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I Get Around: A Provincial English Instructor
Explores the Streets of China
by David Myer
English instructors are generalists; that is, we generally do as we’re told. But I have learned over
the years that if I do the things I am asked to do, I sometimes get to do things I really want to do,
such as traveling to China twice. My experiences there do not make me an expert on that
country, but I have had a few adventures and learned a thing or two along the way. In fact, just
getting around in China, whether on foot or by motor vehicle, can be an adventure, especially for
a small-town Alabama boy. But the effort and occasional risks have allowed me to see some
amazing things and learn more about the world and about myself. Best of all, I have met people
from all walks of life and made life-long friends. They, more than any destination, are why I will
always love China.
Let’s get one thing out of the way: The Chinese walk much more than Americans do−not in
Spandex and Nikes on tracks or treadmills, either. They walk nearly everywhere, it seems. When
I spent three weeks in China on an academic fellowship, we visited numerous universities. On a
typical visit, our bus would pull into a parking lot in front of a large building where a welcoming
party waited to greet us. Our new entourage would then lead us on a walk of hundreds of yards to
another building where our meeting would take place. Almost invariably, this building, too,
would have a parking lot with ample room for our bus to have dropped us right at our
destination. Why all the walking? But this is an ethnocentric observation on my part. The place
where the visitor is greeted and the visitor’s actual destination are two unrelated things, the
distance between them a non-issue.
Frankly, the Chinese make me feel lazy. When Chinese friends visit me in America, I can’t tell if
they are amused or appalled at the way we use cars to get around town or campus. When I visit
China, I return home resolved to walk or bicycle everywhere. In a town the size of Jacksonville,
Alabama, I should feel ashamed for even owning a car. Of course, this resolve crumbles the
moment my plane touches down in Atlanta. Hey, I’ve been walking all over China; I need a
break.
To call China a land of contrasts is an understatement as huge as the country itself. In the cities,
poverty nestles cozily up to wealth, just as modern urban life, with all its Western trappings, coexists alongside traditional Chinese ways, and the transition may be gradual or jarringly sudden.
In Xi’an, one of China’s most ancient cities, I take a stroll downtown past fashionable, upscale
shops where well-heeled patrons purchase Coach bags and Tissot watches for three times what
they’d cost in the States. In front of a gleaming luxury hotel, I pause as the uniformed doorman
opens the lobby door and a stunning woman of about forty steps out into the sunlight. Beneath a
hat of feathers and silk, her eyes are hidden behind high-dollar sunglasses. Her short blue dress
fits snugly and perfectly, made for her; high heels click on the pavement with a brisk staccato as
she strides confidently toward her waiting Mercedes. She is a universe unto herself. Not even
acknowledging the existence of the attendant who opens her car door, she slips into the buttery
leather driver’s seat. As the door closes with that solid “thunk” only money can buy, she
disappears behind the tinted glass and the car pulls away. I will never see her again, but her work
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is done where I am concerned. Later, when I revisit this scene in my mind, she will be leading a
young leopard on a jeweled leash of red leather.
I walk on for several blocks, randomly turning corner after corner. Probably I am lost, but that’s
okay; I can always hail one of those rickety little three-wheeled taxis that I have affectionately
dubbed “Death Cabs for David” to take me back to my hotel. Then suddenly I am walking down
a narrow street festooned with colorful paper lanterns and teeming with life. I have entered the
China of my imagination.
The air smells strongly of
cooking smoke, with
undercurrents of sewage
and rotting garbage. In
lieu of air conditioning to
hold the sweltering
summer heat at bay, front
doors stand propped open,
offering intimate glimpses
of families within−sitting
around low tables, sharing
a simple meal or
languidly sipping tiny
cups of tea. Grandmothers
mop floors or watch over
small children. Through
these open doors, life
spills out into the street.
People are sweeping the
uneven sidewalks in front
of their homes and shops;
selling fruits and
vegetables from makeshift
stands; hurling buckets of
dirty water into the gutter;
tending to cages of
scrawny, clucking
chickens, or tubs swimming with live fish. Tethered dogs sit like statues on the sidewalk, waiting
for something, or nothing.
In these traditional neighborhoods, everyone, it seems, stays constantly busy: preparing or eating
food, buying, selling, mopping, sweeping, keeping their few but vital possessions in working
order. If something needs mending−a broken cart, maybe—there is a man who will drag a
battered old welding machine out onto the sidewalk and send sparks flying everywhere. No
passersby are going to complain, much less stop him; they’ll just detour around him and continue
on their way. The steady hum of life goes on at all hours in these streets, whether I am shopping
in the middle of the day or making my way from a bar back to my hotel after midnight.
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To feel sorry for the Chinese who live this way is a simplistic, knee-jerk response. After all,
poverty in any place is a relative condition and one on which China has no monopoly. No doubt
many of these people enjoy better lives here than they would in the countryside, and likely do not
think of themselves as poor. They are fed; they are housed; they have things to do. My pity
would insult them, and they are far too busy getting on with their lives to feel sorry for
themselves. But it’s more than the absence of pity: I admire them. As impossible as it seems, I
envy them. My envy is grounded in reality, of course. I know that I would not want to live as
they do; I like my comfortable home, my modern conveniences, my possessions−even the ones I
could do without. And I know that there is nothing quaint, charming, or picturesque about substandard housing
or sanitation.
Still, I sense a
wonderful vitality
and immediacy in
their approach to
daily living.
Unencumbered by
the superfluous or
superficial, they
exist on intimate
terms with what is
real and useful
and necessary. A
bicycle, for
example, is not a
toy or a pastime
but rather a
valued tool and
faithful friend.
Fitted with a
basket, it is a
well-worn
utilitarian object
with connections
to family, social
life, and
commerce. One
sees them everywhere in China—on city streets and college campuses−these rusted, ancientlooking bicycles seemingly held together with wire and duct tape, their worn-out pedals
sometimes replaced with simple blocks of wood. Devoid of ornamentation (and eventually most
of their paint), they are not things to be discarded casually or replaced readily. They will be
maintained in serviceable condition for as long as possible, using whatever means are at hand.
But even the Chinese can’t walk or bike everywhere. Thanks to a long economic boom and the
expansion of the middle class, many more Chinese can now afford cars. While that seems like a
good thing in the abstract, it has meant a huge increase in the number of vehicles on the streets,
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many of them steered by a generation of new drivers who, unlike their American counterparts,
were not raised in a car-oriented culture. And all these cars and commercial vehicles compete for
space and right of way amid a swarming sea of pedestrians, bicycles, scooters, motorcycles,
carts, Death Cabs, and yes, rickshaws. The result is, to the newcomer, chaotic and occasionally
bloodcurdling.
My introduction to the Chinese driving style came in 2010, on my first visit to the country. After
flying into Shanghai and spending the night in a hotel, my colleague Gena and I were collected
to be whisked by car to our destination, a university in a smaller city several miles to the south.
And I do mean whisked. Quickly leaving Shanghai in our rear-view mirror, we soon were
hurtling along a modern expressway in fairly heavy traffic, doing over ninety miles per hour in a
Buick minivan in a hard rain. Outside my window, the green mountains and countryside were a
wet blur. We came barreling up like a heat-seeking missile behind a slow-moving police car—a
sure recipe for a ticket on America’s highways. But instead of slowing to a more circumspect
speed, our driver blasted his horn, glued his front bumper to the rear of the cruiser, swerved
suddenly to pass on the right—horn still blaring−and then, for good measure, veered
immediately into the breakdown lane to pass a big truck. The cops took no notice at all—didn’t
even blink.
I, on the other hand, was quickly being reduced to a single raw, twitching nerve. My knuckles
gleamed a sickly white on the armrest. The barely suppressed urge to scream (or vomit, maybe)
was a metallic taste on my tongue. I thought longingly of the bourbon miniatures I had brought
along as gifts, now stashed away in my luggage and sadly out of reach. I still smoked cigarettes
back then, so when our driver cracked open the van’s sunroof and lit up, I gratefully followed
suit, feeling bad for my non-smoking friend as I puffed away, but also somewhat justified, like a
condemned man granted a last request, one small, final comfort before being ushered into the
hereafter. I considered asking for a blindfold.
While the police show little interest in writing speeding tickets, at random intervals along the
expressways are automated speed traps that use radar and digital photography to detect and ticket
speeders. Each time we approached one of these traps, our driver would wait until the last
possible instant before slamming on the brakes in full panic-stop mode and then, just as
suddenly, flooring the gas pedal and accelerating back to speed. The g-forces pulling and
pushing on my insides and tugging at my eyeballs were what I’ve always imagined it would feel
like to fly a fighter jet from an aircraft carrier—like riding in a minivan equipped with a tail hook
and afterburners.
City traffic is more of the same but in larger doses and closer quarters. Clearances of mere inches
between vehicles (and between vehicles and pedestrians) are the norm here—tight enough, at
first, to make the American guest flinch and gasp with each close encounter. Gradually, as
looming death becomes the new reality, these tight squeezes become more tolerable if never
comfortable. In my two trips to China, a total of thirty days, I never saw more than a fender
bender; still, I was amazed that the streets and sidewalks weren’t strewn with bodies. The idea of
pedestrians having the right of way is quite literally a foreign notion here. For visitors, crossing a
busy street on foot is always an adrenaline-fueled adventure, sometimes a terrifying one.
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Lane markers, signs, crosswalks, and traffic signals are there, it seems, mostly for ornamentation
or maybe to serve as broad suggestions. All the components of an orderly system are in place,
but no one pays them any mind. The Chinese mindset behind the wheel can be summed up this
way: Respect the destination; it is paramount, and the end always justifies the means. If two
lanes aren’t enough, just create a third, maybe a fourth. If there’s more room in a lane of
oncoming traffic, go ahead and use that lane for a block or two. Other drivers will get out of the
way; after all, no one wants a head-on collision. And what on earth are those pesky pedestrians
doing in the crosswalk, anyway?
As in the U.S., signs posted along China’s streets and highways caution against drunk driving−an
admirable admonition, but one that begs the question: How would anyone know? What would it
take to raise a police officer’s suspicions? What crazy maneuver would stand out among all the
other crazy maneuvers? In
short, what could an
impaired motorist
possibly do that would
qualify as erratic or
dangerous driving in the
midst of this general
mayhem? Is that driver
speeding, or weaving in
and out of traffic? Well,
people have to reach their
destinations, don’t they?
Did that van almost clip a
pedestrian? That
pedestrian should be more
careful. Maybe the answer
is that driving in China is
the pure, perfect inverse
of driving in America. In
this wacky alternative
universe, there is no
protection or constraint
beyond one’s own sense
of self-preservation, and any driver who obeys the speed limit, yields appropriately, and drives in
the correct lane is clearly intoxicated and needs to be pulled over. No one gets pulled over.
In addition to the insane traffic, another menace lurks on China’s streets, one less imminent but
no less tangible. To the foreign visitor to whom even the mundane appears impossibly exotic,
there is something mystical and magical about a Buddhist temple. Mysteriously shrouded in a
cool morning mist, it seems to beckon the weary traveler to enter its gates for a moment of quiet
reflection. But then reality cuts through the romantic reverie like a chainsaw through warm tofu:
That’s no cool morning mist—it’s air pollution. On far too many days, smog blankets the cities
and much of the countryside in an acrid, choking layer that hugs the ground, obscures the
distance, and can be smelled in the nostrils, felt on the skin, tasted on the back of the throat.
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This is part of the price China is paying for an economic boom fueled largely by coal and years
of almost unregulated carbon emissions. It’s something people learn to cope with, just as they
cope with the homicidal free-for-all that is Chinese traffic. Many motorists, cyclists, and
pedestrians cover their mouths and noses with breathing masks that, on a bad day, soon blacken
with residue. Scooters and bicycles zip and weave through the fume-choked gridlock of cars,
buses, and trucks, missing other vehicles by a hair’s breadth, the intrepid riders blithely oblivious
to danger, their faces securely masked but their heads, astonishingly, almost never helmeted, as if
to say, “I might crack my head on the pavement like an overripe melon, or end up as a hood
ornament on a taxicab, but I am NOT breathing this stuff. That would be crazy!”
The Chinese believe in luck to a degree most Americans would find hard to fathom. We pay lip
service to it (“Best of luck!”), sometimes sarcastically (“Yeah, good luck with that”). But when it
comes to luck, the Chinese are true believers—a good thing, considering the minefield they must
navigate daily in the cities. And it is the people of China whom I have befriended, talked with, or
just observed—
academics,
students, business
people, laborers,
farmers,
bartenders, trades
people, physicians,
artists,
merchants—who
make me realize, a
few close calls
notwithstanding,
how lucky I am to
have traveled in
their country. It is
they—not the
government, the
traffic, or the
pollution—who
define China for
me and who
remind me that
while governments
butt heads and
rattle sabers, while
big corporations
plunder and pollute
the earth, ordinary
people everywhere
want pretty much the same things
Pictures courtesy of David Myer
out of life: peace, prosperity, health, happiness. So it is
with us; so it is with the people of China. And the same
breeze that blows on us all whispers in our ears, “Good luck. Good luck.”
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An Early Thirst
for Traveling and
Learning
by April Mattox
As a young girl living with her
grandparents in Ravnogor,
Bulgaria, nestled in the
enchanting beauty of the
Rhodope Mountains, Raina
Kostova envisioned traveling
outside of Bulgaria and exploring
other cultures. Perhaps her
mother intuitively knew the
dreams that stirred within her
daughter, as she enrolled Raina
in English courses outside of her
regular studies, beginning when
Raina was in third grade and
living with her parents in
Plovdiv, Bulgaria, where she
pursued her early education. Her
father, too, served as a great
influence over Raina by
providing her with his own love
of the arts and a well-stocked
library that included fine works of
Picture courtesy of Raina Kostova
literature, which Raina embraced wholly,
especially as a teenager. Her desire to travel and explore other worlds was made possible by the
literature she encountered, but it would serve only to temporarily appease her thirst for travel and
learning about other cultures.
After completing her secondary studies, Raina was accepted into the American University in
Bulgaria (AUBG), which is a private liberal arts college that offers an education in the English
language and is situated in Blagoevgrad. Through her time at AUBG, Raina became quite
familiar with American culture and quite inspired by all of her professors of different
nationalities, including quite a few who were American. One professor in particular inspired her
to teach English, giving her the confidence to teach, not her native language, but her second
language. She says that she related to his teaching style and he “struck a vibe” in her. She further
explains, “I’m an example of how great teaching works and influences students.” Therefore, it
was during her time at AUBG that she decided to become a Professor of English, gaining
experience while teaching rigorous English courses over the summers. After she received her
B.A. from AUBG in 1999, her desires to teach and to travel eventually took her well outside of
the borders of Bulgaria and well beyond the Rhodope Mountains that were the backdrop to her
8

earliest years. Raina enrolled in the University of Maine, where she accumulated more teaching
experience and received her M.A. in 2001. She then attended Emory University, where she
earned her Ph. D. in comparative literature in 2006.
At that point, the newly titled Dr. Raina Kostova continued her travels, but only a short distance
from Atlanta; she made Jacksonville State University her home in 2006. During her time at
Jacksonville, she has excelled. She has just completed her tenth year at JSU, and she has not
“rested on her laurels.” She received tenure and promotion to Associate Professor in fall 2012.
She has received several grants to further her research, including a REAL Teaching Grant for
further development of her Non-Western Literature course, which she first piloted in 2014 and
will continue to teach as a yearly offering. She has been an asset to the English Department and
to the University through both her instruction and her service.
Not surprisingly, Raina’s
accomplishments are not limited to her
profession. In February, she shared
another very important triumph with
her colleagues, family, and friends.
Raina Kostova, once the little girl in
Bulgaria dreaming of traveling and
exploring other cultures, announced
that she had officially become a citizen
of the United State of America. She
serves as an example that the American
dream is not simply a myth one can
only imagine within his or her own
border; Raina has provided a great
model of how the American dream is
something that can be achieved by
anyone from any country through hard
work and dedication.
Ironically, Raina’s journey has brought
her to a spot that is very reminiscent of
where she spent her earliest years
imagining the world beyond Bulgaria’s
borders−from a quiet village in the
Rhodope Mountains to a quiet
community situated in the foothills of
Picture courtesy of Susan Hurst
the Appalachian Mountains. She is
now settled in one spot, calling
Jacksonville State University her home and having dual citizenship; however, she still loves
traveling and exploring other parts of the world. In fact, she has just recently returned from an
excursion to England, which included a visit to Stonehenge pictured on the previous page. Her
thirst for traveling and learning has yet to be quenched.
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Holocaust Remembrance: A Daughter Paints a
Portrait of Her Mother’s Strength
by April Mattox
This year’s Holocaust Remembrance program was held on Tuesday, April 5, at the Stone Center
Theater on the Jacksonville State University Campus. The keynote address was delivered by
Esther Gerson Levy of Birmingham, Alabama. The Birmingham Holocaust Education Center
recognizes Levy as a Guardian of Remembrance. Levy’s mother, Tobi Kamornik Gerson, was so
deeply affected by the horrors she witnessed during the Holocaust that she was rarely able to
speak of her story to anyone, but she did attempt to exorcise some of the hurt by capturing it
through writing. Tobi’s vignettes describe how the oppressive regime in Europe destroyed her
home, the town where she lived, most of her family, and her youth. Prior to her death in 2006,
Tobi had captured fragments of her memory in her collection of hand-written notes, as well as
the dictated extracts that her neighbor typed for her. Levy has studied her mother’s notes and
listened to an audio recording of a conversation she had with her more than two decades ago in
order to paint the vivid portrait of her mother’s strength and courage. It is most fitting that she is
recognized as a Guardian of Remembrance, as she is the guardian of her mother’s story, sharing
it and reminding all who will listen to remember those who lost their lives and those who
survived the Holocaust.
Although it is painful for Esther Levy to tell the story of her mother’s harrowing path away from
the grips of the Nazis, she feels that sharing her mother’s story may reach at least one person,
giving that person hope and strength in a world that is still wrought with hate. She explains, “If
by telling my mother’s story and talking about the tragedies of the Holocaust, I can reach just
one of you and help you to understand her pain and what happens when you respond to hatred
and bigotry with fear and indifference, then it is well-worth telling her story.” Esther Levy
explained how her mother was fourteen-years-old and living in Szczercόw when the Nazis began
bombing Poland in 1939. At the time of the bombings, Tobi was living with her parents and four
siblings. By the time the Swedish Red Cross rescued Tobi from Ravensbrück, a concentration
camp for women in Germany, in 1945, she had worked in a sewing factory, a munitions factory,
and a work camp where the laborers cleared yards and paved roads; Levy explained how the
roads were often paved with the tombstones from Jewish cemeteries. Tobi’s own road was paved
with starvation, sorrow, separation, and senseless horror. Throughout her life after the Holocaust,
the memories of what she endured and witnessed never ceased to haunt her.
Tobi and her oldest brother were the only two from Tobi’s family in Poland to survive the
Holocaust; Tobi did not know her brother had survived until years after she was able to come to
the States. Her surviving brother was thirteen years older than his sister and had a wife and a
child who were executed in the gas chambers, but the chambers were not the only means the
Nazis used to murder. Levy shared how the Nazis executed some of their victims at the Chelmno
execution camp by sealing large numbers of them into the backs of large trucks that had been
modified so that the gas from the exhaust pipes flowed into the sealed compartments, thus
enabling the executioners to drive around and fulfill the death sentences of the prisoners. Levy
explained how most of her mother’s family in Poland died at Chelmno, including two of her
siblings.
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The monsters involved in the Holocaust kept Tobi from getting those vital years of guidance
from her mother and discipline from her father. She did not get to share the joys of joining with
her siblings in testing the boundaries their parents would have set for them, if they had had the
chance. During her speech, Levy not only commented on the sadness she felt for her mother’s
loss, but she also shared her own loss and how she could only learn of her grandparents and other
extended family through the stories her mother and father shared. Levy’s father was able to come
to America prior to the beginning of the war, but, like his eventual wife, he lost his entire family
in Poland to the Holocaust.
Esther Levy used a variety of colors and strokes to paint the picture of her mother’s strength.
Through her notes and the audio Levy made of her, Tobi shared her haunting history so that her
family would always remember the root of the sadness behind her eyes that she tried to keep
from them and the strength it took for her to survive. Tobi Kamornik Gerson’s history, as well as
the history of every victim of the Holocaust, should be remembered. Levy’s narrative of her
mother’s dreadful journey reminded all in the audience to remember not only the events of the
Holocaust, but also the strength and courage of those who survived it and shared their stories.
This group includes Esther Levy’s mother whose story is told through her daughter.

Imagining the Holocaust Writing Competition
Imagining the Holocaust is a writing competition for Middle School and Senior High School
students. “Why teach Holocaust history?” is a question many have struggled to answer.
Imagining the Holocaust is one way to teach Holocaust history and its importance to our daily
lives. To this end, interested English faculty at JSU developed the idea of Imagining the
Holocaust, a writing contest designed to teach Holocaust history and its continuing influence in
today’s world for middle school and high school students in Alabama. The competition is open
to many kinds of writing, from essays to more creative approaches in poetry and fiction. Entries
are due each spring, and prizes are awarded. This year, April Mattox oversaw the middle school
entries and Susan Dean, the high school entries. Steven Whitton was project coordinator. For
more information, go to www.jsu.edu/english/holocaust.
Quite a few of the winners of this year’s competition were able to attend the Holocaust
Remembrance Program on April 5th, where those who placed first read their poems and excerpts
from their stories. The following are the winners for the high school portion: 1st place short story:
Bryce Heise, “A Moment Lived Short”; 2nd place short story: Taylor Byrd, “When Love Is
Hard”; 1st place poetry: Alyssa Skinner, “Murdered for Life”; 2nd place poetry: Nathan Rourke,
“One of My Own”; 3rd place poetry: Blake Walters, “Alone.” The following are the winners for
the middle school portion: 1st place short story: Alayna Ivie, “Fire Wood”; 2nd place short story:
Austin Gilliland, “Survivor”; 3rd place short story: Mary Margaret Spethman, “After
Kristallnacht”; 1st place poetry: Joshua Gardner, “Earth”; 2nd place poetry: Madie Garrett, “My
Star”; 3rd place poetry: Cody Smith, “A Gun’s Sorrow.” To see some of the winning entries,
please see the Student Sampler section beginning on page 26. Additionally, the Holocaust
publication is available at http://www.jsu.edu/english/holocaust.html.
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JSU Writers Bowl
On October 28, 2015, the English Department sponsored the Twentieth Annual JSU Writers
Bowl. Over 450 students from high schools throughout Alabama traveled to the JSU campus to
compete. Following a Halloween theme, the morning prose competition required teams of six
students to write in the voice of a classic monster of their choice a letter of application to the
principal of their high school explaining why the monster should be the top choice for a job in a
specific department at the school. For the afternoon session, teams were asked to write a poem of
three stanzas in iambic pentameter in the manner of the witches’ spell in Shakespeare’s Macbeth.
For the individual essay, students were asked to write a 500-700 word response to the following:
“What would you place in a time capsule to allow people opening the capsule 100 years from
now to understand life in 2015? Explain the reason for your choice.”

Writers Bowl pictures courtesy of Randall Davis

ACA Eagle Quills from Alabama Christian Academy: Cameron Strowbridge, Sarah
Palmer, Rebekah Foster, Micah Williams, Keely Nguyen, and Aly Nguyen
The winners for the Writers Bowl include the following: prose category: 1st place: ACA Eagle
Quills, Aly Nguyen (captain), Cameron Strowbridge, Micah Williams, Keely Nguyen, Sarah
Palmer, and Rebekah Foster from Alabama Christian Academy, sponsor Rhea Wynn; 2nd place:
“I Don’t Know What to Make My Group Name,” Maddie Griggers (captain), Molly Smith,
Molly Harrison, Leihton Gowens, Dawson Bass, and Davian Clark from Glencoe High School,
sponsor Kelly Abney; 3rd place: Tiger Two, Meilani Nishumura (captain), Ethan Barber, Zachary
Hineman, Harli Hodges, Dustin Pirkle, and Anna Robinson from Handley High School, sponsor
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Leslie Seiffert. In the poetry category: 1st place: The Nerds and Harley, Jacob Guede (captain),
Jonas Guede, Bryce Collison, Colton Cram, Kelsey Maypole, and Harley Burgess from Saks
High School, sponsors Pam Roberts and Ronald Cornutt; 2nd place: The Plebian Society, Adam
McFry (captain), Breanna Hunt, Aliee Martin, Danielle Nolan, Nash Dewsnup, and Tiffany
Carver from White
Plains High School,
sponsor Jennifer
Arnold; 3rd place:
Order of the Phoenix,
Gregory Heathcock
(captain), Brianna
Anderson, Haley
Shaw, Jerece Tillery,
Nina DiValentin, and
Jacque Beyerle from
Sacred Heart Catholic
School, sponsor Kelly
Abney. For the overall
teams: 1st place: Saucy
Penguins, Megan
Miller (captain), Grace
Hansen, Blake Hatton,
Anna Rodgers,
Matalyn Brandon, and
Lexi Mosley from
Scottsboro High
School, sponsor Holly
Donham; 2nd place:
Pin Pals, Kristen
The Nerds and Harley from Saks High School: Jonas Guede,
Floyd (captain), Trevor
Harley Burgess, Jacob Guede, Colton Cram, Bryce Collison, &
Merck, Olivia Griffith,
Kelsey Maypole
Aubry Quinn, Riya
Patel, and Lucas Griffith from Scottsboro High School, sponsor Holly Donham; 3rd place: Tiger
Two from Handley High School, team members and sponsor are the same listed in the prose
category. In the individual essay category, the winners include the following: 1st place: Cameron
Strowbridge from Alabama Christian Academy, sponsor Rhea Wynn; 2nd place: Rebekah Foster
from Alabama Christian Academy, sponsor Rhea Wynn; 3rd place: Lauren Curry from Oxford
High School, sponsor Yevett Word. To see some of the winning entries, please see the Student
Sampler section beginning on page 26.
Steven Whitton again served as the chair of the Writers Bowl Committee, assisted by committee
members Christy Burns, Randall Davis, and Katelyn Williams. Submissions were judged by the
following JSU faculty: Gena Christopher, Kathryn Cleveland, Larry Gray, Bill Hug, Raina
Kostova, Katie Johnson, Joy Maloney, Elizabeth Martin, April Mattox, Sarah Moersch, David
Myer, Katerri Richardson. For information about the Writers Bowl, go to
http://www.jsu.edu/english/service.html.
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JSU Writers’ Club
The JSU Writers’ Club had an excellent year. The club hosted its annual RUM (Robert U.
Moersch) Fiction contest during the fall semester and its annual RUM Poetry contest during the
spring semester. The following are the RUM Fiction contest winners: 1st place: Michael “Micky”
Mitchell, “A Midnight Rider”; 2nd place: Nathan Cavitt, “The Man in the Yellow Poncho”; 3rd
place: Maiya Thomas, “Southern Discomfort”; Honorable Mention: Michael Megill, “Limbo.”
The following are the winners of the RUM Poetry contest: 1st place: Megan Payne, “Backroads”;
2nd place: Brooke Wallace, “Slut”; 3rd place: Cody Harrell, “The Warzone”; Honorable
Mentions: Megan Payne, “Remnant”; Katie Peyton, “Logan: Or, Life in the Dorms”; Julian
Wilborn,
“Deep”; Helen
Companion,
“Spinning”;
Shawnette
Richey,
“Alone” and
“Daddy’s
Girl.” The club
also hosted a
Halloween
Poetry contest
and a
Valentine’s
Day Poetry
contest. The
following are
the Halloween
Poetry contest
winners: 1st
place: Jesse
Groover,
“Little
Tommy
From left to right: Megan Payne; Sarah Moersch; Anniston High School
Squire”; 2nd
students Ieisha McNeal, Shemira Jones, and Katelyn Helle; and Michael
place: Ruth
Megill
Staggs,
“Bedtime”; 3rd place: Blake Moman, “Clouded”; Honorable Mentions: Angel Henson, “Black
Cat”; Kaitlyn Ledbetter, “Fear.” The following are the Valentine’s Day Poetry contest winners:
1st place: Shawnette Richey, “Looking for You”; 2nd place: Kaela Brown, “The Like You’d Love
to See”; 3rd place: Jesse Groover, “Rachel, My Departed”; Honorable Mentions: James King,
“Passion’s Passage”; Bryant Mitchell, “Chocolate Heart”; Amy Meehan, “Gravity”; Kelsey Rae
Walling, “Like a River Flows”; Peter Abney, “My Love Is Not”; Jesse Groover, “Red and Blue.”
The club also hosted its first Something Else Jr. Writing contest, which was open to area high
school students who competed in short fiction and poetry. The following are the winners in the
Something Else Jr. Fiction contest: 1st place: Katelyn Helle, “North and South”; 2nd place: Ieisha
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McNeal, “Unpleasant Reunion”; 3rd place: Joshua Betton, “The Last Game.” The following are
the winners of the Something Else Jr. Poetry contest: 1st place: Shemira Jones, “Love”; 2nd place:
Shemira Jones, “War”; 3rd place: Shemira Jones, “Death.” To see some of the winning entries,
please see the Student Sampler section beginning on page 26.
In addition to the writing contests, the club produced and published Something Else; this is the
JSU student literary journal. Because the journal had not been published since 2012, this edition
included winning works from previous contests. The journals are available in room 228 and 230
Stone Center. Megan Payne, editor-in-chief, Michael Megill, Amanda Johnson, and Kristen
Crowe, editors, worked very hard and should be recognized for their work on this publication.
The club also participated in the homecoming parade in the fall semester and incorporated a
scene from Edgar Allan Poe’s “The Pit and the Pendulum” into the design of the float. Brittany
Robertson, Megan Payne, and Michael Megill were instrumental in the process. These club
members and their faculty sponsor Sarah Moersch rode on the float and threw candy to the
crowd.
The club also conducted
a creative writing
workshop for the
Anniston High School
Creative Writing Class
and will continue to do
this in the future. Megan
Payne, Michael Megill,
Brittany Robertson, and
Amanda Johnson were
highly committed to this
project and should be
recognized for their
outstanding service in
the workshop. The club
Writers’ Club pictures courtesy of Sarah Moersch
should also be
Megan Payne, Sarah Moersch, Michael Megill, and Brittany
complemented on the
Robertson aboard their Poe inspired homecoming float
outstanding work it did in
its club meetings.
According to Sarah Moersch, the club members were highly engaged in the work their peers
brought in for critiquing and were supportive and constructive with the feedback they provided.
She is confident that the club members will continue to conduct their meetings in this manner.
She also added that Michael Megill should be recognized for his consistent participation and
large volume of work shared with the club.
The Writers’ Club meets every Wednesday afternoon in the Writing Clinic to discuss work the
students are in the process of writing and on Friday afternoons, also in the Writing Clinic, to
discuss club business. For more information on the club, please contact Sarah Moersch
smoersch@jsu.edu.
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JSU Writing
Project
The twenty-eighth
Jacksonville State University
Writing Project summer
institute took place June 1316, 2016, and was held in 232
Stone Center. For the past two
summers, instead of the usual
four-week institute, the
Jacksonville State University
Writing Project held a single
Topic institute.
This year’s institute was titled
"Filling the Well: Using
Digital Tools to Meet College
and Career-ready Standards.”
Twelve area teachers spent
four days of hands-on learning
about how to use digital
strategies in narrative,
informative, and persuasive
writing, as well as in research.
They explored apps and
websites, produced digital
works using Animoto and
other digital means, and
shared their presentations with
the group. They also spent
time looking at formative
Picture courtesy of Joanne Gates
assessment tools for writing.
Attending were Charissa Lambert, Jennifer Byrd, Ben Kocian, Steve Bishop, Terrie Turner,
Stephanie Waters, Alicia Sullivan, Angie Kelley, Crystal Winton, Amy Smith, Robin Woolsey,
and Jamie McCain. Attendees earned 24 contact hours for STI-PD credits.
Despite retiring in 2014, Gloria Horton served as the director of this year’s Writing Project,
making it her 13th year as director. Rodney Bailey served as an instructor and as the technology
liaison. They are pictured above. For interest in next year’s writing project or to be placed on the
mailing list, please contact ghorton@jsu.edu.
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Sigma Tau Delta
The Pi Epsilon chapter of Sigma Tau Delta English Honor Society at Jacksonville State
University was founded in 1949, making it one of the oldest student organizations on campus.
This spring, faculty sponsor Andrea Porter, and co-sponsors Katelyn Williams and Katerri
Richardson, led a membership drive for the honor society. Calls for applications elicited a
number of responses. New members were officially inducted into the prestigious club at a
ceremony held in the Writing Clinic on April 12, 2016, as their family members and English
faculty gathered to celebrate. New officers were elected after the ceremony. The new officers
and faculty sponsors plan to have regular meetings in the fall. For further information, please
contact aporter@jsu.edu,
krebs@jsu.edu, or
knwilliams@jsu.edu.

Southern
Playwrights
Competition
This year’s Southern Playwrights
competition saw its usual large
number of entries from across the
nation. Annually since 1989, the
Southern Playwrights competition has
sought to identify and encourage the
best of Southern play writing. The
winning play receives a production by
the JSU Drama Department.
The selected winner for 2016 is The
Shackles of Liberty by Wim Coleman
of North Carolina. Mr. Coleman's
play is set in Thomas Jefferson's
library in the Hotel de Langeac in Paris in
Picture courtesy of April Mattox
1789 and is part memory. It concerns Jefferson
and three of the women in his life. The playwright recommends that all four roles, including that
of Jefferson, be played by women. Look for the announcement of the production of The Shackles
of Liberty in the Drama Department’s 2016-17 season.
The competition is especially grateful to the dedicated group of readers who helped to choose the
finalists and to Joy Maloney, Coordinator. For more information concerning the Southern
Playwrights competition, visit our website at http://www.jsu.edu/english/southpla or contact Joy
Maloney, jmaloney@jsu.edu or Steven Whitton, swhitton@jsu.edu.
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English Department Foundation
We appreciate the following alumni, friends, and department members who have generously
donated over the last year. Your donations help support our many programs.
Joyce Spradley Alford

Judith Chaffin Beason

Dorothy Wager Blake

Dafford D. Brewster, Jr.

Karen Faye Burnham

Ardith Williams Coates

Sharon Pharr Crew

Karen Cecilia Dalton

Adrian C. Evans

Freda Lynn Finley

Joanne E. Gates

Shaun Davidson Gray

Gregory M. Halligan

Virginia Nethery Harper

Randall Cory Hopkins

Veronica Elaine Kennedy

Patricia Gibbins Koors

Deborah Cole Landers-Scott

Marzell Pope Lasseter

Natalie Sloane Martin

Cecilia Canfield Matthews

Linda Wood Maurer

Linda Buzbee Moore

Douglas O’Keefe

Michael Charles Orlofsky

Cathy Rentschler

Robert Shannon Robinson III.

Tanya Trammell Sasser

Charlotte Mock Sieber

Christine Annette Tye

Portia Smart Weston

Steven J. Whitton

Wells Fargo Foundation
Tax deductible donations to the English Department Foundation may be made through the JSU
Foundation by directing mail to the JSU Foundation, 700 Pelham Road North, Jacksonville, AL
36265. Please indicate that the donation is for the English Department Foundation and, in the
case of memorial gifts, also signify the name of the honoree.
Donations can be made online by clicking on “Make a Gift” at the following link:
http://www.jsu.edu/foundation/index.html.
Thank You.
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Postscripts Bios
Rodney Bailey is the Technology Liaison for the JSU Writing Project and a member of the
Technology Liaison Network for the National Writing Project. Along with these duties and his
teaching duties, he also serves as the Color Guard Coordinator for the Marching Southerners.
The U.S. Army All-American Band selected Mr. Bailey to be a part of their instructional staff in
2016. Additionally, he received the Earlon & Betty McWhorter Outstanding Teacher Award at
the Faculty Awards Program in May.
Don Bennett has been an instructor in the JSU English department for fourteen years. He
teaches English Composition I and II, Oral Communication, Survey of American Literature I,
Survey of British Literature I, Advanced Composition, and the Theory of Composition. He is on
the JSU Writing Project Board of Directors and has attended multiple Writing Project sessions
and workshops, as well as the CORE Academy. He has also recently completed Faculty Mentor
training. Don and his wife Amy (singer/vocal instructor/musical director/actress/writer/blogger
and mom extraordinaire) have two children: Timothy, a 16 year old trumpeter in the Cherokee
County High School Warrior Marching Band, and Paul, 10, who has been a member of the Glee
Club in both elementary and middle school and who has appeared in numerous musical theatre
productions.
Christy Burns teaches Oral Communication, English Composition, and Survey of American
Literature. She judges several competitions, such as Southern Playwrights and Imagining the
Holocaust. In 2013 and 2014, she served as a committee member to welcome visitors from
Taizhou University. Additionally, she has served on the Writers Bowl planning committee since
2013 and has been an advisor for the Gamecock Orientation team since 2014. Christy Burns
recently completed her training as a QEP Faculty Mentor.
Kathryn Cleveland just completed her first year as a full-time faculty member. She taught
English Composition I and II, Oral Communication, and American Literature I and II. As for her
service, she organized and administered the Major Field Achievement Test (MFAT). She served
as a judge for the JSU Writers Bowl, Imagining the Holocaust Writing contest, and the College
of Arts and Sciences research symposium, and she looks forward to continuing her service to the
department in the coming year.
Randall Davis served as discussion leader for the Twenty-fifth Annual Literature and Medicine
Retreat, Montgomery, AL, January 30-31, 2016, sponsored by the Alabama Chapter of the
American College of Physicians. He regularly teaches both undergraduate and graduate classes,
including Contemporary American and Native American Literature, and does various service,
including serving on the Writers Bowl committee. At the Faculty Awards Program in May, Dr.
Davis was recognized for twenty-five years of service to JSU.
Susan Dean participated as a judge for several writing and speaking competitions. She is the
Coordinator for the High School division of the Imagining the Holocaust writing competition.
She teaches English Composition, Oral Communication, Survey of American Literature, and
Technical Writing and recently completed her training as a QEP Faculty Mentor.
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Carmine Di Biase was recognized for his promotion to Distinguished Professor at the Faculty
Awards Program in May. His translation of The Diary of Elio Schmitz, which appeared last
spring (Leicester: Troubador Publishing, 2014), has been favorably reviewed for a fourth time in
one of the most recent issues of one of the premier Italian journals, Quadernos de Filologia
Italiana, which comes out of the University of Madrid. In that same issue, he has published the
following article, in Italian: "Vita Sofferta e Vita Scritta: Svevo, Joyce e i loro Fratelli." He has
completed another article on Italo Svevo, which has been accepted for publication by Studies in
Modern Italian Literature, and he has completed the editing of a collection of articles on the
relationship between Italo Svevo and Shakespeare; four of the articles are by other scholars, but
the lead article is Di Biase's and so are the two translations: the first English translation of
Svevo's autobiographical essay and of his first, fragmentary play, Ariosto Governatore. This
book of essays was published last summer by Annali d'Italianistica. The title is: "O! Mio
Vecchio William!": Italo Svevo and His Shakespeare. It was given two book launchings in
December, one in Madrid and one in Trieste, both of which Dr. Di Biase attended. He also
attended the South Atlantic Modern Language Association (SAMLA) conference last fall, where
he presented a study of Alessandro Casola's play, Waste, which is being considered by several
theaters for performance in Di Biase's English translation. Much of this work was made possible
by a one-semester sabbatical, for which he is deeply grateful.
Robert Felgar continued to work on The Historian's Life of Frederick Douglass: Reading
Douglass's "Narrative" as Social and Cultural History; he also prepared a report for the English
Department's upcoming 5-year review and an update of English for PRISM.
Jennifer Foster has taught in the English department for twenty years. She has served as a
member of the Gamecock Orientation team for sixteen years and will do so again during the
summer of 2016. She is the chair of the Basic English Skills committee and continues to teach
The Bible as Literature, Old and New Testament. Several students from this upper-level class
presented their research on literary topics found in the Bible at the College of Arts and Sciences
Annual Symposium in February, 2016.
Joanne Gates presented “Web Resources for Teaching Women’s History Month” at JSU’s
CORE Academy in June 2015. She participated in last summer’s Writing Project and had a poem
published in the Fall / Winter issue of Comstock Review; the poem is titled “Inside a Corner of
Escher’s Relativity.” Dr. Gates presented “Undressing Undine Spragg: In Camilla, Elizabeth
Robins Rewrites the Trans-Atlantic Divorcée as a Feminist who Renounces a Second Marriage
Proposal” at the South Atlantic Modern Language Association (SAMLA) conference in Durham,
North Carolina, in November 2015. She additionally gave a presentation on Elizabeth Robins at
the Calhoun County Library in March and received a Faculty Research Award at the annual
Faculty Awards Program in May.
Larry Gray delivered two papers in London during the past academic year: in September at the
University of London on Ayn Rand and Adaptation Studies, and in April 2016 at the British
Library on Henry James (who died 100 years ago, this year). He will deliver papers in Montreal,
Boston, and at Oxford University, UK, in June and September. This summer he will also travel
to Tokyo, Kyoto, and Beppu, Japan: Dr. Gray was awarded a fellowship for this based on his
achievements at the 2015 Japan Studies Institute (JSI) at San Diego State University, last
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summer. The JSI-Japan Seminar in 2016 extends that SDSU experience with visits to Japanese
universities, historical sites, and meetings with business and academic leaders. Closer to home,
after completing his training as a QEP Faculty Mentor during this past year, he will implement
his pedagogical training in the 2016-17 academic year. Dr. Gray received a Faculty Research
Award at the annual Faculty Awards Program in May. Advanced courses in film and in the
American novel have been highlights of his most recent semesters; he also teaches Survey of
American and British literatures, and English Composition.
Pitt Harding was delighted when his original play in blank verse, The Comical Tragical History
of King Midas, was given a pubic reading on the main stage at Stone Center in September. The
cast featured Dr. Randall Davis as King Midas, Denise Davis as the king’s sister Asphyxia, and
Dr. Steven Whitton as the king’s wry counselor Zopyrion. Other major roles were read by the
Drama Department’s Caroline Price and Michael Boynton, who organized the reading. In Dr.
Harding's capacity as Vice President of the Faculty Senate, he helped to spearhead a resolution
opposing guns on campus. He also helped pilot a pair of “Combo Courses” with Dr. Kostova that
enabled graduate students to earn credit for two hybrid courses while coming to campus one
evening per week. Dr. Harding received a Faculty Research Award at the annual Faculty Awards
Program in May.
Bill Hug continues to serve as Director of Writing. His current scholarly interests include
examining ethnic rhetoric in photojournalist Jacob Riis's autobiography, The Making of an
American, and reading and evaluating submissions to Studies in Popular Culture.
Katie Johnson is the head of the Oral Communications committee and assists in judging
competitions, such as the Writers Bowl, Southern Playwrights, and Imagining the Holocaust. She
is also a member of JSU’s Health and Environmental Safety Committee, which seeks to provide
a safe campus for students, faculty, and staff. In addition, she teaches Oral Communication,
Survey of American Literature I and II, English Composition I and II, and her new May term
course, Southern Gothic Literature and Film.
John H. Jones continues his research on the variations in the copies of William Blake's
illuminated books. He is president of the JSU chapter of the Honor Society of Phi Kappa Phi
and continues to teach graduate classes and undergraduate classes in British literature.
Raina Kostova was recognized for ten years of service at the Faculty Awards Program in May.
She became the first faculty from the English Department to be named a Certified Online
instructor and completed her training as a QEP Faculty Mentor. She represented the English
Department in the Faculty Senate and served on the Faculty Honors Committee of the Faculty
Senate. Her essay “The Word as Such: Nietzsche and Mandelstam’s poststructuralist Poetics”
appeared in the Journal of Comparative Literature and Aesthetics. She is the primary organizer
of a five-day conference seminar, titled “Embracing the Other,” for the International
Comparative Literature Association (ICLA) at the University of Vienna in late July of 2016. She
will present “Jelinek’s Vienna: Cultural Elitism and Xenophobia” in one of the panels scheduled
for the seminar. Dr. Kostova served as the English Department Liaison to the Houston Cole
Library and as an Advanced Placement Reader for the College Board. Additionally, she served
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as a Judge for the following writing competitions: Writers Bowl, Imagining the Holocaust, and
the RUM fiction.
Joy Maloney serves as a tutor in the English Department’s Writing Clinic and regularly teaches
English Composition, Oral Communication, and Survey of Literature courses. She coordinates
the entries for the Southern Playwrights Competition.
Elizabeth Martin teaches both traditional and online classes for the department, including Oral
Communication, Freshman Composition, and Survey of American Literature. She served as a
judge for several writing competitions. She was recognized for fifteen years of service at the
annual Faculty Awards ceremony in May.
April Mattox is the
editor of Postscripts; this
edition will be her 6th.
She has served as a judge
for various writing
competitions, including
the JSU Writers Bowl
and RUM Fiction. She
serves as the Coordinator
for the Middle School
entries of the Imagining
the Holocaust
competition and serves
on the Speech
Committee. She teaches
English Composition II,
Survey of American
Literature I and II, and
Oral Communication.
Mica Mecham has
served as a full-time
faculty member of the
English Department,
teaching English Composition, Oral Communication, and Survey of American Literature since
spring of 2009. She teaches traditional classes, and beginning in 2011, she began teaching
multiple hybrid courses for the department with the goal of successfully incorporating 21st
century technology into her classrooms. In addition to her teaching load, she has served JSU in
numerous ways over the years, including past participation in JSU's Gamecock Orientation
program, as well as participation and successful completion of JSU's National Writing Project
Summer Institute. In 2014, she was honored to be chosen to participate as a Fast Forward Faculty
Mentor as a part of the university's Quality Enhancement Program (QEP). She served as a
mentor to the group of active 2015-16 Faculty Mentors. She has enjoyed this new challenge and
opportunity to serve Jacksonville State University.
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Sarah Moersch teaches English Composition II, Survey of American Literature I and II,
Advanced Grammar, and Oral Communication. She is the Director of the Writing Clinic,
overseeing over 1400 students over the course of the past year, and conducts the ECE workshops
each semester to help prepare students for the English Competency Exam. She conducted
additional workshops for students at ACE who were unable to attend the regularly scheduled
workshops due to athletic practices or events. She serves as the faculty sponsor for the JSU
Writers’ Club, which includes the responsibilities of coordinating the various writing
competitions and compiling, editing, and publishing the student literary journal, Something Else.
This year, in addition to the Writers’ Club’s regular activities, she and the members of the club
coordinated and conducted a creative writing workshop for the Anniston High School Creative
Writing Class. Moersch also serves as the social coordinator for the English Department and
regularly judges other writing competitions, including the Writers Bowl, the Southern
Playwrights, and the Imagining the Holocaust. She serves on the English Majors Review
Committee and is an alternate for the faculty senate.
David Myer teaches traditional and online sections of American Literature I and II, computerassisted and online sections of Technical Writing, and traditional and hybrid sections of Oral
Communication. Since 2005 he has served on the Editorial Board of The Journal of the Alabama
Academy of Science. He has published twelve book reviews in The Anniston Star and has made
numerous presentations on writing, speaking, popular culture, and academic honesty. He serves
as a part-time staff writer for JSU’s Office of Advancement Services. He was selected as a
Gamecock Orientation (GO!) Advisor for 2016. He also serves as a faculty advisor for Tau Delta
Phi fraternity and was named the 2015 Faculty Advisor of the Year by JSU”s Interfraternity
Council. He served as a judge for the JSU Writers Bowl and the Imagining the Holocaust
Writing competition. He regularly tutors students in the English Department’s Writing Clinic and
serves on the English Majors and Minors Committee, the English Competency Committee, the
Literature Survey Committee, and the Student Symposium Committee. He also occasionally
serves as an adjunct instructor and guest lecturer at JSU’s English Language Institute. My Myer
assists with academic and cultural exchange programs between JSU and a number of Chinese
universities, including Taizhou University, Zhejiang University of Media and Communications,
Beijing Union University, Changchun Normal University, and Jilin University of Finance and
Economics. In this capacity, he serves as a mentor, advisor, and tutor for visiting Chinese faculty
and students. In May 2010, he traveled to Taizhou University in Linhai, China, to help advance
JSU’s partnership with that university. In 2015, he was awarded a China Studies Institute ZhiXing China Academic Leaders Fellowship by the American Association of State Colleges and
Universities and the China Education Association for International Exchange. The fellowship
provided three weeks of travel and study in China during June 2015. He served as Interim
Director for the International Programs and International House from July through December
2015. In fall 2015, he created and taught a new course in the English department, EH 312
Business English for International Purposes. Mr. Myer has been promoted to the rank of
Distinguished Lecturer of English, receiving recognition at the Faculty Awards Program in May.
Andrea Porter serves as the Coordinator of graduate advisement, as a member of the Summer
Reading Program Committee, and as faculty sponsor of Sigma Tau Delta, the English Honor
Society. Dr. Porter is an alumnae advisor to Zeta Tau Alpha sorority at JSU and serves as a
National Officer of the sorority.
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Deborah Prickett chairs the English Composition Committee. She teaches English
Composition, Oral Communication, Theory of Speech, and Survey of American Literature. She
teaches both traditional and online courses.
Teresa Reed serves as the Coordinator of Undergraduate Student Advisement and teaches both
undergraduate and graduate classes, including Women's Literature, a class she had never taught
before, this past spring. This past fall, she also taught Survey of British Literature I online for the
first time since 2007 and continued to improve her knowledge of online teaching by attending a
workshop on the Blackboard Grade Center in February. Additionally, the week of May 16, she
participated in Certified Online Instructor training. In October, she presented a paper at the
annual meeting of the Southeastern Medieval Association in Little Rock, Arkansas, titled
“Dante's What Now? Using a Bad Video Game to Introduce a Timeless Text.” In early June, she
traveled with Dr. Erin Rider, Sociology, to present “Freedom Riders: Recounting the SocioHistorical Civic Engagement of Northeast Alabama” at the Civic Learning and Democratic
Engagement Meeting sponsored by the American Democracy Project and AASCU. For the past
twelve years, Dr. Reed has worked as a bibliographer for the annual Chaucer Bibliography, part
of Studies in the Age of Chaucer, the annual publication of the New Chaucer Society. In addition
to the bibliography coming out in hard copy each year, it is also available online at
http://uchaucer.utsa.edu/. Dr. Reed was recognized for twenty years of service at the Faculty
Awards Program in May.
Katerri Richardson teaches Oral Communication, English Composition, and Survey of
American Literature. She volunteered to judge several writing competitions, including Imagining
the Holocaust and the Writers Bowl. She was an advisor for the Gamecock Orientation team in
the summer 2015 and is participating again this summer. She also serves as the faculty advisor
for Campus Outreach and a co-faculty sponsor of Sigma Tau Delta, the English Honor Society.
She continues her work as an American Sign Language Interpreter for JSU, as she has done since
2009.
Valerie Rimpsey teaches Freshman Composition, Oral Communication, and Survey of
American Literature. She served as a judge for the Imagining the Holocaust writing competition
and is the advisor for the Gamma Sigma Sorority. She was recognized for fifteen years of service
at the Faculty Awards ceremony in May.
Tanya T. Sasser teaches Composition, Oral Communication, Argumentation and Debate, and
Survey of the Graphic Novel, a class she first piloted in 2013. She has presented papers at the
Alabama Regional Graduate Conference and ACETA and has led workshops for Collaborative
Regional Education and the Jacksonville State University Writing Project’s Annual 21st Century
Conference. Her publications include articles for Hybrid Pedagogy, Digital Writing Month,
Gamifeye, and Virtual Education Journal. She is the recipient of the 2009 William J. Calvert
Award. She received the REAL Teaching Grant for 2016 along with Dr. David Thornton from
the CS Department. Mrs. Sasser blogs regularly at remixingcollegeenglish.wordpress.com.
Susan Sellers has completed her nineteenth year of teaching at JSU and her fifteenth year as
Director of the English Competency Exam, a University graduation requirement, which includes
coordinating the exam for students on campus and the exam for Online@JSU students. In the
English Department, she serves as a representative on the Assessment, Composition,
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Competency, Advanced Writing, and Oral Communication Committees. She is a charter
member of the JSU chapter of the Honor Society of Phi Kappa Phi. She currently teaches
Literature for Young Adults as a hybrid course and traditional courses that include Survey of
American Literature I, which she taught as an online course this summer, and Oral
Communication. Additionally, she has served as a judge for the writing contests in the English
Department, including the Imagining the Holocaust and the RUM poetry and fiction.
Steven Whitton
continues to work with
the JSU Writers Bowl
and the Southern
Playwrights competition.
He remains an active
part of JSU’s annual
Holocaust
Remembrance, now in
its 35th year, and of
regional and state
Holocaust organizations.
He received a Faculty
Research Award and the
William A. Meehan
Legacy Award at the
Faculty Awards Program
in May. Additionally, he
was Zopyrion in the
Drama Department’s
reading of colleague Pitt
Harding’s The Comical
Tragical History of King
Midas. Dr. Whitton
often participates in
Theatre in the Mind, an
Educational Series of the
Alabama Shakespeare
Festival, and is also a
frequent book reviewer
for the Anniston Star.
Pictures in bios section courtesy of April Mattox

Katelyn Williams teaches Survey of American Literature, English Composition, Oral
Communication, and Basic Writing Skills. Ms. Williams serves as a faculty co-sponsor for
Sigma Tau Delta, the English Honor Society, and served her second year on the Writers Bowl
Committee.
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Student Sampler
The Following poems and excerpts of prose are from the winning works in various writing
competitions sponsored through the English Department. For more information on these
contests, please go to http://www.jsu.edu/english/service.html.

Cody Smith, Madie Garrett, Austin Gilliland, Alayna Ivie, and Joshua Gardner- courtesy of April Mattox

“Earth” by Joshua Gardner

The secret that it keeps.
Sometimes I think the earth is waiting for
me.
I am so tired.
My toes sink into its comfort,
And I want to be a part of it.
I want to feel warm, protected, loved,
Anything but hungry, anything but lost.
I want to be warm.
Sometimes I think I will be free again.
I will wrap myself in the wind;
I will put grass between my teeth;
I will roll in the dirt.
I will live like a sunbeam−bright and wild.
Sometimes I think this will happen.
Then I open my eyes.

Sometimes I think the grass is stronger than
my fingers.
It can withstand the wind.
I envy its connection to the earth,
Roots attached in unseen places,
The ability to bend, move, and drink.
These little verdant stands of freedom have
no enemies.
Sometimes I turn to answer the wind.
It is warm and kind.
Even in its moments of cruel frigidity,
It is gentle against my thin flesh.
It has answers that I cannot hear.
Maybe I’m not ready to know
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“Murdered for Life” by Alyssa Skinner

I would wish to stay,
My last wish would be to know blue or pink.
Click clack crunch
Click clack crunch.
God, tell my mother I’m sorry,
Tell my father to be strong,
Tell my husband I love him,
Tell my baby she did nothing wrong.
Click
The chamber is loaded
Clack
The hammer is cocked
Boom.

Click clack crunch
Click clack crunch.
The frigid train carries us away young and
old;
The home we loved is just out of reach
The floor and the walls and the air are cold.
Incomprehensible shouting is barely heard
over the brake’s screech.
Click clack crunch
Click clack crunch.
Sweat beads on my cold forehead,
Clusters of Nazis march by our cabin.
Sometimes I wish I were dead.
Anywhere else is a better place to be.
Click clack crunch
Click clack crunch.
I know that I can’t die,
I know that I have to fight,
Even as the days go by,
Even as the cold air bites.
Click clack crunch
Click clack crunch.
They must not know.
They must not learn of my baby;
Surely without food I may not show,
Surely if they know they will kill me.
Click clack crunch
Click clack crunch.
They think I cannot hear them when in my
bed I lie:
“How can she still appear so round and
healthy,
When everyone else is wasting away?
She must be expecting a baby.”
Click clack crunch
Click clack crunch.
The Germans are running, yelling;
A woman on the floor glares at me:
“Twas not I who did the telling
But, child, they’re going to kill that baby.”
Click clack crunch
Click clack crunch.
Gravel turns to grass as they lead me away.
Never in a hundred lives did I think

Excerpt from “Firewood” by Alayna Ivey
Hours later. Tired. Hungry. We watch as
others remove our belongings from the train
cars, as they unload the items the soldiers
ransacked our houses for. My father and I
see a man stacking logs; there lodged in the
heart of a piece of wood is my father’s ax.
The soldiers tell us we will be showering for
health precautions. We are ordered to
remove all personal belongings and line up
in front of a towering building. A glimmer
catches my eye: the ax on the ground beside
a pile of wood. I see a man stoking a fire,
shoving the wood into the side of the
building, the same building we will be
walking into in just a moment.
A horrible, overwhelming feeling fills my
body. I can’t breathe. I know I will
suffocate. I will suffocate on my fear. I will
suffocate on the smoke, the smoke from the
wood. We are not walking to a shower. We
are walking to our death. We will be burned,
tuned into ashes, by the fire stoked with the
wood my father chopped to keep us alive.
Excerpt from “A Moment Lived Short” by
Bryce Heise
We stood as the doctor came to examine us.
He checked my mother and me, then
motioned his assistants to take us away. We
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My life’s purpose demands me to pull souls
from the depths of despair. Man is not truly
one, but two . . . one being inherently evil.
As a solution, I concocted a serum to save
the troubled generation from drowning in
the darkness that consumes their soul. It
works pretty well, if I do say so myself,
thanks to my dabbling in the fields of
chemistry, experimental science, and
behavioral health−−

were ordered out of the camp. The guard
told us to walk into the woods. We did as he
said. We were told to stop, near a pit filled
with bodies. The smell was unbearable and
the guard screamed for us to turn towards
him. He pulled out his pistol and pointed it
at us. My mother, crying, hugged me and
spoke softly to me, “Don’t worry about the
men in black.” I cried as well. Our sobbing
was short-lived and covered a loud bang.

So innocent, so naïve. The young will not survive
this world. I can fix that! We all starve for power.
Release the anger inside. Truth, no longer hidden
behind sneers and lies. You have no idea the power
within a man. I, and I alone, can reveal the
demons hidden within. Humans, at their worst, will
be their BEST.

Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde by team ACA
Eagle Quills
Dr. Henry Jekyll
Highgate Cemetery
Swain’s Lane
London, UK
Tombstone #674

Control slips from my grasp. My serum
fails me. Hyde tears through my soul.
Please forgive me, but I can no longer stay.
Know that I love our world and I want to see
this generation soar. As the young’s
counselor, I will suppress Hyde, and I will
save them. Evil is inevitable, but good shall
always overcome−−

Sir Doug Prater,
I, Dr. Henry Jekyll, bid you a good day and
write in regards to a position I desire—
school counselor. Recently, my fascination
wanders to the lives of the world’s rising
generation; our adolescent successors hold
our future in their hands. They will rule us
all . . . unfortunately. Without proper
guidance, we are doomed. Teenagers
struggle within themselves—struggles I
understand to this day. My father suffers
from psychosis, motivating me to cure these
problems so often denied, hidden as though
swept under a rug. Therefore, I want to
counsel these children. I need to help
humanity. I must save us from ourselves−−

Jekyll is gone. He no longer controls us. Now it
takes just one soul before the spread of my word is
EVERYWHERE! I will take over. I’m coming for
you . . . I’m coming . . . I’m coming . .. Here I
come.
HYDE

PS. Reach me at
Alabama Christian Academy
4700 Wares Ferry Road
36109 Montgomery, AL
(But you already know that)

Despair. Pain. Weakness. Such worthless qualities.
You have no control. You barely possess selfcontrol. No one can control ME—not even
Jekyll. Foolish pigs rule this world and only I,
Edward Hyde, can reform this VILE world.

“Spell of Freedom” by The Nerds and
Harley

I beg your pardon. Please excuse the
tantrum. Never mind that—I truly desire to
save the lost minds of children and possess
experience dated back to January 5, 1886.

In the shadow of the night,
This brew will cure me of my plight.
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“Backroads” by Megan Payne

Ever does my hatred grow,
For the plague that is my foe.
I’ll only need a single drop,
Soon thereafter its heart will stop.
Skin and bones will melt away.
Brain, heart, and lungs decay.
A slave no longer will I be,
Once I pour it in his tea.
Seeing him writhe will bring me bliss,
My potion will bring death’s kiss.
Forever scared by his lashes,
I will burn his core to ashes.
I shall see the light of day.
His death is the one and only way.
Skin and bones will melt away.
Brain, heart, and lungs decay.
Spiders, fangs, blood of snakes,
Toxic lizards-flavor shakes.
Hemlock laced in every meal.
His life, the food will surely steal.
Hatred’s essence and spiteful wrath.
His death is the one and only path.
Skin and bones will melt away.
Brain, heart, and lungs decay.

There is a certain comfort to be found
From driving too fast down roads
Whose only sign of use
Is the gravel strewn across the path.
My headlights shine into the dark,
Cutting a swath through the fog
No more than ten feet ahead,
It is more than enough to guide me.
Everything makes sense here.
Serenaded by the hard beating of my heart
And the grit grinding softly under
My wheels I fly around curves.
These roads clear my mind
And dry the tears stained on my face
As my soul shakes loose its sorrow.
To the beat of the twilight,
I lose my heartaches here.
They are lost on these lonely backroads
Where my descendants claimed
To have seen myths and monsters.
Eyes are reflected in my lights,
Standing guard at the edge of the wild,
Eager to take back what was once theirs,
And I am ready to be taken.

Excerpt from “A Midnight Rider” by
Michael Mitchell

“Little Tommy Squire” by Jesse Groover
“And you spent thirty years in prison for it. I
don’t know what to say.” “Well, I wasn’t
ashamed of what I did, I don’t regret what I
did, and I won’t apologize for what I did.
Now I didn’t tell the parole board that, but
that is how I feel. Son, as far as I’m
concerned, family is all you got in this
world. You either stand beside them no
matter what or you turn your back on them
completely. There is no grey area with
family like there is with friends. That man
took my Daddy from me, hurt me and my
family, and I took my revenge on him and
his. That is the way things is, young man.”
The old man opened the door, stood, and
stretched his arms up, reaching for the stars
and taking in a deep breath of that familiar
smell he had not experienced in decades.

Little Tommy Squire was walking home one
day
When he heard the whispers from the woods
asking to play.
Tommy knew he shouldn’t, that his mother
would be mad,
But he would only be a moment, so it
couldn’t be so bad.
The whispers taunted “chase me” coming
ever from ahead;
Tommy kept on running knowing he should
go home instead.
The whispers were so tempting that Tommy
never thought
That it might be something that should never
be caught.
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The sky had turned to black and Tommy lost
his way
Wishing he had never gone to the woods to
play,
The whispers growing dimmer, his fears
now escalating.
Tommy finally found where the whisperer
was waiting.
That was many years ago, the last Tommy
was seen
Lost forever among the deep woods, dark
and green.
But they say that if a child is walking home
one day
The ghost of Tommy whispers, asking them
to play.

Love is an adventure, a roller coaster ride.
Love is your happily ever after, your
beginning and end.
Love can mend your broken heart,
Put it back together after it’s been torn apart.
Love is like a lifetime of happiness;
Love is like a War, it’s worth fighting for.
Love is a disease that cannot be cured;
It is infectious and spreads all around
Through neighborhoods and through towns,
Giving smiles, wiping off frowns.
Love is a memory, never to be forgotten
Met your first love, went on your first date,
First comes love; then comes fate.
Excerpt from “North and South” by
Katelyn Helle

“Looking for Love” by Shawnette Richey
Now, finding out that I had to move was
truly devastating for me, especially because
of when I found out. The day before had
been my school Olympics, and we were all
about to start Winter Break. I call it “The
Last Good Day” because it was the last time
everything was normal. I was having a great
time! I was with my friends and was also
looking forward to starting high school with
them and trying out all these new and
different things! I had always been worried
about the possibility of moving before
because my dad is in the military, and he
could always be assigned to a different
location somewhere in the country. But I
wasn't worried this time because he was
given five more years in the unit he was in,
which meant that we’d be able to stay in
Salem, which I was really excited about. But
then the next day, when I woke up, my joy
and excitement disappeared. Despite the five
years he was given, he ended up being
reassigned to somewhere else, which was
Alabama. I was utterly furious and
heartbroken when I found out about this! I
didn't want to move away! I couldn't! All
my friends were here plus the high school of
my dreams!

I dreamed of you
In daytime half-wakefulness
Of fairy-tale fantasies,
Exotic and rare.
I longed for you
With an intense yearning,
Strange and new,
Born on cashmere wings of innocence.
I searched for you
In soft verses of sonnets
Spoken on warm, star-lit nights,
Seemingly unending.
I found you
Where you had always been
Patiently waiting for discovery
Hidden deep in the recesses of myself.
“Love” by Shemira Jones
Love conquers all, can’t help but to fall
In love with someone who brings out your
best.
In your worst, they are comfort;
In your sadness, they hold you until your
tears slow.
When you’re with them, you feel as if your
heart will blow.
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