Four

Jane, my friend from my undergraduate days at Boston University, was visiting when I first heard my mouse speak.

“We both seek your help,” she said, her eyes rolling underneath nearly closed lids.

But Weedodi focused his words on me.  It wasn’t clear whether or not Jane heard exactly what I heard.

“Rita is a poet, a real poet.”  He said this out of the blue, ignoring Jane’s plaintive request for humane assistance.

“I don’t see any poetry,” she said, after I whispered to her what I had heard.  I was excited by Weedodi’s assertion of my abilities, which on my own I had never been able to muster.  I had always loved to be told that I was talented, because I seldom dared to contemplate my gifts on my own.

Actually, Jane was right.  In fact, she had collected her own poetic writings over many years.  I had never done that.  To any reasoning outsider, she was the poet; I was merely a scholar, who had come by my talents at school—hers came from nature.  But Jane was interested in my new pet mouse, as any poet would be.  So she hung there next to me as we sat at my round pale oak table in the center of my tattered room in the East Village.  When I looked at her she stretched and closed her eyes lazily, like a cat.

“Speak to me, o sage one,” she said, seeking to ingratiate herself with my new kin to creativity.  She was not without ambition.  It was then in no way clear, though, why Weedodi had chosen to stroke my fledgling ego, leaving Jane out.  Then instead of answering her, Weedodi spoke to me.

“Jane is the strongest living poet.  But she is a young entity.  We will call her A-Y-E.”  He was shouting.

Jane stood up and crossed her arms, like the genie in the 60s television show, “I Dream of Jeanie.”  She moved like a single flowing thought as she quietly spoke: 

“I will overpower you both.  I am the strong poet here.  I will blink my eyes and you will be still.  And yet I love you, Weedodi.  Your wish is my command.  My life shall be a testament to poetry.”

The words seethed.  I was shocked to see Jane’s eyes so fiery.  I had underestimated her.

“Go away, A-Y-E.  Rita, tell her to go away.”  Weedodi seemed even more like a quiet angel of light than Jane did, so I began to do as I was told. 

“Jane, Weedodi wants to be alone with me,” I muttered, having lost all my confidence in myself.

“Go away, Jane,” I said.

Jane didn’t budge.  She knew I would always fear abandonment.

“I will stay with you, pal o’ mine,” said the brave A-Y-E, glowing like a golden agate.

                  *   *   *

Next morning, I woke up late, and lo and behold, no Jane.  Because of my heavy dark blue curtains, I could not ascertain where in the sky was the winter sun.  Expecting to see her cuddled form asleep on the floor at my feet, it was jarring to notice her bedroll folded neatly there on top of her two plaid pillows.  My heart was pounding.  I felt my way through the dark, driven, compelled somehow to force reality to meet my desires.  Why did she go when she said she would stay?  She had helped me make those heavy curtains just two days ago.  Jane, mouthful of pins, measuring tape over her shoulder, had commandeered me into stringing the cloth protectors over the old fashioned, airy window frames.  “We’ll not be the victim of those peepers in the welfare hotel across Third Avenue any longer, or my name is not Jane!” She had roused me then.  Why not again now?

Jane burst into the room.  “Good day, my fine cohort!  I have never known you to sleep past seven, and here it is, exactly nine o’ clock!”

Order was restored to my mind.

“Oh, Jane, I was afraid, because of Weedodi and everything…”  I talked over my compulsive, quickly beating heart.

“No, I’m here.  I went out on this blustery January morning and got O.J. and some non-buttery scones.”  Jane was opening a paper bag.

“Non-buttery?  Thank you so much, Jane!  I said, adding, loudly, “I feel so happy!  Wasn’t yesterday fine?”

“Come to the table, friend!”  Jane was such good company.

As I happily stepped into my slippers, I started when I thought I saw Jane turning the white bakery bag upside down, shaking out crumbs onto the industrial green carpet.  She put her face into the bag before she crumpled it up to toss it.  Again, I quivered.

“Jane, I thought I saw you intentionally scattering crumbs onto the rug.”

“That I did,” she shrugged.  “After all, you do have a roommate, Rodentus Maximus, a.k.a. Weedodi, no?”

I was reassured beyond these minor misgivings.  I hadn’t been hallucinating yesterday, after all.

I laughed.  “Everything has a purpose, doesn’t it, Jane, in your world?”
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