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Ms. Miller explains it all Adam Lawson puzzles and ponders

DWARFISH PROPOSAL DAVE ADVICE-KOPF
Ben Hitchcock-Cross entertains Dave, why is the sky blue?
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Dear Editors of The Moon,

This letter responds to the article entided “The Oldest Living Barber In Wilmington, North 
Carolina” featured in the July 1997 issue of The Moon. I bear no qualms with the style tone or 
diction of the article: it was the most sublime thing I have ever read, assuredly that I ever shall read. 
No- my problem lies in the “facts” portrayed, because I am the oldest living barber in Wilmington. 
I cut hair in the belly of a Navy ship in the second World War, then gave up the barber’s trade 
forever because I lost all my fingers (forgive me for the shaky hand in which I write this.) This may 
seem to you a trifle; an old man grasping for something from his grave: no. My long years have 
shown me less than a handful of truths, so when I see one, I am obliged to make it known. Thank 
you for your time, and I beg you not to alter George’s (the other barber, second oldest in Wilmington) 
place in your heart.

With Gratitude, 
Roger G Glilt

To the College Community:

I know you're all wondering: What happened with the Thanksgiving Fast for Hunger? We did 
an amazing job. For the first year, we, St. John's in Santa Fe, have take on teh challenge to raise 
meals for hunger. Over 160 students donated 355 of their food service meals to Oxfam America. 
The event was a great sucvcess on the campus. Aramark was excited to be able to participate and 
made the entire process amazingly easy. They went over and above to help. Altogether the com-
munity was able to raise $ 659.35 in our first year! Thank you also to those who gave monetary 
donations.

As for the Annapolis campus... Annapolis, raising for the seventh year in a row, broke their 
own standing record. Nevertheless, their total was short of ours by more than 35 meals. Yet, while 
they raised only 317 meals, their cash donations were two and a half times ours. Together we will 
donate over $ 1,300 to help fight hunger. Perhaps the Thanksgiving Fast for Hunger will help the 
two campuses unite in the future... this much seems good to me.

Next year: Aramark looks forward to helping again next year. However, we need an excited 
underclass person to organize it. The process is very, very simple and people like it. I will provide 
all the materials and contacts. Call Abby at 988.1986.

Thank you so much to all who participated by giving meals, money, and support. Rock on! 
Oxfam has also thanked us and acknowledged our great donation.

—Abigail Weinberg

Need someone to talk to?
Counsellors are available to help with a variety of academic and personal con-

cerns. Often early intervention averts later difficulties. Don't hesitate to call us.

Jan Arsenault: 983.2137 Jan Boyer: 982.4322

LETTER FROM THE 
EDITORS

As %ve nie sure tlut you have si,n. 7>'v 
has become much sliurrci tli.in ii unce 

was. The reason fur this is .simple: not 
enough submissions.

W'e undeisiand that many of )ou are 
quite bu.sy witii youi respective live.s, how-
ever, this docs not give you the tight to ig- 
noreihef.ttt that nesels\oiir help!

The Moon is nor a membeis only cluli. 
We are the college fiapei. Vie .tie not preju-
dice against coloitt, creed, sex, whether you 
ate an I hulergiadu.ue. a Gtadiiate student, a 
mtmbei of the faculty, staff, or just someone 
who hippens to pick up the paper one day 
and wants to wiite a lettei. \X'e accept sub-
missions fiom all walks of life.

Raiely a day goes by where someone docs 
not mention how they weie disajqsoimcd 
with the 11st issue, or boss they felt the leng,lh 
was not appropiinie. latches and (Ictiilenicn 
ol the collegecomrntinily, if you ate tinhappv' 
with the cpiality of The Moon, then yott must 
pait.ikc in the wot kings of the ptpd. Fell 
your fiienils, tell sviir relatnes, tell thisse who 
you pass in the sticel.tostibtmt to I he Moot, 

,'\siiic from out dischimei abotit the 
length ol this issue, we hope that \ou find 
sotiicthing here that will tickle voui faiii's. 
Artel lor those ol you who don't, it is unfoi- 
tunate dial von did not submit for this issue

* J S ^ V,v* t'T:, -c.
yjT' S' • ^

n
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NOTES ON THE A^LCOHOL POLICY
These notes describe two new ways in which 

the alcohol policy is being implemented this year. 
We’ve changed the supervision of parties; and 
we have new areas which alcohol can be con-
sumed by students who are of-age. These 
changes relax the atmosphere a bit and put con-

Assistant Dean Basia Miller

alcohol—for instance, they check IDs and moni-
tor entrances to keep alcohol from being brought 
in to a party.

New spacer. Last spring, in response to a 
request from the Student Polity, the Dean added 
the dormitory common rooms and the dormi-

office of the Housing Director, Kathy Mizrahi. 
Find students to take responsibility for music, 
decorations, refreshments, clean-up and alcohol 
patrol. Decide on the date and the hours.

A week before the event:
Return the form to Ms. Mizrahi. Ms. Miller

These changes relax the atmosphere a bit and 
put control into your hands.

trol into your hands. They can become part of 
a tradition if we’re careful to use courtesy with 
one another and common sense (i.e., carry your
ID)

New hosts: Since the fall, volunteers sign up 
for alcohol patrol on the party permission form 
because students can, by and large, handle the 
alcohol issues that arise. The Senior Resident is 
still available for consultation, advice and emer-
gency services when needed. The students work 
to insure compliance with the rules concerning

tory and suite courtyards to the areas where al-
cohol consumption after 12:00 noon is permit-
ted to students over the age of 21. As with par-
ties where alcohol is served, however, you need 
to be able to show your proof of age when it’s 
requested. The Dean’s office has asked Security 
to check, when necessary, the IDs of students 
who are consuming alcohol in these new areas. 

A final note—How to Plan a Party 
Ten days before the event:
Party permission forms are available in the

will meet during the week before the party with 
the students taking the alcohol patrol. Ms. 
Mizrahi will schedule a Senior Resident to be 
present at the party and coordinate plans with 
SAO and Security.

At the end of the event:
Leave your party space clean and tidy! Be 

forewarned—the clean-up crew needs lots of 
encouragement and always welcomes late-night 
volunteers.

POLITY NOTES
by Phil Bolduc, '01

This is just to let all of you know what is 
happening with Student Polity.

Firstly, the representatives from the fresh-
man class and one sophomore representative 
have lost voting rights due to lack of atten-
dance. Elections were held to replace them.

creased 11.7% and room and board 3%. 
These increases are in order to match the 
prices charged at the Annapolis Campus.

The Board is interested in targeting more 
students that go to Ivy League type colleges 
and universities. To do this they want tu-

If you have any questions: come to Pol-
ity, check out the Polity Board outside the 
coffee shop, talk to Heather Heunermund, 
or ask Miss Miller about contacting board 
members directly.

Lastly, a tentative Polity budget was set

They want tuition to be competitive with those schools.

Your new representatives are:

JF Shjon Sweet 
FR Audrey Dolginoff 

Briana Henderson 
SO Jessica Godden

Secondly, Heather Heunermund, the Pol-
ity representative to the Board ofVisitors and 
Governors, attended the recent Board meet-
ing in Santa Fe. She reported that the pri-
mary concern of the Board was to get the 
school’s budget under control. To do this, 
the tuition for incoming freshman will be in-

ition to be competitive with those schools. 
Further, they want more students who would 
pay full tuition. Around 70% of Annapolis 
students pay full tuition compared with only 
30% here at Santa Fe.

The Board discussed consolidating parts 
of the cirriculum, especially the way New-
ton is dealt with in Junior Tutorials. They 
further discussed capping the enrollment of 
the freshman class. They recognized the need 
for more housing, and the possibility of 
building more dorms. The board is inter-
ested in more student contact, as it does not 
really exist.

aside for various repairs and parties. Money 
was set aside for gifts for certain tutors, and 
for the concert in the coffeeshop.

Polity meets every other Tuesday at 6:00 
in the Private Dining Room. All students 
are welcome and urged to attend.
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DWARFISH PROPOSAL
by Benjamin Hitchcock Cross, '01

I have had some great ideas in my time. I 
mean some great ideas. This is one of them, 
and I say truthfully that, if not bound to the 
limitations of reality this idea would be the best. 
I don’t know how it might stack up against 
those truly great ideas; candy, sliced bread, toi-
let paper, Rolaids, Who’s the Boss, menthol 
cigarettes, hypertension, Poland, Wood, El-
ephants, Valentines day, etc. They say every-
body has one great idea in them, here is mine.

I learned about two new things in high 
school: New Orleans Brass band music. Dun-
geons, and Dragons. Yes sir, if it was not for 
sousaphones and RPGs I might not have made 
it through that curious institution. I thought 
the idea of mine up some time ago. The reader 
might need some introduction. As the story

trumpet. My favorite song to play on the trum-
pet is Chameleon by Herbie Hancock. I had 
played that song publicly for the last six years. 
If I find any recording of anyone playing that 
song you know I want it. Therefore, it follows 
reasonably that when I saw a Rebirth Brass 
Band album with Chameleon on it, I was in-
terested. I had never heard of the Rebirth brass 
band before. When I gave the CD a closer 
inspection I thought I read: First trumpet: 
Kermit Muffins. Then I read: First saxophone; 
Solomon Shabaz. You had better believe that I 
was interested. If these people had names like 
that, they must be the freshest dudes ever. If 
my name was Kermit Muffins and some jack-
ass came up to me and said: “Why do you have 
such a silly name.” I would say, “Say jackass.

ferent people play the snare and bass drum. Let 
me tell you that the combination of the drums 
and the sousaphone resonates a sympathetic 
force deep with in my soul that makes me as 
fresh as I can be. In my body, it manifests it 
self in some of the freshest walking the world 
has ever seen. Some of you might have no-
ticed my walk thinking it is due to an excess of 
time spent on horses, or an injury. I can assure 
you this reflects worse on you than I.

In the fourth grade a fellow student said to 
me: “Do you know that you walk funny.” I 
might have said: “Hell yes, it’s on purpose.” 
From that moment on I resolved to perfect my 
walking technique. My positive goal is to make 
my legs articulate my soul. For years I got bet-
ter but not too fresh. It is important to under-

Right thinking people^ have you ever been troubled by the 
realization that the bass is in fact a bass guitar? The

sousaphone is your answer.

concerning my introduction to brass band mu-
sic is funny, I will remember it to you. The 
story about my introduction to Dungeons, and 
Dragons only involves five teenagers rolling 
dice and drinking Mountain Dew. There is no 
need to relate any details. To give a general 
impression of the event, I would say, “It was 
fun until I got killed by an elf” First, I will 
make sure that everyone understands what 
Dungeons and Dragons is.

Because, it has been proved that whole sec-
tions of the population are unable to under-
stand even the simplest rudiments of the game, 
I will give a description for the edification of 
the ignorant. Dungeons and Dragons is a game 
with dwarfs. Dwarfs are small, but they are 
strong. Like all short, strong men, they are 
suspicious. Dwarfs like to craft things. Dwarfs 
like the earth, they like to dig. Dwarfs can be 
a fighter, a cleric or a thief They receive bo-
nuses for Con. You might even say they get a 
save versus poison bonus. Dwarfs have a pro-
ficiency in musical instruments. How is that 
for condescending.

Of course, I hate the guitar (as all right 
thinking people should.) I naturally play the

why don’t you pipe down, my name is Kermit 
Muffins.” Then go play my trumpet. See if I 
don’t.

It turned out that the first trumpet player 
is in fact names Kermit Ruffins. You can see 
how I made a mistake. Do you ever sometimes 
read something wrong the first time, and from 
then on, your brain always reads it wrong. I 
heartily implore you to stop lying. By the time, 
I realized my folly, I had already heard the 
music. It was too late to be concerned with 
names; I heard the sousaphone. There was far 
too much booty in my pants. I had to dance, 
dance, dance. Do you know when you listen 
to funk music and that bass makes your butt 
keep time? Right thinking people, have you 
ever been troubled by the realization that the 
bass is in fact a bass guitar? The sousaphone is 

your answer.
Like most New Orleans groups the Rebirth 

Brass band, the marching band inspires their 
rhythm section. Due to the obvious problems 
they endure, marching bands evolved a particu-
lar style. This is why they use the sousaphone, 
a tuba specially designed for marching. An-
other feature of the marching band is that dif-
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stand that Freshness welling up in my soul must 
come out as freshness in my walk. I perfected 
a happy walk, a sad walk, an aggressive walk, 
but not yet fresh. That marching band rhythm 
has made my walking fresh. That is why I make 
this dwarfish proposal.

I propose that I am given three dwarfs. 
Who I propose to name Feris, Feric (for dwarfs 
like metallic names) and Fatty Joe. I shall set 
the two like dwarfs to percussion. They shall 
learn the snare and bass drum respectively. The 
third. Fatty Joe, I shall set that fine fellow to 
the sousaphone, and he shall get a third larger 
portion than the others shall. Feris and Feric 
will be schooled as fighters, and they shall use 
an axe and a war hammer respectively. Fatty 
Joe will be schooled as a cleric, and he shall use 
a flail. They shall be engaged to march behind 
me, and they shall play fresh beats for me as I 
go about my day. I will direct them always to 
hide their weapons away, as to reduce suspi-
cion placed on our characters. If an unsavory 
character comes by you had better believe they 
will lay fresh beats on him. That is my Idea. 
Keep it real

Thank you Ben Hitchcock Cross.
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ON THE ALTERATIONS OF HAIR
by Adam Lawson, '01

I have noticed, in the past three years, that 
there is a tendency for many students, espe-
cially freshmen, during the end of their first 
semester, to change their hair in some way, usu-
ally by means of dyeing, cutting short (as op-
posed to long), or shaving their head com-
pletely, devoid of any follicle.

My question is: Why does this phenomena 
occur? Why do freshmen feel the necessity to 
change their hair halfway through their first 
semester at the school? The most obvious an-
swer is, of course, that freshmen wish to ex-
press to the rest of the campus that the ideals 
propagated by this college have affected them 
to such a degree that their appearance cannot 
remain the same as it was from high school. 
We may take this phenomena to be a general 
attempt to express a change in identity.

Dyeing hair or shaving one’s head may be 
placed under the category of socially unaccept-

idea that aesthetics are subjective. Therefore, 
the dyeing of one’s hair expresses the tastes of a 
specific individual, which are determined by 
one’s beliefs, whether they be based on ratio-
nal, emotional, or spiritual concepts. 
Hair-dyeing is an aesthetic expression of indi-
viduality, an idea closely related to American 
democracy.

The shaving of one’s head expresses some-
thing similar, but additionally implies a strip-
ping of self to a state such that truth may be 
found. By stripping our head of hair, we meta-
phorically strip ourselves of the confines of so-
cial norms to understand the truth of things.

It proposes to the observer of such a head a 
monastic directness that does not accompany 
the dyed hair. Where dyed hair implies an op-
posing aesthetic facade to the socially accepted, 
the shaved head implies the absence of aesthetic 
altogether. The shaved head is a tearing down

There is the alteration of aesthetic norm, as ex-
pressed by dyed hair. There is the stripping of 
aesthetic for the sake of truth, expressed by the 
shaved head. Finally, there is the limiting of 
aesthetic (as opposed to obliteration), expressed 
by the hair cut short. These are the ideas, there-
fore, that must pervade much of the freshmen 
mind. Being exposed to the most elemental 
and primitive (and not necessarily worse) phi-
losophies of the ancients, which deal much with 
physical “images,” the freshmen decide whether 
they embrace aesthetic, abhor it, or limit it.

Although it cannot be placed under an im-
mediate alteration, there is also the lengthen-
ing of hair, which is displayed by myself. Due 
to the length of time it takes to make such an 
alteration, it cannot be considered in this dis-
cussion. Yet it may be said, without doubt, 
that long hair implies an embracing of all aes-
thetic and ascetic ideals. It defies the socially

We may say that the dyeing of one's hair is an expression of our original desire to eat
the fruit of knowledge.

able hairstyles. However, they differ in intent. 
Dyeing one’s hair, at a young age, expresses a 
desire to differ from one’s natural state. It de-
fies, in a very simple way, our God-given form. 
Where our hair is supposed to be brown, by 
individual intent, we change it. It simulta-
neously expresses one’s individual freedom to 
define himself and a desire to supersede our 
natural form. In either case, the dyeing of hair 
expresses free will. We shall not be confined 
by the designs of nature, the conformity of so-
cial norms, or, as the case may be, the law of 
human form ordained by God. We may say 
that the dyeing of one’s hair is an expression of 
our original desire to eat the fruit of knowl-
edge. It is not exactly an alteration, but a modi-
fication of one’s identity, embracing the fruits 
of human technology. It is reminiscent of the 
myriad of hair colors in much of Japanese Ani-
mation film. We defy what we have been given 
in this act; we question it. Hair-dyeing is es-
sentially an expression of one’s internal desire 
to question.

I do not accept the notion that the dyeing 
of hair is purely aesthetic. Many may argue 
that they change their hair “because it looks 
good.” This belief of mine is based upon the

of ideals, as opposed to the mere manipulation 
inherent to the manipulation of hair by dye-
ing. The shaved head expresses a kind of in-
humane search for understanding. We see the 
same ideal expressed in the shaved heads of 
Sigourney Weaver in Alierd and Demi Moore 
in G.I. Jane. The shaved head is a cold, aggres-
sive, and barren wasteland, where truth, de-
void of physical comforts, may be ultimately 
found.

The mere cutting of one’s hair to a shorter 
length implies something similar to that of the 
shaved head, though to a lesser degree. The 
shortened hair implies the same coldness, but 
with a degree of acceptance to our human 
frailty. Where the shaved head erases all aes-
thetic facade and humanity, the shortened hair 
implies a remnant of sympathy to artistic ex-
pression and general emotion. The short-hair 
expresses a humility to one’s limits, which the 
shaved head cannot tolerate. The short-hair 
expresses the social practicality. The shaved 
head can only tolerate pure functionality, akin 
to much of 20th century utopian and Bauhaus 
architecture.

From these explanations, we see three es-
sential ideals backing the alteration of one’s hair.
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accepted and simultaneously implies the abun-
dance of creativity and passion inherent to ev-
ery human being. Long hair is, obviously, the 
full expression of the human experience and 
may therefore be called the best haircut.

Aesthetics are 
subjective.

Of course, there are many other connota-
tions implied by such hairstyles, which have 
not been taken into account. The shaved head, 
for example, may also imply a general expres-
sion of one’s weakness. The individual, 
wracked by feelings of self-weakness and im-
prisonment, may shave his head to imply his 
state as a prisoner. Therefore, I propose that 
we, as a campus, avoid defining such changers 
of hairstyle as adhering necessarily to the ide-
als I have just described. Furthermore, I am 
greatly interested to hear from these freshmen 
(and anyone else who has changed their hair), 
in their own words, as to the reasons behind 
such alterations.



YOURS, TRULY
by Greg Grillot, ‘01

THi^pON

Every year, at about this time, I go to my 
grammaw’s house. Ovi^ing to my youth and 
dull mind, only at grammaws house do I learn 
that I change and age along with the solemn 
ceaseless passage of time. The slightly skewed 
glances of my family, their rereckoned respect 
for me and one another, the manner in which 
they address me: these things change from year 
to year, without fail. Even the trees, century 
old behemoths that suffered at the fingers of 
hurricane winds, their broken and withered 
skeletons groping upward in violent death in-
form me of how times imperceptible breeze 
buffets my body, identity, building and erod-
ing them in impartial and unpredictable ways. 
Now I see, truly, that I live within everchanging 
and interconnected forms of myself I know 
that, for the simple reason that I constantly 
change but never notice an abrupt metamor-
phosis, that I must change ceaselessly without 
acknowledgment or respite. So the man I yield 
to dream each night, myself is not the same 
man that dream then yields to wakefulness each 
morning, myself This thought, not frightful, 
constrains me to laughter as I remember once 
thinking of myself as an individual, with an 
unique identity deeply engraved in my soul. 
Some individual! But how do I remember this 
of myself who differs from myself remember-
ing? This question occurs to me as the turbu-
lent sea of memories of each other molds my 
family reunion- they tell me things that I could 
never know of myself and this always happens- 
but in light of my discoveries, what use or ben-
efit can these memories, common blood of fam-
ily, bear within themselves?

“I need a haircut.” Funny, every previous 
year, I have been forced by persuasion or shame 
to cut my hair at grammaws family reunion. 
Disregarding any disbelief about my newfound 
concern for my appearance my grandpaw 
makes an appointment for me to go see his 
habitual barber. “Make sure you ask for 
George!” He says more than once. “Ok,” I re-
ply, wondering why I need George, governing 
by the assumption that any barber could fix 
this empty head of mine. My brother and I 
must hurry to arrive at his shop since George 
will be leaving soon. Grandpaw’s face shows 
he feels glad that we caught George just in 
time...

We find the barber shop easily, as if by ac-
cident, and go inside. Walking about con-
fusedly, I talk to the first man I see holding

shears, “Are you George?” “No-up the hall.” 
Navigating my way through the hall, which like 
all halls bothers me by its narrow symmetry, I 
walk into the inner room. A perfect wax statue 
stares blankly at a television screen, depicting 
calmness of thought and tranquillity of imagi-
nation. Exhaling in confusion and embarrass-
ment, I disrupt the sterile and static room. The 
statue animates itself and smiles at me, offer-
ing me its barber throne with a smooth gesture 
of a whorled hand. “I expected a young one, 
smaller,” the rekindled statue, George tells me. 
By all appearances, George had lived countless 
years: he looks ancient. He does not ask me 
how I want my hair cut, nor does he forget to. 
As the shears come together, relieving me of 
my hair, I realize that I do not exactly care how 
I look: I have no idea how I want my hair cut 
so I relinquish my head into the hands of this 
experienced man. “I graduated in ‘34.” Do-
ing the math to determine his’age, I know, is 
unnecessary-did he graduate from college or 
high school? How many years had he when he 
graduated? So, my damned imagination fires 
up, and I hear his continued talking as I listen 
only to my inner imaginings—I see myself as a 
barber in the belly of a navy ship in World War 
Two. As I imagine more and more details fill-
ing in this image, enlivening it, I wonder how 
I could have even imagined it, so unlike any-
thing I have imagined before. Following right 
after this reflection, conscience everpresent in-
voluntary umpire, pricks me for paying no heed 
to this man, old therefore wise. I turn my ears 
outward: “I was a barber in a navy ship in World 
War Two.” What? How could this be? George, 
a few moments before calling forth this 
memory, breathed it into my imagination, 
without my consent beyond my will. His 
memory is my dream, unadulterated by the 
countless feeble years it overcomes and the 
small space separating us, five and one half 
inches of interlocked blades facing each other, 
lightening my unintentional growth of hair. I 
am scared; George is me! My mind races about, 
stumbling over its own footsteps, past and 
present, and I listen both to myself and to him. 
“My daughter grew up in the sixties. Was that 
another time! If it felt good, do it-we both 
know men, unafraid to say anything, and so 
relationships were as easy as they were shal-
low...” My ears burn crimson in shame and 
exasperation as I remember that my one and 
only love forsook me for easy shallow words of

untruthful flattery- if it feels good, do it! As 
he sees my troubled ears, compassion burns him 
so he brings his lips to my right ear, no longer 
cutting hair, and whispers, “that is why she 
never consented, much less married!” His 
breath soothes me, lifting the horror from my 
ears and unhinging it from my heart. I had 
never circumcised this horror from my heart 
on my own despite constant harrowing efforts. 
By now my haircut is complete, though my 
enfeebled eyes cannot even see the mirror which 
boldly reproduces me. George removes the 
vinyl cloak shielding my neck from the minus-
cule daggers of shorn fallen hair. I do not want 
to go yet! I think as I hear 
BAAAAAaaaummmm... He starts the clippers 
again, unnecessarily touching up his assuredly 
perfect job. The clippers only feel the bare skin 
of my nape, ever so lightly to inflict no pain. 
George keeps talking to me, proving he is me 
and I him. The clippers stop, the television 
silent. He rubs my neck and my muscles relax 
as something warm and deliberate flows into 
my shoulders. This feeling grips me every time 
my love feels unbearable pain and I concen-
trate everything into my hands, touching the 
painful spot, and curing the pain by stealing it 
and harboring it within myself He continues 
to rub me, giving me his mysterious warmth. 
He then says, “I only massage you to help the 
arthritis in my fingers,” pointing out an ab-
scess on each knuckle doubling its natural girth. 
“Carry on,” I say, and he does. I want all of his 
pain, I want to return gratefully the beauty he 
has given me and suddenly in the mirror I see 
myself rubbing him, he rubbing me, and we 
merge, indistinct.

It all must end-though it shall live within 
us. We differentiate as I ask, “What do I owe 
you?” Without knowing the absurdity of my 
question. He tells me, in a voice husky and 
foreign. I pay and then walk out into the hall, 
knowing full well that I will come back next 
year and the next, except fear breaks this con-
tinuity- what if he dies? My feet move as fast 
as the hallway lengthens itself, and I am afraid. 
Wait- this man will never die! Joy surges within 
me and I know that he, I would never die, we 
would always live as others. The hallway ends,
I rejoice as I see my brother and merge with 
him, without voicing our story sure that he 
knows it.
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THE CASE
THt%IpON

OF ANNA D. AND

by Laine Conway, ‘01

THE

As I raced down the hill towards the 
Tower Building and my loyal assistant, I 
cursed myself for getting involved with Anna
D-------, her long legs (“Wretched!”), and her
devious roommate Paula Q—, my former 
lover and probable cause of my weeks on aca-
demic probation. Now my faithful assistant 
Sally was confronting a dead body, and I was 
no closer to understanding the mystery of 
Paulas alleged dalliance with a College of 
Santa Fe student. How much worse, I com-
forted myself, can this possibly get?

As I jumped over the railing onto the 
grassy knoll, I saw Sally kneeling next to a 
body. I rushed over, arriving at the same
moment as Mr. M----------- , one of the
campus’s more delightful rogue tutors. Mr.
M-------gently pushed Sally aside and turned
the stiff onto his back. It was painfully ob-
vious to all of us that this was one man who 
now knew the truth about the afterlife. No- 
one’s head lolls at that angle while they still 
have questions.

But Sally asked, for form’s sake, “Is he 
dead, Mr. M-------?”

“He’s not breathing, and, lookee here, he 
has a hole between his eyes. I think it’s pretty 
safe to say he’s no longer with us.”

Sally sniffed softly. I said, “Is he a stu-
dent?”

Mr. M----------- said, “Have you called
911?”

“Yes,” Sally said, and wiped her eyes dis-
creetly. “I called them first thing.”

“Good.” Mr. M-------fished delicately in
the corpse’s pockets. “Oh, look at this. A
wallet. Hm. Jason R-------------- . Junior,
College of Santa Fe. I’ve heard of inter-
school rivalry, but this is a first.”

My heart sank. “College of Santa Fe? Let 
me see that ID.”

Mr. M-------held it out to me, and I con-
firmed his words. Jason R---------- ’s picture
on the ID was almost flattering. It confirmed 
that he had been handsome in a GQ sort of 
way, until someone drilled him between the 
eyes. What was worse, he was just Paula’s 
type. I stared at the corpse, wondering 
whether I dared hope that this was some 
wretched coincidence. A siren wrenched me

from my reverie, and soon the knoll was over-
run with paramedics and cops. We were 
questioned briefly, but when it became clear 
that none of us had seen the incident, offi-
cial silence descended and we were sent away.

“C’mon,” said Mr. M------- . “I’ll buy you
both some coffee. That’s a shocking thing 
to see. I probably shouldn’t have let you look 
at him in the first place.”

“Thank you,” said Sally in a small voice. 
She was pale, I realized, and her long blond 
braid had come loose. Much as I wanted to 
comfort her, I had other, much more urgent 
fish to fry.

“I’ll take a rain check,” I said. “I have 
some homework to do.”

Mr. M-------studied me for a moment.
“Perhaps you should make an appointment 
with one of the Jans.”

“Sure,” I lied. “I’ll do that. Bye.” I ran 
uphill towards my dorm before he could ar-
gue further.

A few moments later I had a fresh cup of 
coffee steaming on my desk. I dialed Anna’s 
number and added a generous slug of bour-
bon to the coffee as I listened to the rings.

“Hello?” The voice was breathless, as if 
its owner had been running. Unfortunately 
for me, it also belonged to the person I least 
wanted to talk to.

“Paula?” I asked.
“Yes?”
“Is Anna there?”
“Who is this, please.” Her voice was 

sharper.
“It’s Ted.”
“Are you still pursuing that ridiculous in-

vasion of my privacy that Anna asked you to 
do?”

“Well, not exactly,” I said carefully. “I 
just have a quick question for her.”

“I’m afraid she’s not here.” The click 
sounded unfortunately like a far-away shot. 
I hung up the phone and considered my op-
tions. I didn’t know Anna’s schedule, so any 
attempt to find her would be a hit-or-miss 
proposition. I stared at my coffee, drank a 
bit, and thought some more. Finally an al-
ternative presented itself I picked up the 
phone, wrapped a handkerchief around the
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mouthpiece, and redialed Anna’s number.
“Hello?” Paula sounded as though she 

were still angry. Perhaps it would make her 
unobservant.

“Paula?” I muttered. “It’s me, Jason.”
“What’s wrong with your voice?” She 

didn’t sound surprised, at least. I had been a 
little frightened that she would scream, or 
faint, hearing a voice from beyond the grave. 
Worse, she might guess that it was me. But 
instead she sounded curious.

“I have a cold,” I lied. “How are you, 
anyway?”

“Fine,” she said. “Are you still picking 
me up at seven?”

“Ah, no,” I said. “I really.... don’t feel up 
to it.”

“You’re a bastard, Jason,” she said affec-
tionately. “I’ll stop by later with some soup.”

“Ah, no,” I said hastily. “That would be 
a lousy idea.”

“But you’re sick.” The concern in her 
voice was genuine. I was finding it harder 
to believe that she had cold-bloodedly shot 
anyone, let alone someone for whom she was 
prepared to venture into the kitchen — 
something she had never done for me.

“I gotta go, Paula,” I said. I tried a 
wrenching cough. “I’ll.... see you later.” I 
hung up before I could incriminate myself 
further, and only then realized that of course 
Paula would figure out, later, that Jason 
couldn’t have called her, and that she would 
likely remember the one-ring signature of on- 
campus calls. I was in for a rough time when 
she worked it out.

I decided to drink a bit more coffee and 
search for Anna at dinner. Jason is a com-
mon enough name, I reasoned forlornly, and 
it was always possible that the stiff was some 
other guy, that Paula’s boyfriend would show 
up after all. But I doubted it.

(to be continued......)
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