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If you want to experience the bizarre, you need not do more then walk 
Jamestown Road.  

As the saccharine speeches droned and moist good-byes lingered 
freshman found themselves alone, perhaps for the first time, and I found 
myself traipsing down Jamestown Rd.— with my mother.

Usually, too much is made of the parent- “child” separation (as I’ve just 
done) and it’s conveniently forgotten that where the parents leave off, they 
are, more or less, handing over their charges to the college. Anyone who’s 
heard the antique phrase “the ivory tower” or has read Allan Bloom’s “The 
Closing of the American Mind” should understand that the solemn road of 
the academic is still conjoined at the hip to its Medieval ancestry, if only in 
the way we speak of it.  And that whatever academia is, it is at least 
marketed as a place of separation from the world at large.  

This is partially why it is insulting to witness the bent spine of the 
conservative tendencies of W&M. If you’ve not sure what I mean then read 
up on the firing of Gene Nichol, or take a look at the big list names 
associated with the college. Take, for example, James Comey, the soon to 
be seventh director of the F.B.I.  It is too easily forgotten that his signature 
adorns the Office of Legal Counsel memo that smoothed the way for the 
torture of prisoners.  

https://greengolddispatch.wordpress.com/


If that isn’t enough, then try the man who is probably a war criminal Henry 
Kissinger, or the shrill Margaret Thatcher (both were chancellors of the 
college )- and by now you should’ve caught the point.  Despite the 
conservative tones I can sense the W&M pull, and knew what I was getting 
into when I “signed up.”[1]   So, we can— without irony— say that 
“something was in the air.”

It was on this stroll that we came across a tired looking-  perhaps even a 
lugubrious- raccoon which was managing its way across the street in the 
designated crossing area.  My mother, the animal lover (as some Arizona 
raised women can be) was gleefully touched by the experience.  An 
emotion that was, shall we say, slightly dampened by a crossing guard’s 
contribution that, “there is (someone) on the way to put it down.” The 
raccoon, you see, was rabid- however cute it may have incidentally been.

This double edged situation moves in parallel with my thoughts on another 
W&M school year.  It is at once too much of a depressing thought and its 
consoling joys too lukewarm.  Of course, in the other vein: it’s nice to be 
back.  If one can successfully strip the worthwhile from the boring and the 
tedious, then it should be nice to be “back.”  

The mundane routine and the structured certainty of W&M can serve as an 
emotionally self-reinforcing retreat to what Rick Roderick once called the 
“existential angst” of the day to day.  Also, one should never confuse the 
rebarbative political connections of an institution with an unattractive 
essence in its people.  In other words, we all chose to be here- in one way 
or another.

And so just once more: if you want to experience the bizarre all that is 
required is a stroll down Jamestown Rd…. if you want an exercise in 
treacle and effluvia, to avoid a four letter word, then recall opening 
convocations and that insipid mantra: “a tribe choice is a healthy choice.”
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