at the almighty Hogwarts!
His duty to the Lord of Time
Was to simply walk into Mordor,
And sing the inhabitants a rhyme.
With his wand in hand,
The faun from a once great land
Began his journey of long.
But he believed his Lord of Time
Was wrong.
The people of Mordor could not be conquered
With just a mere song!
The loss of the Lord’s beloved had made him
too soft!
For he would not conquer with violence,
Nor even the thought.
With wand in hand and hobbit by his side,
The merciless faun would force them to abide.
After hours of battle,
His Lord finally appeared.
Never before was the faun so happy.
“This land will not fall as Gallifrey once did!”
Cried the Lord of old.
With just mere words to Sauron,
The Lord conquered the battle.
As he stepped into his majestic TARDIS,
With a smile and a wink,
Not even a blink,
He again smiled and said
“Sometimes you just need a Doctor.”
And the faun watched him fly away into the
stars.
And still, unable to sway,
Returned home to the once
Glorious land of Narnia.
To live and prosper in peace,
Following always in the path of
The Lord of Time.

Turkey Vulture
by
Dan Wray
SCC Staff

Winter
by
Jasmine Benson
SEC Student
Gently falling down
A white blanket of heaven
The snow hits the ground.
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Red Fish (Printmaking)
by
Angel Moua
SCC Student
Honorable Mention

Skull (Printmaking)
by
Kelvin Callicutt
SCC Student

Zebra (Printmaking)
by
Kelly Brown
SCC Student
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Once Beautiful
by
Ashley Swanner
SEC Student
Once beautiful, roses litter the ground.
Their life supply cut, browning as the seconds pass by.
Vibrant reds and pinks slowly fade the darkness.
No more beauty, only death.
Why would one kill these beautiful forms of life?
For no reason but to spite nature?
Or just to sit, prideful, in their dying presence.
Never would you see a woodland creature, killing for joy.
Murdering just because you can.
That is not living, that is existence.
Living means to use nature to survive,
Not to fulfill your sick pleasure of death.
Once beautiful, roses litter the ground.

Floral Arrangement (Alcohol Ink)
by
Erin Allen
SCC Staff
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Up Up and Away
by
Cindi Poole
SCC Staff

Fort Warren by James Cotton
SCC Employee
Honorable Mention
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Explosion in the Sky
by
Shana Poole
SCC Staff

MINE
by
Lisa Less
SEC Student
There, he held my hand
We sat on the bench by the lake
The night was cold on land
A move, he planned to make
I was nervous yet excited
He wanted to talk in private, in secret
The moon said that we both collided
It was when love first came, and we met
Holding onto me like I was a newborn
I listened to the heart of his, its beating
His body next to mine, he was warm
There was something special about him that was needing
Once again, the moon was the shine
With no word, no nothing, I knew that he was mine
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Charlotte
by
Van Johnson
SCC Student

Bechtler Museum
by
Van Johnson
SCC Student
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Another Cliché Love Story
by
Caleb Burris
SEC Student
Another Cliché Love Story
Though like bits of heaven the stars kill the night,
Even if the summer breeze almost tucks me in,
And even when the sounds of the night sing sweet lullabies,
I still lie here restless, thinking of her.
The boys she falls for don’t care about her like me.
They can’t understand why I haven’t abandoned all hope,
Nor the unconditional love I have for her.
Because they haven’t taken the time to learn who she really is.
Each of her break ups are a double sided sword for me.
I see the girl I know drowning in her own sorrow,
cutting into my soul as deeply as her now bloodied blade.
But even though she needs someone more than ever,
I’m not her hero on a white stallion come to take her away.
I know I am no Herculean body-builder
Or comparable to Shakespeare.
I’m surely not Edward or Jacob
But if given the chance,
I would throw away everything
To be everything she has ever wanted.
For so long I had sat back and watched,
I should be able to write a instruction book,
Of how to be her perfect boyfriend.
But I’m still just watching her life go by like a movie.
Hoping that it isn’t a tragedy,
But of a long awaited love story.

Painted Lady Butterfly
by
Barbara Colson
SCC Staff
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Mother Why?
by
Anna Starnes
SEC Student
I used to have a family
All happy and carefree
Until one day it shattered
and we were left to be.
I guess you didn't care
because you walked out that door
Never to be seen or heard
By no one ever more.
Didn't you think your children would need you?
I guess not because you're gone.
You left and destroyed the family we had
And now we are no more.
We were young and immature and didn't understand.
The older we got the more we realized
You never cared and never will.
I see others on the street with their mother and it reminds me of what I can never have.
You were never here for me when I needed you most.
I hoped you would come back one day but I have given up on you.
Sound familiar? Because you did that too.

Have Faith
by
Cindi Poole
SCC Staff
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