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INTRODUCTION
Readers who did not make the acquaintance of Betty Wales and
her friends while they were freshmen may like to know that there
were nine girls in all who spent their first year together at Mrs.
Chapin's. Two of them, however, took very little part in the life of
the house and left college at the end of the year. Katherine Kittredge, "of Kankakee," was the fly- away of the group, Rachel Morrison its steadiest, strongest member. Shy, sensitive Roberta Lewis
found her complement in a volatile little sophomore, the only one in
the house, named Mary Brooks. Mary had a talent for practical jokes
and original methods of entertainment, and supplied much of the
fun and frolic at the Chapin house. It was she who put Betty's picture into the sophomore "grind book," who let out the secret of the
Mountain Day mishap, and who frightened not only the Chapin
house freshmen but the whole class with an absurd "rumor" of her
own invention. Helen Adams, Betty's roommate, was a forlorn,
awkward little body, who came to college expecting to study all the
time, and was amazed and disappointed at what she considered the
frivolity of her companions. Betty Wales, in particular, with her
fascinating, merry ways, her love of fun, and her easygoing fashion
of getting through her work, was a revelation to Helen. She began
by placing her roommate rather scornfully in the category of pretty
girls, who, being pretty, can afford to be stupid, and ended by loving her dearly, and fully appreciating what Betty had done to make
her more like other girls and so happier in her environment.
In spite of her beauty and cleverness, Eleanor Watson was not a
favorite with the Chapin house girls. She was snobbish and overbearing, intent upon making herself prominent in class and college
affairs, and utterly regardless of the happiness of other people, as
well as of the rules and moral standards of Harding. Betty, who was
unreasonably fond of Eleanor, though she recognized her faults,
unconsciously exerted a great deal of influence over her. How she
finally managed at the instigation of her upper-class friend, Dorothy
King, and with the help of Miss Ferris, a very lovable member of the
9

faculty, to extricate Eleanor Watson from an extremely unpleasant
position, and finally to make her willing and even eager to finish
her course at Harding, is told at length in "Betty Wales, Freshman."
There are also recorded many of the good times that she and her
house-mates and a few other friends had during the first of their
four happy years at Harding College.
The story of what Betty did at Harding and elsewhere will be
found continued in "Betty Wales, Junior," "Betty Wales, Senior," and
"Betty Wales, B.A."
Margaret Warde.
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CHAPTER I
MOVING IN

Betty Wales sat down on the one small bare spot on the floor of
her new room at the Belden House, and looked about her with a
sigh of mingled relief and weariness.
"Well," she remarked to the little green lizard, who was perched
jauntily on a pile of pillows, "anyhow the things are all out of the
trunks and boxes, and I suppose after a while they'll get into their
right places."
She looked at her watch. Quarter to eight,—that left just about
two hours before ten o'clock. Somebody rapped on the door.
"Come in," sang Betty.
It was Eleanor Watson. Betty leaped over a motley collection of
cups and saucers, knocked down a Japanese screen—which fortunately landed against a bed, instead of on the cups and saucers—
and caught Eleanor in her arms.
"Isn't it great to be back?" she said when she could speak, meanwhile setting up the screen again, and moving trunk-trays so they
might sit down on the bed. "Are you settled, Eleanor?"
"A little," said Eleanor, surveying Betty's quarters with amusement. "Quite settled compared to this, I should say. Why do you
take everything out at once, Betty?"
"Oh, then they're all right where I can get at them," returned Betty
easily. "I hate to keep stopping to fish something out of the bottom
of a box that I haven't unpacked."
"I see," laughed Eleanor. "Did you have a lovely summer?"
"Perfectly lovely. I can swim like a fish, Eleanor, and so can Emily
Davis. You don't know her much, do you? But you must. She's lots
of fun.
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Did you have a good time too?"
"Beautiful," said Eleanor, eagerly. "Father is coming east before
long to see Jim and me, and he and Jim are coming on together from
Cornell. You'll help me entertain them, won't you, Betty?"
"I should think I would," Betty was saying heartily, when there
was another bang on the door and Rachel and Katherine appeared.
Then there was more leaping over teacups, more ecstatic greetings,
and more readjustment of Betty's belongings to make room for the
newcomers.
"Where's Helen?" demanded Rachel, when everybody was seated.
"Coming the first thing to-morrow morning," explained Betty.
"You see she lives so near that she can come down at the last minute."
"It's lucky she's not here now," laughed Katherine. "There's no
room for her, to say nothing of her things."
"I should think not," agreed Betty, tragically. "Girls, these campus
rooms are certainly the smallest places! This isn't half as big as ours
at Mrs. Chapin's. And see the closet!" She picked her way across the
room, and threw open a door, disclosing a five-by-three cupboard.
"I ask you how we're going to get all our clothes into that."
"Helen hasn't many clothes," suggested Katherine, cheerfully.
"She has plenty to put on half those hooks," answered Betty, with
finality, closing the door on the subject, and coming back to sit between Eleanor and Rachel.
"Isn't the Chapin house crowd scattered this year?" said Katherine. "Let me see. You and Helen and Mary Brooks are here. Has
Mary come yet?"
Betty shook her head. "Her steamer isn't due till to-morrow morning.
Didn't you know she'd been in Ireland all summer?"
"Won't it be fun to hear her tell about it?" put in Rachel.
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"You three here," went on Katherine, intent on her census, "and
you're at the Hilton, aren't you, Eleanor?"
"Yes," answered Eleanor with a grimace. "I wanted to be here, of
course, but Miss Stuart wouldn't manage it. Which house are you in,
Rachel?"
"I'm off the campus," answered Rachel, quietly, "at the little white
house just outside the gate. It's a dear, quaint place, and delightfully
quiet. Of course, I'd rather have been on the campus, but father
couldn't afford it this year."
"Make way, make way for us!" sang a noisy chorus out in the hall.
There were shouts and shrieks and bangs and more shrieks, and
then the din died away suddenly into an ominous stillness that
evidently heralded the approach of some dreaded power.
"It's lucky one of us lives in a quiet place, where the rest of us can
take refuge occasionally," said Eleanor.
"Isn't it?" chimed in Katherine. "I'm at the Westcott myself, and I
never heard anything like the racket there was, when the girls began to come in from the eight o'clock train."
"Our crowd seems to have been on hand early," said Rachel.
"You know Betty's father doesn't like her to travel alone," jeered
Katherine, "especially after dark. Did he telegraph the registrar
again this year, Betty?"
"Please don't," begged Betty, blushing prettily. "Weren't we green
little freshmen though, at this time last fall?"
"And isn't it fun to be coming back as sophomores?" asked Rachel.
"We haven't quite finished with the residences of the Chapin
house girls," said Eleanor. "How about Roberta?"
"She's going to stay on at Mrs. Chapin's, I think," answered Katherine. "She couldn't get in here at the Belden, and she and Mary
want to be together."
"And the Riches aren't coming back, I believe," added Rachel.
"And now I, for one, must go back and finish unpacking."
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Katherine and Eleanor rose too, astonished to find how fast the
evening had slipped away, and how little time there was left in
which to get ready for the busy "first day" ahead of them. When
they had all three gone, Betty lay back on the bed, her head pillowed on her arms, to rest for a moment longer. She was tired. The
journey from Rockport had been hot and disagreeable, and some of
her box covers had been nailed on with disheartening thoroughness. But besides being tired, she was also very happy—too happy
to turn her attention again at once to the trying business of getting
settled. In spite of the "perfectly lovely" summer at the seashore, she
was glad to be back at Harding. She was passionately fond of the
life there. There had been only one little blot to mar her perfect enjoyment of freshman year, and that was Eleanor's unexplainable
defection. And now Eleanor had come back, fascinating as ever, but
wonderfully softened and sweetened. The old hauteur had not left
her face, but it was in the background, veiled, as it were, by a determination to be different,—to meet life in a more friendly spirit,
and to make the most of it and of herself. Betty could have hugged
her for her cordial greetings to Katherine and Rachel, and for the
kindly little speech about Rachel's boarding-place. The other girls
had been tactful too, ready to meet Eleanor half-way and to let bygones be bygones. It was all "just lovely."
Betty was picking herself up, intent upon clearing Helen's half of
the room at least, before she went to bed, when another tap sounded on the door. "Come in," she called eagerly, expecting to see Roberta, or perhaps Alice Waite, or even Dorothy King. Instead, a tall,
stately stranger opened the door, and entering, closed it again after
her.
"May I come in and talk to you?" she asked. "I live next door—
that is, my trunks aren't here, so I haven't begun living there to any
great extent as yet. Don't stop working. I'll sit and watch; or I'll help,
if I can. There seems to be plenty doing."
And she sat down calmly in the place that Betty had just vacated.
Betty was not easily embarrassed, but the strange girl's perfect
composure and ease of manner disconcerted her. She did not know
many upper classmen in the Belden House, and she could not re-
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member ever having seen this one before. And yet she surely was
not a freshman.
"Yes, I—I am busy," she stammered. "I mean, I ought to be. But
I've had callers all the evening long. Oh, dear! I didn't mean that.
I'm truly glad to have you come, and I will keep on working, if you
don't mind."
The stranger's eyes twinkled. "Which class are you?" she asked.
"Sophomore," answered Betty promptly. "And you're an upperclass girl, aren't you?"
The stranger shook her head.
"No?" questioned Betty in bewilderment. "Why, I'm sure you're
not a sophomore—I know all the girls in my class at least by
sight,—and of course you're not a freshman."
"Why not?" demanded the new girl gaily.
Betty laughed. "I know," she said, "but I don't believe I can explain. You seem too much at home, and too sure of yourself somehow. Now, are you a freshman?"
The stranger laughed in her turn. "Technically, yes," she said, "really, no. This is my first year here, but I've passed up all the French
and Spanish and Italian that the institution offers, and some of the
German. I think myself that I ought to rank as a graduate student,
but it seems there are some little preliminaries in the way of Math,
and Latin and Logic that I have to take before I can have my sheepskin, and there's also some history and some English literature
which the family demand that I take. So I don't know just how long
I may hang on here."
"How—how funny!" gasped Betty. "Where do you live?"
"Bohemia, New York," answered the new girl promptly.
Betty looked puzzled.
"Why, you see," explained her mysterious friend, "it's no use saying one lives in New York. Everybody—all sorts and conditions of
people—live in New York. So I always add Bohemia."
"Bohemia?" repeated Betty helplessly.
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"Yes, Bohemia—the artistic New York. We have a studio and
some other rooms up at the top of one of those queer old houses on
Washington Square—you know it,—funny, ramshackle old place.
Father has afternoons, and mother and I feed the lions and the lesser
animals with tea and strawberry jam. It's very good fun, living in
Bohemia."
"And how did you learn so many languages?"
"Oh, a little from tutors, but mostly from living abroad. We're not
in Bohemia, New York, very much. We have a villa near Sorrento—
awfully out- at-elbows, but still a villa; and we've been in Spain a
good deal, and once father illustrated a book on Vienna—that was
where I learned my German. Let me see—oh, it's French that I
haven't accounted for. Well, we have some French relatives. They
love to have us visit them at their funny old chateau, because mother mends their moth-eaten tapestries beautifully, and father paints
the family portraits."
"And what do you do?" inquired Betty, much impressed.
"I? Oh, I teach the girls American slang. It doesn't amount to
much, teaching French girls slang, because they never have any
chance to get it off on the men. But they always like it."
"Don't you know any other languages?"
"No—why, yes I do, too. I know Bengali. When Mademoiselle
asked me that very question this noon I forgot Bengali. I learned one
winter in India. I guess I'll telephone her—or no—I'd rather see her
august face when I remind her of my humble linguistic existence.
My name is Madeline Ayres. Now it's your turn," ended the new
girl suddenly.
"But I haven't anything to tell," objected Betty, "except that I'm
Betty Wales, in the sophomore class, and live in Cleveland. Please
go on. It sounds exactly like a fairy tale."
Madeline Ayres shook her head. "It may now," she said, "but
when you come to think it over, you'll decide that I talk too much.
Don't put that green vase there. It belongs on the bookcase. It just
litters your desk and spoils the effect of that lovely water-color. Do
you mind my telling you?"
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It was ten o'clock when Miss Ayres took her departure. Between
them, she and Betty had made astonishing progress toward bringing order out of the chaos that had reigned supreme an hour earlier.
"It's so pretty, too," declared Betty, alone once more with the little
green lizard. "Whatever she touches goes right into place. I suppose
that's because she's always lived with artists. Oh, dear, I wish I
could do something interesting!"
There was a tap on the door, and Betty sprang for her light, for
she had the new girl's terror of breaking the ten-o'clock rule, which
is supposed by outsiders to be kept to the letter on the campus.
However, it wasn't the matron, but only Nita Reese, who had a
single room on the fourth floor and had come to say that the three
B's were spending the night with her, and that they wished Betty to
hurry right along and help eat up the food.
[Illustration: "Don't put that green vase there."]
"Lights don't count on the first night, they say," explained Nita,
who, like Betty, had spent her freshman year off the campus. "So
we've got to make the most of it."
"But what are the B's doing over here?" demanded Betty in perplexity.
"Have they moved away from the Westcott?"
Nita laughed. "No indeed, but the rest of their floor hadn't come,
and they felt lonely and came over to see me. They say their matron
won't miss them the first night, and I'm sure I hope ours won't find
them here. They seem to think it's all right."
Betty pulled on her gray kimono, brushed the hair out of her eyes,
and followed Nita through the hall and up-stairs to the fourth floor.
There was a wilderness of trunks in the narrow passages. Every girl
must have three at least, Betty thought. And their owners appeared
to be in no haste about unpacking; the serious business of the hour
was conversation. They stopped to talk with their neighbors to greet
newcomers, to help or hinder other workers with questions and
suggestions. Betty and Nita felt lost and rather friendless in the big
house, and were strangely glad to see one familiar face down the
corridor and to get a brisk little nod from a senior hurrying past
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them on the stairs. But on the fourth floor the B's pranced gaily out
to meet them.
"Poor little lambs, just come on the campus," sang Babe.
"'Fraid to death of the matron," jeered Bob.
"We've come to cheer you up," ended Babbie.
"Girls," said Betty, when the five-pound box of chocolates that
Bob's father had thoughtfully provided was nearly empty, "wouldn't it be dreadful if we didn't know each other or anybody? How
did we ever manage last fall?"
"Oh, you can always do what you have to," returned Bob practically.
"One mattress is too narrow for four, though," announced Babbie,
somewhat irrelevantly. "I'm going down to sleep with you, Betty.
Come along."
Thus ended Betty's first evening on the campus.
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CHAPTER II
ELEANOR'S FRESHMAN

It was early in the afternoon of the great day of the sophomore reception that Betty Wales ran up two flights of stairs at the Hilton
House, and bursting into Eleanor's "extra-priced" corner single,
flung herself, hot and breathless, into Eleanor's Morris chair.
"Oh, but I'm tired," she said, as soon as she could speak. "And
dirty," she added, looking ruefully at the green stains on the front of
her pink linen suit.
"You also seem to be in a hurry," observed Eleanor, who was always vastly entertained by Betty's impetuous, haphazard methods.
"I am," said Betty. "We're awfully behind with the decorating, and
I ought to rush back to the gym. this very minute, but I—" she
paused, then finished quickly. "I wanted to see you."
"That was nice of you," said Eleanor absently, sorting over the
pages of a theme she had just finished copying. "I helped wind the
balcony railings with yellow cheese-cloth all the morning, and I
thought I'd better finish this before I went back. I'm bound not to
get behind with my work this year."
"Good for you," returned Betty, cheerfully. "But I'm glad you're
through now. I was hoping you would be."
"Did the chairman send you after me?" asked Eleanor, fastening
her sheets together, and writing her name on the first one.
"Oh, no," said Betty, quickly. "She didn't at all. I wanted to see
you myself."
Eleanor was too preoccupied to notice Betty's embarrassment.
"Who is it that you're going to take to-night?" she asked. "You told
me, but I've forgotten, and I want to put her name on my card."
"I asked Madeline Ayres—" began Betty.
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"You lucky thing!" broke in Eleanor. "She's the most interesting
girl in her class, I think, and she's going to be terribly popular. She's
a class officer already, isn't she?"
"Yes, secretary. I'm glad you like her, because I came over to see if
you wouldn't take her, in my place."
"I?" said Eleanor, in perplexity. "Why, I'm going to take Polly Eastman,
—Jean's freshman cousin, you know. Do you mean you want me to
take Miss
Ayres too? Are you sick, Betty?"
"No," said Betty, hastily, "but Polly Eastman is. She's got the
mumps or the measles or something. Jean told me about it, and an
A.D.T. boy was just leaving a note for you—from Polly, I suppose—
when I came up. She's gone to the infirmary."
"Poor child," said Eleanor. "She missed the freshman frolic, and
she's been counting on to-night. I had such a lovely card for her, too.
Pity it's got to go to waste. Well, she can have her violets all the
same. I'll go down and telephone Clarke's to send them to the infirmary. But I don't see yet why you want me to take Miss Ayres, Betty."
"Because," said Betty, "we've just discovered a left-over freshman.
She lives way down at the end of Market Street, and she entered
late, and somehow her name wasn't put on the official list. But this
morning she was talking to a girl in her Math. division, and when
the other girl spoke about the reception this one—her name is Dora
Carlson—hadn't heard of it. So the other freshmen very sensibly
went in and told the registrar about it, and the registrar sent word
to the gym. And then Jean said that her cousin was ill, so I came
over to see if you'd take Madeline, and let me take Miss Carlson.
Now please say 'yes' right off, so that I can go and change my dress
and hurry down and ask the poor little thing."
Eleanor got up and came over to sit on the arm of the Morris
chair. "Betty Wales," she said, with mock severity, but with an undertone of very real compunction in her voice, "do you think I'd do
that? Have I ever been quite so mean as you make me out? Did you
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