
 

 I wonder under what circumstances you will be reading these lines.  

 If The Chimes makes all its deadlines, you’ll first look at this page during the hectic hope-filled 
heartbreak of Commencement Week. You’ll glance at it – and pass on to devour the pictures and share 
the pungency of briefer words. That week, you’ll probably not read. 

 Next year, perhaps, or the year after that, a sense of homesickness for Pfeiffer will rise out of 
nowhere to surprise you. Then you’ll brush the dust off the covers of this book, leaf through, and 
perhaps take time to read as memories unroll. 

 Twenty more years will pass before you, in sending your oldest off to school, will want to 
“recapture/that first, fine, careless rapture” of college days as a link with your almost-lost liebling. Again 
you will unearth The Chimes from its burial place and you will linger with longing and laughter upon 
pages that by then will have become fantasy to you. 

 As you read – you of the future 
  (seasoned by the workaday world, 
   by responsibility and love and grief 
    and hope fulfilled and hope deferred too long) –  
 what then of Pfeiffer days will flood back into your mind? 

I prophesy: 
DORMS 

 Forgotten will be the overcrowding and the peeling paint. Even those mass invasions of the insect 
world (they are the fit who will survive!) will be only a smile. 

 What you will recreate will be the sound of unprompted laughter, the scurrying feet and snickers 
forerunning a practical joke, candles on a cake, a guitar playing softly down the hall, the all-night rap 
session when you found your unexpected Self expressing aloud a deeply-held conviction and – still 
caught in your first surprise – saw a responsive flash light the eyes of a dorm mate till this moment a 
stranger but now, of a sudden, a part of you. 

CAFETERIA 

 Whether or not you could identify with any certainty the exact origins of the food put before you 
will no longer matter. Aesthetics will be a forgotten issue, and food fights will mean to you only in terms 
of who was involved in them. What will matter to you looking back in the din of human voices rising 
above the latter of cutlery and the kitchen hiss of steam: voices of people you knew and yet did not 
know, people you liked or distrusted or pitied or respected, but whose lives were inextricably woven 
into the fabric of yours for four years: Community/Communion. 

CLASSROOMS 

 I prophesy that grades will be insignificant and test-sweat but a momentary memory of your pain. 
Unless you’ve put them to daily use, once-vital words like “hypotenuse” or “scapula” or “iambic 
pentameter” will bring only a ghostlike half-image to your brain. But those words first leapt at you from 
living faces and lively brains you remember as if it were yesterday. Whether you liked them or loathed 
them, your teachers helped to forge you by the simple power of being who they were. 

 



 Surging back into your life again 
    you, remembering 
  a Manly with that eternally unlit pipe 
and that eternally-open-till-midnight-7-days-a-week door 
 and that integrity which gave him power to sit still when an unjustified ovation 
swept others to unthinking feet . . .  

    or you, remembering 
  a Gore – What was the name of her course? 
 with her probing eyes that sensed when Whatserface was torn to 
pieces by her breakup with that guy 
 with her tact that taught you how to handle pain 
  whose wee hours’ trip to campus when you called 
 that Whatserface was threatening to ohdee 
  told you more about teaching than 
    a million maxims might. 
 Name them as their lifestyles search your eyelids; 
  the one whose car was parked by the chapel from 6:30 in the  
morning till “when” at night . . . . .  
  the one who came to teach his class on crutches 
 and whose face was grey at the hour’s end . . . . 
  she whose standards would be higher than Mount Everest 
even if times had changed and changed . . . . . .  
  he who lost eight pounds in one rehearsal . . . .  
  another, the only male in his church choir for six or seven years . . . .  
  and yet another who asked for his Milton text the third day after  
 his heart had stopped beating. 

 If the medium is the message, what have you heard? 
  “What is life all about? 
  What is important? What can you live without? 
  Who are you choosing now to be? 
  Who will you be becoming as you choose? 
  Keep learning! Keep growing! Keep teaching!” 

What did you learn from us who taught you at Pfeiffer? I prophesy 
you will remember not dull abstractions like 
  “discipline – devotion – duty – growth – humor – faith,” 
 but flesh – and – blood – with names like  
  “Starr – Schreyer – Schaffer – Lefko – Poolos – Faggart.” 

In 1981 or 1982 
 or even in that bi-millennial Year of Our Lord – when you read this 
and ponder who you have become, tell me: 
 What of us is still alive in you? Do we still touch you, teach you,  
where it’s real? Does God still move toward you through us? And 
what of us have you passed on to whom? 
  
       Melicent Huneycutt 


