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§ iLome Coute

n a Burberry raunceat
that a[o{oaremthj had a weel liner’buttened inte it

Was one Uf the six or seven bms
out on the open P[atfwm.

For ten winutes or mere, he had de[ibemte[lj been stamdimg jmst

ont vf conversation range 0f other bms, his back against the free

OY, rather, he WAS  Christian Science literature rack, his Mmg[wed hands in his coat

d h ' pockets. He was wearing a maroon cashwere mnffler which had

an ¢ Wash t hiked wp on his neck, giving him next te ne protection
h against the cold. Abruptly, and rather absently, he teek his right

vine va t et hand out vf his coat pvcket and started to adjmst the mmfﬂer, but

befere it was adjusted, he chamged his mind and used the same

hand te reach inside his coat and take out a (etter fmm the inside
pocket vf his jacket. He begam te read it immediate[g, with fis
mouth net zmite closed.

The [etter was
written—typewritten—on pale-
blue notepaper. It had a hand(ed
unfresh (ook, as if it had been
taken out of its envelope and

Tuesday | Think

read several times befwe: Dearest Ly
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| have ne idea if ont will be able to deciloher this as the noise n the derm is ﬂbSV[Mte[lj incredible
trmight and | can hardly hear myself think. Se if | spe[[ ownjthiwg wrong kindly have kindness te
overleok it. ncidentally Ive taken your advice and resorted to the dictionary a ot lately, se if it
cramps wy style your to blame. Anyway | just got your beautiful letter and 1 love you to pieces,
distraction, etc., and can hardly wait for the weekend. It's tov bad about not being able to get me
in Creft House, but | don't actually care where | stay as long as it's warme and ne bugs and 1 see

ou vcasivm[[n, ie. every simg[e winute. I've been goimg ie. crazy [até[lj. | a(aw[mtebj adore your
letter, especially the part about Eliet. | think I'm begining to leek down on all poets except Sapphe
I've been reading her like wad, and no vilgar ramarks, please. | way even do my term thing on her
if | decide to go out for honers and if | can get the meron they assigned me as an adviser to let
me. ,Delicate Adonis is dying, Cytherea, what shall we dv? Beat your breasts, waidens, and rend
your tunics.” Isn't that marvelous? She keeps dviwi that, tee. Do you love me? You didn't say
once in your herible letter. | hate you when your being hopelessly super-male ans retiscent (sp.?).
Not really hate you but am constitutionally against strong, silent men. Not that you aren't
strong but you know what | mean. It's getting so noisy in here | can hardly hear wopself think.
Anyway | love you and want te get this off special delivery so you can get it in plenty of time if
| can find a stamp in this madheuse. | love you | love you | leve yeu. Do you actually know I've
only danced with you twice in eleven menths? Net counting that time at the vanguard when you
were s tight. Il probably be hopelessly selfconscions. lncidentally (U kill you if there's a receiving
line at this thiwg, Till Satwdmj, my flower!
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PS. Daddy got his X'VOUjS back WWIVIU

Y
fmm the hvg{oita[ and we're all so XXXXXXXX
relieved. Its a gmwth but it isn't xxxxxxxx

ma[igmemt | spoke to Mother on
the F)hme (ast mght Incidentally
she sent her regards te you, so
You can relax about that Fridmj
mght | don't even think they

he&ﬂ’d US COWe UL pps | sound so unintelligent and dimwitted when | write to yew. Why? | give you m
¢ Y Y jeed ()
permision to analyze it. Let's just try to have a marveleus time this weekend. | mean not
to tiy to analyze everything to dmta for ence, if possible, especially me. | love you

Frances (her mark)




Lane was about ha[fwmﬂ
thrvmgh this [oarticm[ar

readin vf the [etter
whem E{e Wmimtermpted

—intruded upon,

trespassed upoin—
b]j a bw[y-set young man

named Ray Serenson, whe
wanted te know if Lane knew
what this bastard Rilke was all
about. Lane Serenson were both in Medern European Literature 251
(open to seniors and gmdmate students only) and had
been assigmed the Feurth of Rilke's "Duine E[egies" for
Monday. Lane, whe knew Serensen enly slightly
but had a vague, categorica[ aversion to his face
and manner, put away his letter and said that
he thought he'd understood most of it. "You're
[mckg,"Swemom said. "Yeu're a fvrtmmte wan."
His voice carried with a minimum of vitality, as
thrmgh he had come over to speak to Lane out of
boredow or restiveness, net for any sort of
hman discourse. "




he said, and took a pack of
cigarettes out of his pocket. Lane noticed a
faded but distmctmg em(mgh lipstick streak
on the [ape[ of Serensen's camel's-hair coat.

It looked as th(mgf(\ it had been there for
weeks, mmbe menths, but he didn't know
Serenson well emmgh to mention it, nor, for
that matter, did he give a damn.

Besides, the train was arriving.

BOTH BOYS TURNED A SORT OF HALF LEFT TO
FACE THE INCOMING ENGINE. ALMOST AT THE
SAME TIME, THE DOOR TO THE WAITING ROOM
BANGED OPEN, AND THE BOYS WHO HAD BEEN
KEEPING THEMSELVES WARM BEGAN TO COME
OUT TO MEET THE TRAIN, MOST OF THEM
GIVING THE IMPRESSION OF HAVING AT LEAST
THREE LIGHTED CIGARETTES IN EACH HAND.
Lane Ei;{m;df [?t a ci‘mektte as the train Lame (u mem reeted
pulled in. Then, like so many people, ' lj g
whe, perhaps, ought to be issued only a '
very vp:;(mtismya[ pgmz ; meet the tm?m, Lum P[éSlAmb[lj—*ﬂVld
ex[mE‘iISV:thZ;y;fggth;uztzljp?;[ She Was VIUt vine ‘:UV
erhaps even beautifully, reveal how he !
Pfe[t sbwt the m’ri»fim;persom. Franny emphdlmg her fﬂC€ Uf
il expression. She threw
| northern elmd of t.he p[atfvrm. Fa.me her arms arm/tmd him
spvtted her lWIW[M[lﬂtP[lj, and dPSPlf(’ . .
. wﬁatever it.was he was tmim tc'7 do amd klgged hlm [t Was
with his f(m, his arm that shot np inte .
the atr was the whole truth. mem sav (| Stﬂtlgﬂ-[o[ﬂtf@rrm
kiss—»spvntmews
emmgh te (oegim with,
but rather inhibited in
the fo[[ow-thmmgh,
and with semewhat of
a forehead-bumping
ASPECT.

it, and him, and waved extrmagmt[n
back. She was wem’img‘ a sheared-raccoon
coat, and Lane, wa[kimg toward her
gmick[n but with a slow face, reasoned to
himse[f, with SM[&PH’SSM{ excitement, that
he was the OV![lj one on the p[atform
whe rm[hﬂ kinew memj‘s coat. He
remembered that ence, tn a berrowed car,
mfter kissimg memj fm' W[f an hour or
se, he had kissed her coat [m[oe{, as
thomgh it were a [oerfectbd desirable,
orgamic extension of the person herse[f.






‘Did you get my letter?" she asked and added.
almost in the sanme breath, "You (eok almest
r9ZeNn, You poer man. \/\/M didn't you wait
inside? Did you get my [etter?"

"Which letter?" Lane said, picking up her suitcase. It was navy
blue with whute leather bimdimg, like half & dozen other
suitcases that had just been carried off the train.

You didn't get it? | mailed it Wednesday, Oh, Ged! | even took it down to the post—"

"Oh, that one. Yes. This all the bags you brought? What's the boek?*

Franny looked down at her left hand. She had a small pea-green clothbeund boek in
it. "This? Oh, just somefhimg‘" she said. She opened her hamﬂmg and stuffed the beok
into it, and followed Lane down the long P[atfm'm toward the taxi stand. She put her
arm fhrmgh his, and did wost vf the ta[kimg if not all c*f it. There was wmetkimg,
first, about a dress in her bag that had to be irened. She said shed beught a really
darling little iron that fvokej like it went with a doll howse, but had fergotten to
bring it. She said she didn’t think shed know were than three ¢irls en the
train—Martha Farrar, Tiprie Tibbett, and Eleancr somebody, whowt shed met years
ago, n her bcm‘dimgﬂchw dmjx, at Exeter or wmeP[ace. Evemjbcdvj else on the train,
Franny said, looked very Smith, except for twe abselutely Bmmmfm or Sarah
Lawrence type. The Gmmiwgtmem’ah Lawrence type looked (ike she'd spent the whele
train ride in the jehn, sculpturing or painting or sowething, or as theugh she had a
lectard on wnder her dress. Lane, walking rather too fast, said he was sorry he hadin't
been able te get her inte Croft Heuse—that was hepeless, of course—but that hed got
her into this very nice, cozy place. Swall, but clean and all that. Shed like it, he said,
and h'ammj immcdiate[@ had a vision cf a white dapbmrd rmmimg heuse. Three gir[x
whe didn't knew each other in one rovm. Wheever got there first would get the lumpy
dayy bed to herself, and the other two would share a double bed with an absolutely
fantastic mattress. "Lovely" she said with enthusiasm. Semetimes it was hell te conceal
her impatience over the male of the species’ general ineptness, and Lane's in particular.
It rewtinded her vf a rainy mEM in New Yerk, Jjust o{fm’ theatre, when Lane, with a
suspicious excess of curbside charity, had let that really horrible wan in the dinner
jacket take taxi away from him. She hadn't especially winded that—that is, Ged, it
weuld be awful te have te be a man and have to get taxis in the rain—but she
remenbered Lane's really herrible, hostile look at her as he reported back to the curb.




Now, fee[img oddly guilty as she thwght about that
and other thimgs, she gave Lane's arim specia[ (itte
pressure of sinulated affection. The twe of them ot
inte a cab. The navy-blue bag with the white leather
bimdimg went up front with the driver.

"We'll dmp Your bag and stuff where you're staving
—just chuck thew tn the deer—and then we'll go get
somte (unch, Lane said. "I'm starved." He leaned for-
ward and gave an adress to the driver.

"Oh, it's [O“W’[lj to see Wmf" Franny said as the cab
moved off. “I've missed vou." The words were no sooner
out than she realized that she didn't mean them at
all again with gmi[t, she took lane's hand and tight[lj,
warmly laced fimgers with him.
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