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February 23, 2021 
 
To Friends of Norman Lane, 
 
Were Norman Lane alive today—Tuesday, February 23, 2021—he would be celebrating his 80th 
birthday. The collection of photographs, displayed above, chronicles his life—from age 2½, at the Taylor 
Kinfolks Campground near Brownsville, Tennessee, to age 26, in Vietnam—and one remembrance, from 
October, 2016. 
 
Over 2017 and 2018, Lynn Schiro Fitzwater, a close friend of Norman's from their Vanderbilt days, 
shared copies of letters that Norman had written to her—from December 14, 1964, to March 9, 1968. 
Unlike all of his other letters, no date or location was included with Norman's last letter from Vietnam. 
Late in 2017, Lynn added, "It's a pretty amazing letter. I can hardly reread it. So different from anything 
else." Enclosed with that last letter was a special three-page prose composition that Norman had carefully 
written in cursive, on ruled regular-size notebook paper. In our correspondence discussing the prose 
composition, Lynn said, "I agree that the last letter is something special. It is not like anything I can ever 
remember Norman writing or saying. I see it as a vision, a sort of peering into another, more beautiful 
world. It is very haunting. . . ."    
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One line of the prose composition refers to an imaginary snowman, 
 
 standing in a permanently silent crystal sphere, crying I 
 know not why ("Tears idle tears . . ."). . . . 
 
"Tears, Idle Tears" is one of several short lyric poems that are found in The Princess, a long narrative 
poem published by Alfred, Lord Tennyson, on Christmas, 1847. The short poem opens: 
 
 Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean, 
 Tears from the depth of some divine despair 
 Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes, 
 In looking on the happy Autumn-fields, 
 And thinking of the days that are no more. 
 
The final stanza reads: 
 
  Dear as remember'd kisses after death, 
 And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign'd 
 On lips that are for others; deep as love, 
 Deep as first love, and wild with all regret; 
 O Death in Life, the days that are no more! 
 
Norman Lane left this Life on a Friday, five weeks after his 27th birthday. May he have found that other, 
more beautiful world. . . . 
 
Thank you. 
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