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October 2008

Jeff Lipkes, with apologies to J. D. Salinger


Though brilliantly sunny, Saturday morning was overcoat weather again, not just topcoat weather, as it had been all week and as everyone had hoped it would stay for the big weekend, the weekend of the ‘skins’ game.  Most of the twenty-some young men waiting in the station were standing around in little groups of two or three, talking in voices that, without exception, sounded congressionally dogmatic, as though each young man, in his strident, conversational turn, was clearing up, once and for all, some highly controversial issue that the non-Beltway world had been bungling, provocatively or not, for decades.


Outside, on the platform, a squat young man in an ill-fitting raincoat was reading a typewritten letter.


Dearest Barney,


I have no idea if you’ll be able to decipher this.  I can hardly hear myself think.  Anyway, I love you, I love you, I love you.  You know we’ve only danced twice in the last six months?


Til Saturday, my flower.  All my love, Fannie


About an hour later the couple was seated at an isolated table at Sickler’s.  


“Five years ago I was already sick to death of those brilliant little twenty-five-year-old underwriters with Ph.D.s in math from MIT,” Fannie was saying.  “Z-bonds, PACs, I could understand, but TACS, IOs, POs?  I stopped asking questions.”  Fannie shook her head and her tear-stained jowls quivered.


Barney cut into his pork chop.


“What I can’t forgive myself for is leaving so much of that poison on our books.”  Fannie blinked back a tear.  “Remember all those years when it was prepayments we were worried about?”  She sighed.   “You’re not angry with me?”


“Disappointed, not angry.”


Fannie sighed again.  “Dessert?”


“Can’t, I’m stuffed,” said Barney.


“Not even a plain vanilla tranche?”


Barney shook his head.


“You’ll still come see me tonight, right, Barney?”


“Sorry, got some reading to do,” he replied, thumping a copy of The Way of the Pilgrim.  A fresh tear glistened on Fannie’s cheek.  Barney’s eyes locked on the busboy.  “I’ll get you a cab,” he said.
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