
Tahini Meany Herbs and Dressings 
1248 Crunchy Granola Courtyard 
Big City, PU 11235 
  
November 7, 2011 
  
  
Dear Calculus Student, 
  
You don't know me, but I feel like I know you.  For the past month or so, I've worked at a 
little spice and herb shop, washing bottles and bagging up my own special brands of 
spices.  I worked alongside one of the most beautiful, soul-full girls I'd ever seen in my 
life.  For the longest time, I couldn't get her to pay any attention to me at all.  I'd come into a 
room and she'd just turn away.  She'd go quiet whenever I was around, and I couldn't even 
figure out how to get her to talk to me. 
  
Then a little while ago, all that changed.  She came in with the most amazing bags for our 
spices. I complimented her on them; I asked her about them.  The spell was broken, and all 
of a sudden she seemed to realize I exist.   She told me of her adventures in mathematics; she 
told me about her letters back and forth with you; she told me of her hopes and 
dreams.  More than ever before, I knew she was the one for me. 
  
Now my boss is dead, and the woman I love is in jail facing murder charges!  Whatever shall 
I do? 
  
The problems started the day after the "paper-bag miracle" (as I like to think of it).  My ex-
girlfriend Franciny Swords showed up in town, for one thing.  I think she was hoping we 
could get back together, but of course I told her that it was over. 
  
Then strange things started happening to Tara.  She was nearly killed by a hit-and-run driver, 
but I managed to pull her out of the way just in time.  (The police never caught the 
driver).  Her herbal tea tasted bitter one day, and she tossed it in the nick of time:  we 
discovered the reason was that somehow rat poison had gotten into the sugar bowl.  The 
brakes on her car failed while she was driving down the highway, but fortunately for her a 
flatbed truck carrying feather pillows in front of her went over a bump and dumped its load 
in front of her, so she came to a smooth stop. 
  
Then last week, tragedy stuck.  I was up on the balcony of my apartment on the 25th floor of 
our building, 256 feet in the air, taking photos of the surrounding city, when I saw a "Tahini 
Meany Salad Dressing" jar out of the corner of my eye.  I snapped a picture of it, in fact, but 
as quickly as it showed up, it was gone.  Seconds after that, I heard a crash and a 



scream.  Down in the courtyard below, the bottle had landed on the head of our boss, Daneila 
Carrylawn -- and she was dead. 
  
The police have the surveillance video from the courtyard.  They discovered a small canon, 
just out of view of the video cameras, that shot the jar up into the air.  The canon was 
connected to a detonator box.  During the time before the accident, the video shows that 
Carrylawn had gone out of our small shop on the ground floor of the apartment building into 
the courtyard.   She was having a conversation with Franciny, who seemed to be holding a 
box in her hand (Franciny says that Tara had given it to her to hold).  Franciny appeared to 
call to the store, and Tara came out the door.  Franciny handed Tara the detonator and turned 
quickly to leave.  Exactly five seconds after Tara took the box from Franciny, Daniela 
Carrylawn was struck by the bottle of Tahini Meany Salad Dressing. 
  
Tara tells me she had no idea what that box was when Franciny handed it to her. I have to 
believe her.  And yet, the video shows the box right there in her hand when the murder was 
committed!  The police arrested her that same day.  Her trial is scheduled for November 21.  
  
I'm sure in my heart of hearts that she had nothing to do with the murder, but the video tape 
is damning evidence.  Is there any way you could think of to help us? 
  
Achingly yours, 
  
Justin Lumberpond 
Bringing Spicy Back, to 
Tahini Meany Salad Dresssings 
 
 
 
	  


