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First Day Lecture (Lessons from Dr. Drynge, #1)

It was the start of a new fall semester and the students ran around like cattle. Students walking across campus, making their way to the various buildings that held the classrooms where they’ll be spending the next semester sitting and listening to their professor jabber on for an hour at a time. Some students, clearly first semester freshmen, carried little slips of paper or were staring at their phones, trying to figure out if the building in front of them was the one they needed to be in. The more familiar and senior students meanwhile casually strolled to where they needed to be, some stopping to answer questions and point out buildings to the confused freshmen. Amongst the crowd of students there was the odd professor, who waved at and greeted returning students and fellow professors that they hadn’t seen over the summer.

I walked across the concrete slabs that made up the campus walkways, watching the scene around me take place. My heavy tinted sunglasses hid my eyes as I glanced from one student to another, taking in every detail as I did. I gave a little wave to the students that I recognized and that saw me.

“Morning Dr. Drynge!” one of the students said to me as they walked by, “Have any yummy snacks of the summer?”

“Treated myself to a clown car, although I found that they tasted kind of funny.” I responded

To my delight, they gave a groan and scurried away. I continued walking to the Bowen building, where my classes are typically held every semester. Normally I would park in the south parking lot, since it’s a lot closer to Bowen, but on the first day of the semester I prefer to park in the north parking lot, so I could walk across campus and experience everything better.

It was a clear, hot, August morning with the sun shining down on everyone. Everyone was still wearing their summer clothes, save the ones that had to wear suits or proper professor attire. I decided to be daring today and wore a simple polo shirt and plain khakis. Slung over my shoulder was my trusty leather satchel that I use to carry all of my paperwork and schedules in. My bare arms warmed by the morning sun as walked across campus. As I did, some people called out the rare sight of my arms and I gave them a broad grin as they did.

“What’s life without being a little daring every now and then?” I said as I passed them. Although I did make sure to thoroughly coat my arms in SPF 100 sunscreen before leaving my house. It’s one thing to be daring, it’s another to be reckless.

In addition to my daring outfit, I also decided to indulge myself in a nice cup of coffee from one of the local coffee shops. Caffeine doesn’t do anything to me, but the bitter taste and the warm feeling that it gives me makes up for that.

I finished my walk across campus and arrived at Bowen, walking inside with the flood of other students. The entrance that I chose to enter lead to a large room with clear windows and doors on both facing sides. I entered from the north side, so to the left of me was one large class room, Bowen 100, where some classes are held, along with other events such as club meetings, special lectures, and the like. A set of stairs on the opposite side of the classroom led to the second floor and bottom floor. The second floor was basically a long hallway with classrooms and teachers’ offices. The bottom floor was formerly used by the police academy for basic training, but was recently renovated to hold classes for the new education major. My classroom and office is on the second floor, so I jogged up the stairs and saw the hallway filled with students waiting for a professor to come open their respective classroom door and get their academic day started. I walked down the hallway to room 206, which is where all my classes were held since this room was the only room with a dimmer switch. A line of freshmen was already waiting for me as I walked up to the room.

“Are all of you waiting for the 9 a.m. ‘Intro to Psych’?” I asked them

A few of them nodded their heads and the rest just looked blankly at me.

“Well then, come on in.” I said, opening the door and stepping through. As I entered, I dimmed the lights to give the room a dull glow, but decided to keep my sunglasses on for the time being. “Sorry if it’s too dark for you, but the lights mess with my eyes.”

The students filed in and picked out their seats behind the long set of tables that filled most of the class room. I laid down my satchel and coffee and started getting my paperwork in order for the day. Since the first day of class is mostly introductions and explaining the syllabus I don’t need much in the term of paperwork or files and instead, pulled out the seating arrangement chart for this class. With so many students coming in and out of the same classroom, and with some students occasionally taking multiple classes with me in a semester and sitting in different spots when they do, seating charts help to cut down on the roll call. I set the chart on the lectern that sat at the front of the class, in front of the large white board and watch as everyone came in and sat down. Once everyone had picked their seat and settled in, I began my usual first day speech.

“Good morning everyone, I hope everyone is excited for the start of a new semester! First, if you haven’t been welcomed to the college yet, welcome to the Tifton College of Agriculture. Second, if you have already been welcomed to the school, then let me welcome you to Introduction to Psychology. I am Dr. Thomas Drynge, but you can call me either Doctor, Professor, or if you’re fine with pronouncing my surname, Dr. Drynge. Now, as I’m sure you are aware, I am indeed a vampire, a Daywalker to be specific.”

No one reacted to the announcement of vampirism since when you sign up to one of my classes, they make sure to tell you about it. Although I’ve still had a few students who were shocked by the revelation and they never did well in class.

“Okay. Now how many of you have actually interacted with a vampire?”

Three students raised their hands.

“Three it seems. Don’t worry if you’ve never met a vampire before, given the fact that there are only a few thousand of us spread across the entire world. Add to it that a vast majority of us don’t go out much, even the ones like me who can. But, that makes today much more important! Now typically on your first day of class, your professor will mostly be going over the syllabus with you and depending on how long the class is, actually start on the class work. But things are a little different in my classroom. We will be going over the syllabus, however that will be on our second day of class. Today, we will instead be going over myself, that is I will be answering any questions you might have about being a vampire.” I said, my eyes going from student to student, starting to pick out specific ones, “The reason why I do this is that in my fifty years of teaching, I’ve found that it’s easiest to get all the questions out of the way on the first day, rather than them getting asked over the course of the semester. Some questions require long answers and take up valuable class time.”

Six. Out of the students, which a quick count was thirty-two, I counted six faces that looked like they’d be the ones to ask ‘the question’. There was always one student who asked it every time I did this. It wasn’t that they were the only ones curious about it, but rather the only ones that felt brave enough to ask, since it was a question that sparked fear in humans, and for good reason. But it would be sometime before any of them would ask it. It was always the last question they asked, since after answering it, no one wanted to know more.

“But first,” I said, raising up the class list, “Roll call.”

We made our way down the list of names with only a couple of students deciding not to show up today. Whether or not they didn’t want to take this class or be taught by a vampire, I’ll never know. It doesn’t matter as there’s always a few who do this regardless of the class.

Once the last student had confirmed they were present, I set the sheet of paper down and stepped out from behind the lectern. “So,” I said, clapping my hands together, “...who wants to ask the first question?”

Several hands shot up, including one of the six I had picked out. I pointed at random to a girl with straight blonde hair that reeked of cheerleader energy.

“Yes, Miss...Taylor. What is your question?”

“How come you’re wearing short sleeves? I thought the sun was really bad for you.” she said

“Good question!” I said, jabbing my finger towards her, “Well, as I said earlier, I am a Daywalker. That means that I can walk in the sun without protective covering, although I can’t stay out for too long or else I’ll get a nasty sunburn. Typically I do wear long sleeves to protect my arms, but today I was feeling adventurous. Next question?”

“How long does it take for you to get a sunburn? Do you wear sunscreen?” A thin faced student asked

“I’ve found that I can stay out in direct sun for around an hour before I start getting pink without sunscreen. With sunscreen, I can last a couple more hours, although I have to reapply more frequently than normal humans would have to.” I replied, “And that was two questions Mr. Johnson. Who’s next?”
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