Eight


When I got back to my home in the East Village it struck me. My messy, dark, heavily curtained room was a cave of madness.  I sighed.  Weedodi read my mind.


“You will only find your mirror in the cave,” he said.


I was too exhausted to answer.  It seemed like many days had passed since I had taken off for Grand Central Station that morning.  I fell asleep right away.  I had an interesting dream.  In my dream, I opened my eyes and found myself in a dark red sack.  It was suffused with a black light that glowed red, like coals.  That reddening blackness was all I knew.  Then I heard and understood words.  Was this what a mother was like?  I heard a man’s voice speaking with a mother’s loving inflections:


“Don’t tell!  Mustn’t tell!”

     I would never forget that dream.  I was now conscious of how it felt to be in my mother’s womb.  I felt so loved.  And I vowed then that I wouldn’t “tell.”  I wouldn’t worry or feel guilty anymore about having a hidden life.  It had never occurred to me that the secrets I harbored were dangerous.  I had sometimes felt that my experiences were unusual even for someone with schizophrenia.  But now I thought, if I did tell, all this might land me in an institution for life.

     I felt that God spoke those words to me—“Don’t tell!  Mustn’t tell!”—long ago, when I was in the womb.  I felt so loved.  My dream seemed to repeat an experience I had had before I was born.  No wonder I had not told psychiatrists much about what went on in my head.

I had been warned.  Some part of me must have remembered not to “tell,” even before this dream reminded me of the warning I had been given in the womb.  I felt so grateful for this reminder, and I vowed that I would not “tell.”  The burden of my unique experiences grew many times lighter that morning.  This event—for it was more than a dream—had given me the sense of salvation I had at first found in Weedodi—all over again.  I felt so loved.


Nothing external had changed since I had left my room the morning before.  But I was now renewed and somehow prepared for the worst.  I woke up from my dream a few minutes past four.  My books were still there, and so, of course, their voices started up again.  I left them buzzing and found peace down in the kitchen when I set up my coffee.  It was terrible to live in Manhattan with no place  to find peace and quiet.  At least I had the kitchen.  But my new acceptance had changed my attitude toward the voices.  I was no longer afraid of them.  By the time I got back up to my room they had quieted down in any case, except for that mysteriously insistent soul who had made the others back down and grow quiet the other morning.


“Do you know who I am?”


That was straightforward, and I responded in kind.


“No.”


“Someone you love is here to help you,” spoke Weedodi, interrupting this simple conversation.  Now he had silenced even this strongest ghost.  Weedodi spoke from the light bulb again.  Even that no longer unnerved me.  I didn’t see him anywhere, so I focused on that bare light.


“I don’t love these writers that way, Weedodi.  No one in my family is a poet, to use the word you prefer.”


“Well, just listen!” he commanded, making it seem that he was orchestrating this whole experience; as if it were really his, not mine.


“Hey Rita, I know who he is!”  My brother Sam’s voice jarred my newfound serenity.  His voice came from a row of books on the mantle above the old fireplace behind me.  He spoke from The Oxford Illustrated Literary Guide to Great Britain and Ireland, a book he had sent to me from England last Christmas.


“What poet has the same letters in his name as you have?”


“Samuel, please, it’s too early in the morning for your games—no offense!” I yelled at him.


“Think about it.  Talk to you soon!”  With these last words the room fell quiet.


I moved over to my desk and wrote down my name:


Rita Helen Morts

I had a flash of recognition.


“Just one more thing—this guy had the gall to be born on your birthday!  Talk to you soon!”  Sam had gotten through to me now.  He seemed to fly away.


I quickly paged through to September in the literary calendar on the wall above my desk.  So that is who had silenced the other “poets,” as it suddenly seemed right to call them.  I saw the letters in his name:


Thomas Stearns Eliot,

who was indeed born on my birthday, September 26.


My newfound sense of resignation might not have come only from my dream.  I felt, maybe this inner peace came from him.  I was used to blending into the emotional fields of people near me.  Ghosts might have boundaries as permeable as mine, I thought.  I might learn something from this experience—perhaps something about writing.


Quietly, he spoke:  “Don’t be paranoid, Rita.  People love you.   Even these irascible poets are your friends.”


“Thank you, Mr. Eliot,” I stammered.


“Call me Tom,” he said.


I loved his intonations, which were a strange mix of New England and Missouri.  I had lived in both places; and I was generally sensitive to American accents.  His voice was just like the maternal man’s voice in my dream.  And he was certainly kind.  Who was it who spoke so lovingly in my dream?  Who was that masked man? 
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