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Upon returning from a service learning trip to Southern Louisiana where I spent 
a transformative week absorbing information, stories, perspectives, facts, beliefs, and 
experiences related to the region’s complex relationship with the earth and their own 
communities, I used poetry and collage to create a reflection on the experience, 
community, and place. These became the base of this projection piece, which 
incorporates my words into a soundscape meant to mimic the transition from nature 
to industry, synthesizes a new and constantly changing visual landscape, and 
personalizes and invigorates my visuals as the mashed-up structure builds itself 
throughout the piece. 

Each line of the poem has a story behind it, related to one or more of the 
people I spoke with, the stories they told, or what I saw and felt there—the one 
thousand tomato bush seedlings we planted to combat subsidence on the shores of 
brackish canals; the alligator that gripped onto the same piece of floating debris as 
an immigrant man during Hurricane Katrina in a silent understanding that they were 
hungry only for survival; the notion that oil exists because God created it for humans 
to dig for and benefit from. Included in the visuals are photos from my trip—the stilted 
community center where we stayed in bunkbeds, the Mr. Charlie oil rig we explored 
with a lifelong oil worker, an alligator we kayaked past in a bayou.  

Instead of picking a particular stance on the environmental issues at stake, my 
intent is to give voices to the many ways that the Louisiana residents I interacted with 
experience, appreciate, and fight against their own environments. Rather than 
attempting to untangle the knot of politics, science, economics, and sociology that 
ties together why what is happening is happening, simply reveal it as the complex, 
beautiful, and devastating impasse that it is. What is the relationship between 
creation and destruction, and must they be mutually exclusive? Who decides what 
stories are told and whose voices are heard? How can nature coexist with industry, 
community with disaster, poverty with hope, foundation with impermanence? There is 
no single story to be told about Louisiana and its imperfect yet consequential 
environment. There is no single way to experience this projected piece. 
 


