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Chapter 1

In the autumn of my last year at college, [ got into the habit of
studying at the Radcliffe library®. I didn’t do it just to admire the
girls, though I agree I liked that too. The place was quiet, nobody
knew me, and there was less demand for the books I needed for my
studies. The day before one of my midterm history exams, I still
hadn’t found time to read the first book on the reading list. (That,
of course, is a very common disease at Harvard® . ) I walked over to
the reservations desk to get one of the books, which would save me
from failing the exams the next day. There were two girls working
there. One was a tall, sporty type. The other was the quiet kind, in
glasses. I chose her — Minnie Four Eyes®.

“Do you have English Society in the Middle Ages?”

She looked at me. It was a sharp, unfriendly look.

“Don’t you have your own library at Harvard?” she asked.

“Listen, Harvard students are allowed to use the Radcliffe li-
brary.”

“I'm not talking about what you're allowed to do, Preppie®.
I'm talking about what’s right and fair. You fellows have five mil-
lion books. We only have a few thousand.”

My God, I thought. I wish I'd spoken to the sporty one! This
girl’s the type that thinks that, because there are five times as many
men at Harvard as there are girls at Radcliffe, the girls have to be
five times as smart. I can usually make those types feel pretty
small®. But just then I badly needed that damn book.

“Listen, I need that damn book."”

“Would you please watch your language, Preppie?”

“What makes you so sure I went to prep school?”

“You look stupid and rich, ” she said, removing her glasses.
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“You're wrong,” I said. “I’m smart and poor.”

“Oh, no, Preppie,” she said. “I’'m smart and poor.”

She was looking straight at me. Her eyes were brown. All
right, maybe I look rich, but I wouldn’t let a Radcliffe girl — even
with pretty eyes — call me stupid.

“What makes you so smart?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t go for coffee with you,” she replied.

“Listen, I wouldn’t ask you.?

“That,” she replied, “is what makes you stupid.”

Let me explain why I took her for coffee. By allowing her to
think I wanted to, I got that book. And, because she couldn’t leave
the library until closing time, I had plenty of time to study it. I
learned some useful facts about the church and the law in the
eleventh century. As a result, I got an A in my history exam.
That, by the way, was the mark I gave to Jenny’s legs when she
first walked out from behind that desk. I can’t say I gave her high
marks for her clothes, however. They were rather strange, to say
the least. I specially hated that Indian thing she used for a handbag.
Fortunately I didn’t mention this, as I later discovered she had made
that herself.

We went to a coffee shop nearby. I ordered coffee for both of
us, and a chocolate ice cream for her.

“I'm Jennifer Cavilleri,” she said. “I'm American, but my
family came from Italy.” I had guessed that already. “And I'm
studying music, ” she added.

“My name is Oliver,” I said.

“Is that your first or your last name?” she asked.

“First,” I said. Then I told her that my full name (well, most
of it®, anyway) was Oliver Barrett.

“Oh, ” she said. “Like Elizabeth Barrett the writer?”
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“Yes,” I said. “No relation.”

In the silence that followed, I was thankful that she hadn’t
come up with the usual question: “Barrett, like the hall?” For I'm
ashamed to say that the Barrett of Barrett Hall is a relation of mine.
Barrett Hall is the largest and ugliest building in Harvard Yard®. It
is also a huge public reminder of my family’s wealth, pride and con-
nections with Harvard.

She remained quiet. Had we run out of conversation so quickly?
Had I disappointed her by not being a relation of Barrett the writer?
Or what? She simply sat there, half-smiling at me. Just for some-
thing to do, I looked at her notebooks. Her handwriting was unusu-
al — small, sharp little letters with no capitals. She was certainly
taking some very advanced subjects: Music 150, Music 201.

“Music 2017 That is pretty advanced, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she said. She didn’t quite succeed in hiding her pride.
“Sixteenth-century polyphony®.”

“What’s polyphony?”

“Nothing to do with sex, Preppie. It’s a type of music. You
wouldn’t understand it.” .

Why was I letting her doing this to me? Didn’t she read the
college newspaper? Didn’t she know who I was?

“Hey, don’t you know who I am?”

“Yes,” she answered. “You’re the man who owns the Barrett
Hall.”

She didn’t know who I was. “I don’t own Barrett Hall,” I ar-
gued. “My great grandfather gave it to Harvard.

“So that his not-so-great grandson would be sure of a place in
college! ”

That was the limit. I was angry now. “Jenny, if you are so
sure I'm a loser, why did you push me into buying you coffee?”
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She looked straight into my eyes and smiled.

“I like your body.” she said.

Part of the art of being a big winner is the ability to be a good
lover. All good Harvard men know how to turn a defeat into a victo-
ry.

And as I walked back with Jenny to her dorm, I had high
hopes of a victory over this Radcliffe cow® .

“Listen, you Radcliffe cow, Friday night is the Dartmouth
hockey match.”

g7

“So I'd like you to come.”

She replied with the usual Radcliffe admiration for sporting ex-
cellence: “And why should I come to a stupid ice-hockey game?”

I answered, “Because I’m playing.”

There was a moment’s silence. I think I heard snow falling.

“For which side?” she asked.

Notes:

1. the Radciitfe library: FHRZF K & F¥REA B, Rad-
cliffe College is one of the colleges subordinated to Harvard
University.

2. Harvard: Harvard University, {# k% . It is one of the
best and most famous universities in the United States.

3. Minnie Four Eyes: WERAYBIYE. “Minnie” is the pet name
for “Mary”. Actually Oliver didn’t know Jenny’s name, so
he causaliy chose a name to address her.

4. Preppie: TH4TER%4%,

. make. . . feel small: {£--- 3B/, - FEEBMEA—2,
6. Well, most of it: “it” refers to “name”. The full name of
Oliver was Oliver Barrett IV.
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7. Harvard Yard: K&k
8. polyphony: HIHF R(EM),
9. ...this Radcliffe cow: T KR {], This is a vulgar

term used to address a girl.



Chapter 2

Oliver Barrett IV

Ipswich, Massachusetts
Age: 20

Subject: General Studies
Dean’s List: '61, '62, and’63
First Team: ’62, '63

Career Aim: Law

Third Year student

Height: 5 feet 11 inches
Weight: 185 pounds

By now Jenny had read these details about me in the program-
me®, I hope. I had made quite sure that Vic, the team manager,
gave her one.

“My God, Barrett, is this your first date?”

“Shut your mouth, Vic, or I'll shut it for you.”

As we practised a few shots on the ice, I did not wave to her (I
wanted to look cool) or even look her way. But I think she thought
I was looking her way. Or why did she remove her glasses?

By the middle of the second quarter of the game, we were win-
ning 0-0. That is, Davey Johnson and I were getting ready to score
a goal. The Dartmouth players sensed this, and they started to play
a rougher game. Maybe they could break a bone or two before we
scored. The fans were screaming for blood already. And in hockey
this really means blood. Or, failing that, a goal. I have always felt
that it is my duty to provide them with both.

Al Redding, the Dartmouth center man, rushed across our blue
line. I banged into him, got control of the puck® and started off
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down the ice. The fans were really screaming for blood now. I could
see Davey Johnson on my left. But I decided to take the puck all the
way, because the Dartmouth goalkeeper had been terrified of me
since we played against each other at preschool. Before I could get a
shot at the goal, two big Dartmouth men were after me. And in a
moment, there we were, the three of us, banging away at the puck
and at each other. It had always been my practice, in moments like
this, to hit out hard at anything wearing colors of the enemy team.
And that was what I was doing now. The puck was somewhere
about, but at the moment we were all too busy attacking each oth-
er.

The referee blew his whistle. Foul®! “You! Two minutes in
the penalty box!”

I looked up. He was pointing at me. Me! What have I done to
make that referee give me a penalty?

“Come on, ref, what did I do?” .

He was not interested in further conversation. He was calling to
the officer’s desk: “Number seven, two minutes in the penalty box
for holding.” He made wild signals with his arms.

I argued a bit, of course. The crowd expects you to argue,
even when it is obvious that you were in the wrong. The referee
waved me off the ice. Burning with helpless anger, I went toward
that penalty box. As I climbed in, I heard the voice on the public
address: “Penalty. Barret of Harvard. Two minutes for holding.”

The crowd shouted. Several Harvard fans unkindly suggested
that the referee needed glasses. I just sat, trying to get my breath
back, not looking up or even out on to the ice. There, the Harvard
team were playing without me.

“Why are you sitting here when all your friends are out play-
ing?”



The voice was Jenny’s. I took no notice of her. Instead, I
called out to my team: “Come on, Harvard, get that puck.”

“What did you do wrong?”

I turned and answered her. She was my date, after all.

“I tried too hard.”

And [ went back to watching the rest of my team trying to hold
off Al Redding’s determined attempts to score.

“Is that something to be ashamed of?”

“Jenny, please. I'm trying to think.”

“About what?”

“About how I'm going to flatten that Al Redding as soon as I
get back to the ice.” I looked out to the ice again.

“Are you a dirty player?”

My eyes were on our goal, which the Dartmouth players were
attacking strongly. I couldn’t wait to get out there again. Jenny
continued: “Would you ever ‘flatten’ me?”

I answered without turning: “I will right now if vou don’t shut

”

up.

“I'm leaving. Gocdbys.”

By the time I tuined, she had disappeared. As I stood up to
look up for her, I was informed that my two-minute penalty was
over. I jumped out of the box, and back on to the ice.

The crowd shouted a welcome. Barrett’s back, all’s well with
the team. Wherever she was hiding, jeriny would hear the crowd
shouting for me. So who cares where she is.

Where is she?

Al Redding hit a murderous shot at our goal mouth. Our goal-
keeper knocked the puck away towards Gene Kennaway. Gene
passed it in my direction. As I went after that puck I thought I just
had time to look up at the stands and search for J enny. I did. I saw

8



her. She was there.

The next thing I knew, I was flat on the ice. Two Dartmouth
players had banged into me and I sat down hard on the ice, in front
of everyone. Barrett down! I could hear the Harvard fans draw in
their breath. I could hear the bloodthirsty Dartmouth fans shouting,
“Hit them again! Hit them again!”

What would Jenny think?

And Dartmouth had the puck around our goal again. Again our
goalkeeper hit their shot away. Kennaway pushed the puck at John-
son, and he shot it down to me. (I had stood up by this time.)
Now the crowd went wild. This had to be a goal. I took the puck
and went at top speed across the Dartmouth blue line. Two Dart-
mouth players were coming straight at me.

“Go, Oliver, go! Knock their heads off!”

I heard Jenny’s screaming above the crowd. It was madly,
beautifully violent. I got past one Dartmouth man, and banged into
the other so hard that it took his breath away. Then, instead of
shooting like that, off balance, I passed the puck to Davey Johnson.
He had come up on my right side and was ready. Davey banged that
puck into the Dartmouth net. Goal for Harvard!

In a moment we were all kissing and shouting and jumping up
and down and banging each other on the back. The crowd was
screaming with excitement. And that Dartmouth man was still sit-
ting down. The fans threw programmes on to the ice. That goal re-
ally finished Dartmouth. Not really; that player got up again as soon
as he got his breath again. But after that we murdered them, seven
goals to zero.

If I had a home at Harvard, it was Dillon Field House® . Every
afternoon of my college life I walked into that place, greeted my
friends, threw off all the rules of polite society, and turned into a
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big, rough hockey player. It was great to put on my boots and my
good old number seven shirt and get out on to the ice.

As I was lucky enough to have a bad knee ( Yes, lucky. My
bad knee saved me from two years in the Army), [ had to take care
of it after the game. As I sat and watched the hot bath water rising
around my knee, I could examine my cuts and bruises (I enjoy
them, in a way), and think about anything and everything — or
nothing. Tonight I could think about the goal I had scored, and the
one I had helped Davey to score.

I let down my whole pleasantly aching body into the water. I
closed my eyes and just sat there, up to my knee in warmth. Ahh-
hh!

My God! Jenny would be waiting outside. I hope! Still wait-
ing. God! How long had I been enjoying my warm bath while she
was out there in the icy cold of a New England winter? I got dressed
as fast as I could. I wasn’t even quite dry as I pushed open the cen-
ter door of Dillon and come outside.

The cold air hit me. My God, it was cold. And dark. There
was still a small group of fans outside. Most were old hockey play-
ers, the ones who in their hearts never leave Harvard. Men like old
Jordan Jencks. They come to every game, at home or away. How
do they do it? I mean, Jencks is a big banker, and why do they do
it?

“That was quite a fall you had, Oliver.”

“Yes, Mr. Jencks. You know the sort of game those fellows
play.” :
I was looking around for Jenny. Had she left and walked all the
way back to her dorm alone?

“Jenny?” .

I took three or four steps away from the fans, and looked about
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