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P REFACE
This issue of Script is the seventh produced by students, and the second
created during the COVID-19 pandemic. Spring 2021 also contained the deadliest
winter weather I have seen as a Texan. This year's Academic Cooperative course
(ENGL 2389) took place entirely in the remote learning environment, amidst these
tremendous challenges. I cannot overstate how deeply proud I am of the twelve
student editors who brought this issue to you. Remote learning called us to adapt,
to reinvent the strategies we've used in the past, and these editors proved their
brilliance at every turn. I found their passion, generosity, and creativity profoundly
inspiring.
This issue will always have a unique place in the legacy of Script. In its
impressive 35-year history, no other issue has come together quite this way, under
such extraordinary circumstances. The work featured here is full of otherworldly
figures, searing observations, and landscapes both beautiful and terrifying. In these
pages, I see our community grappling with existential questions the pandemic has
put in sharp relief: how do we face the world, and ourselves, while such
unimaginable events unfold? Writing and art this good is at once timely and
timeless, and I am grateful to our contributors for trusting us with their incredible
work.
On behalf of the student editorial staff and the TCC South Campus
Department of English, I am proud to present the 2020-2021 issue of Script. Enjoy.

Logen Cure
Faculty Editor for Script
Tarrant County College South Campus
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Julia Shegedin

Damned to the Dust
S.B.
We’re like little birds with porcelain bodies
Dreaming of soaring through the sky
But stuck among the weeds we call home
Condemned to live among the dirt
Hoping that one day we can leave this place behind
Knowing full and well these fruitless attempts at flight
Do nothing but fuck up our frail and flightless bodies
Leaving us damaged and damned
With no option but to live among the dust

1

Fading
AMBER DAVIS
Acrylic on board, 36”x40”
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Beneath the Sky
A. RECTOR
“Head down, boy,” Uncle Scave had always said, his slender hands whacking
the back of his skull until his chin touched his chest. “Gaze on the ground, eyes on the
earth.” The Vagrant obeyed the memory, sight on his next step until he reached the
ridge of the dune. He watched the stream of grey sand cascade down the steeper
leeward slope before him.
Don’t look up, had been his mother’s mantra as they marched. Spoken softly,
as if reminding herself more than reminding him each time their family summited
another knoll, another hill, another dune that brought them closer to the sky. He still
heard her voice, the sound of her short, quick steps and her shadow beside his as
Uncle Scave and Father trudged ahead.
“When your shadow’s nice and crisp, means the sun’s out and watchin’ us,''
Father had taught him. “If your shadow gets all fuzzy-like or ain’t there at all, then
there’s clouds roamin’ over.”
“What’s a cloud?” the young Vagrant asked.
Father frowned. Then replied, “Some animal.”
“Whaddo they look like?”
“Don’t know, and it don’t matter. Don’t look. Else you’ll be like your brother.”
Mother shooshed them.
The Vagrant shook his head, dispersing the smoky memory. The ache
remained. He swallowed, descending the dune, sliding on the loose sand until he
reached the bottom. He had no shadow now. When he’d been young, he had liked
knowing clouds were above. Like transient guardians, protecting him from the sky
that took. He’d reach up once and a while, hoping to brush one with his fingertips.
As he’d grown older, he came to understand that the clouds did not care for him.
And they did not want to be touched.
“If you hear growlin’ and the sky’s drippin’, you know a papa cloud’s roilin’
mad,” Father said.
They’d found a cave that night, so they craned their necks up and stretched
out the soreness from a long while of hunching. Uncle Scave built the fire, Mother
sizzled the rabbit, while father stitched up the young Vagrant’s tearing shoes.
“Papa clouds roar and spit the white light of flickering shadows and crack
open the sky.” Father made a stabbing motion. He gestured when he spoke, and
Mother had to direct him back to the Vagrant’s shoes every minute. “Bright as the
3

sun’s gaze, only it ain’t yellow and it ain’t warm.”
“And it shivers the ground,” Uncle Scave added gruffly.
The young Vagrant gaped.
“Right, right,” Father said, casting a glare. “An’ they shiver the ground.”
Fine nebulas of dust whorled above the matte grey as he trudged up the
next incline. The Vagrant closed his eyes. Tired of the grey, of his ragged boots and
threadbare pant legs. The sound of the world was wind, rough and whipping. The
flap of cloth and billow of sand.
“The sun winks down,” Father explained another night, “which turns the blue
bits to black, but the black’s got stars in it.”
The young Vagrant frowned. “What’re stars?”
“Some animal.”
“Whaddo they look like?”
“Don’t know. Don’t matter.”
Uncle Scave rolled over, looking at them with flinty eyes in a gaunt face. The
young Vagrant flinched, afraid he was going to tell them to shut up before Father got
to finish.
Uncle’s dark gaze went distant and he said real slow and solemn, “They’re
bubbles. Like frothin’ river foam all spread out thin till only the gleam’s left. But the
sparkle sits still as stone and don’t flow away or swirl ‘round. There’s more than all
the sands I ever seen. Red and blue and yellow glitters. Like bubbles.”
Father laughed. “Still think you seen stars in a still puddle, brotherman?
Makes no sense. Ain’t no still waters here. Else we wouldn’t be trekking’.
“We’ll get to the quiet lakes, lookit the reflection. Then you’ll see,” Uncle Scave
said, rolling to face the other way. “See the sky without lookin’ up and fallin’ dead,” he
muttered. “Stars…”
The Vagrant clenched his jaw, pressing up another dune. Don’t look up,
Mother whispered when he reached the summit, her far and quiet voice louder than
the wind that groaned. Had his brother not heeded her words? The Vagrant breathed
in deep, as if to steel himself, and obeyed her once more. Down he went, following the
wavering needle of a compass. Even though Mother hadn’t listened to her own counsel in the end. Even though Father had wandered away in his grief, and Uncle Scave
had left him behind, the Vagrant would carry on.
To the quiet lakes.
A papa cloud grumbled somewhere behind, his voice rolling over the waves
of sand. The Vagrant reached another ridge but didn’t pause long enough for
Mother to speak, keeping his gaze on the ground, eyes on the earth.
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Sunset
JULIA SHEGEDIN
Oil on canvas, 16”x12.6”
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Cumulonimbus
JACOB LUTRELL
Inspiration what floats high above
Seems only now to give scale
To what I can not achieve.
Floating on the whimsy of futures bright
Fractals that shift, change, diffuse the light
Have only left in me
A pang of hunger for cotton candy clouds
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Host of the Prairie Clover
A. RECTOR
Photograph
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Honey or Vinegar?
RACHEL ROSE
We have all likely heard the phrase, “You catch more flies with honey than
with vinegar.” But when emotions run high, and an angry response feels more
justified, we tend to not heed that advice. In her article, “The Dudes Who Won’t
Wear Masks,” Julia Marcus attempts to remind her audience of this advice. As
implied by the title of the article, Marcus’s reason for writing this is the debate on
wearing masks and the anger-filled backlash towards people who do not wear
them as a means of trying to shame them into wearing a mask. Through this article,
Marcus attempts to address the ineffectiveness of this tactic versus the effectiveness of an empathic approach. As a healthcare professional writing to other
healthcare professionals and pro-mask people, Marcus makes the claim that an
empathic approach will ultimately be more effective and yield a more positive
response from non-mask wearers. While still validating and relating to the frustrations of her audience, Marcus makes a convincing, logical case for a compassioncentered approach with a focus on cooperative problem-solving rather than condemning and strong-arming.
While Marcus does not use a lot of ethos in her writing, what ethos she does
use is very effective. Right off the bat, we are told that Marcus is an epidemiologist
and assistant professor at Harvard Medical School and Harvard Pilgrim Health Care
Institute. This information lets the audience know that she has studied what she is
talking about and is already trusted enough to teach on these subjects at Ivy
League schools. Marcus also periodically makes references in her article to research done by others on things either directly related to mask-wearing or that
help build the basis for her claim so that people do not just have to take her word
for it. Early on, Marcus establishes that she and her audience have the same goal:
convincing more people to wear masks. She acknowledges and shows understanding for her audience’s feelings, saying, “The anger toward mask naysayers is understandable, and shaming can feel relieving in the moment.” By saying this, she is
letting her readers know that she hears them and empathizes with their frustration. With this common ground set in place, Marcus gains the trust of her readers
before she presents her reasoning and makes her claim.
Throughout her article, Marcus does a great job of using logical appeals that
are likely to be accepted by her audience and that build up the validity of her claim.
Marcus’s main logical appeal is her comparison of people wearing masks in social
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interactions to gay men using condoms during sex. This comparison gives an
example from the past when healthcare professionals and others tried to shame
people into doing what they said needed to be done and it did not work. In this
example, it was not until the needs and feelings of those the healthcare professionals were trying to convince were taken into consideration that any real progress
was made. Marcus goes on to show her audience that the trends emerging among
non-mask wearers are not all that surprising. She states, “A similar pattern has
emerged during prior pandemics and across other areas of health: Men—especially
those who endorse traditional masculine gender norms—have been less likely than
women to engage in protective health behaviors.” This knowledge, coupled with
the evidence that shaming techniques do not work, helps the audience see the
necessity of the compassionate approach Marcus is asking for. Marcus also provides her audience with logical and practical solutions. Marcus suggests that, just
like how condoms were made to take into consideration the needs and feelings of
the users, masks and other options need to be made that take into consideration
the needs and feelings of the users.
The main appeal of this article, however, is one of empathy. Marcus is
directly asking her audience to show empathy toward those who are against
wearing masks so that the necessity argument for wearing masks can be made
from a place of common ground, instead of confrontation. Marcus shows her
audience that the feelings of anti-maskers are the same feelings they themselves
have. She reminds her audience that they share the same emotions as the other
side and thereby makes a bridge that empathy can cross:
They fog up people’s glasses. They make noses itch and faces sweat.
Many masks feel decidedly uncool. They are yet another thing to
remember when walking out the front door. And, most of all, masks
are a constant reminder of what Americans so desperately want to
forget: that despite all of our sacrifices, the pandemic hasn’t gone
anywhere.
These inconveniences and feelings are things felt by people on both sides of the
mask debate and, by pointing this out, Marcus brings out the empathy in her
audience. Marcus also asks her audience to take action. She encourages her audience to “meet people where they are” and be the ones who take a step toward
compromise. Marcus wants her audience to feel empowered to make changes that
benefit everyone. “Public health works best when it recognizes and supports
people’s needs and desires without judgment. If Americans do this right, Huff might
even find that his wearing a mask is the very thing that makes those checkout
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ladies smile.” This final appeal to the audience’s empathy also points out the way
that this approach leaves everyone feeling heard, understood, and empowered. It is
a message of, “Let’s not just say you should do it, whether you like it or not,” but,
instead, come at the issue saying, “I feel your frustration; let’s work together and
come to a solution we can both agree on. We’re on the same side.”
In her article, Julia Marcus does a beautiful job of balancing her call for
empathy and compromise with sound, logical reasoning so that her audience also
feels empathy from her. Marcus’s “less is more” approach to ethos and more heavy
reliance on pathos and logos to persuade her audience is very well-suited for the
purpose of the article. This method gives the audience a sense of hope in the end by
showing not only evidence for the author’s claim, but also how it can be put into
practice. It also showcases that Marcus practices what she preaches by not shoving
her credentials down her audience’s throat but instead connecting with them on a
personal level. Knowing how authors shape arguments and what “tricks” they use
makes us a better audience. Even if a specific argument would not work well for us
personally, by knowing what the author is appealing to, and combining that with
the target audience, we are able to see the argument from a different perspective.
Knowing the different types of appeals also helps us differentiate between arguments that are convincing versus ones that are manipulative. By knowing how to
differentiate between the two, we can become more properly informed individuals.
Work Cited
Marcus, Julia. “The Dudes Who Won’t Wear Masks.” The Atlantic, 23 June 2020.
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Small Restaurants at the Park
JULIA SHEGEDIN
Oil on canvas, 16”x12.6”
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One Winter Day at the Park
JULIA SHEGEDIN
Oil on canvas, 13.1”x9.5”
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Elsewhere
A. RECTOR
We wish for somewhere we are not.
Pulled into the romance of a picture,
of what could be mundane.
We never see it while we’re there.
The mountain lake a starry mirror
‘til the morning turns it to a pink puddle
in a valley of snow and frost-laden pines;
the winter silence echoes.

The sandstone church is crumbling,
cloaked in ivy, flowering vines
that drag in the silty green river wandering by;
a girl reads in the window,
sipping on something transparent orange
as a white cat suns on the sill.
Old heat rises from black asphalt
as the twilight lavenders the sky,
and the horizon bleeding amber
has never before seemed so far away;
the fireflies call to each
other across the blonde grasses
as the crickets scrape their wings
and headlights flash on by.
A cabin in a forest speckled red and gold
and smelling of tea as the cool leaves of
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yesteryear dissolve beneath warm colors;
the hearth is dying down,
and the coffee’s finished brewing,
and the deer have left their tracks
beside the tire prints in the mud.
We never see it when we’re here.
The romance where we are.
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Get a Grip
S.B.
Photograph
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Loose Change
CECILIA GONZALES
I keep a nickel in my pocket
to remind me
of the time I spent
thinking about my past.
When I was 5,
my mother sat me down,
asked me where I had been.
Touched a 10 dollar bill on the counter
at the gas station down the road
I used to walk to with my step sister.
She often grabbed my hand
while crossing the street
—but she never held my hand
around family, I pick the pennies up that are
heads down.
I think about that time
when my family members were not strangers,
they pray for me,
they say
“rezamos por ti.”
I gathered all the loose change around my apartment complex.
My children give me weird looks,
but I gather the change
put it into a pink piggy bank
smash it when they reach an age
they can understand.
I tell my children,
keep a nickel in your pocket
you’ll never be broke.
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Twisted Dark Fantasy
KYLE LEE
Digital crayon on paper texture, 24”x36”
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It’s Your Fault
LADY ANN
It’s your fault,
They say.
And it never stops.
It’s your fault.
It repeats so much
It never comes to a halt.
It permeates my brain,
It’s your fault.
It makes me feel insane.
“You should never have worn that”
Or, perhaps,
“You should have fought back”
And even,
“You should have reported it.”
Making me feel like shit.
It comes like tidal waves,
But hits like a catastrophe.
They’ll say and show it
in a thousand different ways,
It’s your fault.
“You shouldn’t have been alone with him.”
“You should have screamed louder.”
“You revealed too much skin.”
“What did you expect?”
Every word more destructive,
Every day more unbearable,
Everyone more intrusive…
Where does the fight really begin,
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And when does it really end?
They also say it’s done and over with,
Yet he walks free…
How could no one believe me?
In a world without accountability,
In a world so ready to cast judgement and blame,
To dissect me and infect me,
With the guilt and the shame…
IT’S YOUR FAULT…
Never mine…
Only yours,
By the hands that commit the crime,
And the blood on the fingers that point to me,
Someday I hope you understand and see…
It wasn’t my fault.
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ReBirth
AMBER DAVIS
Oil on canvas panel, 16”x20”
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Pursuing the Self
A. RECTOR
Equality of the races and genders in the United States of America has been a
long and winding story for such a young country. On July 4th, 243 years ago, this
nation’s birth certificate proclaimed: “We hold these truths to be self-evident, that
all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain
unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty and the pursuit of
Happiness.” Dozens of men signed this paper, the Declaration of Independence,
even as they owned slaves themselves. It would be another nine decades until
slavery was abolished completely, and almost a century after that before civil
rights for both women and minorities gained enough momentum to enact
substantial change. This civil rights era hearkened back to what was said hundreds
of years ago, that all are born equal and possess the right to pursue what they
wished, to be who they wanted to be and manifest their identity without restraints
or limitations. Yet, even with equal protection under the law and the right to vote
in their pockets, women and minorities still had a major obstacle to overcome
before they could wholly be themselves: society and its norms. As an AfricanAmerican woman in this age, Lorraine Hansberry wrote a play, A Raisin in the Sun,
that explores male and female identity in this era, specifically in a household where
standard gender expectations deviate because of the racial stigmas of the external
world and the individuals’ own internal struggles. She uses two siblings, Walter
and Beneatha Younger, to demonstrate how this endeavor for agency and the
freedom to determine one’s own identity, ironically, cannot be accomplished alone
and at the cost of family.
Despite their differences and frequent disagreements, Walter and Beneatha
are more similar than they are willing to recognize, both struggling with their
identity as a Black person and the expectations attached to their gender. The play
almost immediately introduces Beneatha as being “as intense as her brother,”
showing right off the bat how both are fierce in personality (Hansberry 945). They
both crave agency, and despise being trapped in the same societal cage preventing
them from becoming what they know they could be. Interestingly, they themselves
are also a large part of the problem. They constantly ridicule the other’s dreams
and their roles as a man or woman. Beneatha wishes to be a doctor, a rare position
for a female, and at one point in response to this, Walter pitilessly tells her to just
“go be a nurse like other women—or just get married and be quiet.” Walter, on the
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other hand, wants to open and own a liquor store to support his family like he
feels a man should, but Beneatha calls him “mad” and “a nut” (Hansberry 946-48).
Underlying this ongoing rivalry is the prospect of Mama’s money, since both
siblings need it to pursue their own forms of independence. This is ironic, seeing
how Walter and Beneatha both yearn for personal freedom, and yet cannot move
forward without external assistance. In this case, that assistance is money earned
by the efforts of another, their father, and put under the care of another, Mama
(Hansberry 947). Hansberry uses this to show how, even in the pursuit of freedom
and autonomy, they need outside help beyond their own strength. Yet, instead of
banding together and helping one another, or considering the possibility of compromise, the siblings “are both driven by egotism to get as much of the insurance
money as possible for their personal goals; Beneatha is just as ready to cut her
brother out of any share in the money as he is to cut her out” (Carter 103). Hansberry uses Mama, who is “concerned only with the disintegration of the family,” to
strive for unity in the family (Bigsby 60). She critiques each person, but never stops
loving them, even going so far as to say that they are supposed to love someone the
most “when he’s at his lowest and can’t believe in hisself ’cause the world done
whipped him so!” (Hansberry 1009). Mama knows they need each other and does
her best to keep the family together amidst all the fighting and conflict.
In her attempts to understand who she is, Beneatha claims to defy assimilationism, and pushes back against her own family as many of them try to bind her to
traditional roles. We see sexist oppression not just from Walter, but from the men
she dates. George thinks it is “pretty funny” that Beneatha wants to be a doctor, and
Asagai states that “between a man and a woman there need be only one kind of
feeling” and “for a woman [that feeling] should be enough” (Hansberry 955, 962).
Yet, Beneatha, seemingly against her own statements, continues to date them and
try to find her identity in some part of them. Even though she would be resistant to
admitting it, Beneatha compromises herself in order to find her way in life. She
denies her family and American ways, such as God and her supposed role as a
woman, yet turns to Africa, Asagai, and education, absorbing—assimilating—
aspects of them into herself (Hansberry 955). As Beneatha vehemently asserts her
wish to be an independent and unique person, she incongruously relies on Mama’s
money to get her there. It is only when that money is undoubtedly lost that Beneatha realizes she has been selfish in her quest for agency and “rises out of her
despair to make an active commitment to the white-surrounded house, thereby
gaining a corresponding sense of solidarity with her family” (Carter 103). She
realizes that her strength comes from working in harmony with the people of her
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household, and though she might be more limited in her self-expression, she can
move further in life by being cooperative. She will not, however, be cowed and
cease her search for agency; it is just that Beneatha now understands that she
cannot sacrifice her relationship with family in order to do so.
Walter Younger trudges along on a similar journey, trying to find his
identity but feeling that he can do nothing as a man without power and money.
This is in part because Walter believes that a man is his power and money. The
white society and his family of women consistently deny him these things he feels
necessary in order to be a masculine head of the household. He thinks the “strength
[of the family women is] a source of his weakness” (Cook 78). “In a world of [...]
possessors and the possessed, [Walter] wants to possess, not for respectability but
out of a need for independence” (Fabre 53). Walter takes little responsibility for his
predicaments, blaming his family and the world for his lack of agency, even as he
makes many individual choices that lead him to where he is. It is only when Walter
is given money by Mama that he stops sulking and whining about how “Nobody in
this house is ever going to understand [him]” (Hansberry 947). For that short time,
he feels like a real man, excited to open a business and be an employer, not
employed. But when the money, his identity, is taken from him, he crumbles, and
his flimsy throne is snatched from him. Hansberry does this to show what a person
becomes when they selfishly and wholly focus on themself without any
consideration of others.
It is not until the play begins to near its closing that the Younger siblings
“see that their real opponents are not each other but the entire system of privilege
and exclusion” (Carter 103). They finally realize that they are in this together and
assemble against Mr. Lindner, a symbol of white oppression, as one unit
(Hansberry 1011). The family women, Ruth, Mama, and Beneatha, back Walter up
and give him the support he always desired from them, but they could not give
until he understood that he is not a lone individual, but a father, husband, brother,
and son. In this, he loses some independence, but gains much more. Yet, even as
Walter and Beneatha silently agree to support each other and the family, they still
“retain their personal goals for the future, she of becoming a doctor, he of going
into some business; they have simply established a set of priorities, placing the
family and the struggle for the house first” (Carter 103). They realize that they
can’t have it all and must compromise with each other, the world, and themselves,
in order to move forward.
A Raisin in the Sun captures the uncertainty in what it means to be a Black
man or woman in a time when African-Americans had less say in what their
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identity should and could be. Hansberry uses Walter and Beneatha to exemplify
this plight and shows how, even in the face of discrimination and hardship, they
can find agency in the options available to them. The 1950s play explores the
Younger family’s struggle to actually obtain the “unalienable Rights” that would
allow them to better establish their identity, and how lonely and steep that struggle
becomes when they try to face it alone.
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The First Evil
KYLE LEE
Digital gouache on canvas texture, 24”x36”
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Of Broken Dreams and Broken Windows
S.B.
My dreams are like a broken stained glass window
held deep inside a dilapidated church.
At one time large, elaborate and greatly valued
but now thanks to the passage of time
and those that would rather throw bricks than bask in beauty,
it's all been shattered and spread along the ground.
Once something loses what holds it together
it is almost impossible to bring it back to one piece.
Some may come along and try and place the pieces back together,
but are later surprised by the obvious outcome:
Deep cuts, regret, and hurting anyone who cared enough to help.
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To Bear the Weight
A. RECTOR
Ink pen on paper, 8.5”x11”
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Ripples
JUAN CARLOS SANCHEZ M.
A mass of people huddled around the bed like ants drawn to sugar; their
faces stared at the crumbling man in front of them. Eighty-four years and a law
career had provided him decent wealth but now with wit and vigor run dry, the
man had only his prayers left to him. A billion-billion specs of dust lay over the
angels in his home, fine ceramics he’d accumulated throughout his life, resting over
them like ash in a burning city, testifying to their failed sanctity.
Whispers moved through the crowd of faces, danced their way through the
room to the beat of a blinking box that stood at the side of the bed from which
wires stretched over onto the man. One split at the nose, one ran down his left arm,
over the covers, and one ended somewhere under the blankets. The man however,
could not feel them, could not hear the beeping box by his head, or the murmurs at
his feet. Neither could he see them; his eyes, that once gave him the most accurate
of his senses, could now draw in only figures, a fogged reality with no discernable
shape—and now even that was fading. Only his prayers were left to him.
He was gone in a second. The last of his sight slipped into darkness, a breath
later it was back. A single light shined meters above his head, or inches, or miles,
there was no discerning it, distance. He tried reaching out, tried grabbing the light
but all he had was consciousness, no arms to stretch or legs to walk on. The darkness became an abyss as the man realized his position: he was stuck. There was
only distance, and only his prayers were left to him but before a thought could
come, he rose. Although the distance was unchanging and there was nothing
around him, no breeze he could feel, or feet to touch ground with, he knew he was
rising. A moment after that, he became aware of his body, still rising. He tried to
reach again, extended his hand. Very faintly, for a second, he felt something or
thought he had, ridged and rough. Before he could close his hand around the
feeling he heard a snap, then he fell into the abyss.
There was extreme pain for a moment and the light disappeared, then
suddenly it was back. He could feel himself lying against a surface, some uneven
floor. For the first time, he formed a thought, wondered what this was, the abyss
that suddenly had a floor, the light that seemed no further or closer than before,
and why he’d fallen. Pain ran through his body again for a second before his legs
made him stand. “Why am I hurting?” he asked himself before he felt his body rise
again. There was a feeling of despair in him now, like a lost child. This time he
could see the floor getting further away. He wondered how far up would he go as
28

anxiety choked him. He reached out again for that faint feeling of before, it was
stronger now, he knew he’d touched something but before he could close his hand
around the feeling, he heard a snap, then fell back into the abyss.
Pain, darkness, and a moment later, he was back. Another moment of pain
and then he was standing. He let a scream flood out of his throat, hoped it would
drown him, but it faded into the nothingness. Again he began to rise, and again he
began to scream, to call for help but he knew what was coming. He reached out and
before he could close his hand around hope, heard a snap.
Time did not exist, only pain from the rise and fall beneath a perpetual light
of no and all distance. The man had only his prayers left, and he prayed; looked
around to find help, tried to run, tried to dig out a place with his hands, on what
turned out to be dirt under his feet, to which he could anchor—but he rose all the
same. At one point he thought he’d seen another man; on the next loop he was sure,
stared at him, cried out to him, and heard no response. Eventually he stopped
screaming, stopped asking for help, just rose and sank with despair with the feeling
of an ever-evading hope at his palm. There was no way to tell how long he’d been
there but at one point, a new thought came into his head through the fear and
anxiety: “Why?”
The man lay with his limbs broken. Appearing dead, his eyes opened.
“How did this happen?” he asked the man that had been standing as witness.
“You know the answer, Thomas,” the man said in an indifferent tone, filling
Thomas with anger.
“Jesus Christ, No! This isn’t right—I don’t! I don’t deserve this.”
“Oh vanity, thy name is youth. Thomas, you’ve got what you wanted. You
were always a curious lad, people loved that about you, but you never cared much
about learning from others. The brave little man always had to be at the front,” the
man said.
“No!"
“Yes Thomas! You know why you’re here. Remember the time little Andrew
beat you at climbing the tree behind the storage house? He thought he’d finally be
able to show you how to do something.”
“It was an accident, I was a kid!”
“You’d teach him a lesson right? How could that baby think he’d have something to show you? You shook the branch until it snapped! You told everyone he’d
tried to catch up to you when he fell! You killed him, Thomas, and the only thing that
scared you more than that was the thought that one day you’d die too.”
“I changed! I never hurt people like that again!” Thomas said.
29

“You never killed again, no, but you never changed. You lied and cheated
your whole life, Thomas. Always scared to be caught for the fraud you were.
Although you’re right in a way, you did change that day. That fall opened your eyes
just as much as it shut his, you never believed your own lies after that. Even now
you don’t. So don’t lie to me, Thomas.”
“I—don’t get it. I lived a good life.”
“To all eyes but yours,” the man said.
“So it meant nothing then?”
“It meant nothing to you.”
“Damn what I think! I don’t deserve Hell for it!” Thomas said.
“Where you are is entirely your fault Thomas but this isn’t Hell. This is you.”
“So there’s no way out?”
“Don’t be too sad Thomas. You always wanted to live forever. You always
wanted to live just like this,” the man said.
Thomas picked himself up as his limbs contorted back into place. He lifted his
eyes and saw a tree.
Not even his prayers were left to him.
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Self Portrait as Medusa
MEGAN WELCHEL
Oil on canvas, 16" tondo
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Ruin to Realize
A. RECTOR
How many things lie dormant
In the ink and paint? In the marble?
Only to die
In a single form?
He dared not shatter the infinite
Possibilities with a choice.
Pained and small, he stood before
The blinking cursor,
The vacant canvas,
The unhewn flesh of Carrara,
All unblemished by error
And by beauty.
He turned away, afraid to
Ruin all that could have been.
The cosmos crumbles and
The master entropy grinds
Potentialities and finalities
Into heatless nebulas.
All will be dust.
So he who dared to fail
Shallowed the deep potentials.

Braiding threads from endless words,
He wove a single tale.
Herding shifting colors and lines,
He sculpted order in the paint.
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From the mountain’s ancient folds,
Michelangelo chose David.
Narrowed the infinite.
Destroying innumerable abstracts
To reify one.
Is it not for us
To do the same?
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Kalma and Surma
AMBER DAVIS
Oil on board, 24”x30.5”
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TrustFall
STACEY GREENE
Losin’ track of the time
These past months have flown by
I feel different, I feel new, only been a year but shit got real
Everything’s gonna turn out all right
I’m still alive
Stop carin’ so much
And just let go
Tunnel vision lost feelings don’t think about the past
Just let it pass
Time heals on my own, put myself here
Can’t take that from me, I did it no help
I’m in your car, I’m in your room, new shit, you make me feel brand new
And damn you’re so cool
I can’t lie, it’s been hard but shit I’ve come so far

New shit different day, I’m tired of this place
12 months so much changed never switch face
I’m up early workin’ hard and I moved places stay consistent and patient
Everything’s gonna turn out all right
I’m still alive
Stop carin’ so much
And just let go

Use a QR code scanner app to hear
the song at www.southscript.org.
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Nightscape
JULIA SHEGEDIN
Oil on canvas, 13.1”x9.5”
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