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Mamma left for home this
afternoon.  As I want to be perfectly
truthful in my diary, I suppose I
must confess that before she actually
went away I sometimes thought I should
be rather relieved when she was no longer here.
Mamma has a fixed idea that I came to college
for the express purpose of getting my feet wet
by day, and sleeping in a draught by night.
She began the furnishing of my rooms by
investing in a pair of rubber boots,—the kind you
tie around your waist with a string.  The clerk
in the shop asked her if I was fond of
trout-fishing, and she explained to him that I had
always lived in the West where the climate
was dry, and that she did n't know how I would
stand the dampness of the seacoast.  Mamma
thought the clerk was so interested in my last
attack of tonsillitis I didn't have the heart to
tell her that all the time he was looking
sympathetic with his right eye, he was winking at
me with his left.

Now that she is gone, however, I don't see
how I could have thought, even for a moment,
that I should be glad, and I 've been sitting
here for an hour just looking at my room and
all the nice things she advised me about and
helped me to choose—wishing she could see
how cosey it is late at night with the green
lamp lighted and a little fire going.  (It is n't
really cool enough for a fire; I had to take
my coat off for a while, the room got so
warm—but I was anxious to know how the andirons
looked with a blaze behind them.) I suppose
she is lying awake in the sleeping-car thinking
of me.  She made me move my bed to the
other side of the room, so that it would n't be
near the window.  I moved it back again; but
I think now I 'll change it again to the way she
liked it.

Of course I was disappointed last May when
I found I hadn't drawn a room in one of the
college buildings.  I had an idea that if you
did n't live in one of the buildings owned by
the college you would n't feel, somehow, as if
you "belonged."  Before I arrived in
Cambridge I worried a good deal over it.  The
old Harvard men at home were most unsatisfactory
about this when I asked their advice.
The ones who had lived in the Yard when
they were in college seemed to think there
was n't any particular use in going to college
at all unless you could live either in their old
rooms or some in the same building; and the
ones who had lived outside as I am going to
do (this year, anyhow) said the college
buildings were nice enough in their way, but if
I could only get the dear old place (which
was pulled down fifteen years ago) where
James Russell Lowell had scratched his
name on the window-pane, and where somebody
else (I 've forgotten who it was) crawled
up the big chimney when the sheriff came to
arrest him for debt and was discovered
because he did not crawl far enough, I should
be all right.

I don't see how the good times and the
advantages of a place like this hold out for
so long; everybody who has been here speaks
as if he had about used them up.

Well, we found rooms pleading to be
rented; every other house in Cambridge has
a "Student's Room to Let" card in the
window.  Even some of the rooms in the
Yard had been given up at the last minute
by fellows who flunked their exams.  Mamma
said she felt very sorry for the poor boys; and
after that the enormity of my having been
conditioned in physics and solid geometry
decreased considerably.  The trouble (there
were four days full of it) wasn't in finding
a good place, but in trying to decide on some
one place.  For a while it looked as though
I should either have to live in five separate
houses—some of them over a mile apart—or
give up going to college.  We dragged
up and down all the quiet side streets within
a reasonable distance of the Yard, ringing
bells and asking questions until the words
"I should like to look at" and "What is
the price of?" began to sound like some kind
of a silly English Meisterschaft system.
Several times when we were very tired we
wandered by mistake into houses we had been
to before.  This made the landladies
exceedingly peevish; but mamma said it was just
as well, because now we knew what their true
characters really were.

We found that we could rent some of the
rooms lighted and heated; but most of them
were merely "lit and het."

All the houses in Cambridge and many of
the buildings in the Yard seemed to be
disgorging roomfuls of old furniture and
consuming cartloads of new, and everywhere we went
we met strings of cheerful, energetic mothers
with tired, rather cross-looking sons.  I've
seen only one fellow with his father so far,
and they sort of apologized for the fact by
being dressed in deep mourning.

At the end of three days we 'd picked out
five rooms.  Considered in a lump, they
seemed fine; but tackling them separately,
mamma could n't decide which one was least
objectionable.  One was in a part of town
that "looked damp"—a man across the
street unfortunately sneezed just as we were
passing a stone wall covered with green moss.
The second smelt of cooking.  On the steps
of the third a groceryman was waiting to
deliver several gallons of gasoline (this one
was almost struck off the list).  The fourth
was near the river (we had the bad luck to be
in that part of town when the tide was out),
and from the windows of the fifth there was a
merry little view of a graveyard.  We simply
could n't make up our minds, and were
standing in the middle of a narrow, rather shabby
little street two or three blocks below the
Square discussing the matter, when a door
behind us opened and a mother and son (we
turned to look) came out, followed by a
gray-haired woman—evidently the landlady—who
was doing the talking, in a very New England
voice, for all three.  The mother was slim
and pretty, and had on a beautiful dress that
went swish-swash-swish when she walked
away, and the fellow looked like her; he was
very handsome.

"Well, I 'm real glad to know you," the
landlady said to the fellow's mother.  "Jus'
seems 's if I could n't rest till I knew the
young men's folks; dustin' their photographs
every day makes it sort of different.  It
do—don't it?  Oh, yes—I 'll take care of him.
They get real mad at me, the young men do,
sometimes, for makin' them change their shoes
when it's snow-in' and makin' them wear their
rubber coats when it's rai-nin'.  They 're in
too much of a hurry, they are.  That's what's
the matter with them."  She gave the fellow
a roguish look, and he and his mother walked
up the street laughing as if they were very
much pleased.

"I think," said mamma (who had become
strangely animated on hearing of the change
of shoes)—"I think that before we decide on
one of these five rooms we 'll go in there."  So
we went up to the gray-haired woman, who
had lingered outside to talk baby talk to a cat
that was making gothic arches of itself all
over the piazza, and in about seven minutes
by the watch we 'd signed the lease of the last
vacant rooms in the house.

A short, steep staircase like the companionway
of a ship leads up to a landing about the
size of a kitchen table.  The edges of the steps
are covered with tin and are terribly slippery.
The door on the left opens into my study, and
at the end of that is my bedroom, and next to
that is a great big bathroom (it's bigger than
the other two) with a porcelain tub and a
shower which I am to share with the fellow
who lives just across the staircase on the right.
Mrs. Chester, the landlady, says: "All
the young men thinks an awful lot of that
bathroom."

The study is so small that we did n't have
to buy as much furniture as we expected to.
I have an oak desk with a rolling top that
makes a noise like some one shovelling coal
when you open and shut it, and usually sticks
half-way.  Of course, when we finally got it
out from town (Boston is about four miles
from Cambridge, and it takes anywhere from
three days to a week for an express wagon to
make the trip), we found that it was much too
large to go up the staircase.  But
Mrs. Chester said we could take out the back of
the house and have it swung up to the room
on ropes—the "young men" always did that
when they wanted pianos or sofas, or desks
like mine.  I wasn't present at the operation,
as I had to go in town to lunch with mamma,
but it was successfully performed (by "a real
handy gentleman from down Gloucester way,
who used to be a fisherman and is a carpenter
now"), for I found the desk in the room when
I returned and the walls of the house looked
about the same.

Besides the desk I have an oak chair with
a back that lets up and down by means of a
brass rod; its cushions are covered with gray
corduroy.  Then there is another chair, a
revolving one (very painful), that goes with the
desk.  We bought a bookcase at a shop just
off the Square, from an odious little man
who put his hand on my shoulder and said
to mamma, "They will grow up, won't
they?"  It looks rather bare, as there aren't
any books in it yet; but mamma would n't
let me fill it, although right next door to the
place where we bought it there were loads
of books in the window for five and ten cents
apiece.

We got some Turkish rugs at an auction in
town.  The man said they never would wear
out.  When they arrived here and I saw them
for the first time by daylight (they had gas at
the sale) I knew what he meant.  However,
mamma darned them very nicely, and as everything
else looks so new, perhaps it's just as
well.

I 've put the photographs of mamma and
papa, and the one of Mildred in the ball dress
and big hat with white ostrich feathers, and
the one of Sidney in his little cart with the
two goats, on the mantelpiece.  I 'm afraid I
never cared much for the goats when I was at
home, but to-night I 've been thinking of all
the funny things they used to do and wondering
if I'll ever see them again.  They're
such cute little beasts.  Over the mantelpiece
I have two crimson flags with the sticks crossed.

This evening while I was sitting in front of
the fire trying to decide whether I ought to
begin my diary now or wait until college
opened to-morrow and things began to happen,
the door downstairs suddenly rattled and
slammed, and some one came clattering up the
tin steps at a great rate.  Then the door across
the landing was unlocked, and I heard whoever
it was falling over chairs and upsetting things in
the dark; and all the time he kept roaring at
the top of his voice: "Oh, Mrs. Chester!
Ay-y-y-y-y, Mrs. Chester, where are
you?"  Mrs. Chester had told me a few minutes
before that she was "just goin' to step up
street to see how Mis' Buckson 's comin'
along with them rooms o' hers," so I called
out that she was n't at home.  Then the voice
answered, "Oh, thank you;" and after a
few more things in the other room had fallen
on the floor and smashed, the fellow who was
making all the fuss came across and stood in
my doorway.

I thought for a second that the reason he
did n't come in was that he was so big he
could n't.  I knew that the ceilings of the
house were low and that my study wasn't
very large, but I had n't realized before how
small it all was.  The fellow blocked up the
whole doorway; his shoulders, in a loose,
shaggy gray coat, stretched clear across.
His face was burned a deep brown, and his
hair was very black and looked rather long, as
it evidently had n't been brushed for a good
while, and he wanted to know if I could let
him have a match.  I could see that he was
taking in my room as he stood there, and I
think he smiled a little at something; but
then he seemed to be smiling anyhow (in a
different way), so I was n't sure.  I jumped
up and got him a box of matches (somehow I
knew at once that he wasn't the other
Freshman who has rooms in the house, although I
can't think why, as he did n't look old), and he
thanked me, saying he was sorry to trouble
me, and went back to his room.

I felt sort of excited and restless after that,
and thought I would sit down and write
mamma all about him; but just as I was
beginning to he stopped humming (I don't
think he can be a member of the Glee Club,
as he only struck the right note once by
accident; still I knew perfectly well what he was
trying to sing) and began to laugh.  Then he
came over to my door again with his hands in
his pockets and said,—

"You did n't happen to see an iron bedstead
lying around the streets anywhere, did you?
The good Chester has evidently spent the last
three months in putting my rooms in order and
I can't find a thing."  I told him I had seen
a bed in the back yard this afternoon, but that
I did n't think it could be his.  He asked me
very seriously why not.  And then all at once
I got horribly rattled.  I didn't like to tell
him that the bed had n't looked nearly big
enough for him (it was a little narrow thing),
for I was afraid he might think me fresh.
Then besides, I found that I had instinctively
stood up when I saw him, and as there wasn't
any particular reason why I should have done
this, I got sort of confused.

"Of course it's a very nice little bed," I
hastened to add.  Whereupon he burst out
laughing with a loud whoop.

"If it 's such a nice one it certainly can't
be mine, and I 'd better go down and swipe
it right away," he said at last, and clattered
downstairs.  I tried again to write to mamma,
but he made such a noise coming upstairs with
pieces of bed and running down again that I
could n't fix my mind.  Then, too, I kept
wondering whether I ought to offer to help
him.  Finally I went out as he was coming
up with a mattress on his shoulder and asked,
"Was it your bed, after all?" which made
him laugh again and say: "I wouldn't tell
you for anything in the world.  If you aren't
too busy, though, I wish you would help me
put the beastly thing together."

We tried for about half an hour to make
the bed stand up.  It looked simple enough,
but whenever we got the sides firm and more
or less parallel, the back and front would
wobble and fall to the floor.  Once we had
all four pieces standing beautifully, but just
as we put on the woven wire business and
Mr. Duggie (that's what Mrs. Chester calls
him—I don't think it 's his real name, though)
exclaimed, "I have the honor to report,
sir, that the allied forces have taken New
Bedford," the whole thing collapsed and
pinched his finger fearfully as it came down.
After that we sat on the floor awhile.  He
smoked a pipe and glanced meditatively at the
ruins of the bed every now and then, and at
last turned to me and said, "Is this your
first year here?"  I didn't let him see how
pleased I was that he had not discovered
I was a Freshman, and merely answered, "Yes."

We talked a long time—about all kinds of
things.  I asked him a string of questions that
had been on my mind for months: whether it
is better to live in a private house, one of the
big private halls, or in the Yard (I called it
the "Campus," and he looked queer for a
moment and said it was known as the Yard
here); where would be a good place to eat;
whether he thought my allowance was big
enough (I told him how much I was going to
have); and what was the best way to make
friends and get on teams and clubs and
musical societies and crews and papers.  He
answered everything, although once or twice he
puffed at his pipe and looked at me a good
while before speaking.  I couldn't tell whether
the questions had n't occurred to him before,
or whether he didn't know just what to tell
me.  Of course I can't remember all he said,
but it sounded so important that afterward I
scribbled as much of it as I could in a notebook.




ROOMS IN THE YARD

ADVANTAGES




General Washington may have stabled his
horse (the iron-gray that never put his front
feet to the ground in the presence of an artist)
in your bedroom.

When girls come out to vespers (Thursdays
from November to May) and stop to look at
the Yard, you can stop whatever you happen
to be doing and look at them.

In May and June the morning and evening
views from your windows are different from
and more beautiful than anything in the world.

The Glee Club (weather permitting) sings
under the trees; you lie on your window-seat
in the twilight and wonder whether, after
graduating, you will accept Fame or Fortune.

Proximity to lectures during the annual
inundations of December, January, February,
March, and April.




DISADVANTAGES




Too much effort involved in taking a bath.
What ought to be an innocent pleasure
becomes a morbid family pride.

Accessibility to bores who want to kill time
while waiting for their next lecture.  At first
you think this is Popularity.

Enforced quiet after 9 P.M.—at which hour
you usually close your books and feel like
making a noise.

Enforced activity before 9 A.M.—until
which hour you always close your eyes and
try not to feel at all.

Necessity of burning a kind of coal that
refuses to light (or to stay lighted) for anybody
but the janitor, who is never in the basement,
where you always firmly believe (in spite of
your daily failure) that you are going to find
him.




BOARD




Mrs. Muldooney's is by all means the most
desirable place.  It is crowded, hot, noisy,
expensive, and not particularly nourishing.
Mrs. Muldooney is a tall, grim, steel-armored
old cruiser of sixty-five, with dark-blue hair,
who doles out eleven canned cherries to every
man at luncheon and sends in word from the
kitchen that there aren't any more.  She tries
to collect twenty-five cents when you have a
guest; but as you promptly disown your guest,
she is usually foiled.  Her place, however, is
always crowded with Freshmen, and I ought
to go there.




ALLOWANCE




My allowance is generous.  It ought to
satisfy my every need; but it won't.




TEAMS, CREWS, SOCIETIES, PAPERS




Try enthusiastically but not too seriously to
take part in everything.  In this way you find
out what kind of amusement really amuses
you—which as you grow older is a source of
great content.




FRIENDS




Friends, in the true sense of the word, are
divine accidents beyond all human control.
You will probably meet with four or five such
accidents in your college career.  For the
rest—be polite to everybody, and you will soon
have the satisfaction of knowing that your
position, both in the University and in the
world, is, at least, unique.




CLUBS




Vide supra, under "Friends."




I was just going to ask him something else,
when we heard Mrs. Chester exclaiming,—

"Land sakes, if it ain't Mr. Duggie!  I
saw the light from Mis' Buckson's parlor."

"Hello, you dear old buzzard!  How dare
you turn me out in the cold this way?" he
called to her; and as she came in, he jumped
up and took both her hands.  "I 'm so glad
to see you again."  She gave him a little
push, and looked pleased.

"Law, Mr. Duggie—how you talk!  He's
got real fleshy—ain't he?" she added,
looking at me.  She asked him where he 'd been
all summer, and he told her he 'd been off
shooting in the Rocky Mountains, and had
brought her a breastpin made of an elk's tooth
that she'd have to wear on Sundays when she
went to see her married daughter in Somerville.
I thought I ought to leave, but did not
know how to interrupt them exactly; so I
turned and examined some silver cups on the
mantelpiece.  There were five beauties, but I
could n't make out the inscriptions on them.

"You 've had lots of visitors the last few
days.  They kept a-comin' to find out when
you 'll be back.  The Dean was here to-day—a
real sociable gentleman, aren't he?—and
he wants you to go right 'round and see him
as soon as you can.  And yesterday that little
man—I forget his name—oh, you know, he's
the President of the Crimson—came to find
out about something.  He said you were the
only one who could tell him.  And then
there 've been lots of young men to see about
the football—oh, my, just crowds of them,
and they all left notes.  I 'll run down and
get them, and then I 'll put up your bed."

After she left, I said good-night.  It's
awfully late, and I have to get up early, to be
in time to register.

I wonder who he is.  I hope he didn't think
I was fresh.  I don't believe he did, though,
for as I was going he said,—

"We 're such near neighbors, you must
drop in when you haven't anything better
to do."

Mamma's train must have passed Utica by
this time.




II




Well, I 've learned a lot of things
during the past week, that are n't
advertised in the catalogue.  If
I 've neglected to make a note of
them until now, it has been my misfortune,
and not my fault.

We registered on Wednesday morning—Freshmen
have to register the day before college
really opens—and I confess I was a
little disappointed at the informal way such
an important act of one's life is done.  In the
first place, as you can drop in any time
between nine A.M. and one P.M., you don't see
the whole class together.  Then the room
we registered in might have been in the High
School at home.  I don't know what I expected
exactly, but it certainly was n't a bare,
square room, a desk on a low platform, some
plaster casts, and a lot of plain wooden chairs
arranged in rows on an inclined plane.
However, when I think the matter over, I don't
see what else they could have.

A dissatisfied-looking little man with a red
necktie sat reading a newspaper at the desk
when I went in, and near him—reading a
book—was a younger fellow who looked as
if he might be a student.  There were piles of
registration cards on the desk, and after I had
stood there a moment, not knowing what to
do, the little man looked up absently from his
paper, handed me some cards with a feeble
sort of gesture, and murmured in a melancholy,
slightly trembling, and very sarcastic
voice,—




"... This gentleman is come to me

With commendation from great potentates,

And here he means to spend his time awhile."








Then he yawned, and took up the paper again.
The young man, without apparently thinking
this remark in the least odd, closed his book
on his thumb so as not to lose the place, and
gave me another card, saying in a perfectly
businesslike voice,—

"Please fill this one out, too."  I sat down
at a bench to write, and just then five or six
other fellows came in.  One of them was the
good-looking chap (with the pretty mother)
who rooms in the same house with me.  I
hadn't seen him since the day I signed my
lease.  I listened to hear if the little man at
the desk would spring anything weird on them;
but as they went right up to him, and took
cards as if they knew all about it, and
retreated to the back of the room, he didn't
have time.  They talked and laughed a good
deal, and once they got into a scuffle, but the
instructors didn't even glance up.  I finished
answering the questions on my cards, and was
reading them over, when one of the fellows
behind me said,—

"I'll ask him—we live in the same
house;" and the handsome one came and
sat down beside me.  There was something
they did n't understand in making out the
cards, and the first thing I knew, they were
all gathered around me examining mine.  I
felt quite important.  But the next minute I
felt equally cheap.

The cards that had been given us by the
young man with the book had to be filled out
with one's name and address and religion.
When the good-looking one (whose name I 've
since found out is Berrisford) came to it, he
began to giggle, and after he had written on
it he showed it to the man next to him, who
burst out laughing, and passed it on to the
others.  They all laughed as soon as they
saw it, and I was just about to hold out my
hand to take it, when the young instructor
closed his book, and said in a rather tired,
dry tone,—

"By the way, unless you actually happen
to be Buddhists or Hindus or Mohammedans,
or followers of Confucius, kindly refrain from
saying so on the card; only four men have
indulged in that particular jest this morning,
which, in comparison with former years, is
really very few.  I begin to feel encouraged;
pray don't depress me."

I don't know what Berrisford had written,
but he got very red while the instructor was
speaking, and crumpled the card into a little
lump which he afterward slipped into his
pocket.  The others pretended to be deeply
absorbed in their writing just then; but one
of them snorted hysterically.

If anything like that had happened to me, I
think I should have expired with mortification;
but Berrisford after a minute or two
did n't seem to mind it at all.  I almost think
it encouraged him to do something even more
idiotic.

There are two large, fine statues standing
in the front corners of the room.  One of
them is a Greek athlete in the act of hurling
something not unlike a pancake, and is called,
I believe, The Discus Thrower.  (We have a
little one in the library at home.)  The other
is a venerable old man in flowing
robes—probably Homer or Sophocles or some such
person.  Well, we had all gone up to the
desk with our cards.  Berrisford was first,
and just as he got there he stopped (without
giving his cards to the little man who reached
out for them), and looked inquiringly from
statue to statue.  Berrisford has a beautiful,
silly face with big, innocent eyes, and when
he talks his manner is graceful—almost timid;
you can't help liking it.  I could see that he
impressed the instructors just the way he did
mamma and me the day we saw him with his
mother.  He looked at the statues a moment,
and then said to the little man,—

"Would you mind telling me, please, which
of these gentlemen is the President of the
college?"  His voice was so deferential, and
there was something so eager and earnest and
pure in his expression, I really believe that for
a moment the instructor thought he was just
a nice fool, and was on the point of kindly
explaining what the statues represented.  He
didn't, though, for one of the fellows in the
background tittered and ran out of the room,
and the little man leaned back in his chair,
examined Berrisford very deliberately, and
then remarked in his queer, sarcastic way,—

"'Sir, thy wit is as quick as the
greyhound's mouth; but it speeds too fast—'twill
tire!'"

As soon as we got outside, Berrisford said,—

"What a disappointing little creature!  I
had an idea he would be very angry, and he
was n't at all."

"Did you want him to be angry?" I asked,
rather surprised.

"Why, yes, of course," he answered.  "It's
so interesting to watch them; there are so
many different ways of losing a temper.
Sea-captains are the most satisfactory, I think.  I
discovered that last spring on my way to
Europe.  I go up to them when they 're very
busy—just getting out of a harbor or
something—and exclaim, 'Oh, I say, Captain—shall
I steer?'  You can't imagine how furious
it makes them."  I said I thought I could,
and we parted.  He seems to have a great
many friends; he has n't spent a night at
home since college opened—a week ago.

Well, I went to see my adviser, who helped
me select my studies for the year.  That is to
say, he hypnotized me into taking a lot of
things I really don't see why I should know.
However, as I don't seem to have what he
called "a startling predilection" for anything
(my entrance exams. divulged this), and as he
was a pleasant young man who invited me to
dinner next week, I allowed myself to be
influenced by him.  He gave me a lot of little
pamphlets with the courses and the hours at
which they come marked in red ink.  I 've
forgotten what some of them are, as we have n't
had any real lectures yet—just rigmaroles
about what books to buy.

For the first few days the whole college
and all the streets and buildings near it seemed
to be in such confusion that I couldn't walk
a block without feeling terribly excited—the
way I used to feel when I was a kid, and we
were all going to the State fair or the
circus, and mamma would insist on our eating
luncheon although we did n't want a thing.
Along the sidewalk in the Square there was
a barricade of trunks so high that you could n't
see over it, to say nothing of huge mounds of
travelling bags and dress-suit cases and
queer-shaped leather things, with banjos and
mandolins and guitars and golf-sticks in them.
And from morning till night there were always
at least four or five fellows telling the
expressmen that it was "perfectly absurd;" that
they simply had to have their trunks immediately;
that the service was abominable, and
that the whole place was a hundred and fifty
years behind the times, anyhow.  All of which
the expressmen may or may not have agreed
with, for they hardly ever answered back, and
just went on digging steamer trunks and
hatboxes out of the ruins and slamming them into
wagons to make room for the loads that kept
arriving every little while from town.

It was very interesting to watch so many
fellows of my own age or a little older
hurrying about or standing in groups talking and
laughing and looking glad to be here.  But
at the same time it was sort of unsatisfactory
and hopeless.  I didn't like to stay in my
room much of the time, as I had a feeling (I
have n't got over it yet) that if I did I might
miss something.  Yet, when I went out, I
had so few things to do that, unless I took a
walk—which of course leads one away from
the excitement—there was n't much point in
my being around at all.  No one stuck his
head from an upper window in the Yard and
called out, "Ay-y-y-y-y, Tommy Wood, come
up here," when I passed by; and no one
slipped up behind me, and put his hands over
my eyes and waited for me to guess who it
was, because, with the exception of
Mr. Duggie and Dick Benton and Berrisford, I
didn't know a soul.  I often saw Mr. Duggie
in the Square, but as he was always with a
crowd or striding along in a great hurry, and
being stopped every few feet by some one who
asked him questions that made him laugh and
run away, I got a chance to speak to him only
once.  He nodded his head and smiled in a
professional kind of way without in the least
remembering who I was.  Dick Benton I
did n't have any hesitation in going right up
to, as at home I had heard him solemnly
promise mamma that he would look out for
me and keep his eye on me.  Of course I
don't expect him to do this; but I confess I
did feel sort of disappointed for a minute
when he said: "Well, Wood" (he calls me
Tommy at home), "when did you arrive?
Getting settled?  Got your courses picked
out?  Awful bore, is n't it?  Well, here 's my
car—going to meet some people in town and
am late now.  How 's Mrs. Wood?  So glad.
Hunt me up when you 're settled.  So long."  He
swung himself on a passing car and I
turned away and stared at a shop window.  I
must have stood there several minutes before
I realized it was a bakery, and that there was
absolutely nothing to look at behind the glass
except three loaves of bread and a dish of
imitation ice cream that had n't been dusted for
weeks (it has just this minute occurred to me
for the first time that I must have been
homesick that day and the next.  Isn't it queer, I
didn't know what was the matter with me?)  I
bet I can describe every article in every
shop window in the Square; for there was
nothing for me to do the first few days except
to walk up and down and pretend I was going
somewhere.  Of course I tried to get the
books the various instructors told me about;
but every time I asked for them at the three
bookstores I found either that the last one
had just been sold or that they had n't arrived yet.

Mrs. Muldooney's tables were unfortunately
full when I applied and I have been eating
around at the most ridiculous places—ice-cream
parlors, and dairy restaurants where
you sit on high stools and grab things,
because you can't get over the feeling that a
conductor will stick his head in the door
pretty soon and say, "All Abo-urrrd."

On Bloody Monday night the Freshmen
reception took place.  I scarcely know how
to touch on that event, as my part in it (or
rather in what followed) was so unexpectedly
prominent and terrible.

The old college men at home had let drop
all kinds of mysterious hints about Bloody
Monday.  In their time, apparently, it was
the custom for the upper-classmen to send
grewsome notices to the Freshmen, telling
them what would happen if they did n't have
a punch in their rooms on that occasion.
These warnings were written in blood and
began and ended with a skull and cross-bones.
Then in the evening there was a rush in the
Yard between the Freshmen and Sophomores.
The old graduates knew perfectly well that
the punches had been given up long ago; but
I don't think they liked to admit it even to
themselves—although they do groan a good
deal about college days not being what they
used to be.  From what they said I could not
tell whether there really were such things
nowadays or not, so I wrote a little note to
Mr. Duggie and left it on the stairs, where the
postman puts our letters, asking him what to
do if I got a notice, and if there was going to
be any rush.  He answered: "The custom, I
am sorry to say, is ausgespielt; it must have
been great sport.  As for the rush—theoretically
we don't have it.  By the way, my name
(Mrs. Chester to the contrary notwithstanding)
is not Mr. Duggie, but Douglas Sherwin."

At that time I did n't know what the second
sentence of his note meant, but I understand
now; it dawned on me during the speeches at
the reception.  In some mysterious, indescribable
way it was communicated to me as I sat
there in the crowded theatre.  Whether it
came to me most from my classmates—packed
into the pew-like seats and standing
in rows against the wall—or from the
professors who spoke on the stage, I can't say.
I simply became aware of the fact that
something was going to happen—something that
wasn't on the program.  It was in the air—it
made me restless, and I could n't help thinking
of that sultry afternoon out West when the
seven pack-horses stampeded just as we were
about to start; I knew the little devils were
going to do something and they knew it, too,
for they all began to buck at the same instant.
But I hadn't said anything about it—and
neither had they.

It was just like that while the speeches of
welcome were being made in Sanders Theatre.
They were fine speeches; they really did
make you welcome and part of it all—in a
way you hadn't thought of before.  You
couldn't help being proud that you "belonged,"
and after the President had spoken
and the fellow next to me yelled in my ear (he
had to yell, the cheering was so loud), "He 's
a great man, all right," I felt all over that
he was a great man—everybody did.  But
nevertheless, there was something else tingling
through the noise and excitement that we felt
just as much.  The professors themselves felt
it.  The elaborate way in which every one of
them ignored the subject of Bloody Monday
was almost pathetic.  The Dean in his speech
ignored it so radiantly that the audience
actually laughed.  Theoretically as (Douglas
Sherwin had said) there would be no rush;
the speeches made one quite ashamed to think
of such a thing.

I was n't there when it started, for after the
speeches I went with the crowd into the great
dining-hall to be received.  It would be nice,
I thought, to be introduced to the
distinguished men and to get to know some of my
classmates.  Every one was trying to move
toward the further left-hand corner of the vast
place, and I soon found myself hemmed in and
carried—oh, so slowly—along with the tide.
It was very hot, and as I am not particularly
tall I would more than once have given a good
deal to be out in the fresh night air; but the
thought of shaking hands with the President
and the gentleman who invented plane
geometry (I did n't know whether he had anything
to do with solid or not; I never studied it),
and another gentleman (a humorist) who wrote
a book and called it The Easy Greek Reader,
cheered me up.  I knew, too, that mamma
would be glad to hear I had talked to these
men.  But when, after at least half an hour
of waiting and pushing, I reached the corner
of the room, I discovered that it was n't the
distinguished men we had all along been
gasping and struggling for; it was the ice cream.
The distinguished men were lined up away
across the room all alone; if it had been
rumored beforehand that they were indisposed
with the plague, they could n't have been much
more detached.  Every now and then some
young fellow—probably an upperclassman—would
snatch a Freshman from the throng,
say something in his ear (it looked as if he
were murmuring, "They 're all perfectly
harmless—only you mustn't prod them or throw
things in the cage)", and march him up to
be introduced.  I watched these proceedings
awhile, and then, as the ice cream in the
meanwhile had given out, I left and started to walk
to my room by way of the Yard.

A sound of confused cheering reached me
the moment I got outside, and when I passed
through the gate I could see down the long
quadrangle what seemed to be a battle of
will-o'-the-wisps—a swaying, shifting, meeting,
parting, revolving myriad of flickering lights
and lurid faces.  I ran until I reached the
edge of the crowd, and stood for a minute or
two staring and listening.  The fellows were
surging wildly up and down and across the
Yard with torches in their hands, cheering and
singing.  Whenever enough men got together,
they would lower their torches and charge
the whole length of the Yard—amid a howl
of resentment—like a company of lancers.
Then by the time they had turned to plough
back again, another group would have formed,
which usually met the first one half-way with
a terrible roar and a clash of tin torches,—a
drench of kerosene and a burst of flame.  Two
German bands that never stopped playing the
"Blue Danube" and the "Washington Post"
were huddled at either end of the Yard.  Now
and then a sort of tidal wave of lights and faces
and frantic hands would swell rapidly toward
them, lap them up, engulf them, and then
go swirling back again to the middle.  But
they never stopped playing,—even when they
became hopelessly scattered and horribly
reunited.

I saw two policemen fluttering distractedly
on the brink—pictures of conscious
inefficiency—and felt sorry for the poor things.
As I was standing there wondering where I
could get a torch, a slim middle-aged man
with an iron-gray beard bustled up to them,
and the three held a sort of hurried consultation.
It ended by the iron-gray man's (he
was a professor) suddenly leaving them and
mounting the steps of University Hall.  His
expression as he turned to face the crowd was
the kind that tries its best to be persuasive and
popular and tremendously resolute all at once,
but only succeeds in being wan and furtive.
He filled his lungs and began to talk, I
suppose, as loud as he could; yet all I heard was
an occasional despairing "Now, fellows
... It seems to me, fellows ... Don't you think
it would be better..."

No one paid any attention to him, however,
and in an incredibly short time the crowd had
crushed itself as far away as it could into the
quadrangle's lower end.  I made my way over
there, and as I was pushing into the thick of
things a man next to me exclaimed to no one in
particular: "They've sent for Duggie Sherwin,
the captain of the team, as a last resort—he's
going to say something from the porch
of Matthews."  I saw I never could get near
Matthews by trying to forge straight ahead;
so, as I wanted to hear Mr. Duggie (I hadn't
known until that minute what he was), I
extricated myself and ran around the edge of the
crowd.  Even then I wasn't very near, and,
although I could n't hear a word he said, I
could see him—standing on a chair—towering
above everybody and smiling a little as if
he enjoyed it.  I didn't know what he said;
to tell the truth, I don't think anybody did,
except perhaps the men right around him.
Yet in about a minute two or three fellows
began to yell, "All over," "The stuff is off,"
and "Now will you be good;" and the crowd
fell back a little, attempting to spread out.
The spell somehow was broken; for owing
to Mr. Duggie's wonderful influence we would
have dispersed quietly if it had n't been for
that flighty idiot, Berrisford.

I had picked up a torch that some one
had thrown away and was moving along
with it when Berrisford dashed up to me
with something round—about the size of a
football—wrapped in a newspaper.  One
of the sleeves of his coat was gone; he was
breathing hard and seemed to be fearfully
excited.

"It's your turn now," he gasped, and thrust
the parcel into my hand.

"Why—what is it?—what are we going
to do?  The rush is over," I answered, for I
did n't understand.

"Of course the rush is over—stupid," he
said hurriedly.  "We're playing a game
now—'The King's Helmet'—and you 're It.  I
was It—but I'm not any more; you are now.
Hurry up, for Heaven's sake, or they'll get it.
Here they come—run for all you 're worth;
it may mean a lot for the class."  This last
and the fact of my catching sight just then of
some men running toward me decided me.  I
clutched the parcel to my side and scudded
down the Yard.  Every one fell back to let
me pass, and my progress was followed by
screams of delight.  I never had attracted so
much attention before, and from the things
that were shouted at me as I flew along I
knew I was doing well.  At the end of the
Yard I ran smash into a building, but although
somewhat dazed I managed to hang on to the
parcel, turn, and look back.  The only person
pursuing me, apparently, was a bareheaded
policeman—and he was alarmingly near.  But
I managed to pass him, and on my return trip
I noticed that I received even a greater
ovation than the one the fellows had given me at
first.  I did n't know what it all meant, and I
was nearly dead, and suddenly tripped,
staggered, and fell into the arms of a second
policeman who handled me very roughly
and seized Berrisford's package.  It
contained the helmet of the bareheaded one,
who arrived in a moment exceedingly
exhausted, but able, nevertheless, to shake his
fist in my face.
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