Cornish, N.H.

June 26, 1962

Dear Christopher Gallagher,



A letter came from your father, saying you’ve had a serious back operation, that you read me with some degree of pleasure or tolerance, and would I drop you a cheering line at the infirmary. It happened to be the rare Type X letter that I can read, so don’t feel uncomfortable about it. Meaning that my mail is mainly hell, and when anything good comes in, and without all kinds of strings attached, I feel pretty cheered myself. Also, if I thought it might even momentarily divert my own son – 2 ½ yrs old – to get a few lines in the mail from Captain Kangaroo or some similar dubious type, I’d take exactly the steps your father took. I enjoyed Mark E. Gallagher, Jr.’s, letter, in short, and I’m writing this for pleasure, so don’t cross me up. The point is, who am I to cheer anyone up? I can, at least, fall back on basic logic. I would imagine you need to be entirely well again before you can feel thoroughly cheered up. Hop to it, then, I say. Submit yourself, mind and body, to all the conditions that are most likely to induce a state of excellent health. Be forbearing with doctors, suavely carnal with nurses, etc., etc., and eat up the hospital’s inexhaustible supply of tapioca. Read and daydream. Softly plot and contrive. The fact that you’re twenty-two sounds very good to me. I’m not sure that everybody shouldn’t spend some time in the hospital at the age of twenty-two. It seems to me an ideal age to stare at white walls and let the mind arrange itself, prepare itself for susceptibility to all the good and romantic things there are in the world. Appearances to the contrary, romance, wide or narrow, and whatever meaning you give to the word, is never really ruled out, you know. Unless it’s snickered at a little too loudly. I’m preaching now, but entirely in the hope that when you’re feeling free and able to make any moves again, you will have earned some peculiarly new and worthy perspectives. Lie in bed, and privately, silently dumb all your prejudices. Don’t try to untie any knots, just let them fall off and away. Don’t reform yourself, but rest and loaf in a new way, and a fresh and valuable attitude will come of itself. Just invite it, then lie back. Enough preaching from me, and I’ll shut up, but I hate to see good hospital time thrown away, and it’s done all the time. Anyway, I wish you all good things, Christopher. Get well as quickly and sensibly as you can. Best to you, and salutations to the City Solicitor, your worthy father.
J. D. Salinger
