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      She opened the door—and could say nothing.  She felt her mouth


slowly open and close, several soft times, but couldn’t speak.  She had been waiting for this moment for a long time, and had often wondered


when it would come and what she would say.  Her eyes, she hoped, were smiling.  She shook her head gently and made the light brown hair move as in a gentle breeze, and also, to let him know how incomprehensible it all was, to see him there, at the door…


      When her breath released itself, it was in a sigh.  How terrible—a sigh - when she was so happy to see him!  What did he think?  Well, he was there, after all those years,  standing in front of her in the dark hallway.


      He came.  He had had to find her, and he had.  He had found her, so it must have been important to him to see her again. He wasn’t just curious, was he?  No, she had known him better than that—but he had changed, hadn’t he?  She still recognized him—connected his face with a name.  How long ago—and how funny to see him there—after all this time, in a place too familiar to her, standing in that hallway.


      How many times had she opened the door and not found him there?


How many times had there been someone else instead, with a casual inquiry?  And here he was, not two feet from her, and now—she didn’t know what to do.


      There were reactions—to conceal or express? There were those choice words to say aloud. What were they now? What had been the best line?  Come on, what would impress him most? Give him the right amount of indication of how much she cared, and at the same time, give him enough freedom to express himself?  Give him a question that he could answer?  Give him a greeting that he could grasp and work from?


Give him some words to indicate , to hold, to remember when he was gone again?  Give him something and give him nothing.  Give him something that would set the tone, so he and she could be comfortable again—as they had been—and so there would not be any bad feelings or disappointments between them.  Give him something to make him return again when he was gone again?
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      And should she hold out her arms and risk that he didn’t love her; that he wouldn’t hug her, or kiss her—was that too much to ask after two years—that he should kiss her?  But he had never kissed her,  and that would not help them remember what happened between them—two years (had it been that short) ago?


      And was he hoping that she would be that responsive, anyway?  And had he hitch-hiked all the way up here and be disappointed if she did not greet him “royally”?  Or had he borrowed a car and wanted a more sedate kiss, a more refined and mature greeting, of mutual respect—no, not a handshake, no not just a “how are you?”, no not just a look of understanding, either.  And what if she said something wrong?  What if she said something sarcastic that would make him sad, or make him go away, or make him force himself through a short afternoon visit?


      If she said, “Hi, you’re late!”


      ---would he answer, “ I got held up”, or would he think that there was someone else. 


      And if she said, “How do you do?”


      ---would he answer with a smile and, “I’ve been miserable without you.” 


      Or would he frown and say, “Okay, and you? and then she might have to tell him all the bad things that had happened.


      But he would want to hear about those things, but eventually, and not tearfully, all at once.  Like before—when they had had those long Spring talks in sunny dining rooms, and they had talked about her 


Problem and about all her other problems.  And about love—but in abstract terms, and of course, not about their own relationship, because—because of the curious eyes around them.  And because of their own self-consciousness, or just hers, and of his concern-and-not-love, and maybe later, he had loved her.  
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      And he was here?  Had he loved her?  Did he love her now?  Had he come to see her  because he wanted – wanted to tell her about it.  How he had been thinking of her.  That he had realized a lot of things.  That now everything was possible.  That they would finally do something about all the talking,  about all those abstractions that might turn into reality?


      And should she invite him into her room?  Or should she take him downstairs?  Did he want to dilute what might happen between them with the safeguard of other people—of more curious eyes?  And did he


just want to see what she was doing; look her up.  Maybe even tell her 


about all the women he had had in fourteen months, and how badly they had treated him?  And could she take that?  Hadn’t she been jealous enough in absentia all these dozens of weeks?  And would he have come to tell her that he was finally happy—that he had found the perfect girl—and maybe had her waiting in the car?  Had he come to 


feel sorry for her?  Had he come to show her that it was possible to be happy?  Would he see himself as an example for her to form relationships by?


      But he had come to see her.  And he was alone in the hallway.  And if it didn’t make any difference to anyone,  she had been waiting for so long to put her arms around him.  And she had loved him enough to deserve that, even if it might make him sad to know about it.  And to know that she was lonely?  No, she had told him one day that she always liked people around her and managed to find people to laugh with.  And he had come to see her—and if she had gone to see him?  


God, she had wanted to search for him in the City.  She had sat for so


many hours in the Cloisters on a Sunday afternoon…Palm Sunday?


Had that been the last time?  And it had rained, and she had sat there, as she had when he had been with her.  And she had caught a chill and had caught the loneliness of other people there.  And he hadn’t come—and why should he have? And she had not known where else he might walk by, and so, had never gone anywhere else.  
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      And how could she have expected him to know where and when?


How could she have thought that there was some sort of telepathy between them?  And, if so, he had probably come after she had left—that was possible.  Because she had only stayed sitting there two hours,


and there were lots of hours in a Sunday afternoon.  And she had given up going there, but hadn’t given up the idea in her mind—that she would see him again?  That she would hear about him?


      Hadn’t someone said that he had taken off for New York just before school started the next year?  And hadn’t she been afraid that he had gone with one of the girls he must have known?  And then, hadn’t


someone-who-knew-someone-who-liked-him-too,  hadn’t they told her 


that he had taken off with one of the other teachers—a man, “you know, that short guy who taught History?”, and they should know, more than you…because there were rumors after he was gone.  And she had not been there to hear them ‘cause she had gone, too.  And so, he hadn’t been joking when he had said, that last hot week, “I’m going to graduate with you, I think.”


      And she, and all the others, had smiled.  And he had smiled back. And what she thought was especially at her, as in the empty classroom when she had said, “I’m happy!” And he had been glad for her.


      Or, the time that he had surprised her by asking her if she had a ride and, if not, could he give her a ride.  And she had accepted the favor,  and many times after that, until she had her own car.  And then, they would say goodbye to each other in the parking lot; if he could give her a ride in his car.


       And they had walked out  that first time to that beige Volkswagen,


and she had had to climb n on his side because the right-side door wouldn’t open.  And she had watched his smile appear as she climbed over the obstacle course of the steering wheel, gear-shift and boxes.  And how he had apologized, and how funny she felt, and how sad she had been when they arrived in front of her house.  And how much she had felt like kissing him then.
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      And she had more reason to kiss him now;  and if she did?  Could she say “I love you”?  That had been his best advice, that April: “If you


love someone, tell them about it and see what happens.” Did he remember that?


      She reached up and felt the smoothness of his rough-tweed jacket,


pressing her head next to his so she could whisper, “I love you.” So that he could hear it, if he wanted to.


      His arms tightened around her back, making her feel diminutive, for once.  Then she felt the tightening of his cheek against her hair, into a


smile. A big smile.
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