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One day continuing to search through old, battered storage boxes sorting through paper file folders thinking he would shred them, Felix Fist came upon a large, tan envelope darkened by the dust of passing years. Finding it stuffed with letters, Fist was surprised to discover they were still where he had put them so many years ago he could not recall. Reaching in, drawing them out from where they had slumbered for decades, Fist grew curious: Why had he kept them for over half a century? But then he considered his life-long habit of saving anything he thought might eventually be of value in pursuit of his always elusive dream deferred of transforming them into a true narrative record of what he had actually experienced throughout those years. So what had he found almost by accident that might be of use, interest, or value? 

Fist began sorting through and skimming numerous letters and postcards from Jack Pearce whom Felix had once upon a time for several years during the late fifties and early sixties considered him first his mentor having taken classes from Pearce when Felix had attended City College in Long Beach then had considered Jack a friend while Felix had attended UC-Berkeley, and then something else, perhaps someone he once had held in awe during his youth when he had been ignorant and open to the world. 

Most of those letters and cards Fist had received during a single year when Jack had been going through a crisis of faith regarding challenges to his sense of self-worth that had sent him first into psychotherapy then into Roman Catholicism, his seeking both with a similar obsessive fervor of intellect he once had regarding his study of literature and art in his search for truth about the world and about himself, a quest, similar to Faust’s that without surprise had rendered Pearce a shattered wreck abandoned by all, eventually even by Felix whom Jack had thought especially dear but Felix not being able to help his former mentor, especially when he had similar problems of his own and Jack had refused help from anyone and had condemned himself to work out his problem alone.

Another bundle of letters Fist hadn’t expected to find since he had forgotten he had even kept them surprised he even had them when he recalled how his exchange of letters with the young woman who sent them had suddenly stopped. Why had that bond he had considered close and unique been broken? 

Seeing them again, studying the neat, sweeping, flowing cursive handscript of his name and the address of where he had first lived after settling in Seattle those many years ago, he felt again a sudden pang of remorse when he found himself thinking long of when and why those several letters had begun and what they had meant to him and his own sense of self-esteem, and how those letters for some reason he still did not clearly understand had suddenly stopped:

The afternoon of the day before he had left California for Seattle, Felix had returned from a farewell lunch with Linda at Jack London Square in Oakland where they had lunched frequently once she had begun working at the nearby Alameda County Attorney’s office after having finished her training as a paralegal assistant at Armstrong College a block off Shattuck on the corner of Kittredge and Harold Way in Berkeley where Felix had been her instructor for more than one class. 

On their way to that final lunch together, they in his green ’61 VW Bug had been pulled over by a motorcycle patrolman, Felix cited for having run a red traffic signal, he so distracted by conversing with Linda, she so intent on what he was saying she had not alerted him to the light hanging from an overhead wire that had suddenly turned red. Reporting to the officer his imminent departure north the following day, Felix without surprise had failed talking his way out of the citation. 

Returning from that lunch with Linda, dismayed at his receiving a ticket he could ill afford, filled with remorse from watching Linda walk away out of his life, he for the first time but not the last had openly quarreled with Rachel over his delayed return, Rachel apparently finally fed up with the attention Felix had paid to the young woman who had always treated Rachel with deference and respect.

Seething with anger and remorse, Felix hauled to a U-Haul trailer boxes of mostly used books he had collected over his eight years in California. The trailer hitched to a faded green ’53 Chevy two-door sedan he had bought to tow the trailer, the Chevy because of age and neglect needing replacement of brake linings and generator at a Shell station on University Avenue next to the supermarket liquor store Felix had walked to frequently across a sandy, vacant lot overgrown with latticed leafed weeds behind the bungalow he had lived in with Rachel and her children on North Valley in Berkeley the last year he had attended Cal and lectured at Armstrong. 

Felix had charged the cost of those repairs to the Shell card he had received while working off and on over six years at Stingy Jim’s on the Oakland-Berkeley line before it had morphed into an ARCO franchise then eventually abandoned, the too many hours and days he had spent there now long gone, the worn asphalt lot where the yellow stucco building with huge red letters spanning the archway had once existed now from what Fist had viewed on Google Street View filled with a typical Chevron of contemporary design of glass and steel now rusting.

Exiting and re-entering the bungalow while packing the trailer, Felix had listened to Pacifica, a San Francisco FM classical music station suddenly offering Rodrigo's Concierto de Aranjuez for solo guitar and orchestra. Felix had stopped with a box of used books in his arms listening again to the stirring melody beginning the adagio second movement. Throughout his years since first hearing it as a young man of twenty, Felix had always been haunted by the melody that suddenly, unexpectedly on occasion always surprised him, he immediately recognizing the opening theme then almost against his will always listening, waiting with quiet expectation holding a box of used books most of which he had found in social service thrift stores. Felix stood in the doorway of the bungalow on North Valley in Berkeley transfixed from hearing again that romantic melody performed by solo guitar until that singular moment as the adagio movement swelled to crescendo through the coda, the full orchestra joining the solo guitar returning to the opening theme, Felix felt his soul swell to where he felt his heart ache, saw again Linda walk away out of his life, thought of others he had lost, thought of moribund ambitions, unfulfilled desires, deferred dreams, his body flushed with sudden glorious melody, thrilled and overwhelmed, Felix as always heard himself heave into sobs, his eyes blinded by tears dazzled from bright sunlight that filled the clear, blue California sky.

The following day he had left, and as he pulled away from the curb before the bungalow on North Valley in Berkeley following Rachel in the green VW Bug with her son, her daughter beside him, Felix considered why he was always leaving behind what had meant so much for what seemed such a passing moment. What else could he have done? Selfishly abandon his required responsible adult behavior, not so much his union with Rachel which from their mutual reserve had always been uncertain and opaque even from its inauspicious beginning having first met in a class on formal logic at Cal? What about his obligation to the children despite his doubt as to whether they were actually the product of his own random, copious seed? So here again he found himself as he had too many times before leaving behind something he had valued, he wondering if anything of value would arrive to takes its place.

Thus, a week or two just beyond his having reached his 28th year around the Sun, Felix had loaded a U-Haul trailer with a few pieces of furniture: The large oak table that Rachel eventually would put to good use while satisfying her own deferred desires, the beds of Rachel’s children, the bed Rachel shared with him, the break-down, wrought-iron book shelves, the remaining space in the trailer filled mostly with boxes of books, he again emulating the man who for a few years had been his mentor.

Pulling away from the curb, he had pointed the faded hood of the green ’53 two-door Chevy sedan toward the Pacific Northwest that for him, as for many others at the time, the only remaining frontier in the contiguous disUnited States of North America and Texas.

So what had he accomplished in the eight years after escaping from a Southside Milwaukee German-Polish ghetto to the anticipated freedom and glory of California? What had he gained? What had he paid in exchange? What lay ahead for him now in what was for him new, unexplored territory? He more troubled than excited by a sense of adventure so different from his setting out for California or his later setting out from Long Beach for the Bay Area and UC-Berkeley, what did he now anticipate when he considered what he was leaving behind? Having visited in 1963, he had found Seattle insular, provincial, gloomy from what appeared to him at the time perpetual, overcast skies.

Of course, he needed employment to support Rachel and her children while she pursued graduate studies at the University of Washington anticipating yet another new direction in her life eventually leading her in one differing from his. What would he seek on his own? What would he find? But before all that, where would he find a place to lay his weary head and those of Rachel and the children instead of any convenient, inexpensive place for himself? Would he find work using the skills he had struggled to gain at Berkeley and what he had learned lecturing at Armstrong, a small business school having morphed into a college during his tenure? 

New to the Northwest area and Seattle from California, of all places, he was already aware of the bigoted slur “Californication” he had encountered on the opinion pages of The Seattle Times or Seattle Post Intelligencer [separately owned publications at the time] hoping to inoculate the inhabitants who considered themselves native after having purged what they considered an infestation of indigenous people but now they, in turn, threatened by the barbaric, yapping horde invading from the south disrupting the serenity of pristine forests and panoramic vistas of the Pacific Northwest. How might he meet, deal with, and overcome that prejudicial, disparaging provincial attitude of the holier-than-thou inhabitants who fought to preserve their isolation in what they considered the only remaining frontier?

Swallowing his doubts, pondering the open road ahead, his hands in the 10 o’clock-2 o’clock position on the steering wheel just like Pa, Felix settled into the seat of that faded green ‘53 Chevy hooked to a trailer, his daughter beside him thrilled to be riding with Daddy, Rachel leading the way with her son created in her own image beside her in that green ’61 VW Bug that Felix once had used to deliver orders for a boiler room sales scam, replenished boxes for displays of Christmas cards for a greeting cards salesman, shared with Linda all those places he once had toured with Nancy, a small, blond woman whom he had for a brief spell romantically courted as his Lady, Felix following Rachel headed off on a path set out before them as they made their way alone toward territory rich with promises from dreams deferred.

Their drive long and hot traveling US 40 north to Sacramento then US99 north, they stopped at Shasta City for the night where they stayed in a motel with a pool that Felix used after repacking the trailer to redistribute the heavy load of books for more balanced towing. The motel also had a restaurant overlooking the highway. Felix had a hamburger steak, the meat fried in butter that tasted nothing like hamburger he had ever eaten. Felix would recall that meal any time he passed through, even after US 99 morphed over several years into six-lane I-5 North.

Passing through northern California, they gazed at crews of men and machines harvesting wheat reminding Felix of his own splendid summer in Eastern Oregon at the end of his first year in Long Beach, he traveling to Oregon by hitching rides. Recalling that summer, Fist felt again the shame of Felix being fired from his first job, his two, seemingly endless days in Ione waiting to start another he had found with the help of a tall, stout man named Riley whom Fist recalled wearing a flannel shirt, faded jeans, a plastic Stetson, and high-top sneakers. He recalled the family he had stayed with the last week of June and all of July harvesting grain driving a ten-speed dump to take off grain from the hopper of an antique thresher pulled by a tractor driven by a young man younger than Felix.

Fist recalled Felix sleeping in the basement of the two-story, balloon-frame house set out among vast fields of golden grain. He thought of the two young children: a girl with soft features and long, blond hair and blue eyes; a slightly older boy with dark brown hair, slender with sharp features much like his father, a slender, almost quant man with fierce blue eyes. Fist thought of the older girl just out of high school with long, dark brown hair the color of the gelding she spent most of the day riding without saddle, her tan, bare legs and small, firm bottom and virginal vulva in cut-offs splayed on the broad, brown back.

On their way north, Felix with Rachel and the children negotiated the maze of roads through Portland, headed north through Vancouver and Centralia, past McChord Airforce Base where I-5 ended and the highway resumed as US99 passing them through Olympia, the state capital then through Tacoma taking them to Seattle along Airport Way where they passed the Art Deco corporate headquarters of the Boeing Company that Felix would soon hear many long-time residents of the area pronounce the company’s name as “Boeing’s.”

Passing through downtown Seattle, they stopped at a motel on Aurora Avenue North where Rachel contacted a young woman who had worked with Rachel at Providence Hospital in Oakland and similar to Rachel had begun furthering her education by moving to Seattle to attend Seattle U, a Catholic institution, while working at Sisters of Cabrini. The Fists found Mary Anne living in a top floor apartment in a yellow brick building with a blue indoor pool on Terry Avenue off East Madison, a block or two from Cabrini and Fred Hutchinson on what locals referred to as Pill Hill, a walkable distance from Seattle U.

Felix always a good swimmer felt envious wondering what he would experience living in an apartment building with access to an indoor pool. What a luxury to have an indoor pool available for his immediate daily use, especially since he was attempting with limited success to control his weight by maintaining a regimen he had begun in Berkeley after an attractive young woman who attended one of his classes remarked that he seemed to have gained bulk even though he had assumed his tall stature had masked it. During their visit with Mary Anne, Felix offered her a short story he had recently finished writing and was encouraged and pleased when she read the story without pause and finished reading it in tears.

Felix had always thought Mary Anne attractive. She seemed so virginal, especially in her white uniform, slender, taller than many women, her features suggesting her Irish heritage: red hair, bright green eyes. With pale complexion, she blushed easily. Devout follower of her faith, she seemed unapologetically pure, her most sinful curse “Judas Priest!” in response to conditions she found appalling.

Mary Anne with typical ease helped the Fists establish themselves in Seattle by introducing them to a woman of African heritage who worked with Mary Anne as an LPN at Cabrini. The large woman of light color was the mother of four children: a daughter of eight or nine, another blossoming daughter about fifteen with light skin just starting Garfield High where she would experience bigotry because of her light color even though of obvious African heritage, another youth nearly eighteen of darker color just having graduated from Garfield, the oldest son, married, darkest of all the children about the age of Felix two years younger than Rachel who, unknown to Felix, would arrive at the advanced age of thirty in three months.

The gracious, pleasant woman agreed to day care Rachel’s children while the Fists searched for a place to live then agreed to continue caring for them once Rachel started working as a private duty nurse at night and after she started graduate school while Felix looked for work similar to what he had done at Armstrong College.

The woman and her family lived in the Madrona area just beyond the Central District mostly African American, so the Fist's for convenience, having lived beside an elderly man of African heritage on North Valley in Berkeley, decided to look for a place to rent in the same area close to where the woman lived on the border of the CD with a mix of African and Asian Americans similar to what Felix had known from his six years working off and mostly on at Stingy Jim’s. 

Stopping in a small real estate office in a line of stores on the corner of 34th and East Union across from an IGA and a small café managed by an elderly woman of African heritage, the bald elderly white man with wire-rim glasses who greeted them in the office informed them he had just turned 80 and had lived and done real estate in the Madrona area for fifty years.

Hearing their needs, he took them on a tour of the area that overlooked Lake Washington, but instead of showing them rentals, he showed them a typical two-story, redbrick residence of 4 bedrooms, 2 baths, a tiled kitchen and a large living room and dining room with high ceilings and hardwood floors in an area of similar homes that Felix and Rachel would have given anything to live in offering a panoramic view of Lake Washington, but the dwelling carrying an asking price of twenty-five thousand dollars, no way could they afford to buy something that grand since they were new to the area, neither had a job, and Rachel's scholarship only paid for tuition and textbooks.

The elderly man finally understanding he would not make a sale offered them a rental of an upper flat on 37th Avenue owned by his aging daughter, the lower flat currently occupied by a young, single woman with a female black and white cat that would soon gain the attention of Rachel’s children, the cat they had in Berkeley having recently gone missing, much to their sorrow. Felix without disclosing his discovery had found the furry, skeletal remains of “Ginger” behind a pile of packing boxes in a tin storage shed behind the stucco bungalow on North Valley.

The upper flat of the gray, slat wood structure the Fists moved into had three small bedrooms and a small bathroom upstairs, large kitchen, large dining room and living room both with hardwood floors downstairs, both the kitchen and dining room with views of the lake from large, plate glass windows. A lathe-turned pillar porch along the full width of the back of the building overlooked a yard of grass and shrubs along a concrete alley way descending to another concrete alley way that ran along the crest of the hill offering a view of the back of large, two-story, redbrick houses.

Felix and Rachel were surprised at the $80 monthly rent they considered affordable, the location near the house of the woman who would care for Rachel’s children convenient, the neighborhood surrounding their rental consisting mostly of white families three blocks from the border of the CD mostly black.

After settling in the upper flat on 37th Avenue in the Madrona area of Seattle, Felix spent the rest of July and most of August looking for employment. Encouraged by finding more than one advertisement in The Seattle Times, Felix drove south out Rainier Avenue and Empire Way South through the Genesee and Rainer Valley districts then through Renton then along a two-lane state highway through Kent to Auburn some thirty miles outside Seattle where he found a recently established community college, its nascent campus under construction on state forest reserve with a view of the Cascades from a bluff above the small suburban city of Auburn below.

Informed that no instructor positions in English were currently available but might be the following year when first-stage construction of the campus was complete, despite his having been warned against teaching at a two-year college by Pearce from whom he had taken his first English class at City College in Long Beach, Felix filled out an application and drove further south along state route 410 to apply at another two-year community college under construction in Tacoma where he was interviewed by what he perceived as a self-important, pompous administrator who dismissed Felix’s schooling and teaching experience since Felix was another recent arrival from California. 

On the way back to Seattle, Felix stopped just north of Tacoma where the high school in Fife was seeking someone to teach English and Drama, Felix excited from the prospect of teaching drama after having brief acting experience in Long Beach for a company that included actors who had been in Hollywood films. But here, again, his schooling and teaching experience was met with indifference since he was recently from out of state and had no previous experience teaching English or Drama at the high school level.

Discouraged by finding no available positions in Auburn or Tacoma or Fife, Felix drove back to 37th Avenue and his upper flat overlooking Lake Washington where when not catching up on local news in The Seattle Times or national events in Time, a weekly magazine, Felix spent the rest of July and August reading Tolkien’s The Hobbit and the three volumes of Lord of the Ring while enjoying surprising bright sunny days exploring his new environment and the view from the back porch of his upper flat on 37th Avenue where setting up a folding table upon which he placed Rachel’s portable typewriter, he finally having the time and suddenly feeling a surge of nostalgia from a sense of isolation in a foreign environment, Felix wrote to Linda setting out at length his trials and tribulations trying to find employment then began pounding out a narrative of an incident he had experienced upon first arriving in the Emerald City:

“Our July, 1965 trip had been hot all the way Rachel and her children and I moved from Berkeley to Seattle. Suffering from glaring sun on dry yellow fields with sunlight shining through billowing yellow dust and chaff raised by men and machines that cut sweeping curves through fields of yellow wheat leaving trails of dark tracks, we journeyed through dry, choking heat until we crossed the mountains into a long shimmering valley with lone stands of pine and hills in haze at the horizon, the panoramic view beneath blue sky open and grand. Further into Oregon, we met oppressive heat all the way to Seattle, the humid heat lingering after we finally found a place we rented on a hill overlooking a large lake, its dark blue expanse of water glistening in bright sunlight.

Having left the children in the care of a woman of African heritage who worked with a young woman Rachel had worked with at Providence in Oakland, Rachel and I moved into the empty upper flat with bags and boxes I hauled from the trailer behind the old, battered ’53 faded green Chevy I had bought for the trip north, set everything we owned some place immediate and convenient, and sat within the mostly empty room piled with boxes, ice clinking against our glasses of cheap, white wine adding to the sound of the yellow pages of a telephone directory I turned searching for thrift stores where we might find inexpensive furniture.

Having found some reasonably priced things before in California, we had left them behind, one a William Morris chair of Art and Crafts Design, my favorite, like the one I had slept on as a child, the absence of that chair allowing room for all my books in the limited space of the small trailer, most of them used I had found in thrift stores.

I made a list of several stores. We finished our wine and left the empty flat, the closing door echoing in the hollow of the large, mostly vacant rooms with high, coved ceilings and hardwood floors.

Seattle in our first days there was a maze even with a map, but we had somewhat learned the maze during our search for the flat. So we headed out the newly opened wide, white freeway dazzling in its spotless concrete, drove up across the towering new freeway bridge overlooking Lake Union that seemed a jumble of boats, ships, and cranes, a trestle railroad bridge swung up on its huge, concrete fulcrum, glistening brown hemlock logs floating in a jam. Beyond the lake, Magnolia Hill with elegant houses bright in sunlight, the high thin, green web of the Aurora Avenue bridge rising from gray massive concrete pillars softened by nestling, full-leafed poplar trees.

One of the stores I had found in the directory was in the Ballard Locks area, so we headed toward the Puget Sound. Suddenly seeing sunlight off the dark, vast plain of blue water, we gazed in wonder at the Olympic Mountains beyond patched with snow. Distracted by the glorious panorama, I missed the street we wanted, turned back, then in a concentrated search for street numbers missed the store.

We saw the store as we drove past and expressed dismay at the dismal things we saw through windows dulled by dirt, so we didn’t expect to find much but decided to try anyway and after searching and finally finding a spot to park, we climbed out into the humid heat and glaring sun, headed for two thin, peeling doors, and stood aside to let an old man with whiskers and worn, sagging clothes pass us as we entered.

The interior of the store was dimly lit and surprisingly cool after the bright sunbaked street. We moved down an aisle that seemed thrust among piles and a confusion of clothes and shoes, pottery and antique curios, strange and somewhat wondrous from another era. An ancient woman bent and wrinkled wrapped in a red sweater with a hairnet on her head and worn, furry, pink slippers shuffled out from some hidden room and came towards us down the aisle. She smiled at Rachel and went behind a counter with an antique cash register.

On seeing the assortment of objects behind the counter I wondered why they had been put there. For the shelves contained an unusual collection of ceramic shoes, pepper-mills, ceramic animals, cut glass salt shakers, miniature portraits, ceramic book ends, ceramic cupids, mirrors, ashtrays, serving bowls, everything with chips or scratches apparently having been well used. Then looking around at the whole store, seeing the random piles of clothing and haphazardly placed furniture, I noticed another room with an open door and a dirty, broken window at the back of the store through which I could see green leaves of trees in shadow and sunlight, so I decided that everything in the store had been placed for what I concluded was convenience.

Wandering through the aisles, I almost immediately saw several shelves of books with stacks of books piled against the wall and up against the shelves until it seemed as if the shelves and books formed a cascade, I  wondering why I hadn’t immediately searched those shelves for what I considered treasures. 

At other times in California I had found first editions or old and well-kept bibles in languages other than English that had excited me, and I always recalled my mentor’s vast collection of old books that had compelled me to begin collecting my own. Now, here, however, the disordered jumble of books I observed held me off, so I avoided them and went toward the backroom of the store passing a well-dressed woman in long, black dress and heals and a string of pearls sorting carefully through old, vinyl records that clacked somewhat fragilely as she slowly searched to the bottom of the pile.

As I was about to enter the backroom, a room that duplicated in its own peculiar fashion the front room of the store, I heard the old woman cackle something about going out. I turned to see her shuffle toward the door where I noticed for the first time a bald man dressed in plaid flannel shirt and brown, baggy pants standing among the rubble.

"Watch the store for a minute," the old lady said, head down, moving toward the door. "I won't be but a minute. Got to check on him, the poor dear. He must be suffering.”

The bald man stood silent with his hands in his back pockets watching the woman go out the door.

Rachel and I turned in among the rubble in the back room to find a dresser we decided might do. But we decided to see if there were any better ones in other stores on the street, so we passed the bald man, his hands still in his pockets, and went out into glaring sunlight. As we crossed the hot asphalt street to the next dim, dismal store, I turned back to see bent beneath the burning sun the old woman in her red sweater and hair net and worn, furry slippers slowly moving up the street.

Finding nothing in the other store, we went back across the street to the store we had first entered. The old woman hadn’t returned, so I asked the bald man about the dresser, drawing him from his place among the rubble and leading him to the backroom.

"I do not know," the man said with a heavy accent when I showed him the dresser. "I think maybe that one is sold, but I am not so sure."

I wondered what position the man held in the store and how the man might be connected to the old woman. I wondered how she could tell me any more than the man the price of anything with everything piled apparently at random and without prices. I felt curiously uneasy having known thrift stores I had been accustomed to in California that had been so orderly with clearly marked prices.

"You will have to wait for her,” the man offered. "She will be back in a short while."

I thanked him and the man went up to the front of the store. I heard him repeating his apology about prices to the well-dressed woman who had been looking through the stacks of old vinyl records. Then the man took his usual place among the piles of old clothing and I turned to finally move toward the cascade of books against the wall.

I was still selecting books when the old woman returned with a small, old dog beneath her arm. She bent to place him on the floor.

"There you are, Stinker," the old woman said. The dog licked his graying chops and wiggled his stumped tail. The woman who had been searching through the pile of vinyl records stood at the counter looking down at the dog.

"He must be very old," she offered.

"He's not too old," the old woman answered almost in protest. "Only nine. But the poor dear's got trouble with his heart same as me. Neither of us can take the heat much anymore."

The dog looked up at the old woman and lay down beside the counter.

"That's it, Stinker,” the old woman said bending toward the dog. "You rest." 

The dog licked his chops and snuffled. The stump of tail wagged slowly.

Rachel went to inquire about the dresser and left me to my selection of books. I felt pleased with what I had found: a first edition of Lewis’ It Can’t Happen Here, a copy of Defoe’s Journal of the Plague Year, Cooper’s The Prairie. I also found a collection of Tennyson’s collected poems, but I had a better copy at the flat in one of the unpacked boxes.

Rachel called me to decide on the dresser. I took the books and joined her and the old woman looking at the dresser surrounded by what appeared rubble. Agreeing to the price, I returned to the bookshelves while Rachel went to pay for the dresser.

"You should keep me away from stores with old books,” I quipped when she joined him and observed the books beneath my arm.

"I guess so," she said. But soon she was showing me a book she had found.

I smiled at her coy attitude. "Why don't you get it?" I insisted.

She thumbed through the book again and held it closed in her hand while I turned back to the bookcase.

Once finished with my random selection, I began a search for possible treasures I had missed. I searched behind old discarded textbooks, already discarded best sellers with titles I had become familiar with searching in other stores in California until Rachel came to show me another book.

"Look at this binding," she said.

Familiar with the binding from my purchase of other titles in the collection from which the book came, I saw that the title was a copy in a different binding of one I already had in a box at the flat, and when I told Rachel, she appeared disappointed and turned away. But soon she was back with the same book.

"Look at this,” she insisted. She handed me the book opened to the front inside cover. There I found a name in ink with a 1935 date after it. Below that name I found another name in pencil and a penciled date of 1960,  and  below that date the word "Love," and below the word “Love,” a  penciled  message  in  what  seemed  like  rather  crude handwriting.

"It seems strange," the message began, "that the word love should appear above this, especially on this day. But I feel that I can talk about Love. I had a love until today. He was very handsome. He had red hair and green eyes. He was a car fixer. He loved to fix cars better than anything. Maybe that’s what was wrong. I think maybe he liked cars better than me. We were to be married, but now we never will."

"Isn't that something?” Rachel offered studying my expression when I had finished. I didn't quite know what to say, but I felt what I had read had a certain poignancy because I didn’t fully know the actual situation that had led to the message. How could I ever actually know? The mystery made the words of the message tender and rather moving.

"Why don't you get it?”  I offered, handing her the book.

"Maybe I should," Rachel suggested.

"Get it if you want," I advised and turned to finish my search through rows of old discarded books: textbooks on economics, old editions of The Standard Book of Knowledge, old encyclopedias, old Latin grammars. 

Finally tired from my focused search, I turned, gathered the books I had chosen, and went to the old woman to ask about price. Again just as throughout the store, I could find no prices, whereas before in other stores in California I had always known how much a book would cost. Knowing the prices had always helped me decide. This time I had to take a chance and grew elated when the old woman decided a standard price for all:

"They're all fiction, aren't they?" she asked. 

"Yes, of course!" I fudged.

"Then they're fifteen cents each."

Delighted by the price, I paid for the books with what cash I had and took them out to the car. Then I returned for the dresser and took it out to place it in the trunk and tie down the trunk lid with an old piece of raw string. I went around the side of the car and climbed in, started the engine, and straightened the books beside me on the seat feeling elated again from my discoveries until I noticed that the book Rachel had shown me wasn't among the pile.

"You didn't get the Great Adventure Stories!” I asked after she had joined me in the car. I felt oddly disappointed.

"You said we have a copy at home. I didn't think I should buy it just for the binding."

"Well, I probably would have bought it just for the message!" I insisted.

I unsprung the handbrake and fought the car away from the curb.

"Well, I felt like an intruder," she explained. "I felt as if it wasn't meant for me to read."

I remained mute, squelching a response.

"Besides, she ruined it."

"Ruined it! What do you mean she ruined it!” I found myself surprised at how angry I sounded.

"There was more in the back you didn't see."

"Oh, really!"

"Yes, she went on and on with a great deal of self-pity."

I felt an odd remorse.

"Something about being pregnant and about the boyfriend being killed or something."

"That's self-pity!” I exclaimed.

"Well, she just goes on and on! She should have stopped at what she said on the inside cover page!"

I studied her profile as she gazed out the windshield. Resigned, I focused my attention on guiding the car along busy streets past other old thrift stores toward the towering freeway bridge that took us across the Lake Union with boats and ships and wet and gleaming logs.

I steered the car through streets that still seemed foreign until we reached our recently rented upper flat on 37th Avenue that overlooked the wide, sparkling lake.

We sat within the empty flat filled with unpacked boxes and the old pale green dresser I had deposited then ignored. We sat silent within the bare rooms sipping our iced wine while gazing out the large window at the vast, blue lake, the distant houses, the distant forest of hemlock beneath the purple gray haze of Cascade mountains beyond.”

Having pounded out a letter to Linda describing his adventures in his new location and suggesting she might visit, Felix felt comforted when he received her prompt, promising reply. Reading his name and address on the envelope he found in his mailbox, immediately recognizing her elegant classic cursive writing Felix grew excited. 

Carefully opening the envelope, withdrawing the sheets and unfolding them, he noted that her letter was written on stationary with a bird in a gilded cage on the upper left-hand corner of the first page. Had she deliberately chosen that paper to signify how she saw herself? Then Felix with a flush of warmth read what she had set down with words beginning sentences in grand sweeping letters as curlicues followed by a smooth, elegant flow of one word linked to the next.

Felix on first reading the notes she had left in his box at Armstrong had been immediately impressed by her careful, neat hand, he following the movement of the letters of the words imagining her setting down so carefully what she wrote, her small, delicate hand with manicured, unpolished nails moving with a steady controlled pace. Felix had always thought her writing appeared to mirror her appearance, her apparel always conservative yet fashionable and somewhat elegant. 

Another somewhat odd and notable aspect of all her messages, at the top of the each page, she had placed in her elegant style what appeared two letters of which neither Felix, nor for that matter Fist more recently, could discern the significance or meaning, those letters perhaps some sign of her faith. When had she begun using that sign in all her correspondence? From whom had she learned it? Everything about her manner and appearance had created for Felix a fascinating enigma prompting him to pursue an answer. That Linda happened to be an attractive, refined young woman certainly helped.

Linda had just turned nineteen when Felix had noticed her in one of his first classes, a petite woman of soft, unblemished features without a mask of cosmetics, blue eyes, long, light-brown hair worn Madonna style emulating the Virgin Mother, Linda a true believer in the faith which she had inherited at birth, her young, slender body always sheathed in apparel that seemed to cling to her trim frame, small breasts, narrow waist, hips slightly swelling into a small, well-shaped bottom, trim legs, small feet in moderate heels, her overall appearance well-suited, always carefully managed for the profession of paralegal assistant for which she had trained at Armstrong.

Linda had an ingénue, virginal presence helped by her fresh, natural beauty, her voice always soft when she spoke to him always addressing him with respect, and when they had grown close, her manner engaged but still respectful of his status. No surprise that from his first contact with her, Felix had noticed Linda’s natural beauty, her quiet resigned manner, her obvious ability, her respect for his position and knowledge. He admiring her light-coloring and delicate features did feel surprise at her informing him of her Italian heritage, even offering him phrases in Italian in addition to her family name.

In addition to her Roman Catholic faith, Felix would learn of her accomplished study of the piano he had later witnessed one time when invited with Rachel to Linda’s home Felix thought elegant near Piedmont, an area of luxurious homes just north of Oakland where Linda lived on Monzal with her mother who appeared to Felix approaching senior status.

Felix at the time had been unaware of Rachel’s having developed a similar talent before abandoning it after the death of her mother with whom she had performed recitals, one at the Hollywood Bowl, Rachel’s response to Linda’s accomplished playing one of studied reserve offering only token approval to a well-groomed young woman who, without surprise, had obviously attracted the attention of her spouse.

Felix had begun “mentoring” Linda when she had taken more than one of the classes he had lectured at Armstrong, he, as usual indifferent or most likely inattentive to Rachel’s repressed response, tempered somewhat by Linda’s ingénue manner of cordial respect for Rachel as a mature woman, mother of two children, also her mentor’s wife. 

Fist could not recall why or on what occasion Felix had started inviting Linda to the bungalow on North Valley in Berkeley.

2-20-65

Linda came to supper last night. Evening ended about 1:30 in the morning. Took Linda home and we sat talking until at least two-thirty. Felt it hard to communicate so merely took her hand. She seemed surprised. Felt very strange driving home. Have not felt this aware in some time, not since how I felt for Gloria. I most likely frightened her.  

2-22-65

I had wondered what Linda’s reaction would be when we met again at school. She said she was sorry for hurrying into her house. Yet I felt I should be the one apologizing for my sudden move to take her hand.

3-13-65

Linda again came to supper. Just her and Rachel and I had a very relaxed evening. We laughed over two-year-old Paul’s antics flirting with Linda. A wonderful evening with supper before the fire. Took Linda home about 12. We talked until 2. Surprising how honest I can be with her about my feelings. She surprised me by taking my hand.

Perhaps Felix had encouraged Linda as he had encouraged others to seek his help for special tutoring, Felix always responsive to any young woman seeking his guidance, especially when seated in his chair of William Morris’ Arts and Crafts design like the one he had slept in as a child. Seated in that chair, a plywood board across the wide arms used as a desk, a young woman in fashionable dress seated on the embroidered cushioned stool, her knees almost touching his as Felix attended wisely to the work for which she had sought his help.

Fist not finding any further entries in a daily calendar reread that first letter Felix had received from Linda after he had moved to Seattle:

7/12/65

Fm

Dear Felix,

To know just where to begin is a bit difficult. It seems like an eternity since we met that Thursday before you left.

First of all—I’m delighted you made it in one piece. But, then, you had to arrive safe and sound in Seattle with all the prayers that were floating up to Saint Tom. The house sounds great. The view sounds as if it will have top priority over any other spot. At least I know I will enjoy it when I stay in the “guest room.”

Mother sends you both her sincere thanks for the dinner and wine. She said she tried to get you on that last Thursday, but no answer. Anyway—you made her very happy..

You also might thank Rachel for the dresses, hat, and perfume. The dresses look darling except for the beige, which leaves a lot to be desired since I’m far too “bony” for the square neck line. Anyway, be sure to send along my thanks. How is she? Better?

The pine tree you gave me has been getting my loving attention. I found out from my neighbor’s gardener that pines should be watered at the base of their containers every other day in “normal” heat. I’ve begun doing this faithfully, and it’s paying off. Green is already beginning to show in the brown areas! It will be waiting for you if you ever want it back.

Work is hectic to say the least. I’ve found out that the legal world is like a circus—all three rings. I’m learning new procedures, go to court more often than at first, and in general becoming “educated” all over again. 

Oh yes—two things I want to share— First of all, I got a $10 raise effective this month. Quite a surprise! Second, I may get to sit in on a murder preliminary trial next week. I realize this doesn’t sound too inviting, but it should be interesting.

Good luck on the job hunting! Sorry to read of your disappointments. I hope you get the teaching assignment you want. My prayers are with you, but I know you’ll get one and do well, and your students will surely benefit from what you offer.

The Friday you left was impossible. Everywhere I turned I ran into ghosts I couldn’t seem to face. I thought of a walk to Jack London Square, but that was too hard, so I walked somewhere new. First I explored Bret Harte Boardwalk where I found a small bookshop which I love. Then I went to Saint Mary’s Church. I never realized it was so close. I went in and prayed—harder than I’ve ever prayed before—and asked God to help me. He did, and I walked back to work determined to go forward to make him proud of me and you proud of me.

I’ve read almost constantly in my spare time. I finished The Trial, and I was unable to talk about it for a few days it had such an impact. [Fist wondered to whom she had talked about Kafka’s work, but that comment apparently had flown over Felix’s head in his excitement from reading her letter] The owner of the bookshop—Ann Defembacher— now keeps me supplied in paperbacks—Salinger, Sartre, Steinbeck, Lawrence, Yeats, etc. My eyes are strained, but my mind and heart are getting full—and I’m content.

I still exist, Felix. If you want me, just close your eyes—I’m here. Everything we did was real. The things we shared are still as alive as that “world in a grain of sand and heaven in a wild flower.”

Never be timid when it comes to “opening up” with me. I’m as ready now to listen as I was then.

Write and finish your stories. I’m still waiting to read them. Now who’s rambling? I’ll end and let you free of this “diary of a young girl.”

In general, all is well. I have lots of things to tell you, but it’s impossible in one letter. More later. Give my regards to Rachel. Stay well and God bless you.

Write when you have time. Don’t worry about having to keep up with my travel log letters. I’ll write soon.

I miss you, too.

Domani,*

Linda

*I couldn’t resist using the word “domani.” It seems as though that’s the only way I can do anything with you—even in letters. Lin’

During the last week of July and the first week of August, Felix listened to the roar of U-class racing boats practicing for Seafair on a course between Seward Park and the I-90 floating bridge. On first hearing them, having learned of the fair while touring downtown Seattle when approached by an attractive young woman with long blond hair, blue eyes, dressed in white, thigh-length dress and antique sailor’s hat who offered him a pin commemorating the Seafair event and Torchlight parade for a donation that he readily gave. 

That same afternoon Felix climbed to the small bedroom he used as a study with all his books, stooped through the small door onto the small porch with low railing and from that lofty vantage point he could sometimes see the large plumes of water kicked up by large power boats that he read about either in the morning Seattle Post Intelligencer or afternoon Seattle Times where he learned that many of the boats that consistently won were capable of reaching a speed of 100 mph. No surprise they kicked up such large “rooster tails” in their wake.

During the last week of July, Felix read of a riot in Hunter’s Point, San Francisco, where in his green VW Bug he once had made deliveries for a boiler room scan operation soliciting sales whose proceeds supposedly benefited the visually impaired but actually fueled the Corvette of one of the phone salesmen. Having previously read of a riot in the Hough District of Cleveland, he also read of the so-called cultural revolution and rise of the Red Guard in China. His brooding upon such ghastly events was not relieved by what he read in Linda’s next letter despite his feeling of closeness and warmth from receiving it:

7.27.65

Fm

Dear Felix,

Now I’m writing letters and then throwing them away after I received your letter. I tried to answer by telling you all the petty things that have been happening because I didn’t want to tell you how I felt the day you left. I’m not sure why—I simply felt unable to express what went on inside of me. Now, after some thought, I think I can.

When the door closed behind me, I was frozen. I wanted to reopen it, but my arms were numb and wouldn’t move. I wanted to climb the six flight of steps, but my legs were filled with lead. I closed my eyes, but red pin wheels and my tears forced them open. I was suddenly tired—too tired to go back to work and too tired to hold back my tears. 

There I stood feeling the same dull throbbing pain shoot through my body that I felt when Tom died [Linda’s much older brother]. Alone—oh, dear God—was I alone!

I finally did go back and force myself to work—type, file, shorthand. I did it all as if nothing else mattered. When I took my break at 3:00, I was unable to stand up. I felt every fiber of my body tremble. You were everywhere and no where. I thought about your traffic ticket and wondered if you would pay it downstairs. Yet, I did not dare to walk down to check because I knew I would lose what control I had left. 

Mr. “A” picked me up at 5:00 and drove me to North Alameda for the long awaited baby shower for my cousin Joanne. I knew Mother would be expecting a performance from me. So I gave her the show she wanted. Wearing my new dress, I smiled brilliantly, kissed great aunts, basked in Joanne’s loveliness, and all the while smiled, smiled, smiled until my mouth ached from the strain.

Just before the end of the evening Bev (Tom’s wife) took me aside and gave me a graduation present—a gold disc chain engraved on the back with: “God give me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, the courage to change the things I can, and the wisdom to know the difference.”

I could feel her look through me as I opened the box. After thanking her, she gave me a questioning look and asked, 

“Something’s wrong. What! Your mouth smiles but not your eyes. Why!” 

I remember offering something about “being tired,” and I remember how she answered. 

“OK,” she said. “No questions asked, but heed the advice on your charm.” She kissed me goodbye. She was gone—and so were you.

The evening ended, and the rest you know. Friday I almost fell apart at lunch but found myself again at Old Saint Mary’s. It’s been rough, but I’m determined to be happy—never regretting anything we shared and remembering everything.

More later.

Felix had waited anxiously for her following letter that to his relief arrived the next day. While he waited, Felix grew somber by what he read in The Seattle Times of President Lyndon Johnson increasing troop strength in Vietnam from 75K to 125K, doubling the monthly military draft from 17K to 35K, the bulk of infantry riflemen mostly working class people of color contributing more than 50% to battlefield deaths. 

Two weeks earlier Felix had read of the death of Adlai Stevenson, US ambassador to the UN, twice Democratic nominee for President defeated twice by Eisenhower, five-star general, celebrated war hero who had never experienced combat directly.

7/28/65

Fm

Dear Felix,

It is now almost 2:00. Since I had noon duty today, my lunch hour extends to 2:30. I enjoy noon duty. Everyone is gone to lunch except one deputy and myself. It gives me time to think and pull myself together for the long afternoon.

Everyone here is talking about the Alameda County tax scandal. Actually it’s quite a mess. The D.A is busy investigating everyone, people are being searched, warrants are being typed in reams, and confusion reigns. It’s another Teapot Dome affair.

I’ve been walking down to J. L Square again. In general, life is busier. Sun-tanned men can be seen everywhere washing down boats, checking motors, and loading food lockers. The sailboat you liked and wished you could buy is still docked. It looks ready for sea waiting for us to immediately sail away, if only we could. 

I think I know who the owner is. One day last week, a very tanned pleasant man saw me standing looking down at his boat. He smiled and said something to the effect that “she is a fine ship.”

The pine tree has sprouted some more green. Gradually the brown is disappearing and the branches are becoming less brittle. Life and hope springs eternal.

How does a Labor Day weekend sound for my trip to Seattle?

I can’t promise anything as yet, but I’m beginning to make some plans. I intend to ask for one day off so I can have extra travel time. Let me know if that’s O.K. with you and then I’ll go from there.

I’ve been reading some short stories by D.H. Lawrence. I like his style. After I finish with these stories, I think I’ll attempt Lady C’s Lover. I’ve also started Kafka’s short stories—great!

How are Rachel and the kids? Illnesses all over? Say hello for me.

I’m sorry Ricardo didn’t make the trip, but I can’t say I’m surprised. I’m only sorry Rachel had to do all the driving alone.

Oh yes—things are looking up. I have a couple of offers to share an apartment. One I particularly like is with Sue Buckley. I remember you had her in a class. Something to consider anyway.

In general, all is calm. However, it may be just the “calm before the storm.” You can be sure that once it breaks the gale winds will blow from all directions.

I miss you very much. I have so much to tell you—so much to confide in you. But that will have to wait. Maybe in September if I come to Seattle? Please take care of yourself. Relax while you can. I’m glad you think a lot of St. Thomas. He’s always there if you want him.

I have to end. Lunch hour was over 30 seconds ago.

Write when you can. I’ll write soon.

I feel your love and send mine back.

Domani,

Linda

Felix upon reading “I feel your love and send mine back,” flushed with warmth and ached from his sense of loss, his moist eyes glistening. What had he done! What had he done! Oh! If he could only hold her in his arms! And what if she were unable to make the trip? Would he ever know what she had experienced, what she had felt and had wanted to reveal? 

Felix thought of Ricardo, another student in one of his classes who had offered to help Rachel drive the Bug to Seattle but then decided he had to return to Peru to accept a job offer he said he couldn’t refuse.

The widely promoted, widely broadcast local festive atmosphere of Seafair over for another year, Felix was assailed by national media coverage of a five-day riot in Watts, California resulting in 34 killed, 4000 arrested. Felix recalled his drive through Torrance to Redondo Beach at night passing on the border of the Watts ghetto to meet with Pearce’s wife in a travel trailer behind her parents’ house. Felix, of course, was shocked and dismayed by witnessing the violence broadcast on TV, especially the unwarranted violence against a white truck driver dragged from the cab of an 18-wheeler and repeatedly beaten until unconscious and left for dead but almost miraculously somehow survived and just as surprisingly declared he held no animosity toward his attackers.

Trying to keep alive the brief sense of romance he had shared with Linda, Felix sent letters almost weekly to Linda and received frequent letters in reply. He also called as often as they could arrange a time when they were able to talk openly without the hovering presence of Rachel and especially of Linda’s mother who had become increasingly troubled by her daughter’s romantic relationship with a married man.

Felix discussed with Linda her visiting during the Labor Day weekend. Rachel seemed resigned to that visit and the arrival of frequent letters from Linda over several months. Why Rachel abided Felix’s fantasy is unclear. Why should Felix courting yet another young woman matter when so far nothing more than an emotional attachment had occurred? Yet, Rachel’s attitude seemed contrary to a claim Fist had read that women in a significant relationship with either a man or woman considered an emotional commitment toward someone other than themselves worse than sexual infidelity. 

In addition, Felix had come to Seattle with Rachel and her children apparently committed to support Rachel through her work for a graduate degree even after her affair with a young man Felix had met while working at Stingy Jim’s and any other person unknown to Felix. What grounds did she have for challenging Felix continuing an obvious romantic connection that would unlikely develop into something more given what she perceived as the personality of the young woman with whom Felix was now exchanging frequent letters with little apparent chance of succeeding in fulfilling any fantasy of something more than letters.

What exactly the nature of that fantasy she could only imagine as much as Felix. Yet all such troubling considerations where somewhat resolved by Linda’s next letter:

August 10, 1965

Fm

Dear Felix,

Since I received your last letter, I’ve started at least three times to write and have torn up everyone. But I have to write this letter, and I have to write it now.

There’s no other way to say it. As of now, I won’t be coming to Seattle. When I told dear mother that I intended to visit Seattle over Labor Day weekend, she, of course said NO! In reply, I said it wouldn’t matter what she said because I would most likely go anyway. So she started “riding me” saying things like, “You can’t use those people like this,” and “You won’t ruin their marriage,” and “You little trouble-maker” etc...etc...Etc.— She said that regardless of whatever I intended, she would stop me by making trouble for me and for you and that I’d better make my decision. But while she couldn’t do anything more to me than she already has, I’m afraid for you and for Rachel, too. What if she were to say something to Mr. “A” that would give a bad impression of you and he would contact his son who’s an administrator for the Seattle School District who could hire you for a teaching assignment? I still have hopes of having Mr. “A” contacting his son in Seattle so his son will expect your contacting him and will look on you favorably. What if Mr. “A’s” or his son’s impression of you would be ruined? I can’t take that chance. Besides, I’m beginning to think Mother would go to any length to destroy you and thus destroy me, even if it meant that in the end she would destroy herself.

So—as of now—Labor Day is impossible. I would never under any circumstances do anything that would hurt you. Understand as you always have. I wanted this letter to be one of encouragement since your letter sounded so depressing in your not yet having found work and your shrinking resources and increasing expenses, but I seem to be falling short of my goal. I wish I could say something comforting about your job hunting but there is nothing really that can be said. Just know that my prayers are always with you, and always look toward domani. Things will change.

I’m having dinner tonight with Aunt Bev. I haven’t seen her since Joanne’s baby shower, but she called Sunday to ask me to dinner. We’re eating some place at J. L. Square. I find it odd that she should want to have dinner there. I wonder if it has anything to do with my reaction toward her the night of the shower and her recently having talked to Mother. I’ll let you know how our meeting turn’s out.

I’ve been showing Mr. “A’s” granddaughter around Oakland and S.F. these past three weeks. She’s on a visit from Seattle for at least another two weeks. She is very nice, but I find her a rather shallow seventeen year old—teenager is the word I want. After she leaves, I think I’ll either be able to hang out my shingle for “Love Counselor” or have a nervous breakdown. I have never seen a girl so wound up in boys. You’d think she would die without 12000 men hanging around. I was seventeen once too, but I never seemed to be that “boy crazy.” But—then—I guess I was different—or something. [Fist considered at length what that “something” might have been.]

A word of warning—you had better hold off your next letter for a while. Every time I get a letter, I see Mom “eye” it with a certain gleam. I never open any mail in front of her and I keep all your letters locked at work in my desk drawer, so just to be on the safe side, wait awhile. And if you do write back right away, talk about the weather in Seattle and don’t mention my cancelled trip. She’s not above reading my mail.

There I go again—being stern, but what can I do? I want to come. I want you to write, but I can’t take the chance of anything happening to you.

Give my best to Rachel. I hope she’s well.

Think of me as I do you. Remember only the sunshine days we had together and forget the gray days. They can’t last forever. Above all—understand.

Domani,

Linda

P.S. In reading this over, I sound so dramatic—I didn’t mean to be.

I also sound cold. Again, I don’t mean to be, but what can I do? How else could I have told you?

Sunshine days? Yes, Seattle in August had sunny days, but reading her letters, feeling a warmth from deep regard, Felix still had trouble not brooding on how his days were going: He not yet having found a job that would allow him to use his intellectual talents and not have to fall back on pumping gas. He also had to put up more than once with some jerk at Shell Oil hounding him for payment on his Shell creditcard threatening to cancel it and turn his account over to collections and Felix now with dwindling resources finding difficult paying rent and utilities, daycare, groceries, and only able to afford the cheapest wine in gallon jugs, he always short of readily available funds needing that credit card to make ends meet.

Felix’s sour attitude from his financial struggles were only briefly relieved by yet another anticipated letter from Linda that didn’t much help make his day:

8-11-65

Fm

2:00—work 

Dear Felix,

This is going to be short and most likely messy.

I got your second letter. When I read it, I became unbearably sad. I thought of my letter I mailed yesterday telling you that I couldn’t come over Labor Day weekend. I’m so depressed, but, then, I realize I must stick to my original decision. I have to for all of us but especially for you to keep you safe.

I’m interested now in reading Agee’s letters. He is a most sensitive person—or should I say was a sensitive person? It depresses me to think he will never write again. Yet, his perseverance makes me want to learn about everything that’s important in life, so I, too, can write about it.

Our weather here is bleak. The city is steeped in fog and constant misty rain, yet somehow the weather pleases me, just like it once pleased you until you moved to Seattle. This noon I took a walk down to the Square and found myself smiling. I felt free—free to think, free to dream, free to drift. For one hour I was almost a whole person.

The D.H.Lawrence stories I read were “The Woman Who Rode Away,” “In Love” and two others. I enjoyed “TW Who RA—very good use of ancient tribal customs and attitudes. “In Love” I found to be dry. I couldn’t be moved by the actions and feelings of the characters.

My dinner with Bev last night (I mentioned it in my last letter) was delightful. Contrary to what I expected, she didn’t try to “cross-examine” me. In fact, we just had a relaxed dinner and talked about nothing. She certainly is a beautiful woman and someone I love very deeply. You would like her as you would have liked Tom.

I must go—“break” is over. I’ll write soon. I know I told you to hold off on your letters for a while and I do want you to be careful so my mother won’t poke her head in my business, but—oh, it’s so wonderful to hear from you.

I miss you—

Forgive my depression. I don’t want to burden you.

Domani,

Linda

Linda’s next letter surprised him but didn’t improve his mood:

8.17.65

Fm

Dear Felix,

We received Rachel’s letter inviting us to visit. Mother is going to write her an answer tonight, so she should receive a letter in a few days. As of now, we aren’t coming. She keeps talking of “imposing, “causing them trouble,” etc. She also has no intention of “allowing” me to come either. Nothing has changed on that score.

But enough of depressing news. I seem to do nothing but write you about things that make me sad.

I just finished reading Arthur Miller’s After the Fall. It had the same effect on me as O’Neil’s Long Day’s Journey Into Night. I found the same attempt of two men to search their souls. The effect on me at least is one of complete anima. I’m filled with a feeling of respect and compassion torn between do I love them for what they express or do I feel sorry because their lives were such a mess. But then I look at myself and then
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