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The last time I saw my father was in Grand 
Central Station. I was going from my grandmother’s in the Adirondacks to a cottage 
on the Cape that my mother had rented, and I wrote my father that I would be in 
New York between trains for an hour and a half, and asked if we could have lunch 
together. His secretary wrote to say that he would meet me at the information 
booth at noon, and at twelve o’ clock sharp I saw him coming through the crowd.  
 
He was a stranger to me -- my mother divorced him three years ago and I hadn’t 
been with him since -- but as soon as I saw him I felt that he was my father, my 
flesh and blood, my future and my doom. I knew that when I was grown I would be 
something like him; I would have to plan my campaigns within his limitations. He was 
a big, good-looking man, and I was terribly happy to see him again. He struck me on 
the back and shook my hand. "Hi, Charlie," he said, "Hi, boy. I’d like to take you up 
to my club, but it’s in the Sixties, and if you have to catch an early train I guess 
we’d better get something to eat around here." He put his arm around me, and I 
smelled my father the way my mother sniffs a rose. It was a rich compound of 
whiskey and after shave lotion, shoe polish, woolens, and the rankness of a mature 
male. I hoped that someone would see us together. I wished that we could be 
photographed. I wanted some record of our having been together.  


