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01LETTER FROM 
THE EDITOR

This book centers on a theme of engagement that encourages 
explorations of our connections to the histories, landscapes, 

and people on campus and in our wider communities.

For the last century, zines have 

been a key form of self -expression. 

This unique literary format 

provides the opportunity to 

combine words, materials, and 

images in one place to convey 

complex ideas and feelings. The 

intertangling between the format 

and expression in zines gives way 

to a display of engagement that 

perfectly captures the connections 

within Middle Tennessee State 

University (MTSU) and makes the 

format perfect for a publication co -

sponsored by Engage and the 

MTSU Walker Library.

The compilation of zines in this 

book centers on a theme of 

engagement that encourages 

explorations of our connections to 

the histories, landscapes, and 

people on campus and in our wider 

communities. Written by 

employees and students, the book 

captures various perspectives of 

engagement across the MTSU 

community. The contributing  

authors explore micro engagement 

themes of healthy living tips, 

engagement in the classroom, 

engagement in the community, 

thoughts on how to be successful, 

local histories, engagement 

through service or volunteer work, 

and engagement with favorite 

spots on campus. Each author has 

done so in a unique way. 

As you explore these zines, you 

will see authors drawing on their 

personal experiences on and off 

campus, and through fictional 

stories and artistic expressions ɹall 

through the lens of engagement. 

Each work is accompanied by a 

short explanation written by the 

author, providing a closer view 

into the meaning of their zine. The 

compilation is organized into six 

sections by the micro -engagement 

themes and prompts. By doing so, 

we hope to showcase the 

complexity behind a theme, 

where, at first glance, it seems 

simple; one author looking to 

healthy living tips may engage in 

that theme in a completely 

different way than another author, 

and both viewpoints ring true. We 

hope that this compilation ɹa 

community zine ɹsparks your own 

exploration of engagement, and 

we encourage you to share the 

zine, and to reflect on the 

connections between the histories, 

landscapes, and people on campus 

and in our wider communities ɹ

just a few ways to engage with 

those around you. 

Thank you to our authors for your 

submissions. This book would not 

be possible without your 

engagement in this project. And 

thank you to our readers for 

engaging with this book. We hope 

that you enjoy it as much as we 

did. 

Chelsea Barranger Vasquez

CO- EDITOR
Graduate  student in Public History
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02

Reflections on 
Engagement in 
the Classroom

IN THIS SECTION THREE POEMS

ONE SHORT STORY

TWO ESSAYS



I Went to Class... poem

by Meredith Anne Higgs

Employee, University Studies

Learn. Serve. Lead. Engage.

I went to class to learn math. I was surprised to learn so much more. 

I learned strategies for success in math, in other classes, and in life. 

I went to class to learn about teams. I was surprised to learn so much 

more. I learned to serve others as a team leader and how teams work 

in real -life.

I went to class to learn about leadership. I was surprised to learn so 

much more. I learned not just about leadership; I learned how I can 

be a leader.

I went to class to learn a subject. I was surprised to be engaged. I 

learned how to be engaged.

Learn. Serve. Lead. Engage.

MTEngage .

Author Description

This short poem summarizes the 

joy and surprise of finding 

learning, service, leadership, and 

engagement in MTEngage classes 

at MTSU.
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Oh Stats, Why are 
you so Mean?

poem

by Megan Hardin

Employee, University Studies

You are pulled in the direction of highs and 

lows, despite being centered when normal. 

Oh stats , why are you so mean? You take 

on a different face, bar or mu, but do not 

change in value.

Oh stats , why are you so mean? The more 

we add the more you change, the better 

predictor you become. 

Oh stats , why are you so mean? Ever 

changing, multi -faced, and non -resistant, 

no matter.

Oh stats , no matter how mean, I still love 

you mode. 

Author Description

A poem reflecting the struggles that a 

student can experience in math 1530 

course. The poem reassures students that 

their feeling and frustrations are real; 

however, if they persevere, their success 

and appreciation for the content will grow. 

02
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THIS IS NOT A 
SAFETY PLACE

essay

by Raquel Barbalat

Student, M.S. in Communication and Media

Personal dedication: To all the international students who, like me, carry 

courage in their backpacks, choosing to face the unknown in the name of 

growth, learning, and the hope of becoming everything they were meant to be.

I came with a backpack full of dreams and a 

brain wired in another language. The campus 

was beautiful, people smiled, but nothing felt 

safe. Even simple things: introducing myself, 

ordering food, asking a question, turned into 

performances. I rehearsed. I laughed too late.

I doubted every word.

I ĢçĉħâçĢ I ĳÀě ė×ÀÓĹ áĉė Ģçêě ǿâė×ÀĢ

ĉĔĔĉėĢħăêĢĹǡȀ +ħĢ ăĉ ĉă× Ģ×üüě Ĺĉħ çĉĳ ç×ÀĲĹ êĢ

feels to translate your own thoughts. How 

strange it is to sit in a group when your voice 

Óĉ×ěăȂĢ ĂÀĢÍç Ĺĉħė ĂêăÓǡ Iă ÍüÀěěǢ I ÌħêüĢ ×ăĢêė×

arguments in my head but froze when I tried to 

speak. The words never came fast enough.

02

10



Life here moves quickly: deadlines, clubs, 

Ĕė×ě×ăĢÀĢêĉăěǢ Ģç× Ĕė×ěěħė× Ģĉ ǿĂÀù× Ģç×

ĂĉěĢȀ ĉá êĢ Àüüǡ ^Ĺ êăĢ×üüêâ×ăÍ× á×üĢ ěĢħÍù

behind accent, hesitation, overthinking. 

Anxiety showed up before every project, 

×Ĳ×ėĹ ėĉĉĂ ĳç×ė× I ÓêÓăȂĢ ùăĉĳ Ģç× ėħü×ěǡ

And still, I stayed. I showed up. I tried. I 

ĳėĉĢ× ĳç×ă I ÍĉħüÓăȂĢ ěĔ×Àùǡ eă Ģç×

page, my thoughts were bold and clear. 

And strangers offered kindness: 

classmates waiting for me to find the 

word, professors who saw through the 

ěêü×ăÍ×Ǣ áėê×ăÓě ĳçĉ Àěù×ÓǢ ǿ ė× Ĺĉħ

ĉùÀĹǨȀ

So no, this is not a safety place. Not yet. 

+ħĢ ĂÀĹÌ× êĢȂě ăĉĢ ěħĔĔĉě×Ó Ģĉ Ì×ǡ

Maybe growth begins where comfort 

ends. 

This is not a safety place. 

+ħĢ êĢȂě Ì×ÍĉĂêăâ À ěĢėĉăâ ĉă×ǡ

Author Description

I wrote This Is Not a Safety Place at the beginning of my second semester (Spring 

2025) as an international student, while I was still learning how to adapt to a new 

culture, language, and campus life. I am submitting it now because it closely 

connects to the Engage Week theme: engagement built through courage, 

vulnerability, and persistence. I believe this piece can inspire other students who are 

facing the same phase of adaptation, reminding them that even in moments of doubt 

and fear, their courage will be worth it in the end.

11



Letters I 
Never Sent

poem

by Raquel Barbalat

Student, M.S. in Communication and Media

To the street where I learned to ride a bike.

I never told you how brave I felt that day.

You watched me fall and try again,

And now I fall in different ways.

To my childhood room

I never said goodbye.

I packed my bags like it was just a trip,

But something in me stayed behind.

To the friend I used to see every morning,

Waiting for the bus 

We laughed like we knew what we were doing.

üĸ ĲŗĲŶʈƮɧ ;ƶƮ ŗƮ ǏĐƤ ŊƶŶ ƚƝĸƮĸŶĲŗŶŋɧ

To my mother

üĸʈūū Ƥĸĸ ĸĐĬŒ ƀƮŒĸƝ ūĸƤƤ ŶƀǏɢ

;ƶƮ ƮŒĸƝĸʈƤ Đ ƝĸĐƤƀŶ ŊƀƝ ƮŒĐƮɧ

gʈŴ ūĸĐƝŶŗŶŋ Ʈƀ ƤƮĐŶĲ ƀŶ ŴǕ ƀǏŶɢ

And you taught me how.

02
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To my dog that waited by the gate 

 I still look for you in every wagging tail.

You thought you owned the whole street,

And honestly, maybe you did.

To myself, before I left

Ăƀƶ ǏĸƝĸ ĐŊƝĐŗĲɢ ĐŶĲ ƮŒĐƮʈƤ ƀŨĐǕɧ

gʈŴ ƤƮŗūū ǏƝŗƮŗŶŋ ǕƀƶƝ ƤƮƀƝǕ

Page by page, place by place.

And maybe these letters were never meant to be sent.

Maybe they were just meant to be written.

So I could grow between the lines,

And finally call it mine.

Author Description

A reflective prose piece written as a series of unsent 

letters to places, people, and memories left behind. 

Through simple but heartfelt words, it explores 

themes of growth, independence, and belonging, 

capturing the bittersweet experience of leaving 

home and starting anew. The piece connects with 

the Engage Week theme by showing how personal 

history and community ties continue to shape us, 

even as we learn to stand on our own and build 

new connections

13



SURVIVING THE MARRIAGE

short

story

by Deliah Reed

Employee, Business Office

This is a fictional story, any familiarity to real people or places is coincidental.

It has been five years since Donavan Mason and I were married. Each day 
has been better. Yes, we have had our ups and downs. But through it all, it 
has been worth it. Who would have thought that after meeting in a math 
class at Parker M. Reed College of Adult Learning Institute, that I, Jaqueline 
Banks, would be married to the funniest person that I had ever met? I mean, 
to Donnie, as he was better known, every night there was a party. Even in 
class, he would always do something to make things less boring. I suppose 
that his excitement is what led to our friendship. 

On the first night of class, I arrived at class early and took a seat. For 
whatever reason, which I still do not know, he came in and sat right behind 
me. I did not think much of it at the time. All I knew was that math and I were 
not the best of friends, and I needed to pass this class if I wanted to earn 
my degree. Not too many 27 - year- olds go back to college, so I thought. But 
when I found this school, I felt good about my decision. I knew it would be 
hard working as an account clerk during the day and attending school at 
night. My boss, Debra Black, has always encouraged me to go to school and 
earn a degree. She told me that I could have better - paying jobs with a 
degree. So, after a couple of years of watching my coworkers move on to 
better and higher - paying jobs, I started looking into higher education. 

02
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My high school grades were average. I knew that studying took a lot of extra 
effort. I am more of a social butterfly than a bookworm. At least that is how I 
was in high school. 

As I began meeting with the staff at Parker M. Reed College of Adult Learning 
Institute, I felt increasingly comfortable and at ease with my decision. I met 
students older and younger than I was at the time. So, I should fit in just fine.

Donnie had been in the military, but due to a training injury, he received an 
honorable discharge after serving for ten years. He was just getting back to 
town. His parents had lived in Cooperstown, Illinois, all their lives. This past 
year, they decided to retire in Florida. They wanted to keep their home 
because of all the wonderful memories it held. Plus, it would give them a 
chance to come and visit whenever they liked. So, when Donnie came back 
to the little town of Cooperstown, he decided to stay at a place that he knew 
bestųhome. He knew right away that he wanted to take classes, having 
joined the military immediately after high school. In the military, the Navy 
oversaw assisting personnel with their payroll, insurance, and benefits. He 
often helped people when they got out of the Navy to ensure that their 
benefits and other information were processed correctly. Donnie found that 
his military job had become difficult after his injury. Since things took a bit 
longer for him, it often frustrated him. He enjoyed the process of helping 
others sign up for their benefits. But eventually, the circumstances beyond 
his control became too much. 

Donnie had been through a lot before we met. He would often tell the class 
stories that we never knew if they were real or some that he had made up. 
Nonetheless, he kept the night class fun and alive. No one felt stupid or even 
left behind if Donavan Mason was in class. 

I guess, in hindsight, his laughter and attention to 
others is what caught my attention. 

As we introduced ourselves that first night of class, Donnie received a 
standing ovation for his military service. I, too, stood up and thanked him. As I 
ìøøêÍÉƇÃÍÞßóÉƇòÍśƇEƇĊ·ĠƇ·ƇĐÍ·ĆƇßóƇÞßĊƇÍĦÍĊŚƇEĐƇĠ·ĊóźĐƇĐÞ·ĐƇóøĐßÄÍ·ÃìÍƇĐøƇøĐÞÍĆĊśƇ
but since I was right in front of him, I saw it. 

15



After class, I jokingly asked him if he was okay. And his 
ĆÍò·ĆêƇĐøƇòÍƇĠ·ĊƇóøŚƇEƇĊ·ßÉśƇŷ­Í·ÞśƇĆßÚÞĐŚŸƇDÍƇĊ·ßÉƇĊÍĆßøĔĊìĦśƇ
ŷEƇ·òƇóøĐƇøê·ĦŚƇEƇÉøƇóøĐƇÞ·ğÍƇĦøĔĆƇóĔòÃÍĆŚƇEƇìøøêÍÉƇ·ĐƇÞßòƇ
and smiled. I picked up my books and walked out of class. 
Throughout the entire semester, Donnie was the model 
student. He had an answer for the teacher. Some were 
correct answers, and many were wrong. It did not bother 
him. He wanted to learn. 

One night, when the teacher gave a surprise quiz, I began to panic because 
test - taking was not my favorite thing to do. Donnie put his hand on my 
ĊÞøĔìÉÍĆƇ·óÉƇĊ·ßÉśƇŷ­øĔƇÚøĐƇĐÞßĊśƇøê·ĦŚŸƇEƇĐøøêƇ·ƇÉÍÍăƇÃĆÍ·ĐÞƇ·óÉƇĐÞÍóƇÍĥÞ·ìÍÉŚƇ
I scored 96 on my quiz. Of course, since Donnie had given me extra 
confidence, he suggested that I treat him to pizza. So, we decided to eat 
pizza and hang out after class one night. Eventually, that one night led to 
three to four nights a week. We even hung out on the weekends. I went to 
church on Sundays, and Donnie would come over for dinner afterwards. We 
became such great friends that we never noticed the bond forming between 
us. In fact, the semester passed so quickly that when it was time to register 
for additional classes, we found ourselves taking some of the same ones. 

Many people thought we were dating, and some even thought we were 
married. In fact, we were just best friends. I have never felt so close to 
someone like that in a long time. You see, the last time that I was close to a 
man was when I was married to Jackson Reynolds. Jackson was my high 
school sweetheart. He and I dated throughout high school, and we got 
married right after graduation. Jackson had dreams of becoming an agent for 
actors and singers. He wanted to travel. I was content to be at home and 
attend church. One night, after three years of marriage, he came to me 
saying that he was leaving me for another woman. He had been seeing 
Tabitha Morrison for a few months, and they were in love. In fact, she was 
pregnant with his child. They wanted to be together and move to New York. 
That night, I cried for hours. I have never felt so hurt in my life before. I knew 
that Jackson and I had drifted apart, but I just thought it was a passing thing 
and that we would come back together. I noticed that he started staying late 
at the clubs where he performed nightly. I never would have thought that he 
was cheating on me because I trusted him. I never asked questions or had a 
reason to snoop. I trusted him at his word. How could I have been so stupid? 

16



After the divorce, which seemed to take forever, Jackson took everything 
he could get and then some. I ended up with the house and a savings 
account of $1,000. I found myself attending church more often. It was 
then that I found myself and my purpose. I listened to Pastor Gates give a 
ĊÍĆòøóƇøóÍƇÉ·ĦƇÍóĐßĐìÍÉƇŷpĐĔÄêƇßóƇ·Ƈ0ĆĦƇiì·ÄÍŸŚƇEĐƇĆÍòßóÉÍÉƇòÍƇøÙƇòĦƇìßÙÍŚƇ
He reminded his congregation that sometimes in life, we go through 
difficult times. It does not matter where we are in life; God is always there. 
It is at that moment that I stopped feeling sorry for myself and decided to 
move forward. I went home from service and started searching for the 
scriptures for myself. I was a week away from turning 22, and I had always 
depended on someone. It was time to depend on myself. I have always 
worked as a grocery clerk at the local general store, but the next day, I 
began applying for jobs that allowed me to do more. I began exploring 
potential careers and businesses that would enable me to achieve 
success. After weeks of applying for jobs and attending numerous 
interviews, I was hired by an accounting firm as an assistant clerk to the 
administrative assistant. The firm was growing rapidly, and the assistant 
needed help. It was a temporary job that turned into a full - time position 
with a raise and benefits. I have been there for 5 years already. 

It was a year after being hired that Mrs. Black joined the company, and I 
was reassigned to be her administrative assistant. The four years I have 
worked with Mrs. Black have been great. She takes the time to show me 
things and includes me in some decision - making and idea meetings. She 
has encouraged me every step of the way. Some women are intimidated 
by other women who are bosses, but my relationship with Mrs. Black is not 
like that at all. She is not only for women moving ahead, but also for 
anyone who desires to move ahead. She starts the workday with a 
personal prayer. She then gathers everyone for a morning meeting, an 
inspirational and encouraging verse for the office. The concept goes well 
with my soul since I am a strong believer. She started a scholarship fund 
for people who wanted to earn a degree. 

I am one year away from my degree, and Donnie has asked me out on a 
date. I laughed at first, but I saw how serious he was, so I said yes. He told 
me that he would pick me up on Sunday at 9:00 am. Although he knew 
that I went to church on Sundays, I figured that missing one Sunday would 
be okay. When he picked me up, I was wearing a navy - blue skirt with a 
white, ruffled blouse. He said that I looked pretty, and this was the first 
compliment I had received from a man in a while. This was going to be a 
great date. 

17



Donnie pulled up to Greater Pleasant View Community Church. I asked him 
what we were doing there. He took my hand and led me inside. We went in 
through the back door which led to their fellowship hall. We had breakfast 
with the members. As they were talking, they told me stories of Donnie 
and how he was raised in the church all his life. He recently came back to 
the church and has been active. When I asked him if this is why he only 
Ä·òÍƇøğÍĆƇ·ĐƇÉßóóÍĆƇĐßòÍśƇÞÍƇĊ·ßÉƇĦÍĊŚƇvÞÍóƇòĦƇąĔÍĊĐßøóƇĠ·ĊƇŷĠÞĦƇÉßÉóźĐƇ
ĦøĔƇÍğÍĆƇĐÍììƇòÍŸƇŷDÍƇĊ·ßÉƇĐÞ·ĐƇĦøĔƇóÍğÍĆƇ·ĊêÍÉƇòÍƇ·ÃøĔĐƇÄÞĔĆÄÞƇ·óÉƇòĦƇ
ÃÍìßÍÙĊŚŸ

That morning, I saw Donnie not as the dear friend that I had known him to 
be but as a man who could become more to me. Throughout our marriage, 
Jackson never wanted to attend church. So, talking about the goodness of 
God was not something I could do often. Donnie sang in the choir, so I 
ÄøĔìÉóźĐƇĊßĐƇÃÍĊßÉÍƇÞßòśƇÃĔĐƇĐÞ·ĐƇĠ·ĊƇøê·ĦŚƇEƇÙÍìĐƇìøğÍƇ·òøóÚĊĐƇĐÞÍƇăÍøăìÍƇøÙƇ
God. The Pastor stood to introduce the speaker of the hour, and lo and 
behold, it was Donnie. Donnie had accepted his call to the ministry, and 
this was his initial sermon. He wanted me to be there to hear him speak. It 
was at that moment when he began to pray that I saw Donnie in a different 
ìßÚÞĐƇ·Ú·ßóŚƇEƇĊ·ĠƇ·Ƈò·óƇ·ÙĐÍĆƇ@øÉźĊƇøĠóƇÞÍ·ĆĐŚƇDÍƇĠ·ĊƇóøĐƇĐÞÍƇÙĆÍÍ- spirited 
student that I had met the first night of class. Nor was he the best friend 
whom I have grown to know over the years. He was the man of my dreams. 
He was the man I could see spending the rest of my life with, you know, 
until death do us part. From that day forward, for the next six months, he 
and I became more inseparable than ever. We dated and became even 
ÄìøĊÍĆŚƇ§ÍƇğßĊßĐÍÉƇÍ·ÄÞƇøĐÞÍĆźĊƇÄÞĔĆÄÞÍĊƇ·óÉƇĐÞøĊÍƇøÙƇøĐÞÍĆĊŚƇEĐƇÙÍìĐƇĊøƇ
good praising God with a man who understood why I praised Him. It felt so 
good to grow closer to someone instead of drifting apart. 

At our office Christmas dinner, Mrs. Black announced that the office had 
promoted her to Vice President. As my jaw dropped because I was losing 
my mentor, she announced me as her replacement. She was confident in 
my work and assured the company that I would be a great replacement. 
As I began to cry with tears of joy, I looked to my left, where Donnie was 
standing beside me, and he gave me the biggest hug. Mrs. Black knew that 
Donnie could sing, so she asked him to sing solo for the holidays. As he 
Ġ·ĊƇĊßóÚßóÚƇŷ^ÞƇDøìĦƇYßÚÞĐśŸƇòĦƇÍĦÍĊƇĠÍĆÍƇÙßììßóÚƇĔăƇÃÍÄ·ĔĊÍƇßĐƇĠ·ĊƇòĦƇ
favorite song. Just as he got to the end of the song, Donnie knelt on one 
knee and asked me to be his wife. He had planned to propose later that 
night, but the moment and the atmosphere were right. Of course, I said 
yes. 
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Donnie and I were married in the spring with a small 
wedding. We are still going to church together. I 
decided to join his church, where he has been 
ordained as a minister in the gospel. 

The first year of our marriage was smooth because we had been friends for a 
long time and trusted one another. As I finished up my degree, he supported 
me every step of the way. He was in the first row when I graduated. Donnie 
decided to finish his degree online because he was opening his own 
business. He is a human resource trainer and continues to work with veterans 
as well. I love our life together because we help people, and this makes us 
both very happy. 

We have been married for a year, and being in love with Donnie has been 
great. We live our lives the way that God intended for married couples to live. 
We take time to teach others how to dream and succeed. Tonight, I am 
cooking a special meal to tell Donnie that I am pregnant with twins. We never 
discussed children, but we trust God, so I am excited. 

As the twins were born, a boy and a girl whom we named Fred and Freda, we 
became clearly happier. At the age of 2, Fred was hit by a car while running 
into the street after a ball. My back was turned for a second. Fred was in the 
hospital for two months. It was the longest two months of my life. 

At first, Donnie and I were on the same page. We were at the hospital every 
day together. But things started to take a turn when Fred slipped into a 
coma. I wanted to pray, but Donnie felt it was unnecessary. I could tell that he 
was losing faith. I could tell that he had some resentment in his heart that he 
had not expressed. So, I asked him if he was okay. I asked him what was 
wrong. It was then that I did not understand my husband. He blamed me for 
the accident. He blamed me for not being there for Fred. He blamed me for 
ĐÞßĊƇĠÞøìÍƇĊßĐĔ·ĐßøóŚƇEƇêóÍĠƇĐÞ·ĐƇ0øóóßÍƇĆÍ·ììĦƇÉßÉóźĐƇòÍ·óƇßĐŝƇßĐƇĠ·ĊƇéĔĊĐƇĊøòÍƇ
steam he was blowing off. But the words did hurt. I stood there and took all 
that he had to give because I had already thought the same thing. 

As he walked away, I dried my tears and began to pray. I prayed for Fred, 
Donnie, and our marriage. I knew that God would not leave me during a time 
like this. As I was sitting in the hall, looking through the glass at Fred, God 
ĆÍòßóÉÍÉƇòÍƇøÙƇĐÞÍƇĊÍĆòøóƇŷpĐĔÄêƇßóƇ·Ƈ0ĆĦƇiì·ÄÍŸŚƇEƇÙÍìĐƇĊĐĔÄêŚƇEƇÄøĔìÉƇóøĐƇ
help Fred or Donnie. The only thing that I could do was pray. 
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I walked down the hall to the chapel and began to pray. As I was praying, 
Donnie walked in and grabbed my hand. He began apologizing for the 
hurtful things that he had said to me. He asked me to forgive him. I told 
him that I understood and that I forgave him. We began to pray and 
commit to our foundation of marriage and family. Just as we were 
embracing one another, the nurse came in and said that something was 
going on with Fred. We jumped up and ran to his room. Fred was awake 
and playing with a stuffed animal. He was the happiest kid that I have ever 
seen. Fred was so happy to see us. He just laughed and laughed. After 
three days, the hospital allowed us to take Fred home. We were reunited 
as a family. 

Donnie was so happy to have his family back together. He started the 
next week, building a fence around the property so that no balls would 
ever roll into the street again. Next week, the twins will start preschool, 
and Donnie and I are the happiest people in the world. 

As I look back on my life, I know that having God in our lives is what 
enabled us to survive our marriage, both in the good times and the bad. 
*ÍßóÚƇò·ĆĆßÍÉƇĐøƇO·ÄêĊøóƇĊÞøĠÍÉƇòÍƇĐÞ·ĐƇ·Ƈò·óƇĠÞøƇÉøÍĊóźĐƇìøğÍƇ@øÉƇ
first cannot love me the way that I need to be loved. I am glad that God is 
ßòăøĆĐ·óĐƇĐøƇòÍƇ·óÉƇ0øóóßÍŝƇøĔĆƇìßğÍĊƇĠøĔìÉƇóøĐƇÃÍƇĐÞÍƇĊ·òÍŚƇEƇÉøóźĐƇĐÞßóêƇ
ĐÞ·ĐƇøĔĆƇìøğÍƇĠøĔìÉƇÃÍƇ·ĊƇĊĐĆøóÚƇøĐÞÍĆĠßĊÍŚƇDÍĆÍźĊƇĐøƇĊĔĆğßğßóÚƇøĔĆƇ
ò·ĆĆß·ÚÍśƇ@øÉźĊƇĠ·ĦŚƇ

Author Description

This is a fictional short story set on a college campus, 

where adults meet for the first time. It tells of their love 

story that led them to get married. As we ponder our 

college careers and lives, how many couples meet, get 

married, and start a family while earning a degree? The 

author created the story in 2018 and revised it in 2025.
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ENGAGING STUDENTS 
THROUGH WRITING IN 
THE AGE OF AI

essay

by James Hamby

Employee, University Writing Center

Early this morning I was visiting a first -

year composition course to tell students 

ĐīƀƶƮ ƀƶƝ ƶŶŗǎĸƝƤŗƮǕʈƤ ǏƝŗƮŗŶŋ ĬĸŶƮĸƝɧ 

After my presentation, I asked if there 

were any questions, and I got the usual 

queries about operating hours and when 

the creative writing group meets. After 

answering these, the instructor teed me 

up with a question to let me expound 

further on the virtues of the writing 

ĬĸŶƮĸƝɡ ʅüŒǕ ŋƀ Ʈƀ ƮŒĸ ǏƝŗƮŗŶŋ ĬĸŶƮĸƝ 

ŗŶƤƮĸĐĲ ƀŊ ƶƤŗŶŋ <ŒĐƮ[ÈÜɨʆ

02

®īǎŗƀƶƤūǕɢ ĐƤ Đ ǏƝŗƮŗŶŋ ĬĸŶƮĸƝ ĲŗƝĸĬƮƀƝ ĐŶĲ HŶŋūŗƤŒ ŗŶƤƮƝƶĬƮƀƝɢ gʈǎĸ ƮŒƀƶŋŒƮ Đ 

lot about this the past few years. Reading and writing are the foundation of 

education, but how do we engage students in these essential activities when 

AI can do so many tasks for them? I told the students that while composition 

courses and writing centers may seemingly focus on getting words on paper to 

produce a finished product, really their purpose is to teach you how to think. 

Through writing, students take ideas from the outside world, synthesize them 

with their own thoughts, and then express their opinions, observations, and 

stories to their audience. They must consider the right words to use, the best 

structure to express their ideas, the most effective tone, and how all of these 

ĸūĸŴĸŶƮƤ ŴĸĸƮ ƮŒĸŗƝ ĐƶĲŗĸŶĬĸƤʈ ĸǔƚĸĬƮĐƮŗƀŶƤɧ
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!ƤƤŗŋŶŴĸŶƮƤ ūŗŨĸ ūŗƮĸƝĐĬǕ ŶĐƝƝĐƮŗǎĸƤ ĐƝĸŶʈƮ ŋŗǎĸŶ 

because the world needs one more story about 

when someone participated in a summer reading 

program through the library as a child, but 

rather because the process of writing these 

narratives challenges students to think about 

the importance of communication, about who 

they are, about how they fit into society, and 

numerous other concepts that are so important 

for students to think about as they begin their 

journeys through higher education.

I followed this up with the analogy that 

using AI to write papers is like creating a 

robot to go to the gym for you and then 

ƤĐǕŗŶŋɢ ʅg ǏƀƝŨĸĲ ƀƶƮɧʆ ÒƶƝĸɢ ƮŒĸ ƝƀīƀƮ 

used the exercise machines, but just 

making the weights go up and down was 

never the point. The purpose of working 

out is to use your own muscles so that 

they can grow and become stronger. I 

concluded by telling the class the same 

thing I tell tutors during orientation, that 

writing centers operate under the same 

ŗĲĸĐ ŊƀƶŶĲ ŗŶ ƮŒĸ ƀūĲ ƤĐǕŗŶŋ ƀŊ ʅŋŗǎĸ Đ 

person a fish and they eat for a day, teach 

ƮŒĸŴ Ʈƀ ŊŗƤŒ ĐŶĲ ƮŒĸǕ ĸĐƮ ŊƀƝ Đ ūŗŊĸƮŗŴĸɧʆ 

AI gives students a brief, shallow 

experience totally devoid of any long -term 

benefits, while students who write their 

own papers gain intellectual abilities that 

will last the rest of their lives. 

Author Description
In this work, I reflect on my experiences in 

the classroom and in the writing center, 

and I talk about how to convince students 

to engage with their own education through 

writing. 
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Local History and 
Favorite Places

IN THIS SECTION ONE COLLAGE ZINE

ONE POEM



MTSU Buildings 
Named for Women -
1964

collage 

zine

by Sandra Campbell

Employee, Procurement Services

Campus Map 1964

Schardt  and  Reynolds  are wings  off  Monohan  Hall

Hall  and  McHenry  are wings  off  Lyon  Hall

03

Dedication of 8 Buildings 
on  Sunday, April 26, 1964

Standing (left to right): B.B. Gracy, Jr., President Q.E. 

Cope, Gov. Frank Clement, Commissioner J. Howard 

Warf, T.B. Woodmore. 

Seated (left to right): Miss Mary Hall, Mrs. Bonnie 

McHenry, Mrs. W.B. Judd, Miss Tommie Reynolds, 

Miss Elizabeth Schardt, Miss E. Mai Saunders.

5 of the 8 buildings
 were named for
women of MTSC

E. Mai Saunders
Elizabeth Schardt
Tommie Reynolds
Mary Hall
Bonnie McHenry
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Miss E. Mai Saunders

Professor of Music from 1911 until 1955 (44 years!)

She organized the 1st chorus and 1st orchestra at 

MTSC and introduced music education to Tennessee.

Saunders Fine Arts Library (1959)

629 Normal  Way Dr. 

Miss Elizabeth Schardt

Miss Tommie Reynolds

Miss Mary Hall

Miss Bonnie McHenry

Elizabeth Burke Schardt

She taught foreign 

languages from 1918 

until 1962. (44 years!)

Schardt Hall 

(1954/1959 & 1960)
312 Alma Mater Drive 

Miss Tommie Reynolds

She taught 

mathematics and  

physical education 

from  1911 until 

1957. (46 years!) 

Reynolds Hall 

(1954/1959 & 1960)
312 Alma Mater Drive 
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Miss Mary Hall

First teacher at 

Campus School 

(opened in 1929)

Dean of Women, c.a. 1940.

Education Department, 

faculty member, 1950 -

1961. (32 years of service!) 

Mary Hall 

(1927/1961 & 1962) 
414 Alma Mater Drive 

Mrs. Bonnie McHenry

Secretary to the 

first four presidents

Began at age 19 in 1911

Retired at age 43 on 

December 1, 1964

McHenry Hall 

(1927/1961 & 1962)
414 Alma Mater Drive 

University presidents:

Robert L. Jones (1911 -1922), 

Pritchett A. Lyon (1922 -1938), 

Quinten M. Smith (1938 -1951), 

Quill E. Cope (1958 -1968)

Resources
Campus Map, 1964:
Middle Tennessee State University, Bulletin of the Middle Tennessee State College, Volume XXXVI, No. 2: 
(Murfreesboro, TN: State Board of Education, 1963), Page 1.

Campus Map, 2025: https://www.mtsu.edu/maps/campusmap/

Image: Dedication of building 
https://cdm15838.contentdm.oclc.org/digital/collection/mtsu1/id/724/rec/3 

Image: E. Mai Saunders 
https://cdm15838.contentdm.oclc.org/digital/collection/mtsu1/id/764/rec/4 

Image: Elizabeth Schardt
https://cdm15838.contentdm.oclc.org/digital/collection/mtsu1/id/663/rec/4  

Image: Tommie Reynolds
https://cdm15838.contentdm.oclc.org/digital/collection/mtsu1/id/759/rec/1  

Image: Mary Hall
https://cdm15838.contentdm.oclc.org/digital/collection/mtsu1/id/651/rec/5  

Image: Bonnie McHenry
https://cdm15838.contentdm.oclc.org/digital/collection/mtsu1/id/1877/rec/2  

Newspaper Article:  
MTSC Lauded by Governor, The Daily News -Journal, April 27, 1964, pg. 1. (data source: Ancestry.com). 
Accessed March 1, 2024. https://www.newspapers.com/article/the -daily -news -journal -mtsceight -
buildi/142468894/  

Notes:
Photographer for images of current buildings: Sandra Campbell, 2025.

Research and images were inspired from the MTSU Memory digital collection, curated to 
ÍĉĂĂ×ĂĉėÀĢ× Ģç× ħăêĲ×ėěêĢĹȂě Í×ăĢ×ăăêÀü êă ŔŒœœǢ ĳçêÍç ĳÀě À ÍĉüüÀÌĉėÀĢêĲ× Ĕėĉö×ÍĢ Ì×Ģĳ××ă Ģç×
Albert Gore Research Center and the James E. Walker Library at Middle Tennessee State University. 
Visit the collection at https://cdm15838.contentdm.oclc.org/digital/collection/mtsu1

Author Description
The zine highlights how our campus buildings themselves serve as some of the most visible historical 
markers, reflecting the people and stories that shaped the university. While plaques and signs 
provide details in passing, the buildings we enter and walk past every day are enduring reminders of 
our institutional history. In researching this project, I found it especially meaningful to uncover why 
certain buildings were named and how those choices reflect both recognition and memory at MTSU.
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TRUE BLOOMS
poem

by Emiliya Mailyan

Student, Ph.D. candidate in English

When in August, 

the semester begins ɹ 

Crepe -myrtle petals 

follow in the wind. 

From Jones Hall to Peck, 

the breezy days are set.

Then in October, 

the warm amber leaves 

glow by golden hour. 

Out from Old Main 

and on to Faulkinberry ɹ 

they light the way.

Author Description
This poem was written in response to the two photos (taken by me) that appear next to each stanza. 

On the left, the first photo of the Crepe -myrtle trees that line the outer wall of Jones Hall (between 

Todd) was taken in August 2025. Then, the second photo to the right is of those same trees, but it was 

taken in October 2025. The walkway in the area between is a path I take often, going to and from Peck 

bĐūūɧ gƮʈƤ ĐūƤƀ ƀŶĸ ƀŊ ŴǕ ŊĐǎƀƝŗƮĸ ƤƚƀƮƤ Ʈƀ ƤŗƮ ĐŶĲ ƝĸūĐǔɹtaking in the change of seasons and reflecting 

on time gone by in between classes and studying. I completed my undergrad degrees at MTSU, so 

being back for grad school and returning to spots like this one always bring up many memories ɹof 

rushing to class, getting caught in the rain, running into a friend, or simply watching the sky shift 

from light to dark on the way back home. 

03
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How to be 
Successful and 
More Engaged in 
the Community

IN THIS SECTION ONE PUZZLE

THREE COLLAGES / COLLAGE ZINES

ONE POEM

TWO SHORT STORIES



SUCCESS IS
WAITING

puzzle

by Megan Hardin
Employee, University Studies

04

Author Description
The word search gives a list of twelve strategies to help students succeed in college
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HOW TO 
BRAVE THE 
UNKNOWN

collage 

zine

by Tomeka Jackson

Employee, James E. Walker Library

At some point in 
ìßÙÍśƇĠÍźğÍƇ·ììƇÞ·ÉƇ
to brave the 
unknown.

This unknown could 

be moving to a new 

city, starting a new 

job, attending a new 

school, trying a new 

hobby, or mustering 

the courage to enter 

a new social setting.

These new experiences 

can be daunting at 

first, as you step 

outside of your comfort 

zone. You may wonder, 

How will this go, or 

What will be the 

outcome? 

You may feel like 

ǕƀƶʈƝĸ ƮŒĸ ƀŶūǕ ƀŶĸ 

who has ever faced 

these challenges, but 

gʈŴ ŒĸƝĸ Ʈƀ Ʈĸūū Ǖƀƶɢ 

you are not alone. 

And you can brave 

the unknown.

04
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So, how exactly do you brave th e unknown, you may

ask? There are so many strategies, tactics, and

techniques already out there on this topic. That may

be true, but the question still remains: how do you

actually do it? Well, first , decide to go for it! even if

Ǖƀƶ ĐƝĸ ŶĸƝǎƀƶƤɧ Ăƀƶʈūū ŶĸǎĸƝ ŨŶƀǏ ǏŒĐƮʈƤ ƚƀƤƤŗīūĸ

unless you try.

Second , be determined in the face of

ĲŗƤĬƀƶƝĐŋĸŴĸŶƮɧ £ĐǕīĸ ƤƀŴĸƮŒŗŶŋ ĲŗĲŶʈƮ ŋƀ Ǐĸūūɢ

ŴĐǕīĸ Ǖƀƶ ĲŗĲŶʈƮ ƚĐƤƤ ƮŒĐƮ ŊŗƝƤƮ ƮĸƤƮ ŊƀƝ ƮŒĸ

ƤĸŴĸƤƮĸƝɧ gƮʈƤ ƀŨĐǕ Ʈƀ Ŋĸĸū ĲŗƤĐƚƚƀŗŶƮĸĲɢ īƶƮ ĲƀŶʈƮ

let it deter you.

Third ɢ ƀŶĬĸ Ǖƀƶʈǎĸ ƝĸĬƀǎĸƝed from

discouragement, reset your mind and continue

forward. A disappointment is just a moment in

time, but not forever. Remember why you chose to

brave this unknown, and think of all the wonderful

possibilities that could unfold because of it.

Fourth , because you chose to brave th e

unknown, you can bring a fresh perspective

that no one else has thought of. Your choice

can inspire others to be brave. Maybe you

took a dance class for the first time and came

up with a new step that others want to try;

ƮŒĐƮʈƤ ƮŒĸ ƚƀǏĸƝ ƀŊ ƤƮĸƚƚŗŶŋ ŗŶƮƀ ƮŒĸ

unknown. 
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Finally ɢ Ǐĸūūɢ ŊƀƝ ƮŒŗƤ ǞŗŶĸ ĐƮ ūĸĐƤƮɧ Ăƀƶʈūū ūƀƀŨ īĐĬŨ ĐŶĲ īĸ 

thankful you braved that unknown challenge. Whether it 

worked out or not, the importance of trying something new or 

taking the path less traveled builds character and strengthens 

your ability to be brave when things are uncertain or unfamiliar. 

Your future self may thank you for taking that leap of faith and 

forging your own path.

Author Description

ÜŒŗƤ ĬƀŶƮƝŗīƶƮŗƀŶ ƀŊŊĸƝƤ ŋƶŗĲĐŶĬĸ ƀŶ ŊĐĬŗŶŋ ūŗŊĸʈƤ ĬŒĐūūĸŶŋĸƤ ǏŗƮŒ ŋƝĐĬĸ 

and courage. While the approach may seem simple, it is intentionally 

so, drawing from my own experiences and those of people close to me. 

My hope is that this zine will inspire and support anyone who feels 

hesitant to try new things or is uncertain about the outcomes of 

stepping into the unknown.
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PAUSE AND CONNECTcollage

+ event

by Caleb M. Smith , student, Master of Social Work candidate

Claire Keith , practicing social worker and MSW program graduate 

Jessica Teter , employee, Department of Social Work

Author Description
Pause and Connect  is the culmination of months of work done by students in the Department of Social 

Work at Middle Tennessee State University (MTSU). Due to the stress of the semester and the 

complicated external world, social work students Claire Keith, Felicity Lindberg, and Caleb Smith created 

Pause and Connect, a student engagement event to give MTSU students a space to unwind, relax, and 

engage in tactile activities while interacting with student peers and faculty alike. This zine contribution is 

an advertisement of that event.

04
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Through the Night

poem

by Don Srisuriyo

Employee, College of Liberal Arts

Will there be anyone here to confide

 in? Guide me through paths, in all directions,

 that lead nowhere, empty interactions.

 Bitterness changes to feeling resigned.

 Anyone who has been where I have been?

 Lonely thoughts inside, burning with passion,

 What is left to do? Quiet reflection.

 Who I was looking for, always within.

 Through resolve, I became a guiding light.

 For no one should walk alone in their life.

 Let new dawn break. Transform a fearful night

 into joyful day. To do what is right,

 create and restore hope because, in spite

of it all, everyone can shine so bright.

04

Author Description

The poem is about finding confidence and courage within oneself in self -reflection to overcome a 

certain type of self -loneliness and isolation. It highlights transforming a negative experience where one 

is in need of guidance and mentorship into a positive one through acknowledging that others need a 

mentor and could be in a similar situation. Therefore, one should step up to assist others to break the 

cycle rather than live with a view that no one will come to help you or others despite having the power, 

regardless of how much, to do so.
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A Snack - Sized
Zine for Plugging In

collage 

zine

by Jennifer Dix

Employee, College of Liberal Arts

There once was a student named Sue
With nary a fun thing to do
Then they got more involved
The problem was solved
Oh happy days at MTSU!

04
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Author Description
Engagement is the key to getting the most out of the college experience and life beyond 

campus. This original mini zine is a colorful reminder that shares ways for MTSU students and 

employees to become more involved on campus and in our community. Readers will find 

games, artwork, and a very mediocre (but fun!) limerick on the engagement theme and MTSU. 
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A Foreboding
short

story

by Cynthia Ayers

Employee, Department of Human Sciences

The day was gloomy. It was a rainy, stormy afternoon, but we were 

still looking forward to attending the county fair to show our beef 

heifers. We, being our family of four, were busy getting ready to load 

the livestock trailer. Caring for and showing animals is hard work. 

04

Just a little background about show animals. First, you select them 

based on their conformation. Conformation is the desirable and 

undesirable skeletal and muscular structures of an animal. It covers all 

the important areas of an animal's structure, from the legs, the spine 

(or top -line) and the hind quarters to the neck and head. It is 

important because you want the momma cow to be able to carry her 

ĬĐūŊ ŊƀƝ ƮŒĸ Ŋƶūū ƮĸƝŴɧ gƮʈƤ ŗŶƮĸƝĸƤƮŗŶŋ Ʈƀ Ŵĸ ƮŒĐƮ Đ ĬƀǏʈƤ ƚƝĸŋŶĐŶĬǕ 

lasts 9 months just like a woman. 
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Second, after you select the heifer (a female cow before she has had 

her first calf), you begin to train her. She needs to be able to be led 

just like a lead line on a dog. To do this, it takes months of 

preparation. She must get used to having a halter on, standing still, 

and not struggling against it. Then you must break her to lead with the 

halter. This is hard work and sometimes requires three or more people. 

One must pull on the halter and the other two get behind and push. 

Remember this animal weighs 350 -500 lbs. Depending on the time of 

ǕĸĐƝ Ǖƀƶ ʅīƝĸĐŨʆ ŒĸƝ Ʈƀ ūĸĐĲɢ ŗƮ ĬĐŶ īĸ ǎĸƝǕ ŒƀƮ ǏƀƝŨɧ ¥ƀ ŴĐƮƮĸƝ ƮŒĸ 

time, it is always hard work.

Once she is used to the halter, standing still and walking when you 

ĐƤŨ ŒĸƝ Ʈƀɢ ƮŒĸŶ ƤŒĸ ŋĸƮƤ Ʈƀ ūĸĐƝŶ ĐŶƀƮŒĸƝ ʅƮƝŗĬŨʆ ƤŒĸ ŴƶƤƮ ŋĸƮ ƶƤĸĲ Ʈƀ 

ƮĐŨŗŶŋ ƤŒƀǏĸƝƤɧ ĂĸƤɢ ƮŒĐƮʈƤ ƝŗŋŒƮɢ ƤŒĸ ŋĸƮƤ Đ ƤŒƀǏĸƝ ĸǎĸƝǕ ĲĐǕ ĐŶĲ Ǐĸ 

use a giant hair dryer to blow her off. They, being the heifer, actually 

ūƀƀŨƤ ŊƀƝǏĐƝĲ Ʈƀ ƮŒŗƤɧ üĸ ĬĐŶ ʅƤƮǕūĸʆ ŒĸƝ ŒĐŗƝ īǕ ĲƀŗŶŋ ƮŒŗƤɧ 

Then, a couple of weeks before the show date, she 

ŋĸƮƤ ŒĸƝ ŒĐŗƝ ĲƀŶĸ ɵĬūŗƚƚĸĲɶɧ ÜŒŗƤ ŗƤ ĬĐūūĸĲ ʅŊŗƮƮŗŶŋʆɢ 

and it is done to enhance her conformation. By 

ʅƤƮǕūŗŶŋʆ ŒĸƝ ŒĐŗƝɢ ƤŒĸ ĬĐŶ īĸ ŴĐĲĸ Ʈƀ ūƀƀŨ ūŗŨĸ ƤŒĸ 

has bigger legs or a more feminine shoulder, etc. 

®ƶƝ ŊĐŴŗūǕ ŶĸǎĸƝ ƝĸĐūūǕ ŋƀƮ ƮŒĸ ŨŶĐĬŨ ŊƀƝ ʅŊŗƮƮŗŶŋʆɢ 

but we tried and enjoyed it.   It got us together 

ǏŗƮŒƀƶƮ ĐŶǕ ʅƤĬƝĸĸŶƤʆ ĐŶĲ Ǐĸ ūĐƶŋŒĸĲɢ ƮĐūŨĸĲ ĐŶĲ 

genuinely just savored the time together, at least 

Mom and Dad did. 

Now back to getting the equipment together. The animals, in this 

instance, three heifers, were in their stalls in the barn waiting for us 

to gather all our show equipment. The equipment includes feed and 

ǏĐƮĸƝ īƶĬŨĸƮƤɢ Ɲƀƚĸ ŒĐūƮĸƝƤ ĐŶĲ ƤŒƀǏ ŒĐūƮĸƝƤɢ ƮŒĸ īŗŋ ʅŒĐŗƝ ĲƝǕĸƝʆɢ 

ʅŒĐŗƝ ƤƚƝĐǕʆɢ ĐŶĲ ƚĐŗŶƮ ŊƀƝ ŶĐŗūƤ ɵŒƀƀǎĸƤɶɧ Ăƀƶ ŋĸƮ ƮŒĸ ƚŗĬƮƶƝĸɢ Đ ūƀƮ ƀŊ 

ƤƮƶŊŊ Ʈƀ ūƀĐĲɧ üĸ ŒĐǎĸŶʈƮ ĸǎĸŶ ƤƮĐƝƮĸĲ Ʈƀ ƮĐūŨ ĐīƀƶƮ ƮŒĸ ŊĸĸĲ ĐŶĲ ŒĐǕ 

ŊƀƝ ƮŒĸ ʅūĐĲŗĸƤʆɧ g Ʈĸūū ŊƀūŨƤ ƤŒƀǏŗŶŋ Đ ĬĐūŊ ŗƤ ŨŗŶĲĐ ūŗŨĸ ǕƀƶƝ ƤŗƤƮĸƝ ƀƝ 

you are attending the prom. They (calves) get their hair done, 

including a trip to the hairdresser for a trim, washing, and blow 

drying, then styling. They also get their nails done but, in this case, it 

is their hooves painted. The only difference is we do not have to buy 

them a prom dress. 
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So, we were loading all this equipment into the trailer for transport to 

the fair because you do not want to do it ahead of time in case it gets 

messed up. The hair can get messed up riding in the trailer and the 

wind blowing through it, because they are standing close to one 

another, they can pee or poop on their neighbor, in other words, there 

is a variety of things that can happen. So we wait until we arrive at 

the fair. 

Once we had all this equipment loaded on the trailer, we then put 

halters on the calves, loaded them and tied them. We tie them to keep 

them from lying down and possibly becoming hurt if we were to go over 

a bump or hit a pothole too hard. The rain was not letting up; in fact, it 

was coming down harder than when we started, perhaps a 

foreshadowing of events to come. Finally, we were ready to go. We all 

loaded ourselves into the truck and headed out. We were excited, 

nervous, and looking forward to the evening when suddenly things went 

wrong.

We were only a few miles from the farm when we noticed a couple of 

cars honking their horns and waving at us, so we stopped. Oh, how I 

wish we had stopped sooner. The trailer's back door had come open, and 

all three of our heifers were injured. One of them was very severely 

injured. Because we had built up a relationship with our veterinarian, he 

answered immediately and headed out to our location promptly. In the 

meantime, because we were not that far from home, I called my mom, 

because you are never too old to need your mom. She came right away 

and took the boys with her because I knew this was not going to end 

well. The boys were only in 4th and 5th grade and it was a rough year 

for them. They had witnessed many funerals at the start of the year. A 

grandfather, two uncles, and two distant cousins. I made the decision 

not to let them see their injured cows. 

üŒŗūĸ ǏĐŗƮŗŶŋ ŊƀƝ ƮŒĸ ǎĸƮĸƝŗŶĐƝŗĐŶʈƤ ĐƝƝŗǎĐūɢ g ƤĐƮ ĲƀǏŶ ŶĸǔƮ Ʈƀ ƮŒĸ ŴƀƤƮ 

severely injured heifer, spoke to her in a calm voice and tried my best to 

keep her still and quiet. Once the veterinarian arrived, he confirmed my 

suspicions about one of the heifers, she was very badly injured and 

would need to be euthanized to keep her from suffering any longer. I 

cradled her head and cried as he injected the drugs to end her suffering. 

39



We then turned our attention to the two remaining heifers. Their injuries 

were not life -threatening, and we were able to load them back into the 

trailer. One of the neighbors arrived with a tractor and front -end loader 

and we moved the now deceased heifer to the side of the road, covered 

her up and thanked all involved. Oh yea, did I forget to mention this all 

happened literally in the middle of a two -lane road. I removed her halter 

and used it from then on out as extra protection against the trailer door 

opening. I like to think of it as an honor to the lost heifer. 

ÜŒĸ ƮǏƀ ŒĸŗŊĸƝƤ Ǐĸ ǏĸƝĸ Đīūĸ Ʈƀ ƤĐǎĸ ŒĐĲ Ʈƀ īĸ ʅĲƀĬƮƀƝĸĲʆ ŊƀƝ ƤĸǎĸƝĐū 

months following the accident. My mom helped with this because 

farming and raising livestock is a family affair and it gets in your 

blood. Caring for animals, sometimes losing them, taking care of the 

land and loving the people involved are all part of farm life. For many 

of us, we would not have it any other way. We genuinely love our 

lifestyle, no matter the challenges it brings. 

Author Description

This short story deals with losses that often occur in life and on 

a farm. It is about facing death and instead of being paralyzed 

by it, highlighting the courage required to continue living. The 

character moves forward with resolve, showing strength in the 

face of inevitable loss. This contrast between dread and bravery 

emphasizes the triumph of the human spirit over fear, 

reinforcing the idea that success in facing death lies not in 

avoiding it, but in meeting it with dignity and purpose.
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Sharing Our 
Special Place

short

story

by Cynthia Ayers

Employee, Department of Human Sciences
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£ĐŶǕ ǕĸĐƝƤ Đŋƀɢ g ƝĸĐĲ Đ īƀƀŨ ĬĐūūĸĲ ʅ!ūū g ¥ĸĸĲ Ʈƀ wŶƀǏ g yĸĐƝŶĸĲ ŗŶ 

wŗŶĲĸƝŋĐƝƮĸŶʆ īǕ ËŗĬŒĐƝĲ ZƶūŋŒƶŴɧ £Ɲɧ ZƶūŋŒƶŴ ƤĐŗĲ ƮŒĸƤĸ ƮŒŗŶŋƤ 

ĐŴƀŶŋ ƀƮŒĸƝƤɡ ʅÒŒĐƝĸ ĸǎĸƝǕƮŒŗŶŋɢ ƚūĐǕ ŊĐŗƝɢ ĲƀŶʈƮ ŒŗƮ ƚĸƀƚūĸɢ ƚƶƮ ƮŒŗŶŋƤ 

īĐĬŨ ǏŒĸƝĸ Ǖƀƶ ŊƀƶŶĲ ƮŒĸŴɢ ĬūĸĐŶ ƶƚ ǕƀƶƝ ƀǏŶ ŴĸƤƤɢ ĲƀŶʈƮ ƮĐŨĸ ƮŒŗŶŋƤ 

ƮŒĐƮ ĐƝĸŶʈƮ ǕƀƶƝƤɢ ƤĐǕ ǕƀƶʈƝĸ ƤƀƝƝǕ ǏŒĸŶ Ǖƀƶ ŒƶƝƮ ƤƀŴĸīƀĲǕɢ ǏĐƤŒ ǕƀƶƝ 

hands before you eat, flush, warm cookies and cold milk are good for 

Ǖƀƶʆɧ g ǏĐŶƮ Ʈƀ ƤŒĐƝĸ ŴǕ ƤƮƀƝǕ ĐīƀƶƮ ƤŒĐƝŗŶŋɧ gƮ ŗƤ ĐīƀƶƮ ƤŒĐƝŗŶŋ ƀƶƝ 

special place. 
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My husband and I share three farms ɺ ŒŗƤ ŊĐŴŗūǕʈƤ ŊĐƝŴɢ ǏŒŗĬŒ ŗƤ ƮǏƀ 

farms, separated by a few miles of road and my family farm. Well, his 

family farm has a very special river that runs through it ɺ the Duck River. 

This river is the most biodiverse river in North America and in 2010 was 

ūŗƤƮĸĲ ŗŶ ĐŶ ĐƝƮŗĬūĸ ʅyŗŊĸ ŗŶ ®Ŷĸ <ƶīŗĬ £ĸƮĸƝʆ īǕ ¥ĐƮŗƀŶĐū [ĸƀŋƝĐƚŒŗĬ 

magazine. To say it is an amazing river, does not do it justice. 

A decent stretch of the river runs through one 

of our three farms. When our children were 

younger, we camped on the banks of the 

river. We fenced a small field directly beside 

the water and would spend weekends in our 

tent and in the water. The flow of the river 

has changed over time but back then the 

water flowed pretty fast, and we would put 

life vests on the boys, one parent would stand 

at the start where the water started flowing 

ŊĐƤƮɢ ĐŶĲ ƮŒĸ ƀƮŒĸƝ ƚĐƝĸŶƮ ǏƀƶūĲ ʅĬĐƮĬŒʆ ƮŒĸŴ 

standing in the water as they floated toward 

ƶƤɧ !ŊƮĸƝ ƮŒĸ ʅĬĐƮĬŒʆ ƮŒĸǕ ǏƀƶūĲ ǏĐūŨ ŗŶ ƮŒĸ 

calmer part of the river back to the other 

parent and do it all again, over and over until 

everyone was worn out.  

Sometimes, we would lay on the flat rocks in the middle of the river, put 

our snorkel masks and snorkels on, put our heads down in the water, and 

ǏĐƮĬŒ ǏŒĐƮ ŊūƀĐƮĸĲ īǕɧ üĸ ǏƀƶūĲ Ĳƀ ƮŒŗƤ ŊƀƝ Đ ūƀŶŋ ƮŗŴĸɧ üĸ ĲŗĲŶʈƮ ŊŗƤŒ 

but we would look for craw dads and see who could find the biggest one. I 

Œƀƚĸ Ǖƀƶ ĬĐŶ Ʈĸūū ƮŒŗƤ ǏĐƤ ĐŶĲ ŗƤ Đ ʇƤƚĸĬŗĐū ƚūĐĬĸʈ ŊƀƝ ƶƤɧ gƮ ŒƀūĲƤ ūƀƮƤ ƀŊ 

ƚƝĸĬŗƀƶƤ ŴĸŴƀƝŗĸƤ ŊƀƝ Đūū ƀŊ ƶƤɧ g ƮŒŗŶŨ ŗƮ ŗƤ Đ ʇƤƚĸĬŗĐū ƚūĐĬĸʈ ŊƀƝ ƮŒĸ īƀǕƤ 

(young men/our children). I remember the oldest one writing about it 

ǏŒĸŶ Œĸ ǏĐƤ ŗŶ ȰƮŒ ŋƝĐĲĸɧ bŗƤ ƤƮƀƝǕ ƤƮĐƝƮĸĲ ƀƶƮ ƤƀŴĸƮŒŗŶŋ ūŗŨĸ ʅƮŒĸ ƤƶŶ 

was reflecting off the rippling water and the shads (super small fish) were 

īŗƮŗŶŋ ŴǕ ƮƀĸƤ ĐƤ ƮŒĸǕ ĲĐŶŋūĸ ŗŶ ƮŒĸ ǏĐƮĸƝʆɧ g ƝĸŴĸŴīĸƝ ƮŒŗŶŨŗŶŋ ƮŒĸŶ ĐŶĲ 

even now how descriptive that was and truly reflected what we 

sometimes did. 
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Let me give you a little information about ownership of land along a river. 

It is simple - the water belongs to everyone; however, the land beneath 

the river belongs to the owners on either side. For us, we own land on 

both sides of the Duck River; therefore, the land under the river belongs 

to us. The Duck River has become a very popular place for kayakers and 

canoeists and unfortunately, some of them do not care about what they 

learned in kindergarten about cleaning up their own mess, putting things 

back where you found them or taking things that are not theirs.   

A couple of summers ago, one of our close adult friends lost his parents 

very close together. They died within just a few months of each. Years 

before this his wife had given him fly fishing lessons and he enjoyed the 

ʇĐūƀŶĸʈ ƮŗŴĸ ƀŶ ƮŒĸ ǏĐƮĸƝɧ üĸ ǏĸƝĸ ǎŗƤŗƮŗŶŋ ǏŗƮŒ ƮŒĸŴɢ ĐŶĲ Œĸ īƝƀƶŋŒƮ 

out a map of the Duck River. He began to repeat what others had told him 

regarding trespassing on the property owners with land along the Duck. 

He kept pointing at a specific piece of land along the river and we casually 

told him we owned that. His wife caught on, but he did not. He kept 

talking about what a great place it would be to fly fish because trout are 

released just upstream from it. My husband told him again who owned 

that stretch along the river, but he still did not catch on. Finally, his wife 

spoke up and said Daniel, Sam owns the land. He stopped, looked at us 

ĐŶĲ ŋƝŗŶŶĸĲɧ üĸ ŴĸƮ ƮŒĸŴ ĐƮ ƀƶƝ ʇƤƚĸĬŗĐū ƚūĐĬĸʈ ūĐƮĸƝ ĐŶĲ ƮƀūĲ ŒŗŴ ŒƀǏ Ʈƀ 

get to the field, where our property line was and even gave him a key to 

the gate because we keep it locked. 
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bĸ ǏƀƶūĲ ƮĐŨĸ ŒŗƤ ŊŗƤŒŗŶŋ ĸƜƶŗƚŴĸŶƮ Ʈƀ ƮŒĸ ʇƤƚĸĬŗĐū ƚūĐĬĸʈɧ g ĐŴ ŋƶĸƤƤŗŶŋ 

this equipment included: a fly rod, a fly -fishing reel, fly line, fly fishing 

leader and tippet, weights, strike indicators, fly fishing flies, a good tackle 

box, a fly -fishing vest, wading boots and waders. I think he even bought 

ŶĸǏ ǏĐĲĸƝƤ īĸĬĐƶƤĸ ŒŗƤ ƀūĲ ƀŶĸƤ ŒĐĲ Đ ūĸĐŨɧ ®Œ ǕĸĐɢ ūĸƮʈƤ ŶƀƮ ŊƀƝŋĸƮ ƮŒĸ 

fishing license. Yes, even though it is our land underneath the river, a 

license is still required. The only time you would not need one is when 

fishing in your own private pond. I do not think he caught very many fish; 

however, I do know he caught peace and tranquility there. He soaked up 

the sunshine, had alone time with God and enjoyed the biodiversity of the 

river just as much as much as we did.  

Although he often told us how 

much he appreciated the chance 

to visit this place and fish, I 

think it was a spiritual re -

awakening for him and we were 

ŒĐƚƚǕ Ʈƀ ƤŒĐƝĸ ƀƶƝ ʇƤƚĸĬŗĐū ƚūĐĬĸʈ 

with him.   

So perhaps Mr. Fulghum was 

correct, all I needed to know I did 

learn in kindergarten ɺ to share.  
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Author Description

Sharing shows you're a good friend because it means 

you're thinking about others, not just yourself. Whether 

ǕƀƶɫƝĸ ƤŒĐƝŗŶŋ ƤŶĐĬŨƤɢ ƤĸĬƝĸƮƤɢ ƀƝ ǕƀƶƝ ʅƤƚĸĬŗĐū ƚūĐĬĸɢʆ ŗƮ 

shows you care and want to make someone else feel 

included or supported. It helps build trust and makes your 

friendship stronger, because you're showing that the other 

person matters to you. Friends who share are usually more 

connected and have more fun together, too!
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through Service

IN THIS SECTION THREE ESSAYS



MAKING HISTORY 
TOGETHER: GERMANTOWN 
AS A LIVING ARCHIVE

essay

by Valeria Eadler

Student, Ph.D. candidate in Public History

g ĲŗĲŶʈƮ ĐƝƝŗǎĸ ŗŶ [ĸƝŴĐŶƮƀǏŶ ǏŗƮŒ ĐŶƤǏĸƝƤɧ g ĐƝƝŗǎĸĲ ǏŗƮŒ ƜƶĸƤƮŗƀŶƤɢ Đ 

portable scanner, and a promise to listen. What began as dissertation 

research at MTSU quickly became a partnership with neighbors who have 

spent decades shapingɹand savingɹƮŒĸŗƝ ĬƀŴŴƶŶŗƮǕɧ HŶŋĐŋĸŴĸŶƮɢ gʈǎĸ 

ūĸĐƝŶĸĲɢ ŗƤ ŶƀƮ Đ ƤŗŶŋūĸ ĸǎĸŶƮɧ gƮʈƤ ƮŒĸ ƤūƀǏ ǏƀƝŨ ƀŊ ƤŒƀǏŗŶŋ ƶƚɢ ĸĐƝŶŗŶŋ 

trust, and returning what you borrow.

In living rooms and church basements, people handed me the raw 

materials of local memory: petitions, protest flyers, meeting minutes, 

snapshots labeled in pencil. I scanned each item and gave the files back 

the same day whenever possible. We checked names, dates, and spellings 

ƮƀŋĸƮŒĸƝɧ ÒƀŴĸƀŶĸ ǏƀƶūĲ ūĸĐŶ ƀǎĸƝ Đ ƚŒƀƮƀ ĐŶĲ ƤĐǕɢ ʅÜŒĐƮ ƤŗŋŶ ǏĐƤ 

ƚĐŗŶƮĸĲ ƮŒĸ ŶŗŋŒƮ īĸŊƀƝĸɢʆ ƀƝ ʅ£ƀǎĸ ƮŒĐƮ ĬĐƚƮŗƀŶɹshe organized the 

ǏŒƀūĸ ƮŒŗŶŋɧʆ ÜŒƀƤĸ ƤŴĐūū ĬƀƝƝĸĬƮŗƀŶƤ ĐƝĸ ǏŒĸƝĸ ĬƀŴŴƶŶŗƮǕ ĐƶƮŒƀƝƤŒŗƚ 

lives.

Nashville, Tennessee, U.S.A 

Source: OpenStreetMap
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Outline of Germantown. 

Source: OpenStreetMap
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[ĸƝŴĐŶƮƀǏŶʈƤ ƤƮƀƝǕ ŗƤ Ŋƶūū ƀŊ ĲĸƮĸƝŴŗŶĸĲ ĬƝĸĐƮŗǎŗƮǕɧ üŒĸŶ ƝĸƤŗĲĸŶƮƤ 

learned in 1990 that an auto emissions testing site was slated for a 

residential block, they built a coalition ɹcalling officials, writing letters, 

ƮĐūŨŗŶŋ Ʈƀ ƝĸƚƀƝƮĸƝƤɢ ĐŶĲ ƤƮĐŋŗŶŋ Đ ʅĬĐƝ ĬĐƝĐǎĐŶʆ Ʈƀ ƤŒƀǏ ǏŒĐƮ ŋƝŗĲūƀĬŨ 

would look like on their streets. Years later, they mobilized again around a 

proposed grocery project, insisting that development should serve the 

ŶĸŗŋŒīƀƝŒƀƀĲɢ ŶƀƮ ƀǎĸƝǏŒĸūŴ ŗƮɧ ÜŒĸƤĸ ĸŊŊƀƝƮƤ ǏĸƝĸŶʈƮ ťƶƤƮ ʅǏŗŶƤɧʆ ÜŒĸǕ 

were lessons in how ordinary people teach a city to value place.

Beyond scanning, I run an Oral History Project: I record interviews, 

transcribe them in TheirStory, and build a digital exhibit in Omeka where 

photos, documents, and voices sit side -by-side. Every file returns to its 

source family with proper credit. We review spellings, dates, and 

preferred names together, and I revise when asked. Engagement, for me, 

is that loop of recording, describing, sharing back, and co -authoring 

context.

This work also moves through exhibits and walking tours. With 

community guidance, I turn boxes of materials into pop -ups and labels 

written in plain language, with clear permissions and accurate credits. 

When I present this history, I try to make the process visible: who 

scanned, who corrected, who donated, who remembered. Engagement is 

transparency ɹit invites people to see themselves in the record and to edit 

the next draft.

gŊ Ǖƀƶ ĐƤŨ Ŵĸ ǏŒĐƮ ǏĸʈƝĸ īƶŗūĲŗŶŋɢ gʈĲ ƤĐǕ Đ ūŗǎŗŶŋ ĐƝĬŒŗǎĸ ŴĐĲĸ īǕ ƮŒĸ 

people it represents. We keep with consent, context, and care ɹnot to 

freeze the past, but to hand future neighbors the tools (and the courage) 

to shape what comes next.

Image Source

Map from OpenStreetMap , licensed under the Creative Commons Attribution -ShareAlike 
2.0 license  (CC BY-SA 2.0).

Author Description
ÜŒŗƤ ĸƤƤĐǕ ĲƀĬƶŴĸŶƮƤ ŴǕ ǏƀƝŨ ǏŗƮŒ ¥ĐƤŒǎŗūūĸʈƤ [ĸƝŴĐŶƮƀǏŶ ŶĸŗŋŒīƀƝƤ Ʈƀ īƶŗūĲ Đ ūŗǎŗŶŋ 

archive of community action and place. It weaves oral histories, scanned documents, and 

resident review to show how people shaped their own streets and how MTSU -supported 

tools (TheirStory for interviews, Omeka for a digital exhibit) help preserve and share those 

ƤƮƀƝŗĸƤɧ ÜŒĸ ƚŗĸĬĸ ĐūŗŋŶƤ ǏŗƮŒ HŶŋĐŋĸ üĸĸŨʈƤ ƮŒĸŴĸ īǕ ƮƝĸĐƮŗŶŋ ŒŗƤƮƀƝǕ ĐƤ Đ ĬƀūūĐīƀƝĐƮŗǎĸ 

practice grounded in consent, context, and care.

47

https://www.openstreetmap.org/#map=17/36.178038/-86.790732
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/2.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/2.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/2.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/2.0/


THE UNIVERSITY WRITING 
CENTER: BEYOND GRAMMAR

essay

Student, B.S. in English and Public Writing and Rhetoric

by Miles Wine

When they greet me at the University Writing Center, students may think 

ƮŒĐƮ ƮŒĸǕʈƝĸ ƀŶūǕ īƝŗŶŋŗŶŋ Ŵĸ ƮŒĸŗƝ ǏƝŗƮŗŶŋɢ īƶƮ ƮŒĸǕʈƝĸ ƝĸĐūūǕ īƝŗŶŋŗŶŋ 

themselves. Even in a session focused on chemistry research or a branding 

campaign, I learn their understanding of, feelings towards, and 

personalized voice within writing. Through every brainstorming, drafting, 

and revising stage, a writer connects with their internal voice to form 

external communications. When they bring these ideas to me, I uncover 

their strengths and weaknesses at once, working with these 

vulnerabilities to collaborate on how they can best maneuver through an 

assignment or personal project. 

05

gʈǎĸ ǏƀƝŨĸĲ ǏŗƮŒ ĬƀƶŶƮūĸƤƤ ŊŗƝƤƮ-year students new to college -level 

writing, some eager and some reluctant to learn. From those 

ĐƚƚƀŗŶƮŴĸŶƮƤɢ gʈǎĸ ƤĸĸŶ ŒƀǏ ŒŗŋŒ ƤĬŒƀƀūƤ ŊĐŗū ĐŶĲ ƤƶĬĬĸĸĲ ŗŶ ƚƝĸƚĐƝŗŶŋ 

their students for life beyond, how early literacy experiences shape and 

project future attitudes towards writing, and how freedom and 

ƚĸƝƤƀŶĐūŗǞĐƮŗƀŶ ĸǔĬŗƮĸ ĐŶĲɭƀƝ ƀǎĸƝǏŒĸūŴ ǏƝŗƮĸƝƤɧ gʈǎĸ ūĸĐƝŶĸĲ ƮŒĐƮ 

teachers often, by just taking the extra step of walking students through 

an issue they struggle with, can incentivize and inspire learners to 

continue trying beyond failure. 
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Non-traditional students educate me on the pitfalls of starting/returning 

to college later in life. Parents illustrate the exhaustive balance of caring 

for children while earning a degree, embodying the perseverance and 

unconditional love that carry them forward. Others exist as a beacon of 

hope, pushing past obstacles as overwhelming as decades of wrongful 

imprisonment to gain an education. Many of our older clients are hesitant 

to ask for help ɹembarrassed or fearful of judgement ɹso it has always 

īĸĸŶ Đ ƚūĸĐƤƶƝĸ Ʈƀ ŴĸĸƮ ƮŒĸŴ ǏŗƮŒ ǏĸūĬƀŴŗŶŋ ǏĐƝŴƮŒɧ gʈǎĸ ūĸĐƝŶĸĲ ƮŒĐƮ 

being a tutor is more than just imparting writing techniques or offering 

ƝĸǎŗƤŗƀŶ ƤƶŋŋĸƤƮŗƀŶƤɬ ŗƮʈƤ ūĸŶĲŗŶŋ Đ ƮŒƀƶŋŒƮŊƶū ĸĐƝ Ʈƀ ƮŒƀƤĸ ǏŒƀ ƀŊƮĸŶ Ŋĸĸū 

drowned out by the chaos of college life.

Every one of my shifts brings me new stories representing 

ťƀƶƝŶĸǕƤ ƀŊ Đūū ŨŗŶĲƤɧ gʈǎĸ ŒĐĲ ƮŒĸ ŒƀŶƀƝ Ʈƀ ūĸĐƝŶ ƤƀŴĸ ƀŊ 

ƮŒĸ ŴƀƤƮ ŗŶƮŗŴĐƮĸ ĲĸƮĐŗūƤ ĐŶĲ ƮƝĐƶŴĐƤ ŊƝƀŴ ƚĸƀƚūĸʈƤ ūŗǎĸƤɧ 

My role as a tutor encompasses more than explaining 

grammar rules; oftentimes, the most important lesson I can 

pass on is one of confidence and kindness. I am one of 

many forces these writers encounter that can either 

reinforce or subvert the expectations they have coming in. 

It is my duty to ensure they leave the writing center with 

more autonomy and morale that can motivate them to keep 

writing and seeking help. 

While not everyone will leave with a newfound love for journaling or 

writing in general, I hope that they realize the community they have 

available to them. The University Writing Center exists as a resource not 

just for writing, but also for healing. We continue to demonstrate how 

mentorship should involve friendship that builds trust. Our community 

strives to maintain a safe space for writers of all kinds to find support in 

the forms of active listening, compassionate teaching, and supportive 

encouragement.

Author Description

ÜŒŗƤ ƚŗĸĬĸ ŗƤ Đ ƝĸŊūĸĬƮŗǎĸ ĸƤƤĐǕ ĬƀŶǎĸǕŗŶŋ ƮŒĸ ĸŶŋĐŋĸŴĸŶƮ gʈǎĸ ĸǔƚĸƝŗĸŶĬĸĲ ƮŒƝƀƶŋŒƀƶƮ ŴǕ ƮŗŴĸ ĐƤ Đ ÈĸĸƝ 

Mentor and Tutor at Margaret H. Ordoubadian University Writing Center, as well as how engagement 

serves us as an organization within the larger community of MTSU. I feel that it is easy to assume the 

UWC as a purely editorial service focused on prescriptive rules of grammar, and I find it important to 

challenge these conjectures in order to continue our mission of creating better writers rather than better 

writings. With my reflection, I hope to effectively give thanks to those that have visited us and encourage 

ƮŒƀƤĸ ǏŒƀ ŒĐǎĸŶʈƮ Ʈƀ ƝĸĬƀŶƤŗĲĸƝɧ
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PAUSE AND CONNECT:
INTERNATIONAL STUDENT ENGAGEMENT 
TO COMBAT CONTESTED TIMES

essay

+ event

by Caleb M. Smith , student, Master of Social Work candidate

Felicity Lindberg , student, Bachelor of Social Work

Jessica Teter , employee, Department of Social Work

Recognizing the tumultuous and hectic social and political climate, 

students in the Department of Social Work created the engagement event 

Pause & Connect. The Pause & Connect events were designed to be a 

wellness -focused space for students to unwind, engage in low -pressure 

activities, and connect with peers in a supportive setting. This program 

was initiated by social work students Claire Keith, Felicity Lindberg, and 

Caleb Smith with support from the Department of Social Work, and 

under the guidance of faculty members Professor Scott Coble and 

Professor Tim King. Taking place twice a month from February to April 

2025, the events welcomed all MTSU students. In its first semester, Pause 

& Connect engaged 65 students.

05

At each event, the student organizers engaged attendees in creative, 

tactile activities, accompanied by calming music and a welcoming 

environment. Each month had a different theme, with the first month 

focusing on rock painting, the second on constructing collages, and the 

ƮŒŗƝĲ ƀŶ üƀŴĸŶʈƤ bŗƤƮƀƝǕ £ƀŶƮŒ īŗŶŋƀɧ !Ŷ ĐŶƀŶǕŴƀƶƤ ƤƶƝǎĸǕ ǏĐƤ 

distributed at each event to gather student feedback, which was 

overwhelmingly positive. All attendees in each of the three months 

reported that they found the event useful, with unanimous positive 

feedback. Attendees also overwhelmingly indicated they were either 

ʅûĸƝǕ yŗŨĸūǕʆ ƀƝ ʅyŗŨĸūǕʆ Ʈƀ ƝĸƮƶƝŶ Ʈƀ ŊƶƮƶƝĸ ĸǎĸŶƮƤɧ
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These results, paired with social 

ǏƀƝŨĸƝƤʈ ĸƮŒŗĬĐū ĲƶƮǕ Ʈƀ ƤĸƝǎĸɢ ūĸĲ ƮŒĸ 

Department of Social Work to 

formalize Pause & Connect in their 

Social Work Practice II class, a course 

focusing on social work with groups. 

Starting in the Fall 2025 semester, 

Practice II students will, as part of 

their coursework, form groups and 

run a Pause & Connect event of their 

own. These events will take place on 

October 7th and 8th, and November 

4th and 5th, in the Academic 

Classroom Building.

This rock garden was created by 

students at a fall 2025 Pause and 

Connect event sponsored by the 
Department of Social Work. P. Used 

with permission from photographer, 

Claire Keith

Author Description

Pause and Connect: Intentional Student Engagement to Combat Contested Times is the culmination of 

months of work done by students in the Department of Social Work at Middle Tennessee State University 

(MTSU). Due to the stress of the semester and the complicated external world, social work students Claire 

Keith, Felicity Lindberg, and Caleb Smith created Pause and Connect, a student engagement event to give 

MTSU students a space to unwind, relax, and engage in tactile activities while interacting with student 

peers and faculty alike. A core model of social work is the Generalist Intervention Model (GIM). In the 

GIM, engagement is the first step to a successful therapeutic intervention. In this, it is the hope of these 

students and the Social Work Department that Pause and Connect is the first step toward true change on 

our campus.
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Healthy 
Living Tips

IN THIS SECTION TWO COLLAGES / COLLAGE ZINES

VARIOUS PUZZLES + COLORING



You are
collage 

zine

by Laura Loggins

Employee and student, Integrated Studies major
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Author Description

"You are" emphasizes the importance of health and being yourself as a student. It reminds you to care for 

your mental and physical well -being and that you are recognized, seen, and worthy.

54


