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Preface

Congratulations. You have just done something very smart—something commendable and meritorious, as the people who write the SAT would probably put it.

Why are you so smart? Because in picking up this book you’ve just taken the first step toward preparing yourself for the verbal sections of the SAT in a refreshing, creative way.

You might also have some fun in the process.

Studying for the SAT, fun? Give me a break, you’re thinking. Well, that’s just what we intend to give you.

The book you’re holding in your hands represents a complete break from the SAT preparation methods of the past. It’s a break from boring lessons. It’s a break from trying to memorize tedious lists of unrelated words. It’s a break from sharpening No. 2 pencils and filling in multiple-choice ovals. It is unlike any other SAT preparation book or program available today.

That’s because Tooth and Nail takes an innovative approach—as the subtitle says, “a novel approach.” It offers you a way to build your vocabulary, improve your reading comprehension skills, and enjoy a good story all at the same time.

If that sounds like a better way to go, read on.



 


  The “Novel Approach” and How it Works


 

You’ve probably already realized there’s a double meaning in the phrase “a novel approach.” We chose it, of course, to show that Tooth and Nail is unusual in two ways.

First, this book represents an entirely new way to build your vocabulary for the SAT. Second, it’s not a textbook. It’s an actual novel that contains words you’re likely to see on the test. In short, our “novel approach” says good-bye to word lists and lessons and lets you read your way to a stronger vocabulary.

Here’s how it works:

Every boldfaced word in this book (boldface is dark type, like this) is an SAT word. Boldfacing is our subtle way of calling words to your attention without interrupting the flow of your reading. Think of it as a little flag or pop-up window that says, “Hey, here’s one that may come up on the test!”

For example, of the four hundred words you’ve just read, six were boldfaced: commendable, meritorious, tedious, innovative, novel, and subtle. (“Dark type, like this” doesn’t count because it was just an example.) These six and the hundreds of other boldfaced SAT words in Tooth and Nail are defined in the glossary at the back of the book. To quickly find out what a boldfaced word means, just flip to the glossary and look it up. Then reread the passage in which the word occurs to reinforce your understanding of the meaning.

Besides giving definitions, the glossary has two other helpful features:


	Cross-referencing of synonyms. Look up adept in the glossary and you’ll find a definition followed by cross-references to four test-word synonyms: adroit, deft, dexterous, and proficient. Checking the definitions of these and all the other cross-referenced synonyms in the glossary will help you build your vocabulary faster by associating groups of related SAT words.




	Page references showing where each SAT word occurs in the book. Each entry in the glossary lists the page numbers where you can find that word. If you’re trying to master a certain word, you can easily study every passage where it appears in the book.




For further review and reinforcement, we also included a section of vocabulary-building exercises. These exercises are not like the questions on the SAT and they are not intended to teach you how to take the test. They are designed to solidify your understanding of the words you will learn from reading this book—the words you need to know to analyze the questions on the test and answer them correctly.

We’re convinced that if you peruse Tooth and Nail, make diligent use of the glossary, and do all the exercises conscientiously, your vocabulary will be in excellent shape for the test.

 


  What Exactly is a “Test Word”?


 

You may be wondering how we determined which words were “test words,” the ones we’ve boldfaced in this book. Here’s what we did:

We analyzed the verbal sections of thirty-five published SATs and compiled a list of all the words that appeared two or more times on the test. Then, with the help of references teachers use to determine vocabulary grade level, we pared down our big list, eliminating simple words below the eighth-grade level until we were left with all the high school- and college-level words—the most challenging portion of the SAT vocabulary. Our final list contained more than twelve hundred upper-level words, many of which showed up on numerous SATs. These are the words you will find in the pages of Tooth and Nail.

Now, let’s face facts. Because English has more than a million words, and because the particular test you take will be different from the tests we examined, we can’t guarantee 
that our list contains every tough word you’ll encounter on your test. Based on our breakdown, however, we can assert that all the words in our list have a better-than-average chance of appearing on the SAT. So it stands to reason that learning as many of them as you can will improve your chances of doing well on the test.

But that’s enough about word lists because—we’ll say it again—this book is not about lists. Lists are insipid. They have no vitality. To quote a spokesperson for the SAT, “Word lists are out; reading is in.”

 


  The Key to the SAT: Read, Read, Read


 

Reading is what Tooth and Nail is all about. It’s also what the SAT is all about. The SAT has always emphasized reading comprehension, and even the College Entrance Examination Board (the people responsible for making you miserable for several hours on a Saturday morning) admits that the best way you can learn the words you need to know for the test is to “read and read widely.”

Since 1994, when SAT I was introduced, about half of all the questions in the verbal sections have been based on the reading comprehension passages. Overall there have been more questions that test “verbal reasoning skills and knowledge of vocabulary in context.”

You don’t have to be Einstein to figure out that there’s only one way to build your knowledge of vocabulary in context: by reading. And that, as we said before, is what Tooth and Nail is all about.

 


  Learning Vocabulary in Context


 

Think of context (it’s in the glossary—check it out) as a word’s environment. Context is where words dwell.

Studying a word in a vocabulary list is like studying an animal in a cage. You can’t discern its true nature because 
it’s been removed from its environment. When you study a word in context—in the phrases and sentences and paragraphs where it lives—you learn far more than its definition. You see the word in action, affirming its existence and exerting its special influence on its surroundings. You watch how it behaves and pick up clues about its personality. And as you come to understand how it clarifies or enhances what you’re reading, you discover not only what the word means but also how it works.

Studying a word in context involves two things: (1) scrutinizing all its dictionary definitions to determine which one is applicable and why; and (2) asking yourself some astute questions: What precisely does this word imply, and how does it flavor the passage? Is it positive or negative, abstract or concrete, explicit or obscure? Does it suggest a state of mind or indicate how to interpret an action? Does it tell you something about a person or the quality of a thing? How do the words surrounding it provide clues to its meaning? Every earnest attempt to answer these questions as you read this book will help you develop your ability to ascertain meaning from context and improve your chances of doing well on the SAT.

We could write a lengthy treatise on learning vocabulary in context, but don’t worry, we won’t. Instead we’ll be concise: Other test-preparation books present words out of context. Tooth and Nail puts SAT words in context and helps you befriend them.

Now that’s about as succinct as you can get.

 


  A Few Words to the Wise


 

You probably will already know some of the boldfaced test words you see in this book. (If you know them well, that’s great; you’re on your way to a better score.) Many other boldfaced words may seem familiar and you may think you know what they mean, but when it comes to filling in those 
little ovals on exam day, thinking you know the meaning of a word may not be good enough.

We know you’ll check the definitions of unfamiliar words, but it’s also important to look up the words you only think you know. Remember, many words can be used in more than one way, and the SAT specializes in verbal surprises, so don’t take the meaning of any boldfaced word in this book for granted. Analyzing the context for clues, then checking the word’s definition in the glossary, and then reexamining the context is the most effective way to reinforce your knowledge.

Also, be careful not to guess the meaning of a word. For example, many people think that enervated means “filled with energy” because it looks and sounds like energized. In fact, enervated means just the opposite: “weakened, drained of energy.” The point is, your subjective assessment of what a word means may not be reliable. So be sure to check the definition in the glossary and in your dictionary, and then reread the context.

In short, be honest with yourself. If you’re only 50 percent sure what a word means, or even if you’re 99 percent sure, look it up. It’s painless, and no one’s peering over your shoulder in judgment. There’s also an added benefit to checking and rechecking the definitions of words you come across in your reading. Not only will it help you prepare for the SAT, it will also help you build a strong and permanent vocabulary, one that will serve you well through college and beyond.

 


  Extra Credit for the Extra-Serious Reader


 

Now that we’ve gotten that admonition out of the way, let’s talk about how you can do even more to score high on the test.

In addition to the hundreds of boldfaced SAT words in Tooth and Nail, we have also incorporated numerous “extra-credit” words in the book. Most of them are at or above the eleventh-grade level. Many appeared only once in our analysis of test materials; others we have included because our story required them. For example, decrepit, sodden, cumbersome, interject, amorous, tenuous, circumscribed, redoubtable, conundrum, jocular, and delectation are just a few of the dozens of challenging extra-credit words in Tooth and Nail. They’re all over the book, waiting for you to discover them.

Keep in mind that these extra-credit words are not printed in boldface, which means they’re not defined in the glossary. As you read and look up the boldfaced SAT words in the glossary, also keep an eye out for anything unfamiliar that is not printed in boldface. By keeping your dictionary close by while reading, you can look up the extra-credit words right away. You can also highlight them with a marker and look them up later, after finishing each chapter. (Highlighting is a good idea because it gives you an easy way to find these words again just by flipping through the book.)

We have included these extra-credit words to give you, as a motivated student, more chances to build your vocabulary and prepare for whatever may come your way on the SAT. Consider it a further opportunity for edification and enlightenment. (Go on, check the glossary!)

 


  Two Tips for SAT Success


 

When studying vocabulary for the SAT, you will learn more, learn faster, and be more likely to retain what you’ve learned if you follow these two precepts:


	Get a partner (or two). Working with a partner—a “study buddy”—is an excellent way to solidify your knowledge of the words you learn from reading Tooth and Nail (especially if your partner is reading it too).


	Make it fun. Preparing for the SAT doesn’t have to be torture. (That’s why we wrote this book, remember?) Though taking the test may not be one of life’s most pleasurable experiences, learning SAT vocabulary can be both enjoyable and productive.






Here are some ideas that may help:


	Read Tooth and Nail with a friend. When you have someone to help you, and someone you can help, it’s a lot easier to stick to a studying schedule and accomplish your goals. Try giving each other a weekly reading assignment, and get together regularly to discuss the book and review the SAT words you’ve learned.


	Ask your friend to select a passage at random from Tooth and Nail, one that has several boldfaced SAT words, and read it aloud. Listen, and then define the words. (Use the glossary to check your answers, and use your dictionary to check pronunciation or to research other definitions.) Discuss how the SAT words influence the meaning of the passage. Then reverse the procedure and quiz your friend.


	Try learning the vocabulary in reverse—from the definition to the word. Give your friend a list of the words you want to study and ask him or her to read you the definition, either from the glossary or from a dictionary. Then try to come up with the word that matches the definition.


	Find a handy place to record your “target words,” the ones you find most difficult and the ones you most want to learn. The classic method (which really works!) is to create flashcards on three-by-five index cards, writing the word on one side and the definition on the other. Carry the cards with you and test yourself by flipping through them between classes, at lunch, on the bus, or wherever. You can also keep your words and definitions in a pocket-sized notebook that’s easy to carry around. If you have access to a computer, you can create a special database of test words you want to learn or of all the challenging words you find in your reading. However you decide to set up 
your list, be sure to review it at least once or twice a day. Remember also that reviewing involves more than just skimming. For best results, quiz yourself regularly and keep track of your score.


	Each time you open this book, review the words you learned in the last section you read. Look them up again in the glossary, and keep a dictionary close by so you can read the other definitions and also pronunciation. As they say, practice makes perfect, and review is the key to building a tenacious (as opposed to an evanescent) vocabulary.


	Remember that SAT words don’t just appear on the test—they can pop up anywhere. Keep Tooth and Nail and a dictionary nearby while you’re doing your reading for classes. When you come across a challenging word, see if it’s in the glossary. If not, look it up in your dictionary. Also, try to read a newspaper or magazine for a few minutes every day with the goal of finding one or two words you don’t know.


	Finally, challenge yourself every few days to use two or three of your newly acquired SAT words in a pertinent way, either in conversation or in writing.




As you can see, Tooth and Nail will expose you to lots of SAT words in context, but the responsibility for mastering them ultimately lies with you. We hope our “novel approach” will inspire you to assiduously build your word knowledge and fight tooth and nail to ace the SAT.

 

Charles Harrington Elster

San Diego, California

 

Joseph Elliot

Brooklyn, New York





  Chapter 1


Off to College


  
    A Saturday in early September
  


 

Caitlin Ciccone knew what was coming and she dreaded it. They were standing by the gate waiting for the call to board the plane.

“Don’t say it, Dad. Please.”

But he said it anyway.

“‘Parting is such sweet sorrow,’ my dear.”

Caitlin rolled her eyes. “Dad, I swear!”

“Don’t swear, Caitlin. Remember what Juliet told Romeo? ‘Do not swear at all; or if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self.’”

“Yes, I know, but—”

“But nothing. I’m sending my daughter—my only child—off to college. Can’t I be a little sentimental?”

Caitlin stuffed her hands in the pockets of her faded jeans and prepared for the inevitable. Her father was an English professor who loved to quote Shakespeare. Sometimes he couldn’t help being a bit pretentious and verbose.

“My little scholar, off to ‘suck the sweets of sweet philosophy’ as the eloquent Shakespeare put it so aptly in The Taming of the Shrew. Now, I want you to keep in mind Tranio’s advice: ‘No profit grows where is no pleasure taken.’”

Caitlin listened stoically as her father delivered his 
grandiloquent valedictory address. When the flight was announced, he held out his arms and they hugged for a long time.

“I’ll miss you, sweetheart. Be assiduous. Work hard.”

“I will. And I’ll write—a lot.”

“You’d better. I don’t want you racking up the exorbitant phone bills you do at home.”

“I won’t.”

“But call if you need anything.”

Caitlin kissed her father’s cheek. “Thanks, Dad. Don’t worry. I’ll be fine.” She brushed back her long black hair, picked up her bags, and strode through the gate.

Caitlin had said goodbye to her mother on the phone the night before, and her mother had cried. Her parents had been divorced for six years, since she was twelve. Throughout her four years at the High School for Literature and the Performing Arts in Manhattan, she had lived with her mother one month and her father the next.

On the plane to Chicago, Caitlin thought about how all the moving back and forth had wreaked havoc on her social life. Perhaps to compensate for that disruption, she had applied herself to her schoolwork, earning straight A’s in English and scoring high on her SATs. In her senior year she was elected editor of the school newspaper and at graduation she was salutatorian, ranking second in her class behind a nerd who wound up going to Harvard. The reward for all her diligence was a generous scholarship to Holyfield College, one of the most prestigious schools in the Midwest, with excellent programs in her primary interests, English and journalism.

In Chicago she changed planes for Des Moines, Iowa, where she boarded a bus for Holyfield, a small city another two hours away.

Caitlin stared out the window as the bus plowed down straight two-lane roads through the rich abundance of the 
flat midwestern farmland. Acres and acres of tall, tasseled corn rolled by, along with rippling fields of hay and a lovely, golden sort of grass that she thought might be wheat. Quiescent cows looked up as the bus passed. Garrulous birds congregated on power lines and circled over fields and barns. It was beautiful country, wholesome and salutary, she thought, but so alien compared with the familiar concrete and congestion of New York City.

A sign for the City of Holyfield flashed by the window, rousing Caitlin from her contemplative mood. Within minutes the bus arrived at the terminal downtown. Caitlin quickly gathered her belongings and made her way to the taxi stand outside.

The young cab driver tipped back the brim of her Minnesota Twins baseball cap and slung her arm over the front seat.

“Hi. You must be going up to the college, huh?”

“That’s right,” Caitlin answered cheerfully.

“Are you a freshman?”

“Does it show?”

“Maybe just a little,” the driver said with a smile. “My name’s Annie. I go to Holyfield too. I’m a junior.”

“Really? Glad to meet you, Annie. I’m Caitlin.”

“You sound like you’re from back East, Caitlin.”

“Yeah, from New York City.”

“I grew up right here in Holyfield. It’s a great place. The air’s clean and the people are friendly.”

Caitlin laughed. “That’ll be a nice change from New York.”

Annie turned around and started the engine. “So where can I take you?”

“Ummm, East Quad, Prospero Gate, I think.”

“Which dorm are you in?”

“LaSalle Hall.”

“That’s in West Quad, on the opposite side of campus.”



“I thought I’d walk across and get familiar with things.”

“Are you sure? That’s a long walk with luggage.”

“Don’t worry. My bags aren’t too heavy. I like to travel light. My folks are shipping the rest of my stuff.”

“Okay, Prospero Gate it is,” Annie said, pulling away from the curb.

As the cab glided through the downtown traffic, Caitlin dug out her campus map and opened it on her lap. Holyfield College, with its nineteen hundred students, lay not in the center but on the periphery of town. The seventy-five-acre urban campus had a symmetrical layout that reminded Caitlin of a baseball diamond. Cedar, Chickasaw, State, and Madison streets defined the perimeter, and College and Holyfield streets bisected its sides into four large quads. At the corners, where the bases would be, were four main gates.

Caitlin smiled when she saw the X she had written in the block indicating the Student Center in South Quad. From reading the college catalogue she had gleaned that the center housed the office of the Holyfield Herald, the campus daily.

The cab stopped at a red light and Annie looked at Caitlin in the rearview mirror. “I think you’ll like Holyfield. There’s always something interesting going on.”

“Oh yeah? Like what?”

The light turned green and Annie stepped on the accelerator. “Movies, plays, concerts, sports—whatever you’re into. The mixers are pretty good, especially when you’re just getting to know people. Then there are some traditional campus-wide blowouts, like the Spring Fling.”

“What happens then?”

“On the day the dogwood trees bloom in Olsen Garden, everybody puts on shorts and T-shirts or bathing suits and goes to the garden for a big water-balloon fight. Last year there was still snow on the ground and we froze our buns off. But it’s great because it’s totally impulsive and spontaneous.”

Annie chuckled. “The most incredible event, though, is 
the Halloween masquerade. Every year a bunch of seniors from Jefferson Hall dress up in gorilla outfits and run around instigating whatever trouble they can get away with. At five o’clock they crash Guild Hall and jump around the president’s office for a while, until they’re officially crowned kings and queens of the masquerade. Then after dinner they lead a parade up to Steinbach Commons, where there’s a huge costume party.”

“That sounds wild,” Caitlin said. Down the tree-lined street she could see the buildings at the edge of campus.

Annie braked for a stoplight. “Here’s Spenser Gate. Most of the off-campus action is up there on Chickasaw. You can shop there, and there are good places to eat too. You like pizza?”

“‘Like’ is an understatement. I practically live on it.”

Annie turned right onto State Street. “Then you should check out Salerno’s. A lot of people hang out at Pesto Palace, but it’s rowdy and kind of tacky and definitely not for the frugal person on a tight budget, like me. In my opinion, Salerno’s is the best in town.”

Caitlin could taste the pizza already.

A minute later Annie maneuvered the cab through a maze of vehicles and double-parked in front of a massive stone archway. Caitlin paid the tab and gave Annie a twenty-five percent tip.

“Hey, thanks a lot!” Annie said. “If everybody tipped like that, I’d have no trouble paying my way through medical school.”

“You want to be a doctor?”

Annie laughed. “I don’t plan on driving a cab forever, and I’m certainly not double-majoring in chemistry and biology for the fun of it. Look,” she added, scribbling on the back of a receipt, “here’s my phone number. You need anything—a ride, someone to talk to, whatever—just give me a call, okay?”



“Sure, Annie. Thanks.” Caitlin took the paper and put it in her purse. “See you around.”

She grabbed her bags, climbed out of the cab, and plunged into the mass of people passing through Prospero Gate.

 

Phil McKnight set down his two ponderous suitcases and camera bag on the sidewalk outside Prospero Gate. All around him a bustling crowd of students and families and friends unloaded sedans, station wagons, vans, and Jeeps.

Two days ago Phil had left his neighborhood and high school friends and brother and sister and parents in San Diego, California, and boarded a train that had taken him to Las Vegas, then Salt Lake City, then through the Rocky Mountains to Denver, then over the plains to Omaha, and finally to Osceola, Iowa. From there he had taken a bus to the City of Holyfield. Others might have been impatient with such a protracted trip, but Phil had no regrets about his choice of transportation. The train had been much less expensive than flying, and he had enjoyed seeing the country.

As he watched the taxi dwindle to the size of a matchbox, Phil remembered how worried and vulnerable his mother had looked when she had said goodbye and how as he got on the train his dad had told him it was okay to be scared because everyone else going off to college was probably scared too. Now, standing before the entrance to his home for the next four years, Phil had to admit he was nervous, but he wasn’t scared. Something told him everything was going to be fine.

Phil took a deep breath, enjoying the novel feeling of complete autonomy. It’s great being on your own, he thought, especially when you’ve got a chunk of money saved up from working all summer caddying for the prosperous golfers at Mission Trails Country Club.

It was a mild day, but the crisp smell of fall already filled 
the air. Dead leaves scraped along the sidewalk, blown by light gusts of wind. Phil zipped up his red-and-white Hoover High School varsity jacket. Shading his eyes from the midafternoon sun, he surveyed the scene.

So this is Holyfield College, he thought.

Facing the street were two monolithic buildings of roughly hewn masonry. Ivy, with thick vines at the base, crawled up the sides, and the stone, dark and damp and stained, seemed ancient. Phil’s sense of architecture was defined chiefly by the graceful Spanish stucco, squat bungalow, and prosaic post-World War II ranch styles common in San Diego, and he had difficulty placing these staid buildings. They were of a different order altogether.

As he looked at them he could hear Mr. Alvarez, his eighth-grade earth science teacher, describing the vast glacier that had come down out of Canada, flattened the antediluvian Midwest, and melted, leaving a sea that stretched out over what became the prairies and fertile plains of the American frontier. Phil pictured this glacier plowing through Iowa, leveling the earth and wearing itself down to the point where it dropped these two impressive edifices in its path, and here they stood.

A grandiose arch spanned the gap between the buildings. Squinting, Phil noticed that the elaborately carved stone contained two sculpted faces: William Shakespeare and Edgar Allan Poe, one of his favorite writers. Under the arch an imposing iron gate stood open to the flood of arriving students hustling in and out of the passageway.

Phil reached into his camera bag and pulled out the map that had been sent to him in August. He located Prospero Gate and saw that the adjacent buildings were Fogborn, which housed the Philosophy Department, and Wright, home of the African-American Studies Department. Let’s see, he thought, to get to Ericson Hall—

“Heads up, dude!”



Phil turned and saw two brawny students carrying an overstuffed sofa. They were coming at a slow trot directly at him. Evidently, they didn’t intend to slow down.

He quickly moved his bags, narrowly avoiding a collision. Marveling at the breadth of both the sofa and the burly pair who were lugging it so industriously, Phil mused that perhaps these were football players assigned to help new arrivals, or perhaps moving furniture was part of their conditioning program.

Phil stuck the map in his pocket, picked up his luggage, and joined the crowd under the arch. Up ahead he noticed an attractive young woman in a sleek leather jacket. Her long, raven-black hair flipped and bobbed in the wind as she maneuvered through the press like an erratic driver on the freeway.



  Chapter 2


Entrance Examination

Growing up in New York City, Caitlin had learned that walking was a lot like driving—a complex skill whose subtleties were too often taken for granted, sometimes with catastrophic consequences. She knew that to become proficient at either activity, you must follow four fundamental rules: First, assert yourself, but don’t be aggressive; there is a big difference between exploiting an opportunity and asking for trouble. Second, keep moving or you’ll be eaten alive. Third, keep your distance. And last, keep a wary eye out for the unpredictable; never overestimate the competence of those around you.

With these precepts in mind, Caitlin weaved through the sluggish human traffic in the East Quad courtyard like a veteran. The way to West Quad and LaSalle Hall would take her by several prominent buildings on campus, and she was eager to see how Holyfield looked up close. She charted a diagonal route across the quad, heading for Holyfield Street.

“Hey, Leather Lady! Want some help with those bags?” called a gruff voice behind her.

Leather Lady? Must be my jacket, Caitlin thought. She glanced over her shoulder. Two husky young men in sweatsuits, probably football players, were jogging toward her carrying a large, somewhat dilapidated couch.



“You’ll need to grow another set of arms, guys.”

“Just toss your stuff on the couch. We’re headed for Larraby. What’s your destination?”

For a moment Caitlin toyed with the idea of accepting the offer of help. But what if her new roommates saw her arrive with a couple of sweaty jocks in tow? She decided she was better off on her own for now.

“I’m going to LaSalle. It’s out of your way. I’ll make it all right, thanks.”

The two bruisers smiled and resumed trotting with the sofa down the path.

Caitlin studied the people she passed along the way. She had read innumerable catalogues in her quest for the right college, and all had claimed to “encourage cultural diversity” and “nurture individual expression.” She was gratified that the school she had chosen appeared to live up to those commendable egalitarian claims, for all around her she saw a hodgepodge of humanity—all shapes, sizes, and colors, in all manner of dress, from the formal and conventional to the most eccentric and bizarre.

The notion of bright and talented women and men of every ethnic and socioeconomic background and from all parts of the country coming together in the heartland of America to broaden their horizons kindled Caitlin’s interest and stimulated her imagination. In such a heterogeneous environment, she felt sure she’d fit in.

When she reached Holyfield Street she saw the campus art gallery, which bore a colorful sign for an exhibit called “Shakespeare’s Colleagues: Artists and Artisans of Elizabethan England.” Further on she saw the quaint, ivy-covered red brick campus chapel with its adjoining bell tower, a dominant landmark that she recognized from the photograph on the cover of the college catalogue.

Beside the tower was an odd structure not included in the photograph—an austere building that Caitlin didn’t remember being identified on the map. She looked at the heavy wooden door and somber stone walls and wondered how such a discordant element had come to exist among the otherwise harmonious and benign buildings on campus. There was something eerie about the place, she thought.

She continued walking and a minute later reached the corner of College and Holyfield streets—the center of campus. Across the way, rising high like a cathedral of enlightenment, stood Tillinghast Library. Its Gothic eminence eclipsed everything else on the street. Caitlin imagined generations of pensive scholars perusing stacks of old brown books filled with the wisdom of the ages.

Students and professors bustled under the tall, pointed arch leading into the vast building while a band of Renaissance musicians, a juggler, and a pantomimist, all dressed in archaic costumes, entertained the passersby. Two large signs framed the library entrance: “Welcome, Shakespearean Scholars,” read one; the other, “Opening Soon: The Prospero Memorial Library of Rare Books and Manuscripts.”

Caitlin crossed the street. She picked up a copy of the Holyfield Herald from a newspaper stand on the corner. Tucking it under her arm, she continued toward West Quad. The theater should be coming up next, she thought.

The Edwin Mountford Fincke Theater, Caitlin had learned in the afternoon she’d spent researching Holyfield in New York’s 42nd Street Library, had received its unfortunate name from an otherwise distinguished Holyfield alumnus who became a wealthy industrialist and patron of the arts in the late 1800s. Except in formal contexts, however, no one used the theater’s real name. Years ago the students had affectionately dubbed it “the Stink,” and that’s what everyone had called it for as long as anyone could remember.

The Stink was a formidable red brick building with a graceful rose window adorning the center of the steep triangle created by its gable roof. A wide flight of steps led up to 
three sets of broad double doors. Above these stretched a long banner announcing a production of Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet. The first performance was that night.

The banner reminded Caitlin of her father. He had taken her to many plays on and off Broadway and to the renowned Shakespeare series every summer in Central Park. Although her primary interest was writing, in high school Caitlin had participated in a few productions as stage manager or assistant director, and one time she had played Hippolyta, a small role in Shakespeare’s Midsummer Night’s Dream. Theater at Holyfield might be worth checking out as an extracurricular activity, she thought, and decided to attend the opening to find out more about it. Maybe she could persuade her roommates to come along.

Caitlin shifted both her bags to one hand and opened the newspaper with the other. She began reading as she walked. Under the banner headline “Welcome, Freshmen!” were two articles surrounding a photo of a young woman in Shakespearean garb. Caitlin looked at the piece on the left: “Freshmen and Elizabethans arrive on campus,” by Bill Berkowitz, Herald editor.

“Holyfield College,” read the lead, “opens its venerable doors to yet another crop of promising freshmen today, as it has done for more than 120 years. That, in itself, is noteworthy. This fall, however, something special will make their arrival even more memorable.” The article went on:

 


  To honor the most famous writer in the English language and celebrate the upcoming dedication of the Prospero Memorial Library, the college is sponsoring an academic conference called “Shakespeare: 400 Years of Scholarship,” in conjunction with an Elizabethan Festival that will include plays, concerts, exhibits, and other forms of edifying entertainment.




  Scholars and experts from all over the nation, including some from abroad, have traveled to Holyfield to participate in an ambitious two-week program of lectures and symposia.




  The fortnight of festivities—as the Bard might have put it—officially began last night at Guild Hall with a reception for visiting dignitaries hosted by President Harriet O’Donnell and Dean Arthur Calvin Herbert.



 

So that explains all this Shakespearean stuff I’ve been seeing, Caitlin thought. She stopped walking. The hand holding both bags was screaming for a rest. She looked around. Several dozen students sprawled on a wide lawn, reading and talking and soaking up the afternoon sun. She hauled her bags to a nearby tree and set them down. Then she sat, leaning against the trunk, and continued reading.

The article in the right-hand column, also written by Bill Berkowitz, was titled “Prospero library wing to open soon; executors named to manage rare collection.” It said:

 


  When Edward Anthony Prospero, class of ’22 and Harcourt Professor of English emeritus, died last month at 93, he left his large and valuable collection of rare books and manuscripts to Holyfield College. In preparation for this bequest, two years ago Prospero donated $3.5 million to expand Tillinghast Library. The nearly completed wing, bearing his name, will house the collection.




  “This priceless gift will be a perpetual asset to the college,” said Professor Harold Hargrave, library curator, adding that no one knows precisely what the collection contains. “I suspect we may find some extremely unusual items of profound importance to scholars worldwide,” he said.




  In his will, the late Professor Prospero designated five literary executors to oversee the collection: Professor Hargrave, who will lead the group; Professor 
Bartholomew Martext, artistic director of the Fincke Theater; Professor Theophilus Bibb of the Renaissance Studies Department, an expert on rare books; Associate Professor Carmen Torres of the English Department; and Leo Kabnis, a senior honors student who worked for Prospero as a research assistant.




  The executors will meet tomorrow to discuss how to manage the voluminous collection. Although the arduous task of cataloguing the material is expected to continue into next year, the Prospero Memorial Library will be officially dedicated in two weeks, at the close of the Shakespeare Symposium and Elizabethan Festival.



 

Caitlin folded the paper and leaned her head against the tree. A rich old professor donates his collection of rare books and manuscripts to the college and nobody knows precisely what it contains? There must be a newsworthy secret or two hidden in there, she thought. Writing an article about this Professor Prospero and the new library would be a good way to start with the Herald. She resolved to track down Bill Berkowitz and propose the idea to him as soon as she got settled.

The decision renewed Caitlin’s strength. She picked up her bags and within a few minutes reached LaSalle Hall. After checking in and receiving her key and registration packet, she found her room on the fourth floor.

This is it, she thought. College really starts now. She took a deep breath and put her key in the lock.

“Hi, there! You must be Caitlin, right?” said a voice behind her.



  Chapter 3


Go Fish

The door to Ericson 5-M, in East Quad, was wide open. Phil stood on the threshold inspecting his new home.

He could see immediately that the woman at the folding table who had given him his room assignment and key had not been joking when she told him his roommates had already moved in.

“Jessica,” the Allman Brothers’ endless anthem, thundered from the colossal sound system set up on the left side of the living room. Three cases of CDs and a crate of old LPs were stacked beside the stereo. Someone must be a classic rock buff, Phil thought. He looked to the right. Between two windows, a large flag with bright horizontal bands of blue, black, and white was tacked to the wall. Other decorative objects—a poster of Michael Jordan flying toward the hoop, a mobile of miniature military aircraft, a throw rug depicting five dogs around a poker table—lay on the floor, awaiting their appointed places.

Phil set down his suitcases and camera bag and closed the door. Then he made his way around several partially unpacked boxes to the open door on the opposite side of the room. Poking his head in, he saw a tall, barefoot guy in shorts and a Pittsburgh Pirates T-shirt leap from a desk and—fiercely strumming a tennis racket to the final, drawn-out chord changes of the song—land squarely on an unmade bed. As the coda ended, he jumped down from the mattress.

“Hiya. I’m Chris. Chris Bednarski. You must be Phil McKnight. Nice to meet you.”

“Likewise.”

The roommates shook hands.

“Hey, let me go turn down the stereo. Hang on a second, okay?”

Phil looked around the room, which was not much larger than the one he had had to himself back in San Diego. Apparently, unpacking hadn’t been limited to the living room. Besides the three sets of beds, bureaus, desks, and chairs issued by the college, several clumps of unorganized belongings were strewn around half the room. It was going to be a tough fit.

Chris returned from the living room. “Sorry about the mess,” he said. “I had to get my equipment set up and put some music on before I could do anything.” He shrugged and smiled at Phil. “What can I say? It’s a priority.”

“No problem. I know what you mean,” Phil said. He looked around the room. “Where should I dump my stuff?”

“All my junk’s on that side,” Chris said, motioning to an amorphous heap on an unmade bed and piles of books and supplies on a nearby bureau and desk.

“And that’s Jimmy’s.” Chris pointed to another unmade bed on which lay a green daypack and leather briefcase. A blue blazer hung from the chair of the adjacent desk.

Phil retrieved his bags from the living room and set them down on the mattress Chris had just jumped on.

“Jimmy and I got here yesterday,” Chris said. “Have you met him yet?”

“Not yet.”

“He should be back soon. Went out to get the paper. He’s from Charleston, South Carolina.”



“Is that his flag on the wall in the other room?”

“No, it’s mine. You like it?”

“Sure. What country is it from?”

“Estonia. It’s a former republic of the old Soviet Union.”

“Yeah, I know. On the Baltic Sea in Eastern Europe, right?”

Chris nodded.

“Did your parents come from there?”

“My grandparents on my mother’s side came over during World War II. I’m from Pittsburgh. See?” Chris pointed to his Pirates T-shirt. “And you?”

“San Diego.”

“No kidding. Do you surf?”

“I try, but I’m not very good. My main sport is soccer. I was cocaptain of my school team.”

Chris jumped up on his bed and pretended to surf on the mattress. “Man, I’d love to learn how to ride a wave!”

Phil laughed. “I don’t think they surf much here in Iowa—unless it’s on snowdrifts.”

“Yeah, seriously,” Chris said. He jumped down from the bed, walked to the window, and looked out. “In a few months there’s going to be so much snow out there we’ll have to wear snowshoes to get to class.”

“Actually, that sounds like fun,” Phil said. He zipped open one of his suitcases and began to unpack. “You’re not going to believe this, but I’ve seen snow only twice in my life.”

“Get out of here!” Chris snorted.

“No kidding. It never snows in Southern California, except in the mountains. I’m looking forward to the change in climate.”

On one of the bureaus rested a small fishbowl, in which a single guppy swam. As he unpacked, Phil watched the guppy swim frantically round and round the bowl. He wondered how long it could keep up such a manic pace.



“I don’t think your fish likes its new home.”

“It’s not mine. It’s Jimmy’s.”

“That’s right, it’s mine,” said a voice with a Southern accent behind them. Phil turned and saw a short guy with blond hair standing in the doorway, a newspaper folded under his arm. He was dressed in a button-down pinstripe shirt, khaki chinos, and penny loafers.

“His name’s Siggy, short for Sigmund—as in Freud. I’m Jimmy Thomas, short for Jimmy Thomas. And you must be Phil.”

“Hi. Nice to meet you, Jimmy,” Phil said.

Jimmy walked across the room and held out his hand. His affable face seemed on the verge of a sly smile or wink, suggesting that the present circumstances, whatever they were, were hilarious, and that if one only knew how to look under the surface and see things for what they were, one would barely be able to suppress laughter. Phil felt as if the hand extended to him was offering not only the promise of friendship but also membership in a club whose skeptical and discerning members saw the world in a special way. They shook.

“What’s this about old Siggy?” Jimmy asked Phil.

“Does he always swim around like that?”

“I don’t know. I picked him up at a pet store on Chickasaw Street this morning, so we’re just barely getting acquainted.”

The two studied the poor fish, who continued to swim in a frantic circle. The water looked cloudy and Siggy’s eyes seemed to bulge with a fishy kind of desperation.

“Poor Siggy,” Jimmy said. “He does look a bit overwrought, doesn’t he? What’s your diagnosis, doc? You don’t think it’s a terminal case, do you?”

“Maybe he needs some other fish to keep him company,” Phil suggested. “Or at least some pink and blue pebbles in his bowl. Every fishbowl needs pebbles.”

“They were extra. Besides, you don’t want to give these 
creatures everything all at once. It spoils them.”

“You have a point.”

As they discussed Siggy’s prognosis and the merits of different treatments, the guppy’s erratic circumnavigations increased to the point where water began to splash up from the surface.

“Maybe he’s hungry again,” Chris said, picking up a small box of fish food next to the bowl.

“What do you mean, ‘again’?” Jimmy asked. He took the box from Chris and looked inside. “No wonder he’s going bonkers. You gave him enough food to feed a whale! Haven’t you ever heard the word moderation?”

“I’m sorry. He seemed hungry. He was hardly moving.”

“Well, he’s moving now,” Jimmy said. He picked up the fishbowl and ran out of the room as fast as he could without spilling the water. Phil and Chris followed him down the hall to the communal bathroom.

“Get the door!” Jimmy cried.

Phil pushed it open and a cloud of steam billowed out.

“Everything’s going to be okay, Sig,” Jimmy muttered to his ailing fish as they rushed inside.

They crowded around the nearest of the several sinks that lined one wall. Through the mist Phil saw another student standing in front of a sink at the end of the row. He was tall, black, and trim, and he looked older, probably a senior. With his strong jawline and close-cropped hair, Phil thought he resembled Denzel Washington in Spike Lee’s movie Malcolm X, only without Malcolm’s distinctive glasses. Even wearing only a towel wrapped around his waist, he seemed serious, almost formal, as he meticulously shaved the last few whiskers from his chin and washed the stray bits of lather off his face.

He glanced over at the commotion the three new roommates were making. “What seems to be the problem?” he asked in a deep, authoritative voice.

As Phil explained the situation, Jimmy began to pour the 
water from the bowl, painstakingly using his fingers to keep Siggy from going down the drain.

“Stop! You’re going to lose him!” Chris warned.

The older student put down his razor and came over to assess the situation. “Don’t panic,” he said. “I’ll be right back.”

His self-assured tone soothed them, loosening the knot they had tied themselves into around the sink. They looked up and saw themselves in the mirror—three guys standing in a bathroom getting all worked up over a guppy in a bowl. They laughed at the absurdity of the image.

“I guess we look pretty silly,” Phil said.

“I don’t know if the word silly is strong enough,” Chris countered. “How about inane?”

“No, that still strikes me as a euphemism,” Jimmy said. “I’d say ludicrous sums up the situation pretty well.”

The door swung open and the older student stepped in.

“See if this helps,” he said, handing Jimmy a tennis racket. “It should keep the fish in while you change the water.”

“How pragmatic of you,” Jimmy said. “Thanks.”

“Gee, I should’ve thought of that,” Chris mumbled.

Phil poked Chris in the ribs. “What, and get your air guitar all wet?”

“By the way,” said the older student, “I’m Leo Kabnis. You guys are in 5-M, right?”

The three freshmen nodded.

“Then I’m your freshman counselor,” Leo said.

As they made their introductions, the door to the bathroom opened and a scruffy-faced young man in a rumpled bathrobe entered. His long brown hair was tied back in a ponytail. “Hey, Leo, how ya doing?” he grunted as he passed the group.

“Max, my man, what’s up?” Leo said.

“Not much. Just getting cleaned up for dinner.”



“How’s Irwin?”

“He’s taking an after-dinner nap.” Max hung his bathrobe on a hook and stepped into the shower stall.

“I won’t ask what he ate,” Leo said with a laugh.

“Who’s Irwin?” Chris asked.

“Max’s pet.”

“What kind of pet?” Phil asked.

Leo flashed an evasive grin. “You’ll find out soon enough.”

“What does this mysterious pet eat?” Jimmy pressed.

“Let’s just say you’d be wise to keep your little fish away from Max’s room,” Leo answered enigmatically. He retrieved his shaving kit from the end of the row of sinks. “I’d like to talk to you guys some more, get to know you better. How about if we all have dinner together tonight?”

The three freshmen said they’d like that.

“Then let’s meet in my room in half an hour,” Leo said, opening the bathroom door. “I’m in 5-A, right by the stairway.”

The freshmen returned to their room and busied themselves without feeling the need to talk. Jimmy put bowl and Siggy, now quiescent, on the window sill, no doubt for its excellent view, and with nothing to unpack—his luggage having taken a wrong turn at the airport in Charleston—he settled down with the Holyfield Herald. Chris, wearing a pair of headphones attached to a tape player on his belt, hummed to himself as he worked doggedly but, it seemed to Phil, unproductively through his disorganized belongings. Phil quickly found places for the contents of his suitcases. The rest of his things, his parents had assured him, would arrive by freight in a few days.

Phil lay on his bed daydreaming for a while, then got up and looked out the open window. Stately trees graced the courtyard and shaded the flagstone pathways that cut across a wide ribbon of green lawn to the limestone dorms and 
classroom buildings lining all sides of the quad. To his left, Phil could just make out Prospero Gate. To his right was the campus art gallery, beyond which rose the bell tower. Across the quad he saw the main dining hall, Steinbach Commons, and behind that, just across College Street, loomed the grandest building on campus.

An awesome structure, Tillinghast Library inspired in Phil a mixture of admiration and apprehension. He tried to imagine the one million volumes of which the college catalogue boasted. How could you fit that many books in a single building? Phil wondered which ones he’d be required to read and what he’d be expected to know. Would his classes be too arduous? Would he be able to keep up? What would it be like, this school he’d worked so hard to get into? Now that he was finally here, what exactly it was he had wanted out of college seemed obscure, an enigma the key to which perhaps lay behind the walls of the magnificent edifice that dominated the roofline across the quad.

He took his 35mm camera out of its case, focused carefully on the library, and pressed the shutter release.
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