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The car engine came to a silent hum as my father pulled up to the front of Kennedy Dorm. There were a mass of families swirling around the parking lot, all carrying boxes filled with cheap coffee makers and extra binders. It was move in day at my new university, and I was watching in awe at all the people passing by. I had waited for this day impatiently for the past four years, but here it was, and I was the farthest thing from prepared. 

“Wow, this place really has changed since I was here!” My dad couldn’t stop talking about his time in college for our entire drive; there was something about being back on campus that brought instant flashbacks for those who had already graduated. “This dorm has been around since before I was born, but it looks like it was just built - they must have done more renovations than the building was worth. Boy, did I have some fun times in that dorm though.”

I had suffered through an entire 5 hour car ride with my parents, and I was dying for a bit of freedom. Between my dad’s constant stories and my mom’s crying, I might lose my mind if I spent another minute in this car. “Let’s just park here and start unloading the stuff, Dad,” I called out from the backseat. 

My parents and I opened our doors and stepped out to stretch our tired limbs. Walking to the back of the car, I opened the hatched trunk and began to pull out the various trunks and shopping bags that had been thrown in helter-skelter. Piece by piece, I dislodged my new life from the back of my parent’s hatchback as my dad went to get a dolly from the front desk. 

When my dad returned to the car, he and my mom began to load up the cart while I walked into the lobby of the dorm to collect my room key. As I stood there waiting, I couldn’t help but get caught up watching the mass of other incoming freshman as they navigated the crowded hallways and winding lines of registration. Everyone seemed just as new and lost as I felt which gave me at least a small sense of relief. This dorm was co-ed, and I could see the hormones escalating already.  

The next hour consisted of what seemed like endless trips back and forth between the car and my new room. The barren, cinderblock walls were quickly covered by boxes and decorations thrown together by my mom as a way to make this place feel a bit more like home. My roommate hadn’t arrived yet, so I had the pick of my side of the room, allowing me to opt for the bed that looked out over the quad. 

“Well,” my dad began after we had unloaded everything from the car, “I think that’s it. Unless you can think of anything else you may need, we should probably get going.” He looked at my mom expectantly, as if she was the one who had to approve their goodbye. 

“Frank, don’t you think we should at least take him out to dinner or something?” She asked, tears already welling up in her eyes. “I mean, his roommate hasn’t even arrived yet! What will he do here all alone?”

“Come on now, Maureen, he is a grown man. Besides, we have a long drive ahead of us, and I would like to get home before it gets too late. He will be fine here on his own, won’t you son?”

“Yeah, Mom, I will,” I said the words softly so that she wouldn’t think I was rushing her out before she was ready. “I’m sure my roommate will get here soon, but I have a lot of unpacking to do anyways. Plus, I think it would be good for me to meet some people tonight.” 

She hesitated for a moment, but finally agreed that it was time to leave me on my own. A few teary hugs later and I was officially on my own. It took me a minute for the realization to hit, but once it did I had to lay down on my bed and let the freedom flood over me. I was on my own, and I could do anything that I wanted without questioning or fear of repercussion. 
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Just as I was getting settled in, I heard the door handle jiggle with the sound of a key entering the lock. With a swift swing, the door flew open and revealed a small, scrawny boy standing in the doorway. His floppy black hair and thick rimmed glasses only accentuated the ratty comic book t-shirt he had on; he was the last person I was expecting to walk through my door. 

“Hello! I’m Phillip, though you can call my Phil if you prefer - I have no preference,” the boy walked across the room and reached out his hand to shake. “What’s your name?”

I reached out and took his cold hand, giving him a firm squeeze before responding, “I’m Christopher.” 

“So, have you been here long? My flight just got in an hour ago, and I am so glad that I missed the rush of move in hour.”

“Not long, just took awhile to unpack everything from our car,” I replied. “Is that all you brought?” I pointed to the two suitcases that trailed behind Phil.

“Oh, yes, these were just the clothes I thought I might need the first week. I am having the rest of the shipped here. It looks like you have done a good job starting on the decorations, though!”

I glanced over at the wall where my mom had put up the few posters I had picked to bring, and realized that Phil and I would probably have much different taste in decorating. We continued to exchange small chat as he was unpacking his suitcases. I noticed immediately that his wardrobe consisted mostly of dress clothes and sweater vests. He looked like a poster child for the law school, and I couldn’t help but wonder if we were going to get along at all. 

Once Phil had finished unpacking, he walked over and sat down on the edge of my desk, “So, this is our first day at college. We should go out and find a party tonight. From what I’ve heard, the first few days are what will make or break you socially. Plus, I bet there will be a lot of girls going out tonight.”

I glanced out my window and looked down at the quad below. Phil was right, there were people all over just milling around and introducing themselves. In high school, I had straddled the line between popularity; I was on the football team and played lacrosse, but I was so shy that I never quite breached mainstream popularity. College was the chance to break out of my shell and expose myself to new people, so I wasn’t about to let this opportunity slip through my fingers. 

“Yeah,” I agreed, “Where would we even find a party though? Should we just go walk around the dorm and ask what other people are doing for the night - that way we can meet our neighbors?”

“I was thinking that we should get dressed up
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