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Holden’s really changed. I hope. I miss him a lot and it made me real sore he didn’t let me come. He’s trying really hard now; he can’t let down mom anymore he says. When he got back from California, he applied to a school in New Jersey. It’s closer than Pencey and he comes and visits every once in a while. He seems a lot different and talks different too. He writes a lot more and when he writes me, he talks about Allie. We both still miss him, but it’s getting less painful.


Holden paid me back the money I lent him, even though I told him not to. He’s strange like that- he doesn’t care about school but he really thinks it’s important to pay people back or something.


He thinks his new school is still filled with phonies, but his dormmate Thomas is not as bad he says. They both are cowards he says, but I don’t think Holden is a coward. I wish he wouldn’t say he was.


Mom is doing better now that Holden is, and she got him a new pair of skates for going back to school. He likes them, but he wrote me and said that he doesn’t need them. Holden’s funny- he really wants something, then when he gets it he doesn’t. Maybe he thinks he’s getting too old to skate, but he’ll skate with me when he comes and visits again. 


One letter he wrote told me about his days before coming home after he left Pency. It made me sad that I wasn’t there for him and that he wanted to talk to me the whole time. I really love him. I do.  He really misses Jane too, and I told him that I saw her and she misses him too. He wants to see her next time he comes down, but she moved and I don’t know where. It’s sad; I think she was the only girl he ever loved.


Holden still thinks he’s real sexy like and he told me he goes on lots of dates. Even though I love him, I don’t believe him. I think he’s more reserved now, and he doesn’t bother much with people. He’s too critical if you wanna know what I think. Maybe he’ll get over that but I think he doesn’t realize it so he can’t change right now. But he will.


I remember the final night before he left for his new school. I was kept up by the heavy pitter-pattering of the rain outside, and in the middle of the night I heard the stair creak. It was Holden. He looked at me all guilty from underneath his hunting hat and said that he didn’t want to cause a big deal with his leave. “Go to sleep, Phoebe, Dad’ll kill you if he sees you up” was all he said before he started walking to the door. “Wait!” I said, and I dashed up the staircase and leapt over the creaky part to go to my room.


 Holden only stared when I came back with his old suitcase. “Holden, please let me come with you! I promise that I won’t slow you down!” He just stared back, unblinkingly. I pleaded and pleaded—then something happened. He smirked. He had one of those real sly smirks on his face, he did, as if he knew a secret you were dying to know and he was just enjoying your pain. That smirk then became a snigger, that snigger then became a laugh. He just laughed and laughed his goofy chuckle, until he said “You’re just a goddamn kid” and still went on laughing.  


I started to cry. I wasn’t being dramatic with huge sobs; I just stood there crying, tears rolling down my cheeks in sync with the drops on the windows. But he still laughed. That was Holden’s problem, he was always doing the wrong thing at the wrong time. Or so I thought. Holden then took off his hunting hat and walked towards me. I reached out to hug him but he swatted my hands away. “Take this,” was all he said as he knelt down and put the cap on my head. I stopped crying. He walked to the door and turned the knob, but he stopped when I asked why he had given his hat to me. “Give it to you?” he asked with disbelief in his voice. “You’re keeping it warm until I come back, that’s all.” 


I followed him down to the first floor to see him leave. His taxi was there. It seemed almost untouched by the rain, its golden color emanating into the droplets of the sky. Holden opened the door; water sprinkled onto his upright frame. He walked quickly to his carrier and opened the door, but turned around one last time to look at me. He looked so sad in the rain. The raindrops in his hair drizzled down his face, leaving artificial tears. He began to climb into the car—one leg in, then the other... Then I yelled, “Holden! Good luck!” He stopped. I don’t know why I did that. My brother got back on his feet and moved towards me, mouth open and palms tensed as if to punish me. He walked nearly into me, so close that I could feel his blazing body heat. With all his might and strength before me, all he could muster up was “Thank you.” And he walked back into the rain, somehow getting back into the cab without a single droplet on his face. 


I love my brother. 

