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Julia

T have here changed most of the names. I don’t know
that it matters anymore, but I believe the heavy girl
on the train still lives in Cologne and I am not sure
that even now the Germans like their premature anti-
Nazis. More important, Julia’s mother is still living and 5
so, perhaps, is Julia’s daughter. Almost certainly, the
daughter’s father lives in San Francisco.

In 1937, after I had written The Children’s Hour and
Days to Come, 1 had an invitation to attend a theatre 10
festival in Moscow. Whenever in the past I wrote about
that journey, I omitted the story of my trip through
Berlin because I did not feel able to write about Julia.

Dorothy Parker and her husband, Alan Campbell,
were going to Europe that same August, and so we crossed 15
together on the old Normandie, a pleasant trip even though
Campbell, and his pretend-good-natured feminine jibes,
had always made me uneasy.

When we reached Paris I was still undecided about
going on to Moscow. I stayed around, happy to meet

I
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Gerald and Sara Murphy for the first time, Heming-

way, who came up from Spain, and James Lardner,

Ring Lardner’s son, who was soon to enlist in the In-

ternational Brigade and to lose his life in Spain a few
5 months later.

I liked the Murphys. I was always to like and be in-
terested in them, but they were not for me what they
had been to an older generation. They were, possibly,
all that Calvin Tomkins says in his biography: they

w had style, Gerald had wit, Sara grace and shrewdness,
and that summer, soon after they had lost both their
sons, they had a sweet dignity. But through the many
years I was to see them after that I came to believe
they were not as bonny as others thought them, or with-

15 out troubles with each other, and long before the end—the
end of my knowing them, I mean, a few years before
Gerald died, when they saw very few of their old friends—
I came to think that too much of their lives had been
based on style. Style is mighty pleasant for those who

20 benefit from it, but maybe not always rewarding for those
who make and live by its necessarily strict rules.

There were many other people that summer in Paris,
famous and rich, who invited Dottie for dinners and
country lunches and the tennis she didn’t play and the

25 pools she didn’t swim in. It gave me pleasure then, and
forever after, that people courted her. I was amused at
her excessive good manners, a kind of put-on, often there
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to hide contempt and dislike for those who flattered
her at the very minute she begged for the flattery. When
she had enough to drink the good manners got so good
they got silly, but then the words came funny and sharp
to show herself, and me, I think, that nobody could buy s
her. She was wrong: they could and did buy her for years.
But they only bought a limited ticket to her life and in
the end she died on her own road.

It was a new world for me. I had been courted around
New York and Hollywood, as is everybody who has been 10
a success in the theatre and young enough not to have
been too much on display. But my invitations were second-
class stuff compared to Dottie’s admirers that month in
Paris. I had a fine time, one of the best of my life. But
one day, after a heavy night’s drinking, I didn’t anymore. 15
1 was a child of the Depression, a kind of Puritan Socialist,

I guess—although to give it a name is to give it a sharper
outline than it had—and I was full of the strong feelings
the early Roosevelt period brought to many people.
Dottie had the same strong feelings about something 2
we all thought of as society and the future, but the dif-
ference between us was more than generational—she
was long accustomed to much I didn’t want. It was true
that she always turned against the famous and the rich
who attracted her, but I never liked them well enough 2
to bother that much.

I had several times that month spoken on the phone
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with my beloved childhood friend Julia, who was study-

ing medicine in Vienna, and so the morning after the

heavy drinking I called Julia to say I would come to

Vienna the next day en route to Moscow. But that same
5 night, very late, she called back.

She said, “I have something important for you to do.
Maybe you’ll do it, maybe you can’t. But please stay
in Paris for a few days and a friend will come to see you.
If things work as I hope, you’ll decide to go straight to

10 Moscow by way of Berlin and I’ll meet you on your way
back.”

When 1 said 1 didn’t understand, who was the friend,
why Berlin, she said, “I can’t answer questions. Get a
German visa tomorrow. You’ll make your own choice,

15 but don’t talk about it now.”

It would not have occurred to me to ignore what
Julia told me to do because that’s the way it had always
been between us. So 1 went around the next morning to
the German consulate for a visa. The consul said they’d

20 give me a traveling permit, but would not allow me to
stay in Berlin overnight, and the Russian consul said
that wasn’t unusual for people en route to Moscow.

I waited for two days and was about to call Julia again
on the day of the morning I went down for an early

25 breakfast in the dining room of the Hotel Meurice. (I
had been avoiding Dottie and Alan, all invitations, and
was troubled and annoyed by two snippy, suspicious notes
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from Alan about what was I up to, why was I locked in
my room?) The concierge said the gentleman on the
bench was waiting for me. A tall middle-aged man got
up from the bench and said, “Madame Hellman? I
come to deliver your tickets and to talk with you about s
your plans. Miss Julia asked me to call with the travel
folders.”

We went into the dining room, and when I asked him
what he would like he said, in German, “Do you think
I can have an egg, hot milk, a roll? I cannot pay for 1
them.”

When the waiter moved away, the tall man said, “You
must not understand German again. I made a mistake.”

I said I didn’t understand enough German to worry
anybody, but he didn’t answer me and took to reading 1
the travel folders until the food came. Then he ate very
fast, smiling as he did it, as if he were remembering
something pleasant from a long ago past. When he
finished, he handed me a note. The note said, “This
is my friend, Johann. He will tell you. But 7 tell you, 2
don’t push yourself. If you can’t you can’t, no dishonor.
Whatever, I will meet you soon. Love, Julia.”

Mr. Johann said, “I thank you for fine breakfast.
Could we walk now in Tuileries?”

As we entered the gardens he asked me how much I
knew about Benjamin Franklin, was I an expert? I
said I knew almost nothing. He said he admired Franklin
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and perhaps someday I could find him a nice photo-
graph of Franklin in America. He sat down suddenly on
a bench and mopped his forehead on this cool, damp
day.

s “Have you procured a German visa?”

“A traveling visa. I cannot stay overnight. I can only
change stations in Berlin for Moscow.”’

“Would you carry for us fifty thousand dollars? We
think, we do not guarantee, you will be without trouble.

1 You will be taking the money to enable us to bribe out
many already in prison, many who soon will be. We
are a small group, valuable workers against Hitler. We
are of no common belief or religion. The people who
will meet you for the money, if your consent is given,

15 were once small publishers. We are of Catholic, Com-
munist, many beliefs. Julia has said that I must remind
you for her that you are afraid of being afraid, and so
will do what sometimes you cannot do, and that could
be dangerous to you and to us.”

2 I took to fiddling with things in my pocketbook, lit
a cigarette, fiddled some more. He sat back as if he were
very tired, and stretched.

After a while I said, “Let’s go and have a drink.”
He said, “I repeat. We think all will go well, but much

2 could go wrong. Julia says I must tell you that, but that
if we should not hear from you by the time of Warsaw,
Julia will use her family with the American ambassador



there through Uncle John.”

“I know her family. There was a time she didn’t be-
lieve in them much.”

“She said you would note that. And so to tell you
that her Uncle John is now governor. He does not like s
her but did not refuse her money for his career. And
that her mother’s last divorce has made her mother
dependent on Julia as well.”

I laughed at this picture of Julia controlling mem-
bers of her very rich family. I don’t think we had seen 10
each other more than ten or twelve times since we were
eighteen years old and so the years had evidently brought
changes I didn’t know about. Julia had left college, gone
to Oxford, moved on to medical school in Vienna, had
become a patient-pupil of Freud’s. We had once, in the s
last ten years, spent a Christmas holiday together, and
one summer, off Massachusetts, we had sailed for a
month on her small boat, but in the many letters we had
written in those years neither of us knew much more
than the bare terms of each other’s life, nothing of the 2
daily stuff that is the real truth, the importance.

I knew, for example, that she had become, maybe
always was, a Socialist, and lived by it, in a one-room
apartment in a slum district of Vienna, sharing her
great fortune with whoever needed it. She allowed
herself very little, wanted very little. Oddly, gifts to me
did not come into the denial: they were many and ex-
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travagant. Through the years, whenever she saw anything
I might like, it was sent to me: old Wedgwood pieces, a
Toulouse-Lautrec drawing, a fur-lined coat we saw
together in Paris, a set of Balzac that she put in a rare
s Empire desk, and a wonderful set of Georgian jewelry,
I think the last thing she could have had time to buy.
I said to the gray man, “Could I think it over for a
few hours? That’s what Julia meant.”

He said, “Do not think hard. It is best not to be too

10 prepared for matters of this kind. I will be at the station
tomorrow morning. If you agree to carry the money,
you will say hello to me. If you have decided it is not
right for you, pass by me. Do not worry whichever is
decided by you.” He held out his hand, bowed, and

15 moved away from me across the gardens.

I spent the day in and around Sainte-Chapelle, tried
to eat lunch and dinner, couldn’t, and went back to
the hotel to pack only after I was sure Dottie and Alan
would have gone to dinner with the Murphys. I left a

20 note for them saying I was leaving early in the morning
and would find them again after Moscow. I knew I had
spent the whole day in a mess of indecision. Now I lay
down, determined that I would not sleep until I had
taken stock of myself. But decisions, particularly im-

25 portant ones, have always made me sleepy, perhaps
because I know that I will have to make them by in-
stinct, and thinking things out is only what other people
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tell me I should do. In any case, I slept through the
night and rose only in time to hurry for the early morn-
ing train.

1 was not pleased to find Dottie and Alan in the
lobby, waiting to take me to the station. My protests s
were so firm and so awkward that Alan, who had a
remarkable nose for deception, asked if I had a reason
for not wanting them to come with me. When he went
to get a taxi, I said to Dottie, “Sorry if I sounded rude.
Alan makes me nervous.” 10

She smiled, “Dear Lilly, you’d be a psychotic if he
didn’t.”

At the railroad station I urged them to leave me
when my baggage was carried on, but something had
excited Alan: perhaps my nervousness; certainly notis
his claim that they had never before known anybody
who was en route to Moscow. He was full of bad jokes
about what I must not say to Russian actors, how to
smuggle out caviar, and all the junk people like Alan
say when they want to say something else. 20

I saw the gray man come down the platform. As he
came near us Alan said, “Isn’t that the man I saw you
with in the Tuileries yesterday?” And as 1 turned to
say something to Alan, God knows what it would have
been, the gray man went past me and was moving
back into the station.

I ran toward him. “Mr. Johann. Please, Mr. Jo-
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hann.” As he turned, I lost my head and screamed,
“Please don’t go away. Please.”

He stood still for what seemed like a long time, frown-
ing. Then he moved slowly back toward me, as if he

5 were coming with caution, hesitation.

Then I remembered: I said, “I only wanted to say
hello. Hello to you, Mr. Johann, hello.”

“Hello, Madame Hellman.”

Alan had come to stand near us. Some warning had

to be made. “This is Mr. Campbell and Miss Parker

there. Mr. Campbell says he saw us yesterday and now
he will ask me who you are and say that he didn’t know
we knew each other so well that you would come all
this way to say goodbye to me.”

15 Mr. Johann said, without hesitation, “I wish I could
say that was true. But I have come to search for my
nephew who is en route to Poland. He is not in his
coach, he is late, as is his habit. His name is W. Franz,
car 4, second class, and if I do not find him I would

2 be most grateful if you say to him I came.” He lifted
his hat. “I am most glad, Madame Hellman, that we
had this chance to say hello.”

“Oh, yes,” 1 said, “indeed. Hello. Hello.”
When he was gone, Alan said, “What funny talk.
2z You're talking like a foreigner.”
“Sorry,” I said, “sorry not to speak as well as you do
in Virginia,”
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Dottie laughed, T kissed her and jumped for the train.
I was nervous and went in the wrong direction. By the
time a conductor told me where my compartment was,
the train had left the station. On the connecting plat-

L]

form, before I reached my coach, a young man was
standing holding a valise and packages. He said, “I am
W. Franz, nephew, car 4, second class. This is a birthday
present from Miss Julia.” He handed me a box of candy
and a hatbox marked ‘“Madame Pauline.” Then he
bowed and moved off. 10

I carried the boxes to my compartment, where two
young women were sitting on the left bench. One girl
was small and thin and carried a cane. The other was
a big-boned woman of about twenty-eight, in a heavy
coat, wrapped tight against this mild day. I smileds
at them, they nodded, and I sat down. I put my pack-
ages next to me and only then noticed that there was
a note pasted on the hatbox. I was frightened of it,
thought about taking it to the ladies’ room, decided
that would look suspicious, and opened it. I had a good 2
memory in those days for poems, for what people said,
for the looks of things, but it has long since been blurred
by time. But I still remember every word of that note:
“At the border, leave the candy box on the seat. Open
this box and wear the hat. There is no thanks for what 2
you will do for them. No thanks from me either. But
there is the love I have for you. Julia,”
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I sat for a long time holding the note. I was in a state
that T have known since I was old enough to know
myself, and that to this day frightens me and makes
me unable even to move my hands. I do not mean to

5 be foolishly modest about my intelligence: it is often
high, but I have known since childhood that faced with
a certain kind of simple problem, I sometimes make
it so complex that there is no way out. I simply do not
see what another mind grasps immediately. I was there

1w now. Julia had not told me where to open the hatbox.
To take it into the corridor or toilet might make the
two ladies opposite me suspicious. And so I sat doing
nothing for a long time until I realized that I didn’t
know when we crossed the border—a few minutes or a

15 few hours. A decision had to be made but I could not

make it.

Childhood is less clear to me than to many people:
when it ended I turned my face away from it for no
o reason that I know about, certainly without the usual
reason of unhappy memories. For many years that
worried me, but then I discovered that the tales of
former children are seldom to be trusted. Some peo-
ple supply too many past victories or pleasures with
s which to comfort themselves, and other people cling
to pains, real and imagined, to excuse what they have
become,
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I think I have always known about my memory: I
know when it is to be trusted and when some dream
or fantasy entered on the life, and the dream, the need
of dream, led to distortion of what happened. And so
I knew early that the rampage angers of an only child s
were distorted nightmares of reality. But I trust abso-
lutely what I remember about Julia.

Now, so many years later, I could climb the steps
without a light, move in the night through the crowded
rooms of her grandparents’ great Fifth Avenue house
with the endless chic-shabby rooms, their walls covered
with pictures, their tables crowded with objects whose
value I didn’t know. True, I cannot remember anything
said or done in that house except for the first night I
was allowed to sleep there. Julia and I were both twelve 15
years old that New Year’s Eve night, sitting at a late
dinner, with courses of fish and meats, and sherbets in
between to change the tastes, “clear the palate” is what
her grandmother said, with watered wine for us, and
red and white wine and champagne for the two old 2
people. (Were they old? I don’t know: they were her
grandparents.) I cannot remember any talk at the
table, but after dinner we were allowed to go with them
to the music room. A servant had already set the phono-
graph for “So Sheep May Safely Graze,” and all four 2
of us listened until Julia rose, kissed the hand of her
grandmother, the brow of her grandfather, and left the
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room, motioning for me to follow. It was an odd ritual,
the whole thing, I thought, the life of the very rich,
and beyond my understanding.

Each New Year’s Eve of my life has brought back

5 the memory of that night. Julia and I lay in twin beds
and she recited odds and ends of poetry—every once
in a while she would stop and ask me to recite, but I
didn’t know anything—Dante in Italian, Heine in
German, and even though I could not understand

w0 either language, the sounds were so lovely that I felt
a sweet sadness as if much was ahead in the world,
much that was going to be fine and fulfilling if I could
ever find my way. I did recite Mother Goose and she
did Donne’s “Julia,” and laughed with pleasure “at

15 his tribute to me.” I was ashamed to ask if it was a Jjoke.

Very late she turned her head away for sleep, but I
said, “More, Julia, please. Do you know more?” And
she turned on the light again and recited from Ovid
and Catullus, names to me without countries.

2 I don’t know when I stopped listening to look at
the lovely face propped against the pillow—the lamp
throwing fine lights on the thick dark hair. I cannot
say now that I knew or had ever used the words gentle
or delicate or strong, but I did think that night that it

s was the most beautiful face I had ever seen. In later
years I never thought about how she looked, although
when we were grown other people often said she was
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a “strange beauty,” she “looked like nobody else,” and
one show-off said a “Burne-Jones face” when, of course,
her face had nothing to do with Burne-jones or fake
spirituality.

o

There were many vyears, almost twenty, between
that New Year’s Eve and the train moving into Ger-
many. In those years, and the years after Julia’s death,
I have had plenty of time to think about the love I
had for her, too strong and too complicated to be de-
fined as only the sexual yearnings of one girl for an-1o
other. And yet certainly that was there. I don’t know,

I never cared, and it is now an aimless guessing game.
It doesn’t prove much that we never kissed each other;
even when I leaned down in a London funeral parlor
to kiss the battered face that had been so hideously putis
back together, it was not the awful scars that worried
me: because I had never kissed her I thought perhaps
she would not want it and so I touched the face
instead.

A few years after that childhood New Year’s Eve, 20
1 was moved to a public school. (My father was having
a bad time and couldn’t afford to pay for me anymore.)
But Julia and I saw each other almost every day and
every Saturday night I still slept in her grandparents’
house. But, in time, our lives did change: Julia began
to travel all summer and in winter holidays, and when
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she returned all my questions about the beauties of
Europe would be shrugged off with badly photographed
snapshots of things that interested her: two blind chil-
dren in Cairo—she explained that the filth carried by
5 flies caused the blindness; people drinking from sewers
in Teheran; no St. Mark’s but the miserable hovel of
a gondolier in Venice; no news of the glories of Vatican
art but stories about the poverty of Trastevere.
Once she returned with a framed photograph of a
10 beautiful woman who was her mother and an English-
man who was her mother’s husband. I asked her what
she felt about seeing her mother—in all the years 1
had never heard her mention her mother—and she
‘very
s fancy castle” and the new husband poured drinks for
all the titles who liked the free stuff, but there was also
mention of Evelyn Waugh and H.G. Wells and Nancy
Cunard, and when I wanted news of them she said she

stared at me and said that her mother owned a ¢

didn’t know anything about them, they’d said hello
20 to her and that she only wanted to get out of the way
and go to her room.

“But I didn’t have a room,” she said. “Everybody
has a suite, and there are fourteen servants somewhere
below the earth, and only some of them have a win-

% dow in the cell my mother calls their room, and there’s
only one stinking bath for all of them. My mother learns
fast, wherever she is. She does not offend the host country.”
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NOTES

2E2yy Webster’s Third International Dictionary; Webster's New World
Dictionary, Second College Edition; Random House Dictionary; American
Heritage Dictionary. {2 X 5.

10

14

JULIA

I believe [} 5 | “believe” =to suppose or think.
Cologne [keloun] # A v. FiFA VDT 14RO,
The Children’s Hour FFHEOEL ~A<v OTFE o—
VB, 19344E). = o —4 ¥ 7TV FORKHOLFERRIED
7, TP RECEED ML BRI EbhA TAD
LR R Tl ~T v BEOME T EmEE I
Fro 1962EA — KV — - ~TF =y, Yy —)— 2TV AV
FHCHBELE R, MEOTAS & LTHERTHAMERT
W5
Days to Come [hefzb~_EHA) ~A<vOBEME 1936
. AP ThdD 7TV EETERE LOELRLT, L
B A M D O—F & OFER T ol
Dorethy Parker (1893—1967) 7 £ Y 70 K i S IFR.
Neaw Torker SEOEIHNA BN hiEY. TORTLBE
WAEET, SUHORFMIHARR ofe. A4 v O PIELE I
Ly Hoa -0 vEy T 4 BHRCHETHT € TREI LD
T EBORTER L A oo, WeEIfEEiD Alan Campbell &id
193344518, BEEO S T Y A RATELIC.
Normandie [ A<y 4—%] KEERFOEROS.
Gerald and Sara Murphy [P o5AF-~—7 4 —¢& %
DFER 7 T Gerald Murphy (1888—1964) A A + AT O
B - TR ¥V — 7 FEORRE T T L I9IGERE. ~
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12

14
19
23
27

16

ST =d, Do S b LRI DY TESER
» oz,

Ring Lardner (1885—1933) 7 2 Y #DY v —F Y A} « 45
R, FiNREE, WEHESR, Hrv—, BRSO AERY
HERDODHD=—ETHEL L, AHAZ— L BIER Ui,
James Lardner | Ring DEADBTFORE.
International Brigade [EIES5BT | A4 v PIELC, ica
77V aRE K7 7 v X2 OBCIcE Rk b EEEIYEE
> TIEBRIHE. ~<v, D ==L 3O 7o =
A VEHhi.

they were not for me~ [} DD DB O A 5t
LThoTek 57Tk, bl ik » Tk d 5 i o
1o

Calvin Tomkins ‘Living Well Is the Best Revenge” O
T, New Yorker £ (7-28-1962) o~ —7 4 —DIERE AT
5.

a sweet dignity [RESTCRI COLEEBICE, LA
B X 57aftrdidh DBRE LT, O,

konny =healthy, sweet, and lively.

mighty =(@formal.) very. Gf. I'm mighty pleased.

Dottie Dorothy O,

put-on =(slang.) an affected manner or behavior.

at the very minute she~ [fiadi~Libr5E% DL
&)

a limijted ticket to her life A - HMICULEN »TohS
LREDAL L BHORTEWILS L3 Lichote, OF.
not to have been too much omn display [ h¥ThHE
DABIRELER TN

the Depression [AR{E) 1920 =, —a—2Dw 4+ —1
HTOBRMEOARELREL LT 7 40 23R LEAOBRYE
DFFRIZA 7. F.D. Roosevelt [rouzovelt](1882—1945)1,
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20

25

13
22

24

20
26

75

19334E 8832 (R FRAELLR, New Deal Blfea el 7
Y AEY - EOBRTELRH .

strong feelings [BifEl7ciE R “feeling” =opinjon as dis-
tinguished from reason. FHFICIRXUIc#& Z.

something we all thought of as~ [ AHhAMM~EL
TE 2T ) HEEFa DRGRR L EEHT 5~
=V b LWEH.

I never liked them~ [P XX HEH ST EHD (e the
famous and the rich) FIFANTH N eh ot FT 4 3NAD
oD, FERHELREE DT LR T bR, EHI IR
L%,

about what was I up to~? [EEEER & REEEHISONE
LT, OFEEATRILI BT

You must not~ FA YEHIbBRWSDELD, O
Love, Julia “Love” XFEKOKRLEL, KL HBOMT
SERVZ BERTE { {3 h.  “Sincerely Yours,” “Yours,” 7r &
I DELAEBZ S T B,

Tuileries [twilori, twilti (Fr)] 7 A VYV &E] #7570 —
F e F e AT 4 FIL D ISCHEEE DA E st ) OEE.
18714E2Y « 2y 3 . —VFFEOFTHRE b, ER
EARELTER>TWD.

workers against Hitler [[Fv } 7 —OT{FE] “‘worker”
=a person engaged in a particular field, activity, or cause:
e.g. a worker for the Republican Party.

afraid of being afraid PO NSBIZHENRD 2 E O ~
A=y DR = ) THREA TN 5.

pocketbook [~y Fo3y 7]

by the time of Warsaw [wirsa] [V A 4 v EEHT E R
h: S (]

And so to tell you~ FiXD She said i< KD And
that % to tell your~ [ZHE< .
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14

27

16

23

11
19

a patient-pupil of Freud Freud [froid] 7 w4 F (1856—
1939) o iiad. EHD - SEROFHTHLRD. LXK
LB TR EEC R CORE - IFEd a7

come into the denial Julia ISR R 1, O F LI EE
BLELTWRR, bl LI D535 2 L1, 2T
EHedic, OR

Wedgweod pieces [ . » U vy FOME] 16HBERT
U %% Y AOHIEE. FREOMITERF Y v 7 OR
LA =REES AN A L Ty

Toulouse-Launtrec [tultizloutrék] w — p vy 7 (1864—
1901) 72 v ADEFE. [A—F Vv - A— , OICHELE] %
LD, TV=APADF v v —, 15 BFL SR
WELT v+ Tabhb.

a rare Empire desk ‘“rare” =unusually good; remarkably
fine. “Empire=of or characteristic of the first French Empire
(1804—15) under Napoleon; designating a style of furniture
of this period, characterized by massiveness and the use of
heavy textiles and bronze ornamentation.

Sainte Chapelle [Fr.sétfapel] <Y DFH. 7/ — b AKX 43
BOESCH D, M LERRKE ORI v 7 RO
& HFEPEIORDE TR« T 5.

I had taken stock of myself [H4OZ Lahho hEE
Li¥sBb ] “‘take stock’ =to make an estimate or appraisal,
as of available resources, probabilities, etc.

Sorry if I sounded rude. [RI/TI EH T 7DD
AT &

psychotic [saikdtik] MEEEM D] cf. neurotic.

all the junk~something else [7 3V DX 5 7mESD,
ARFCIWZ ERBHHDERE OIRHLTELT, v
B HBROML VB Le-Xh ] “junk” =anything meaningless,

fatuous or unbelievable; nonsense.
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God knows what it would have been (7 5V ODH%[H
W) AR ERS LT O RE ohii ]

to speak as well as you do in Virginia 75 /%Y v 5
v FHEC, Virginia Military Institute O#EgEd. “do”
i.e. speak.

a note pasted on the hatbox [HFXANIFHTHTILY
D THB AE] ‘note’” =a short, informal letter.

a state that I have known~ HZZLE 55 AR DOD,
S 505 RN E, BICH DM B~ ATV BL
WIXLEE, L3 o that i, T ETRRTWAREERET.

1 simply do not see~ [fRDAKILT 2L 57T
Fibote LiCiidoh big\ ] “simply’” =absolutely, completely.

I was there now. [7-LITSE5 W53 REBEH 7]

I know when~what happened. ZECLJHENEALEY
0 rZ, HEABDHEH DT “the need of dream”
g, AHOLOFCEISEEH b OF BRI REn
BWEL B EHEHLICSO.

rampage angers~ of reality DX 5 hBEYHLIOE
FR DI WD T B DI ThED, OF. “rampage”
[ré&mpeidg] =an outbreak of violent, raging behavior. ~
A=VEOED oFTHY, @b bELTHES.

red and white wine WICILSD 5 HHE S HE, FCIIAL
£S5 WE R TR

“So Sheep May Safely Graze” J].S. 3y ~{Efl(17164F)
OHvE—& 208 FDE M, “Sheep may salely graze and

pasture” LIREBY ST /DT Y TDOI Lh?

she recited odds and ends of poetry [fHL&iiHhIh
DFEDBIFE SRR L]

Donne John Donne [dan] ¢ g v « &£ (1572—1631) 4 ¥
Y ADTEIREFA. BER SHEOM HBEL L

¢at his tribute to me” Julia OEH. vl “Julia” &
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i5

16

11

15

17

17

17

23

WERThAELEHHEL T R, OF. $bAATH

Ovid [buvid] #v7 ¢ F 4 7 & (43B.C.—A.D.17?) $HKFHD
BEFEREVLe —vDFA.

Catullus [kothlos] # b p LA (84P—54?B.C.) wm——<Di}
Ao MR ED LAV EF LR B R I FHEFN S
Burne-Jones face Sir Edward Burne-Jones [bdrn-dz6unz]
(1833-98). D. G. Rossetti, William Morris D fZ#E% i { T
BieAX ) A0 T 7 7 = VEIIROES. T, #5E, Sl
¥R B & UBSEERROM 5 - SR TR TRb L.
too strong~for amother too~to~HiY. [tk
DN T ERNENV SIS E DI bR B love %
23101

that was there “that” I the sexual yearnings %59,
aimless guessing game [JoiiBHTh7nd HILoHMERL
THBIEFDZ L)

the battered face that had been so hideously put back
together [BEHLTHBEMN ST H ERBRIVEEITHD®
S TOLERIZB] “hideously” BHOX F &7

St. Marl's B8~ A =3z BWEFOLEENIIETHER.
Trastevere [lial. trasteviire] w —<DTFH, FyFHvmn
BEFr DL IHIDH B ERPICKE.

all the titles who liked the free stuff [{EHD 3 DI Ly
LRBEERES

Evelyn Waugh [fwvlin wb:] (1903—1966) A Y Ao/
e LSO BT BEYEBEL L.

H.G. Wells (1866—1946) o 2 Y AD/NRNE » thLHETR »
EERYLEREE, SF FRLLTL BRI AT .
Nancy Cunard [kjundrd](1896—1965) 1+ J ADFEA. #
BOVLDIRELTEEN, A1 - 7T L i B L CHiERE
V. FREC - TN - AR EE Y B 1

somewhere below the earth LB L 47 S Bffitebht



