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P R E FA C E
This issue of Script is the fifth edited and produced completely by students.
This is also my fifth year teaching the Academic Cooperative (ENGL 2389), the
course designed for the production of the magazine. This year, as always, my team
of eight student editors found new ways to surprise and inspire me.
Each issue is constructed from open campus-wide submissions. Every year,
themes emerge that reflect where we are as a community. Early in the semester,
the editors expressed a specific vision. They said they wanted to curate a message
of optimism and hope. This lens proved tremendously helpful in our discussions,
challenging us to unpack complex issues with a positive message in mind. True
optimism requires acknowledgment of the problems we face. This issue explores
the strength in vulnerability, the power of resilience, and the value of celebrating
diverse voices. I am deeply proud of each and every one of my editors.
This issue showcases the excellence of South Campus visual artists. Our
selections include a range of mediums: drawing, painting, sculpture, photography,
digital art, printmaking, embroidery and fiber work. This issue also contains our
first-ever interview. We caught up with former TCC-South student and visual artist,
Contine Penick, who currently attends the Chicago Institute of Art. We also have
sharp, insightful academic and personal essays this year, along with courageous,
moving poetry. Our music selections are all instrumental, which prompted us to
publish artist statements for the first time ever. We are grateful for the opportunity
to reflect the strength and daring of our community with this empowering edition.
On behalf of the student editorial staff and the TCC-South Campus
Department of English, I am proud to present the 2018-2019 issue of Script. Enjoy.

Logen Cure
Faculty Editor for Script
Tarrant County College South Campus
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She dances in the rain with feet so small,
an hourglass figure and a face like a doll,
smile too wide and eyes too bright.
Are her pupils too big? Too small? Too feline?
Her skin smells sickly sweet to hide the smell of decay underneath,
flesh as pale as the dead and laugh that chimes like a graveyard bell.
You wanted this creature, this faerie girl,
cobbled together of dried flowers and river stones.
Any creature born of such things would have a chest emptier than a huldra’s
gaping back.
Her nymph-like face and form, though twice as sweet, hides lovely danger
underneath.
She’d kiss you quite insane like a siren drenched in spray, singing only your name.
Would you still love her if she dragged you into the depths only to devour you
whole?
Her world has gone from sweet freedom to a different type of cage.
She smiles for you and you alone, simply because you made her so.

But what price would be paid for sweet obedience?
For her to live for only you, throwing away the mania of her mind.
Remember if you are foolish enough to chase this dream,
pixies may hate iron, but they love the taste of blood.
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Digital art
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Musician Statement:

“All the Time” was written when I was losing everything I had. My
belongings were packed in boxes around me, and the emptiness in the house
created a haunting reverb. For a couple of hours, I sat and played to stop thinking
of all the time I had left to be alone. As sad as its origin sounds, over the years this
song has become one of my favorites to play. Since I was sixteen, I have recorded
and produced beats and snippets of music, everything including techno, jazz, blues,
hip-hop, and classical. The plan for this submission was to make something in one
take, and because I only had a week or two and had never recorded “All the Time,”
this was my go-to song.

Use a QR code scanner app to hear
the song at www.southscript.org.
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In the early 1920s, industrialization began to spread into both the United
States and London. There were many critics of this progress, including Karl Marx,
who argued that this new society separated people into two classes: the
bourgeoisie and the proletariat. Marx’s theories helped shape the 20th century.
Having lived through these times, Virginia Woolf displays themes such as
capitalism, love, and mental illness in her novel Mrs. Dalloway, which centers on
Clarissa Dalloway, and takes place over the span of one day in 1923. Woolf creates
a subtle but purposeful connection between societal class and nature to show the
suppression of an industrialized society.
Many of the characters in Mrs. Dalloway represent the ideal citizen in their
industrial society. Lady Bruton, for example, is well-known around town and
described as having extravagant parties. Her youth was spent in the country “in
Devonshire, where she had jumped the brooks on Patty, her pony, with Mortimer
and Tom, her brothers,” but her current urban life is idealized by most citizens
(Woolf 346). The only time she thinks about anything involving nature or flowers,
which can be seen as Lady Bruton’s suppressed life, is when she is falling asleep.
While she has accepted this new conservative life, she dreams of her previous life
when she was her true, natural self who was free to form her own ideas. As stated
by Alex Zwerdling, “this repression of feeling is very much the product of upperclass training” (72). She is so disconnected from nature due to her wealth and
status that she does not know what to do with carnations when they are given to
her. After successfully negotiating with men she hosted for lunch, she “stuffed all
Hugh’s carnations into the front of her dress, and flinging her hands out called him
‘My Prime Minister!’” (Woolf 345). In this instance, the Prime Minister could be
seen as a totalitarian figure to whom Lady Bruton is a servant. Woolf makes Lady
Bruton’s actions dramatic to show the extreme disconnect from not only nature,
but reality. As society progresses with industries, so does the gap between the
wealthy upper-class and nature.
Richard Dalloway, on the other hand, tries a little harder. He buys Clarissa
red and white roses, which, according to Jeanne Shearer, “certain combinations [of
roses] can have even more specific significance. Red and white roses together… are
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a symbol of unity.” This symbolism is ironic because of the physical and mental
disconnect between Richard and Clarissa. Richard attempts to do something for
her without realizing that Clarissa has already bought dozens of flowers. His
inability to tell her that he loves her while giving her roses shows the suppression
of emotion from their society. Woolf’s creation of these characters is criticize the
bourgeoisie of 1923 London through their isolation from nature. While the
characters may walk through parks or see flowers, they do not appreciate it as
much as others may. In this situation, however, Clarissa is in a different position.
She is closely connected with flowers and reminisces on memories that have not
been completely suppressed by their society. However, she is still the wife of a
conservative politician, a model citizen during the time. She hosts a party as the
perfect trophy wife, but she is simply playing a part. Clarissa acts as a spider for
society’s expectations. She makes connections to other members of her class. The
only thing holding Richard and Clarissa’s marriage together is “that spider’s thread
of attachment between himself and Clarissa” (Woolf 348). James Sloan Allen makes
the same comparison and says “the web of civil society at once links citizens…
[Clarissa’s] parties spin this web by assembling far-flung Londoners” (593).
Clarissa even saves Sally and Peter like prey at her party, pushing them off as long
as she can, wrapping them up in their own anticipation. Sally and Peter are
reminders of her desired, ideal self. Her connection to flowers reveals that truly
she is not what Richard expects of her, or what society expects of her, but someone
who wants to experience what she did in her youth.
In contrast to the “model citizens,” there are characters that have a deeper
connection with nature who are oppressed because they are not “normal” to the
upper-class. For example, Septimus, who fought as a soldier on behalf of society, is
oppressed by Sir William Bradshaw and Doctor Holmes as soon as he began
showing signs of “shell-shock.” Bradshaw and Holmes are representative of the
upper class, who “uses its influence to exclude and sequester alien or threatening
forces… and to protect itself from any sort of intense feeling” (Zwerdling 72).
Septimus has been so deeply affected by the war that he resonates with the elm
trees he sees in the park with Rezia. To him, the “leaves were alive; trees were
alive. And the leaves being connected by millions of fibres with his own
body” (Woolf 295). Elm trees are significant because according to Shearer, “elm
trees signify dignity.” Septimus deserves dignity not only for serving in the war, but
also for the anguish he experiences day-to-day from his doctors and the constant
oppression of his emotions from Rezia. Septimus finds solace in nature. Some of his
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calmest moments are when he is near trees or flowers, some of which are artificial.
This relation shows that nature is what connects people to a realistic society.
Ultimately, Septimus would rather die than let doctors, or society, dictate what he
does with his life.
Another example of a character oppressed is Sally Seton. When Sally is
introduced to the novel, through Clarissa’s memory, she is described as someone
who would be a rebel against society. She would often pick “hollyhocks, dahlias—
all sorts of flowers that had never been seen together—cut their heads off, and
made them swim on the top of water in bowls,” which is a symbolic way of
reinventing how society should be viewed (Woolf 302). Sally was the person that
Clarissa admired most, but she knew that they could not be together, so she settles
for Richard. Sally gave Clarissa the inspiration to deny some of the conservative
expectations in her later life. However, Sally ultimately ends up giving in to what
society wants, and nature is her only connection to her past. After becoming a
mother and living in this new life, she changes completely, and is not recognized by
Clarissa or Peter. She takes her husband’s name, which further separates her from
her past. Sally “often went into her garden and got from her flowers a peace which
men and women never gave her,” which shows that she still has a connection with
nature that lets her express her emotions temporarily, until she must suppress
these feelings and play the role of a wife and mother (Woolf 391). As stated by
Justyna Kostkowska, Sally is now “a wife of a rich merchant, she now owns
conservatories of rare plants grown out of their native environment, forced into a
closed space and controlled, in themselves a symbol for what she herself has
become” (195). Sally and Clarissa are both in a situation where their love for
flowers and freedom of expression almost overshadow their roles in society, but
both always end up accepting their class and the expectations of them. Sally has
accepted that “expressing oneself freely was impossible,” but Clarissa finds other
outlets to express herself (Kostkowska 195). While Clarissa has given into the
domestic life, it does not stop her from reading literature and expressing herself
through flowers. All of the flowers Clarissa gets are intentionally listed,
“delphiniums, sweet peas, bunches of lilac… carnations… roses… irises… arum
lilies…” (Woolf 290). The list of flowers shows that Clarissa does not mind what
type of flowers she has, as long as there are flowers. Aside from Sally, Clarissa is the
character related to flowers the most. The difference is Clarissa buys her flowers,
while Sally grows her own, which mirrors how their lives have played out. Clarissa
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has always been wealthy, but Sally had to work her way up the ladder to get to a
point where she could marry someone wealthy. Another stark difference between
the two is Clarissa’s connection to nature seems to be deeper than Sally’s. Clarissa
can reminisce on her memories of Bourton just from an open window and she is
“more in tune with her feelings and open to emotional intimacy, both with Peter,
and the kind that made her happiest: with another woman” (Kostkowska 193).
Peter is the single character that does not fall under either extreme of this
society at all. Since he left for India for five years, his perspective on the world,
though critical, is fresh and different. While he did spend a large portion of his life
in London, he does not seem to have been there for the peak of industrialization.
However, this does not exclude him from forms of oppression at all. Instead of
participating in industrialization, Peter is in India for colonialism or imperialism.
While in India, he finds Daisy, which is his equivalent of nature for Clarissa, but
since he leaves her in India, he has left part of himself behind as well. Daisy is
someone Peter has “claimed,” and his connection to nature is through her due her
name being a flower. Peter’s “ownership” of Daisy represents many of the colonial
attitudes he has discovered, and accepted, on his journey to India. Woolf
intentionally named her Daisy to give Peter an ego. He believes that since he has a
physical person as his “nature,” he is better than everyone. He thinks that he is the
most clear-headed out of everyone because his distraction is physically not near
him. However, out of all the characters, Peter, while incredibly judgmental, is
connected to every character in the story in some way, and, thus, is one of the most
reliable minds to criticize how people are being destroyed by this forced
repression of feelings. Peter thinks that, “Daisy would look ordinary beside
Clarissa. And she would think me a failure, which I am in their sense, he thought; in
the Dalloways’ sense,” which shows that he recognizes that he will not be approved
of in this new society, perhaps because his “wealth,” Daisy, is not with him (Woolf
307). Since Peter is connected to all of the characters, he is also connected to much
of the scenery in the novel, which makes him seem to be more aware of the
transformations that took place in Clarissa and Sally. He is not excluded from the
comparisons and relations to flowers. Sally often was reminded of Peter when she
saw blue hydrangeas, which, according to Shearer, “are typically a symbol of
someone who is boastful,” which certainly applies to Peter’s ego (3). Also, while
Peter is following a woman, holding his knife, he sees, “swinging baskets of pale
geraniums” as she goes into her house (Woolf 314). According to Shearer,
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“geraniums [are] symbols of folly and stupidity,” which shows how thoughtless
Peter can be (3). Peter’s character provides an opportunity for Woolf to view other
characters and their ideals with an outsider perspective.
Woolf explores industrialization and uses it to define characters through
their interactions with nature. Because of this, the contrast between characters
becomes extreme if the reader pays attention to the subtlety of the natural
environment. Through Woolf’s characters, the reader can see the Marxist as well as
colonial attitudes that were commonly found throughout the 20 th century. The
immense amount of emotion that has been suppressed by some of these ideas is
explored in Mrs. Dalloway, and some can be applied to modern day.
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She stands there dutifully, watching as I study the action figure. I hold the
figure in my hands, scrutinizing every inch of it. As I examine the figure (a Batman
figure designed by the late, great Darwyn Cooke), I’m consciously aware that she is
studying my face, paying attention to my facial expressions. She waits until I’m no
longer narrowing my eyes and holds her hand out expectantly. She knows what
comes next. “What do you think of this one?” I say apprehensively as I hand her the
figure.
She studies the figure, almost seven years of experience telling her exactly
what to look for. She looks for scratches, scuffs, deformities (like off-center eyes,
bent accessories, paint irregularities, etc.), chips in the paint, and other
unimportant yet important details. I watch nervously until she nods in approval
and hands me the figure. “This one looks great babe. Definitely a keeper,” she says.
My face lights and I smile from ear to ear. We start heading to the front
counter when something catches my eye. It’s an Adam West-era Batman figure. Is
the costume made out of cloth? Holy shit! The cape is made out of silk! I think to
myself. I turn to her and then eye the figure again. She laughs and motions me off.
“Go ahead, I’ll wait,” she says as I smile and head off towards the figure. The
process starts again.
As long as I can remember, I’ve collected action figures. From Star Wars to
DC Comics to Transformers, it’s been my hobby since I began to recognize the value
in what most see simply as toys. Equally as long, I’ve struggled with obsessivecompulsive disorder (OCD). With OCD, you focus on seemingly unimportant details
and this obsession can grind your day to a halt. These obsessions range from
somewhat understandable things like a stack of video games not being straight to
crazy things like not being able to decide which side of your plate a glass of water
should sit and spending an hour trying to figure it out. Something as simple as
picking out a 12-pack of soda becomes an ordeal. Perhaps the box is a little
squished. Maybe the box is off-color. Or maybe it feels lighter than the others.
Things like this would drive most people in your life crazy.
That’s why my fiance is so great. She is so patient and understanding and
she knows that I can’t help myself. Not once has she lost her temper nor has she
told me, “It doesn’t matter.” She doesn’t know why it matters, she just knows it
matters to me. Having that level of support in your life is incredibly important. It
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makes coping with the annoyance and embarrassment that much easier. It makes
life with OCD bearable.
Back at the store, I hand the Adam West Batman figure to her. She eyes it
intently and hands it back to me. “It looks pretty good, but you look uncertain,” she
says with concern. Ever-attentive, she sees the pensive look on my face.
I turn and place the figure back on the shelf and grab another seeminglyidentical figure. “I think I like the look of this one a little better,” I reply.
She smiles and says, “Well, then that’s the one.” She doesn’t care if its
important to her, she just knows it important to me.
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Mixed media on paper, 9”x12”
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Beginning with the buzzard, you broke into my life.
You picked apart my space, tried to make me buy the bit,
but you missed home so much, you blazed the booze,
broke your bass on the bricks.
Bop it, bop it.
My mother is perpetually screaming.
She doesn’t want this either. It is painful.
You are unwanted,
but you persist.
Pull it, twist it, bop it.
You are toxic.
When I thought it was the final conflict,
you came after me next,
restraining order, torn up the same night .
Twist it, twisted.
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Clay, gold, and glaze, 12"x4"
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Clay, gold, and glaze, 12"x4"
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Tell the bees I’m leaving
That I won’t be back anymore
Their honey may have sweetened my lip
Yet their “one time” stings make me glad I’ll be gone
Tell the roses I’m going
That I’m no longer charged with keeping them tame
Beauty and sweetness may have drawn me in
Still I’ve learned to abhor their thorns
Most importantly remind yourself when I’m gone
That the bruises, burns, and beer cans were all made by you
You saturated toxins into my brain long before the stinger’s prick
This turtle now knows the scorpion’s nature and will not be back again
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Musician Statement:

This track is about the feeling you'd get from traveling in space with a
friend, or the feeling you get from playing Super Smash Bros. with a friend all day.
I take inspiration from artists like GHOST DATA and Geotheory. I really like the
electronic sounds they create. I started with a basic synth, forming different chords
until I created a loop I liked. Then I started working on the piano, giving it the
perfect amount of reverb. The piano was the most important part. I was inspired by
the unique sound of arpeggios that I only really hear in video games. I had a loop
playing over and over as I crafted the arp and created the progression. I looped all
of these layers together, then modified the pieces to create a beginning, middle, and
end. I listened to the track on my phone, which would reveal mistakes and things I
needed to tweak. I spent a few days on this track, taking breaks to come back to it
fresh and add creative things I hadn't thought of before. At the time, this was the
most complicated track I had ever worked on and I didn't think I would finish it.

Use a QR code scanner app to hear
the song at www.southscript.org.
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Paper mache, clay, foam, paint, string, and wire, 5' tall
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Paper mache, clay, foam, paint, string, and wire, 5' tall
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Although I sink beneath the dismal culmination
That awaits the long-stretched hues,
I will not request return,
Or pine the tranquil separation
That speeds me to my great recluse,
Where eternal waters from the sacred urn
Dash glass and hand,
And line time’s elements, the sifting sand.
This infinite thread encompasses the west
And circles back to meet the test.
I do not drift along this course;
But with power I speed beyond remorse
To the eternal dawn—only just begun,
Infinitely spreading beyond the setting sun.
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Ballpoint pen, watercolor, metallic marker, and white out on paper, 8"x11"
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I wake up to the noise of sirens and grown men yelling
Another crackdown, man, these snitches gotta stop telling
Went to the kitchen, ain't got a thing to eat
Grabbed a bottle and glass and took a seat
Poured that bottle, that Hennessey, that liquid gold
Don’t worry, got to drive today, won't be that bold
Went to my room, prayed to God for all my sin
Put my pistol in my pants, sent shivers as it touched my skin
Went out, woke up my only son
Know he tired, stayed up all night having fun
Woke him up, told him to go shower, get ready for school
Told him to be smart, don't be a class fool
Drove him to school, dropped him off by the schoolyard
Gave him his money for lunch and his ID card
I said I love him, he said he loved me too
If only how much he knew
I hope he gets a degree
So he doesn't end up like me
Hungry, took a trip to the local corner store
Clerk giving cigarettes to the local stoner whore
But you got to do what you go to do to stay alive
If it’s supplying drugs, selling guns, or slaving from nine to five
That’s how it is when you live here
The hood, a land with no fear
Grab a can of Arizona and a candy bar
Bought it, ate it, and threw the bag in the back of my car
Got a message from work, said it was urgent
Got the text a hundred times, knew what it really meant
Looked around at the poverty neighborhoods
Men hustling and little boys slinging goods
This sucks but it’s how we live on the end of the social ladder
Nothing changes because they say we don't matter
Everyday there’s rapid gun fire
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Growing drug empires
Streets littered with dry pacifiers
Surrounded by empty buildings
Children got dying siblings
Every time I turn on the news, there's senseless killings
I see power lines with intertwined shoelaces
Around me are forgotten faces
This a crime oasis
Serial killers with cold cases and covered traces
Nothing changed since Obama or Martin Luther
And me, just a guy trying to make a future
Drove up and parked in the alleyway, got the product ready
Saw my client, told him to approach nice and steady
He handed me his money, I handed him his day of happiness
Looked around and drove off, no witnesses
When I was done, went to check on my child for lunch
Give him some money for chocolate milk and maybe a box of fruit punch
Drove to his school again, parked across the street
Saw my boy in line ready to eat
‘Bout to get out when I heard a knock on my window
Looked up and I let it down real slow
As soon as it went down, dude screaming, making a scene
He looked young, overprotective, maybe seventeen
But the way he was screaming he sounded like my old man
I was fine with it until the threats began
He was my client's brother, he said he didn’t want to see his brother fall
He was getting real finicky, one wrong move, he’s going to see heaven’s hall
He better be glad he got the attention of the security guard
Saved him from a trip to the hospital ward
Dude backed away, still looked really angry
Didn’t care, if I’m talking frankly
Got out, saw my child running into my arms
As I embraced him, heard the skirt of tires and the cocking of firearms
I knew what was coming before it hit
Knew this guy was crazy, didn’t know he would lose it
I shielded my son from the flying gunshots
I felt two hit me in the arm, I started seeing dots
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I looked down, my son was bleeding
I never wanted him to suffer from the life I was leading
I called for help as I held my son dying
So much fear, didn’t know I was crying
I held him ‘til his last breath on my shirt sleeve
I held my son ‘til he died and I felt his soul leave
I saw him on the table with the white sheet covering his face
Police wrote it off as another case
I was mad, soul filled with fury
Palms sweaty and eyes starting to get blurry
I reached for my gun, ready to seek revenge
An eye for an eye, the hood’s exchange
About to walk out before my son’s baby mama pleaded
She said don't do it, one death today was all we needed
I looked back to my son and tears flooded my face
It’s messed up he’s dead at his birthplace
This is the hood, the earth’s hell
With death being its only bail
My son was the redemption for my mistakes
I wish I could take it back but life has no retakes
I loved him and my betrayal is my own heartbeat
Wished it was my face instead of his under that white sheet
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Ballpoint pen and colored pencil on paper, 11"x14"
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Why do I have to be quiet?
Do you think I’ll start a riot?
I understand watch and learn, the principle of waiting your turn,
but a swift shift and saccharine smile leave you in denial.
Do you care what I have to share?
What if my questions pave way for lessons?
Knowledge is power, everyone gets paid by the hour.
Screw your disdain if you find this mundane.
Save your Shhhhh and verbal ambush.
I’ve listened and petitioned.
Now I’ll go on a harangue to stay sane,
be loud and proud when I talk, something that shouldn’t be a shock.
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Gouache on paper, 30”x22”
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The romanticized idea of marriage is that it should be between two people
that share an unconditional love for one another and choose to spend their lives
together. However, in the late 19th century, it was expected of every young woman
to find a suitable husband as soon as they came of age and be wed so that they had
a man to provide for them. Marriage was less about love and more about security
and social expectation. This is the world that Kate Chopin lived in when she wrote
“The Story of an Hour,” a brief yet powerful statement about the potential of
women. This short story follows a woman who goes from wife to widow in an
instant, and the personal growth she experiences as a result of this loss. Through
the inner workings of the protagonist Mrs. Mallard’s mind, the narrator shows that
women are capable of leading meaningful and joyous lives even without a husband,
and that the obligations of marriage can often be an obstacle in the search for
happiness and self-fulfillment.
The first impression of Mrs. Mallard is that of a dedicated wife, gentle and
fragile in nature. Her sister Josephine and family friend Richards try to break the
news of Brently Mallard’s death as delicately as possible, due to the fact that she is
“afflicted with a heart trouble” (287). However, upon learning of her husband’s
untimely demise, she immediately begins to sob uncontrollably, seeming to accept
the news without any further information (287). She appears to bypass the denial
and anger that is common when a loved one is lost, which implies that perhaps
Mrs. Mallard did not have a very deep emotional connection to her husband or
their life together.
After the initial grief of losing her husband, Mrs. Mallard retires to her room
alone where she sits in front of an open window. This is symbolic of a life
opportunity that is presenting itself to her, though she does not realize it yet.
Through the window lay a myriad of things, both good and bad. The narrator uses
imagery describing Mrs. Mallard’s view to show the infinite possibilities that are
now available. She could see “new spring life” yet also hear “a peddler crying his
wares” (287, 288). The sights and sounds are awakening her senses, showing Mrs.
Mallard her potential. The narrator says that there were “patches of blue sky
showing… through the clouds” (288). There is a juxtaposition in the scene, mixing
the pleasant with the unpleasant. This is representative of Mrs. Mallard’s life and
what it could become now that she has no husband to think of. Her future has
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endless possibility, and it could take her through peaks and valleys, but most
importantly, it will allow her the independence she secretly craves.
There is a shift in tone when Mrs. Mallard secludes herself in her room. This
change in setting contributes to her overall mental and emotional development
throughout the story. After she retires to the armchair and watches the scene
through the window unfold, she begins to feel a flood of emotions. There is a sense
of apprehension and uncertainty, and the narrator describes it like something
“creeping out of the sky, reaching toward her” (288). She then has a climactic
epiphany, discovering that she is no longer bound to another person indefinitely.
Mrs. Mallard repeats over and over, “free, free, free!” (288). This awareness makes
her “pulses beat fast” and as a result “the coursing blood warm[s] and relax[es]
every inch of her body” (288). The visceral description of her physical reaction to
this event was very controversial for the time period this story was published.
Chopin is implying a sensual connotation to the emotions resulting from the
protagonist being freed of her husband. Following her internal realization, Mrs.
Mallard approaches the idea of her husbandless future with an eagerness and
acceptance. The narrator says “she saw… a long procession of years to come that
would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out to them
in welcome. There would be no one to live for her during those coming years; she
would live for herself” (288). This shift indicates that Mrs. Mallard is beginning a
new phase in her life, one that is not rooted in repression and societal demands.
She could experience a freedom that most women would never dream of. This
scene has symbolic significance of Mrs. Mallard physically going upstairs and
mentally reaching a higher level of being.
The author strategically places information in order to add depth and
meaning to Mrs. Mallard’s character, like omitting her first name until nearly the
end of the story. Her husband is given a name almost immediately, when Richards
learns of his friend Brently’s death via train accident. It is clear how men in that
society have autonomy that women do not possess. Only after her epiphany does
the reader learn of her given name, Louise. Louise as a character is very different
than Mrs. Mallard and we can finally see her “certain strength” (288). She does not
fear independence as most young women would in her position, but embraces it.
Louise prays that “life might be long” so that she can fully experience the range of
possibility that is represented through the open window (289). The journey of selfdiscovery and freedom comes to a screeching halt when Louise’s husband comes
walking in the door, blithely unaware of the fact that he has been assumed dead.
When Louise learns of her husband’s survival, the shock is so deep that her heart
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fails. The reader can infer from this plot twist that she would rather die than
exchange her newfound freedom for the familiar restraints of marriage. The
narrator is questioning the importance of love when the prospect of self-fulfillment
is on the line.
This story examines the necessity of marriage in order to navigate through
life. Society placed heavy expectations on women of this time and this was often
damaging to their mental and emotional well-being. For a woman to choose, or
rather be allowed not to take a husband was highly unheard of and cast a certain
stereotype onto them. But because Louise’s spouse was killed, it allowed her a
loophole entrance into this completely different way of life. A life that exists
outside the confines of marriage and obligation. The narrator gives a taste of the
independence and self-fulfillment that Louise might have experienced if Brently
had actually died, which suggests that the duties of being a good wife was a
hindrance to reaching her full potential. To her, it was better to die as Louise than
go back to being Mrs. Mallard. Through her death, Louise is allowed to keep her
freedom, and will not be forced to live in repression and obedience.
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Musician Statement:
As my band, David and the DooRags, were sitting down, jamming, our
guitarist, Jeff Tullis, and the drummer, Patrick Sweet-Richards, came up with a few
ideas and the creative process kicked off from there. The three of us just started
following one another and after a short time, we had a song! It was then time to
come up with a name, which we are notoriously bad at doing. We realized that
most of the song had a Kurt Cobain vibe but then a small part of it sounded like
hometown hero Leon Bridges. From this thought process came, "Kurt Bridges."

Use a QR code scanner app to hear
the song at www.southscript.org.
34

In January of 1992, I first started attending classes at TCJC (now TCC)
Northeast Campus. My goal was to marry and be a stay-at-home mom but that
wasn’t in the course catalog, so I chose Early Child Development. That seemed the
closest. Two years later, I earned my Associate of Applied Science Degree.
Tentatively and reluctantly, I made plans to transfer to East Texas State University
(now Texas A&M Commerce) and as I made these plans, I mentally side-eyed my
boyfriend (now husband). As I hoped, he proposed soon after and I gladly flung
aside my education and career “goals” and went galloping off into the sunset with
him.
The sunset is a fitting analogy here because it symbolizes the end of
something. The beginning of my marriage was the end of my career as a student.
This past year, 23 years later, with three of my four kids graduated from high
school, I realized I wanted to do something more. I returned to TCC last fall, South
Campus this time, to finish a few more basics before transferring to UTA to earn a
bachelor’s and then master’s degree in social work. It was the beginning of my
goals—real goals this time, not just lip service—for education and a career. It was
also the beginning of the end of my marriage. Things had been hard for a long time,
and this was the year they reached their breaking point. TCC has bookended my
marriage, before and after. In a striking point of symbolism, one of the summer
classes I needed was only offered at the Northeast Campus. On the first day of that
class I filed for divorce, and as the relationship with my husband (now soon-to-beex-husband) was ending, I spent five weeks on the same campus where I was when
the relationship first began. I thought I was the exception to marrying young. I
wasn’t. I think the bigger mistake wasn’t my age, but my immature goals.
It can be a beautiful thing, for one person to share their life with another,
but in order to share a life one must first have a life, one’s own life. Marriage is a
good goal, but it’s not a good primary goal. I was looking for someone else to give
me an identity, and he did: his. I never really had my own.
My education goals: to earn a bachelor’s and master’s degree in social work.
These are secondary to my life goals. I want to find out who I am, on my own, apart
from the identity of others, and I want to live my life in a way that is true to my
values. Education is magical. I’m learning about science and history and
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government and social work and philosophy—but somehow I’m learning about
myself. I’m not on any syllabus, and my name is not in any test questions, but with
every class I take I get to know myself a little better. I suspect I will learn a lot more
about me in the next few years. This past year I’ve learned quite a bit. I will share
one thing I have learned, and in sharing this I trust that this confidence will not be
mistaken for arrogance.
I like me.
I like me a lot.
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With a combination of quality education, piercing intellect, and a strong
interest in the spiritual domain, Anne Bradstreet sought to explore the relationship
between the physical and the heavenly. “The Flesh and the Spirit,” a poem about
two sisters, “Flesh” and “Spirit,” was the result. Although a strict adherence to the
heavenly was the dominant mindset during her lifetime in the colonial era,
Bradstreet showed a strong pull toward the natural world and was perhaps
conflicted between the beauty and joy of nature and the rules of Puritan
Christianity. Even though her poetry demonstrated that she lacked conviction
about much of her worldview, it also reveals positions she was certain about. It is
possible to trace her thought process to understand the components that caused
the inner conflict with her beliefs. Bradstreet’s positions included the distance and
the uncertainty of the spiritual, the lack of virtue and communal acceptance for her
love of nature, her desire to have the plentiful treasures of the earth, the
impermanence and the lesser glory of life on earth, and her own intellectual nature.
Firstly, Bradstreet believed that spirituality deprived her. She stated:
“Sister, quoth Flesh, what liv’st thou on, nothing but meditation?” emphasizing how
rigid and empty she thought her religion could be (1-2). This idea was primarily
represented by her character Flesh, the metaphorical embodiment of her physical
or earthly aspirations. Another instance where Flesh highlighted this belief was
when they said: “dost thou dream of things beyond the moon, and dost thou hope
to dwell there soon?” (16-17). Ultimately, Bradstreet recognized that the promises
of heaven could not be attained within her lifetime. The promises of Flesh were
appealing because they were accessible to her. While she may have seen Spirit as
more virtuous, as demonstrated in Spirit’s quote “be still thou unregenerate part”
in response to Flesh, it was too distant and unattainable (37). Even if the glory of
Spirit was greater, she would have to endure time, pain, and the knowledge that
such glory may not even exist. In addition, as Puritan doctrine emphasizes, God
may not choose her for heaven and nothing she can do will ensure it. She
mentioned this conflict in her quote “then let not go, what thou may’st find for
things unknown, only in mind” (35-36). Together, they pose a solid argument as to
why the glory of the heavens may be too risky for her to give up the beauty of the
earth.
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However, if Spirit’s position is the correct one, there are social and moral
disadvantages to siding with Flesh. As Spirit says to Flesh, “thy sinful pleasures I do
hate” (57). By siding with Flesh, Bradstreet would alienate herself from her Puritan
community, who looked down on what this character represents as sinful. Further,
besides the alienation resulting from her ideas, she might be punished for her
disobedience. Her fellow Puritans might view her draw to the natural world as part
of their belief that people are born sinners. Judging by her circumstances,
Bradstreet likely struggled with fear and shame over her natural half of Flesh. She
was raised to believe in a specific form of Christianity. To deviate from this would
alienate her from her community and her own idea of virtue. Abandoning Spirit
would be to crack the very core of her worldview. Yet to abandon Flesh would be
akin to a diet of only bread and water. Acceptance from her people demanded a
strict commitment to half of her person (Spirit) and a vigorous denial of the other
half (Flesh). From a psychological perspective, the “hate” she wrote about was her
super-ego speaking. The “pleasures” were the voice of her id. Between these is her
less visible ego, the driving and arguably most powerful force in her work.
Though Bradstreet recognized heaven had more to offer than the earth,
perhaps she was content with less. As Flesh stated: “affect thou pleasure? Take thy
fill, earth hath enough of what you will” (33-34). It is possible that because of her
conflicts surrounding heaven, she thought she could find contentment within the
vast wealth of the earth. Perhaps as a consequence of her curiosity, Bradstreet had
a thirst for living. In modern times, she might be a person who aspires to travel the
world. Bradstreet seemed to have a fixation on material wealth. Flesh and Spirit
boast about the quantities of precious materials they have, as though vying for
Bradstreet’s dedication through an overpriced auction. Flesh speaks of silver,
pearls, and gold (31). Spirit boasts of walls of jasper stone and gates of pearl (8789). Although it is possible that she merely admires these things for their beauty,
she might have viewed herself as shamefully greedy. Either way, both Flesh and
Spirit had more wealth than she could ever use, possibly making it easier to settle
for less. Did she really need Spirit’s streets of “transparent gold” to be happy (91)?
While such structures would be an incredible sight, perhaps akin to the palace of
Versailles, she may have recognized they were luxuries with limited uses.
Despite the risks of spirituality, Bradstreet recognized it offered something
Flesh could not provide: immortality. As Flesh states, “from sickness and infirmity
for evermore they shall be free; nor withering age shall e’er come there” (101-103).
An afterlife was not guaranteed. She could however access earthly joys when she
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wanted, but there remained a key issue: life on earth is impermanent. She could
avoid partaking in earthly joys to have a chance at eternal life without suffering.
The structure of her mindset was prone to fluctuation. One day she could doubt her
chances for the heavenly and impulsively enjoy the earth. Another she could be
more aware of the impermanence of the earth and desperately hope for the
heavens, only to surrender to her inability to know God’s decision and repeat the
cycle.
Because of her intellect, it would be unsurprising if Bradstreet continued to
add to her internal conflict, making it more difficult to reach a conclusion as more
variables were introduced. She could reach a conclusion only for it to collapse with
another argument. Throughout “The Flesh and the Spirit,” she identifies several
key positions that she examines from multiple angles. She may have been
frustrated by this, as demonstrated by her character Spirit, who tells Flesh:
“disturb no more my settled heart, for I have vowed (and so will do) thee as a foe
still to pursue” (38-40). Her questioning was arguably the greatest detriment to
her peace. The sisters are not debating, they are locked in battle. As Spirit tells
Flesh, “and combat with thee will and must, until I see thee laid in the’ dust” (4142). No matter how fierce this battle becomes though, they still retain a
fundamental connection. Pitting them against one another does not make them go
away completely. As the sisters are related, Bradstreet possesses both a soul and
human flesh. Even if one sister should fall, their shared blood would remain, akin to
an eternal curse. Flesh has a part of Spirit in her and Spirit a part of Flesh in her.
Neither can escape that piece. Even if Bradstreet decides to ruthlessly deny one of
the sisters, it would not cease to exist. The imbalances and indecision permeating
her ego would continue to haunt her as a reality of her multifaceted existence. In
this way, Bradstreet’s inner questioning is portrayed as a complex and intense
activity preventing a resolution which would bring her calm.
In conclusion, Bradstreet’s explorative tendencies coupled with her intellect
and education made strict adherence to Puritan doctrine arduous for her. She was
able to unearth questions without answers that had the potential to alienate her.
Despite this, she maintained the motivation to wrestle with them, even if it resulted
from an inability to cast them aside rather than pure curiosity. Although her mind
was depicted as a burden, it gave way to her creativity. Writing and poetry became
an artistic outlet for her thoughts. Her intellect gave her a hobby and a unique
position for her time among her community. Even if she ultimately could not
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reconcile her inner forces, she gained growth and results from the journey itself,
not the least of which was an incredible understanding of the glory of both sisters,
Flesh and Spirit.
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Does race still have relevance in modern medicine? This is an issue that the
American medical establishment has been grappling with since the 2005 FDA
approval of BiDil, a heart failure medication that is marketed exclusively to African
Americans. Scholars opposing the use of race in medicine hold the belief that
categorizing people within racial boundaries may potentially produce negative
impacts. Harmful effects such as the implication that one race is inferior to another
and the lack of further investigation into socioeconomic determinants of health
(such as poverty, housing, and educational attainment) are counterproductive and
contradictory to the presumed goal of medicine itself—to treat all diseases
effectively.
Race is not a compelling metric to use when assessing patients because race
is socially constructed, meaning that race is not a categorization that is based upon
essential differences between groups of people; rather, race is a system of labels
tied to social dominance and conceptions of it are variable. Of race, “no agreedupon definition even exists… within the medical research communities” (Beaton).
Racial identity can vary considerably from person to person as different cultures
conceive of race differently, which invalidates using race as a consistent standard.
Most people are not fully aware of their genetic makeup, and yet still have placed
themselves firmly into specific racial groups generally based upon their
appearance. Further eroding its viability is its association with ethnicity, which is
based upon shared cultural traits, history, and geography. In American society,
"African American" and “black” (often used interchangeably) are blanket terms
used to classify people according to traits such as dark skin and curly hair. People
who have these characteristics can come from anywhere. Broadly classifying them
together discounts the unique characteristics that distinguish them from each
other. Because racial labels vary so much and have more to do with physical
characteristics than their underlying genetic makeup, using race to systematically
categorize patients appears fundamentally flawed (Chatelain). For race to be used
as a meaningful category for medical research it must be more thoroughly
investigated; as it stands, consensus as to a basic definition of it has proven elusive.
Medicine is undeniably gravitating towards an emphasis on personalization,
which involves tailoring treatment options to individuals based upon predicted
responses, molecular make-up, and genetic structure; as such, it is only effective if
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it is accurate. Scientists on both sides of the argument agree that medicine should
move in the direction of personalized treatment due to its increased efficacy in
diagnosing and treating patients. The prerogative of personalization, characterized
by its selective approach, operates on the presumption that as our understanding
evolves; a time could conceivably arise in which we will be able to accurately track
disease appearance and drug response for each individual patient on a practical
level. Jay N. Cohn, Professor of Medicine at the University of Minnesota and cocreator of BiDil, suggests that because of the differences in disease presentation
and until more accurate technologies emerge, race is a necessary criterion to use
when diagnosing patients, assessing prognoses, and prescribing treatment options,
and its utility is a consequence of our gravitation toward personalization (Cohn).
Jonathan Kahn, Professor at Mitchell Hamline School of Law, refutes this assertion
by stating: “[M]eans have a curious way of devolving into ends, and stepping stones
may somehow remain underfoot long after a particular destination has been
reached.” That is, allowing pharmacogenomics (the scientific study of how genes
affect a person’s response to drugs) to rely on race, while perhaps based upon
honorable intentions, will result in greater institutionalization of racism which has
been demonstrated to be harmful to society and thus contrary to medical ethics
(Kahn). As our understanding of genetics has grown and called into question the
integrity of the notion of race, its use could be viewed as a backward step for
society, the results of which could be harmful.
American medical history is littered with examples of unethical practices
predicated on the use of race. Between 1845 and 1849, J. Marion Sims, considered
the father of gynecology, conducted unethical surgeries on black slaves, without
their consent or the use of anesthetics (Ojanuga). Henreitta Lacks was a black
woman whose cervical cancer cells were cultured without her consent or
knowledge to produce a line of cells (called HeLa cells) still in use for medical
research to this day, despite her dying in poverty and her family receiving no
financial compensation for their use (Gusterson). Most notoriously, the Tuskegee
Experiment was a government-run trial conducted between 1932 and 1972 with
the purpose of tracking the stages of syphilis, in which exclusively black
participants were intentionally and without their knowledge infected with syphilis
despite the availability of penicillin, a documented cure. Many of the participants
lost their lives due to either the disease itself or secondary illnesses, and some
passed the virus to their wives and children (Nix). These instances have the twopronged effect of undermining the notion of the viability of the use of race as a
category for medical research and trials while fostering distrust in the minority
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community of the medical establishment, which leads to underrepresentation in
clinical trials. In fact, all races being represented in trials would be ideal; however,
minorities and women are chronically underrepresented, and this situation does
not appear to be improving (Blauwet).
BiDil is the product of the African-American Heart Failure Trial (A-HeFT),
which included only African Americans. The necessity for such an exclusionary
trial is perhaps the statistically higher rates of heart disease in African Americans.
The statistics seem to superficially bolster the notion of race having meaningful
applications in medical science, but in fact, they speak to socioeconomic factors
rather than genetics. African Americans have statistically higher poverty rates,
greater exposure to pollutants due to poorer-quality living conditions, and lower
degrees of educational attainment: all determinants of health, and thus all naturally
affecting the incidence and prognoses of heart disease. These factors are highly
particular to the condition of black people in America—globally, black people
suffer from heart disease at rates lower than white people (Morris). It is curious
that trials including only white people, which have dominated medical history,
have never resulted in a drug marketed only to them. In this context, A-HeFT and
BiDil appear to be more so the result of exploitation using race as a marketing tool
than a product of serious and rigorous scientific inquiry. Closer scrutiny further
evidences this point: the drug was initially presented to the FDA in 1996 without
any mention of race. Although the FDA rejected BiDil stating that the researchers
did not appropriately conduct their clinical trials, they noted that the efficacy of the
drug was present. Following this, the creators of BiDil held a second trial, A-HeFT,
which only included black patients. A-HeFT was conducted according to proper
procedure, which led to the approval of BiDil, the first drug to hold a patent
exclusively targeting one racial group (Dorr and Jones).
Scholars on both sides of this issue agree that there is indeed efficacy of
drugs such as BiDil. There is no question as to whether BiDil is an effective
treatment for heart failure. Some believe that the benefit of offering this drug to a
population of people that have been marginalized and systemically suffering from
poorer levels of health than other demographics outweighs the cost (Seguin, B., et
al). While this sounds noble, the basis for this argument is flawed. The clinical trials
that led to the approval of BiDil failed to produce adequate evidence for correlation
between efficacy and race: George Ellison, senior lecturer of Epidemiology at Leeds
Institute of Cardiovascular and Metabolic Medicine, reviewed the data that resulted
from these trials and he, along with others, concluded that while BiDil was proven
to be effective, there is no evidence for a racial specificity to its effectiveness. As
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such, this calls into question the purpose of having it approved for use in solely
African Americans. Such a restriction can only be harmful, whether to individuals
of other races who could potentially benefit from its use, or to society as a whole as
it reinforces a segregationist approach to medicine as being more beneficial than
targeting the socioeconomic factors underlying the statistical differences in rates of
disease.
Critics may use Sickle Cell Disease and Kaposi’s Sarcoma as examples of
how race can be used as an effective target for personalized medicine. Although
Sickle Cell Disease is found most commonly in black people, it is also found in other
populations that aren’t considered black such as Asians, Hispanics and people of
Mediterranean descent (Bediako). Furthermore, its strongest correlation is not
necessarily physical characteristics, but rather the population’s higher exposure to
malaria (“Sickle Cell Disease”). Similarly, Kaposi’s Sarcoma was historically
associated with Ashkenazi Jews, but it occurs at high frequencies in many other
populations including Eastern European people and Sub-Saharan Africans, and it
has more recently been strongly associated with HIV exposure, as a classic AIDSdefining illness. While it is true that certain populations display rates of disease at
higher frequencies than others do, the issue is that "there are no diseases or
conditions that always include (or exclude) all members of any ethnic group" (Fugh
-Berman). Due to this fact, using a one-size-fits-all approach to race in medicine is
both unsound and contrary to the prerogative of greater personalization.
The presence of health disparities—including heart failure—within the
black community is due to socioeconomic factors reinforced by institutionalized
racism and not genetic differences. Black people are subject to poorer quality living
conditions, school systems, and even health care. David R. Williams, Professor of
Public Health at the Harvard School of Public Health and a Professor of African and
African American Studies and of Sociology at Harvard University, brought forward
some startling statistics in his TED Talk, “How Racism Makes Us Sick.” A study
found that in the 171 largest cities in America, not even one city has equal
conditions for black and white people. In addition, for all people, there is a
correlation between education and life expectancy. On average, people with higher
degrees of education are expected to live longer; white people, however, with only
a high school diploma tend to live longer than black people with a bachelor’s
degree. These flooring statistics paint a picture of how the unevenness of our
society directly impacts the health of black people in America (Williams).
The higher frequency of certain diseases within the black community, such
as heart failure, can be mitigated if the root of the problem is properly addressed.
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Instead of allowing race to inaccurately explain differences in disease incidence
and drug response, we need to address the dilemma of inequitable health care,
education, and living conditions that black people face. The determination of a
person’s health starts at a young age. Children growing up in poverty are not often
properly educated on human wellness. They are subject to the environmental
stressors of their destitute neighborhoods and if stricken with illness, lacking in
access to the same quality health care that is present in middle-class and upperclass areas. If black people are granted equal access to these, then there will be a
reduction in the health gap between black and white Americans (Roberts).
The practice of race-based medicine must be eliminated before it becomes a
vicious standard, despite the virtuous intentions underlying it. While personalized
medicine is the way of the future, the use of race to determine treatment only
serves to further malpractice and bad policies that will result in greater harm to
society and further perpetuation of the root of the main issue: social inequality.
Why should we allow the approval of a drug that was tested inadequately due to
the use of obsolete methodology to stand? If we can implement reform at the root
of the problem—the inequalities black people face—then the issue of higher rates
of health disparities amongst the black community will dissolve and then, perhaps,
BiDil and drugs like it can be made available to all people so that we can all enjoy a
higher standard of living.
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Musician Statement:

The song was produced in a self-made studio in Carolina, Puerto Rico. My
uncle Gibran, his friend Gustavo, and I produced it. I wanted to work with my uncle
because he had band experience, similar taste in music, and knew how to use
recording software. Last summer, we planned what type of song and sound we
wanted. I decided to mess around with the tuning of my guitar and some chords.
Once I had something solid, we went from there. The song idea was set, but before
we could record I had to return to Texas.
I went back to Puerto Rico for a two-month vacation, and we finally started
recording something. It took a long time figuring out what worked and what didn’t.
Gustavo had a giant synthesizer that added the magic touch we wanted. I was very
satisfied with how it turned out. You can hear his work from the halfway point of
the song until the end. When I left, the song was almost done but still needed some
fixing. When I heard about Script, I immediately told him to clean up the song and
send me the file to be uploaded. I’m very proud of the work we have done and
happy with the final product.

Use a QR code scanner app to hear
the song at www.southscript.org.
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Contine Penick is a visual artist and former TCC-South student. Her work was
featured in the 2017 and 2018 issues of Script. She works in a variety of media,
including drawing, printmaking and photography. Her work is introspective, and
focuses on themes of obsession, illness, and mortality. She currently attends the
prestigious Chicago Institute of Art.

Script staff: How do TCC-South and Script fit into your narrative as an artist?
Contine Penick: It took me a long time to figure out what I wanted to do. I was
at UNT before coming to TCC, and at that time I thought I had a plan all mapped out.
I wanted to be an opera singer, then I wanted to pursue creative writing and Latin.
When I came to TCC, I was drifting a bit, no longer sure what I wanted to do. I took
a drawing class with Josh Goode, and that experience completely changed the
trajectory of my life. I loved it so I kept signing up for more art classes and even
went to Germany for an artist residency in Hilmsen with Josh and several other
students. Josh really encouraged and inspired me to pursue art, which I had never
seriously considered as a path for myself, because I never had the confidence to
consider it before. Submitting works to Script also helped me build the confidence I
needed, and that, along with Josh’s encouragement and urging, got me to apply to
the School of the Art Institute of Chicago. I feel so grateful for my experiences at
TCC and how they led me to Chicago.
SS: What piece of your art are you the most proud of and why?
CP: At the moment, I’m most proud of this first part of “House & Universe.” It was
a departure for me, both in that it is larger than most of the collages I have done
before and that it is also a landscape. It was a wonderful challenge and has inspired
me to try working even larger. It is always the pieces that cause me the most
frustration that I end up getting the most out of in the end, and this piece is no
different in that respect.

SS: Tell us a bit about your process and the environment you like to work in.
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CP: I work best alone and at night, usually around 10pm until about 4 or 6 in
the morning. I find there is something so peaceful about working at night that
really helps me focus. I also like to have music playing while I work.
SS: How do you find inspiration?
CP: Most of my work is inspired by stories: myths, folklore, and literature. I
love to read more than I love most things and this hobby has a way of shaping
everything I create no matter how personal or global the perspective of the piece.
SS: What advice do you have for aspiring artists?
CP: Take critiques seriously. Outside perspective is so important and getting
honest and constructive feedback is one of the most valuable tools to growing and
developing as an artist. Also, in critiques, don’t put down your work, even if you’re
not satisfied with it. Stand by what you’ve done and realize that you will always
keep growing and learning as you keep creating. And it helps to develop a thick
skin; not everyone is going to love everything you do, and negative feedback can be
the most helpful.
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Paper cut collage, 30.5"x 20."x 2"
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M I S S I O N S TAT E M E N T
Script strives to empower and unify our community by providing the opportunity for
South Campus artists to leave a legacy in our publication. Produced by students for
students, Script is a platform for creativity and unique perspectives. We aim to
reward creators and thinkers for their hard work.
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