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***
I was getting up to leave class when the girl next to me said, "Say man, do you know where there's a post office around here?"
Heather was a hippie chick. She always had a vacant look in her eyes that made me question the quality of any college that would accept her as a student. Despite being as white as a glass of milk, she wore her hair in dreadlocks -- or at least they were supposed to be dreads, though it came off looking like she hadn't washed her hair in months. I don't think she owned an item of clothing that wasn't tie-dyed or made of hemp. And though she was always talking about how she didn't eat anything except nuts and grains, she tended towards the tubby side -- not quite fat, but she had lots to hold onto, if you know what I mean.
I'd never talked to her outside of class -- never really talked to her in class for that matter, except that one time we were assigned a group project together -- so I was a little surprised at her starting a conversation with me. As I slung my backpack over my shoulder, I said, "There's one in the student union in the village."
"The village?"
"The main dormitory complex."
"Oh," she said. Then, "I don't live on campus."
"Come on," I said, suspecting I was going to regret this. "I have to go that way for dinner."
I led her across campus, trying to strike up a polite conversation which morphed into a debate on the merits of Pink Floyd vs The Grateful Dead. Being a hippie, Heather believed in the primacy of Jerry Garcia over every rock musician ever, a contention I found frankly absurd. But we did find common ground on the fact that anyone who listens to Phish is a superficial poseur.
Once we reached the SU, I led her down to the mail room and then excused myself to check my mail. That done I slipped off to the cafeteria thinking I was done with her.
***
When I came out of the cafeteria an hour later, I noticed someone in the phonebooth across the hall. This was unusual as I don't think I'd ever seen anyone use the payphones in the three years I'd lived on campus. Out of curiosity I looked over to see what sort of freak of nature didn't have a cell. Probably one of the cafeteria staff. But then I saw it was Heather. Before I could look away, our eyes met and she waved me over.
I could've pretended I didn't see her, but I went over. She looked as though she'd been crying, her cheeks flushed and a trace of dampness along her nose (her eyes were red too, but that's pretty standard for a stoner).
"Hey man, you got a quarter I can borrow. I'm clean out."
I searched my pockets but only came up with a few pennies. She looked down dejectedly, and for a second I saw her not as some annoying hippie but a girl having a very bad day. Before I knew what I was saying, I told her, "You can use my phone," and handed her my cell.
Her face lit up. "Thanks."
"No problem. I have plenty of minutes." I sat down on a bench and waited for her to make her call. She was standing right in front of me, so I couldn't help but hear her conversation. It seemed that her roommates had kicked her out for some vaguely alluded to situation that she insisted wasn't her fault, though reading between the lines it probably was, and now she needed a place to stay for the weekend. She called three or four people, each one having some excuse why she couldn't crash with them. With each rejection, she became more and more distraught.
After she'd tapped all her friends she sat on the bench and buried her head in her hands as though exhausted.
"You have any family you could stay with?" I knew it was a dumb question -- if she had, she would've called already -- but I felt a need to be helpful.
She named the town her parents lived in, which happened to be on the other side of the state.
"Do you have any money for a hotel?"
"No. My parents are transferring some money to my bank account, but it won't clear until Monday."
"Credit cards?" I knew that was a long shot -- credit was a tool of the man to keep the working classes permanently in debt. When she shook her head, I sighed and said, "My roommate's out of town for the weekend. If you want, you can crash on his bed."
She looked up. "Really?"
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