Twelve


“Why not go for a walk?”  Weedodi spoke.


A silence gaped open later that morning.  It grew quiet sometimes, as I listened for the Sisters to speak.  It wasn’t that they did not answer me; I had never called upon any of my Sisters (or Brothers).  Their voices visited me, unasked for, unsought; and when they stopped there was an echo of silence that was stunning.  Then I would hear the cry of an occasional lost seagull winging its way through Third Avenue.  Then I would hear the horns start up in the street below.  Then I would hear Weedodi, whose voice, like those of my friends and relatives, beckoned me beyond any imaginings I had on my own.


I was not afraid of this world I had begun to inhabit.  I did not fear either this silence or its opposite, the voices.  Truth to tell, the morning quiet did not drop upon me unprepared or desperate.  It was the quiet of morning as it strikes all human beings in sensitive moments: peace, quiet, and joy were mine, undiminished by any fear of madness or diagnosable symptom.  


Life was simple and the voices I heard were sweet.  And as soon as I felt the impact of their words—that I could live on light alone, filling the void with silence or words, needing nothing but my own presence—I knew that I had landed safely on the shores of where I wanted to be.  I inhabited an envelope of safety ever after, having discovered an independence in myself that would enable me to drift or to set sail, or to feel the energy of the wind tugging on my anchor.  So Weedodi encouraged me to get out of the house and stretch my legs a little bit along the streets of my neighborhood.


“I want to show you something,” he began.


So I shifted back into my bubble of solitude.  When I concentrated on listening for Weedodi’s voice, the Path shut down and I did not even notice.  How can I describe the power of that wee voice, so innocent, yet so persuasive?


We walked to Gramercy Park.  It was a familiar destination.  I would circle around that fenced in greenery, straining to imagine what it would be like to live in the neighborhood and have a key to this private park.  What would it be like to live in a world where one’s identity was given to one, based merely on social or financial status? 


I had broken free of the establishment years ago.  Anyway, my family never had had the kind of money it takes to live in an apartment near this elegant park.  As I strained to imagine this other kind of life, in which belonging had never been an issue, I stretched forth to look for signs of spring somewhere in this well tended winter greenery.  There were none, beyond a few buds that wouldn’t break open for another couple of months.  But the brick walk wore borders of English ivy and yew, still green in early February.  In any case, I was comfortable in my role of outsider.  New York is full of souls like me who have cast their fate to the winds, leaving behind an accustomed society of friends and neighbors, whatever their social rank.  My mind contemplated this role I had chosen so long ago, when I saw it.


Weedodi did not say anything.  It was a wooden chair, nestled into an evergreen cave carved out by the curves of a capacious fir tree.  Next to it was a sprinkling of green spikes.  They had sprung up prematurely in the warmth of this little world protected from the winter weather by the strength of the massive pine that formed the walls of this cave.


“That’s it!” I cried aloud.  Another outsider type smiled at me, but otherwise my cry went unheeded.


“Jesus is alive,” sang my heart.  I don’t know how to describe my joy when I saw the old fashioned lawn chair that looked so like the wooden throne I had seen in my recent dream.  Then I looked further into the cavern afforded by the sloping branches of the pine.  In that hollow sculpted by curving, gleaming, orange, bright, brown thin timber stood the chair.  Then I saw him.  He was sitting on a bright gleaming root.


“Try your key,” said Weedodi.


I felt frustrated and annoyed for a second, because my apartment keys were always a source of anxiety for me.  I must ever feel for my keys in the pocket of my blue jeans.  I must never go near the door without them.  This Weedodi had driven into my head.  Left to my own devices, I would have never paid much attention.  And here I was, poised and awestruck when I saw this man and this chair, and Weedodi had to bring up a subject that reeked of hostility between us.


But I drew my keys out of the right pocket of my jeans and looked at them.


“The door, go to the door,” said Weedodi.


A police car throttled and moved past slowly with an air of command I had only seen in sea turtles.  They could not see Weedodi.  Still, I felt self-conscious.  But I knew to obey Weedodi.


I walked to the gate.  I did not live in this exclusive neighborhood, where only the rich had keys to the park.  But then I remembered: I had the skeleton key Aunt Hannah had given me when I lived with her when I was a student at Boston University.  I had carried that old key with me for many years.  As I studied my keys, I saw what to do.  With no hesitation, I opened the gate with my old-fashioned iron skeleton key.  I opened the heavy black door and then pushed it behind me.  It clanged shut.  I walked over to the hollow where a man sat on some roots and I sat down near him in the chair.  I felt so comfortable.  I felt I had always been there.


“Stars are alive,” he said.


“Hush,” I said.


“I dreamed of you once,” he said.


“Okay,” I said.


“You’re sitting on my throne,” he said.


“I dreamed of this throne already,” I said.


He said, “I know.  You can sit there.”


It was then that I looked at him and saw his turquoise human eyes.  He was a human king.  I felt wonderful.  The police car came around again, its lights a burden to me, but it did not stop.


“How did you get in here?” he asked.


I still had my keys in my hand.  I opened up my palm which I felt him notice I was scrunching.  The sweat in my palm looked the color of pewter.  I was embarrassed by my hands.

   “You have nice hands,” he said.  He noticed my eyes, looking away from my hands.


“I have keys,” I said.


“So that one got you in,” he said.


“It is the key to the house in Boston where my mother was born and raised.  Aunt Hannah gave me this key,” I started.


He put his finger up to his lips and said, “Quiet.  But don’t worry about them,” he said, waving the police car away.


“I come here sometimes,” I said.  “But I never wanted to enter the park until this morning.”


“I come here all the time,” he said.


“How did you get in?” I asked.


He looked over to some tall bushes near the gate.  


“I jump the fence.  I’m strong.”


Now I looked at his shoes.  They were dark brown desert boots, with some cardboard showing through on the bottom.  His shoe strings had knots in them.  Then I looked at my own shoes.  I was in love, and for the first time in my life I knew it, not too late this time.


“I’m going to go now,” he said.  “Sit on my throne longer if you want to.  You will be my princess.  I’m going to go now,” he said again.  “They will let us meet here.  I have talked to them a lot.”  


He looked toward the police car, which was now standing still around the corner.


“They just guard this place because of all the rich people,” he said.


“Stay here a while,” he said.


“I’d like to see you again,” I said, this time, in time.


“May I ask your name?” he said.


I said my name and looked shy, I know I did.


He looked away too, when I looked up.


“Stick with Griffin.  That’s me,” he said.


I smiled.  I would tell Carly and Pearl.


“I am going now.”  


I knew why he kept telling me he was going to leave.


“Stay a few minutes longer,” he said, intelligently.


I sat and hugged my knees for a long time.  Then I got up and left, and the door clanged shut.  I was walking on clouds all the way home.
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