
Have a HeartHave a Heart
~Where Truth and Ego Converge~

Year #8

Dear Significants,         February, 2005

Yep. It’s me, again. I can’t help it. As soon as
February hits, I just start typing, channeling
something between Dorothy Parker and Andy
Rooney. The result is often ridiculous, but this year,
I hope you’ll see glimpses of real emotion. In 2004,
I wore my identities and ideologies more openly
than ever before, and I wasn’t struck by lightning
for any of it. I think that trend will continue.

Of course, my biggest news is that the rock & roll-
inspired novel that consumed my life for the past
three years will be published this spring. I’ve never
worked so hard on anything before, or believed in
something so deeply. I’m still a college dean, and I
confess that I keep myself awake some nights
wondering why my intellectual passions didn’t
ignite over a book about social justice or a
dissertation about transformative leadership.
Luckily, I’ve had all of you telling me that it’s okay
to be smart and weird at the same time. And, who
knows, it might even be profitable.

When it comes right down to it, I do see my quirky
KISS groupie life as somehow embodying the ideals
of the liberal arts, and I plan to preach that gospel
whenever and wherever I can. I just find that
gushing about the cultivation of humanity is more
fun when you’re wearing leather.

With real love,
       Colette

You Never Forget Your

First Love

If you ask me, I’ll tell you that I

didn’t fall in love for the first

time until I was well into my 20s.

A less jaded part of me knows a

greater truth. I was a teenager

when I met and lost my heart.

In my most honest moments, I’d

even tell you that I never

recovered.

In March, I came face-to-face

with my first and greatest love. I

received the call asking if I’d

be up to a reunion – all

expenses paid – last winter.

“Um, sure,” I said, although I

wasn’t really sure at all.

I boarded a plane for Virginia,

telling myself to prepare for the

worst. A lot of years had

passed, and I tried not to

expect my love to look the

same, or to welcome me back

without judging the ways I had

changed.

When I arrived in Norfolk and

saw the great love of my life, all

my cynicism lifted. We’ve both

grown a lot since I was 18,

that’s for sure. But my affection

swelled inside me. Looking

back, I suppose it’s obvious that

every subsequent relationship in

my life was just a failed attempt

to replicate the first.

I was in love. But were the

feelings mutual? (continued on p. 4)

Here’s a peek at the cover of the niftiest little book you’ll ever read

  about a woman executive trapped between her dueling identities.

My publisher calls it smart and sexy. I just think it’s a lot of fun.
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January
I started the
year with a
resolution to
get healthier
one month at
a time.
January was
“No Deep
Fried Food
Month”

February
“No Red
Meat
Month.” The
year was not
off to a fun
start.

March
My participation in the Old
Dominion Film Festival
helped me fulfill a dream – I
was interviewed on public
radio and callers phoned in to
ask me questions about KISS
and feminism. My sister said
I sounded intellectual when I
compared Gene Simmons to
the composer, Wagner.

April
Good news/bad
news. The
national college
administrator’s
board I was on
finished up its
term. We
kicked ass, but
it was sad to
say good-bye.

April =No
soda. I guess
the good news
was, I was
getting
healthier.

May
No soda, red meat
or deep fried food
+ 5 days/week at
the gym.
To add insult to
good health, one
of my favorite
groups of students
graduated.

May
Got away from
it all at the
New York/New
Jersey Hard
Rock Expo.

June
I was hitting
the gym hard,
and even
starting to
enjoy it.

July
I made a return visit to one of my former home
states to attend the Evansville, IN KISS Expo.
While there, I ran a whole mile for only the second
time in my life.
When I returned from the Midwest, I quickly
boarded another plane to see my siblings and KISS
in Florida. We also kicked off the Shaw family
political activism bonanza.

August/September
Attended political
rallies to support the
presidential
candidate who once
played bass for a
band called The
Electras.

March
“At least one
fruit or veg-
etable serving
per day
month.”

Taking Stock
While the fate of social security hangs in the balance, I thought I 

June
While my body was
getting younger with
the help of my health
routine, my genes
weren’t listening. For
the first time, instead of
dying my hair for fun, I
did it to cover the grey.
I accidentally turned
my hair black, and I
loved it. Long live Lily
Munster.



Fall Winter      Destiny

November
I fought really
hard to keep
PA a blue
state. I just
didn’t expect
that we’d all
end up singing
the blues.

January
I made my annual holiday
foray to Florida to see my
family and play in the
fiercely competitive “Shaw
Cup” domino tournament.
Going into the 13th and
final round, I was one point
out of the lead, but some-
how, my dad ended up with
the trophy (and, yes, there
is a real trophy).

October
Dug in deep for the
presidential campaign, going
door to door and writing
letters to the editor for my
party.
Also made time for my other
favorite party of the year –
the Baltimore KISS Expo,
where I officially announced
my book’s publishing deal.

November
What do chili dogs,
“School of Rock”
and a cheese factory
museum have in
common? You’ve
obviously never
spent Thanksgiving
with my dad.
Also that month, I
performed my best
orchestra concert
ever. After 6 years, I
finally got it right,
and (even better) my
sis and dad were
there to witness it.

January
Yeah, I was a
theater major in
college, but I was a
disaster on stage.
Last year, I
reluctantly came out
of retirement to play
“Hippie #35” in the
Faculty Follies
production at my
day job. Maybe I’ve
improved. I’ve been
promoted to “Extra
#1” for this year’s
show.

February
I’m heading back to
Florida to celebrate
Valentine’s Day with
my family and take
them to see their first
KISS tribute band.
What better way to
show your love?
Chocolates and
flowers for chumps.
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March
Did I mention I have
a BOOK coming
out?!?!?!

April
I’m going to spend a
week in Nashville for a
college administrators
conference.

Later in the month, I’m
on the roster as a
“Special Celebrity
Guest” at the Cincinnati
KISS Expo. Poor suckers.

May
When your calendar has
“New York KISS Expo”
and “High School Class
Reunion” in the same
month, you start soul
searching. I promise to
bring back stories.

Summer
After a quick trip to
Southern CA for a
wedding in June, I’m not
sure what to expect. My
job at Franklin &
Marshall is going
through major changes,
and I expect nothing less
than huge fame and
success from my book
release. I’m just trying
to hold on while this
roller coaster climbs up
up up.

Take stock in this: 2005
will be one helluva year.

k of My Life
should take a look at the highs, lows and projections for my life.
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(continued from p. 1) You Never Forget Your First Love

Most of my friends think I’m pretty cynical about love, but deep down I think I’m someone who

thrives on romantic ideals. Most notably, I’ve had lofty dreams about higher education since

the first moment of my freshman year at Old Dominion University. The love was so deep, I

decided to spend the rest of my life working in the liberal arts.

Despite my idyllic visions, 2004 was a rough year. Colleges were turning into corporations while

our government wanted to make its citizens less free. I started to question what I once

considered a steadfast belief in the power of education.

In March, I was invited back to Old Dominion to present “Living the Fantasy,” a documentary

film I had produced. I thought the trip would be a fun opportunity to promote my book, but I

didn’t expect such a profound emotional experience. As I joked on page 3, when I was a

student, I was the most dreadful theater major to ever grace the stage. Luckily, at the same

time I was trying desperately to survive my lack of talent, I had mentors and students from all

walks of life who were helping me understand what really mattered – justice and opportunities

to make a difference. Not only was I reminded of those people when I visited my alma mater,

but many of them were in the audience when I showed my film. As I talked to the students

that day about the boundless opportunities available to them through the University, I was

able to thank some of the people who were most important in my life when I was an

undergraduate. When I left campus, I knew I had a lot of work left to do in my career.

As my life came full circle in that auditorium in Virginia, my ideals came back into focus. I have

a lot of decisions to make this year about how best to carry on the romance that began so

long ago. My employer, Franklin & Marshall College, has been very generous and patient as

I’ve begun to question my fate (ask me sometime about the crazy details). I have no idea

what to expect, but I predict a happy ending. That’s what shameless romantics do, right?


