 Five

Within the space of a few hours, my life had transformed utterly.  The poems I wrote were not mournful, doleful, lugubrious.  I was not a lonely schizophrenic, on the verge of self-extinction, full of wailing, prone to suicide, desperate, lost in the mire of endless hallucinations.  And yet my nearly palpable memories of Weedodi—I can’t describe the difference—went on.  The life of rainbow-colored voices, rendering me helpless and vulnerable, unable to work, unable to do much physically beyond feeding and clothing and sheltering myself, continued as it was: but I had found a turn in the path.  I had found a detour of love.  I had found someone beautiful, schizophrenic too, but kind, caring, confident, who could see the love born in me that day; and who, I thought, could bear it.  It was not every day that he found a friend either, I evaluated.

“Oh Rita!” rang out in my room.

“Yes, Tom?” I answered, for I still knew his voice, and I answered happily.

“May I hear what you wrote today?” he asked, implying that there was more than reason for confidence, faith, and happiness.

“I wrote two of my silly poems, that’s all.  Oh Tom, do you know the song by Joni Mitchell, ‘I Found Someone to Love Today’?”  It wasn’t poetry that made me glow.

“Oh Rita!  That is a wonderful subject for poetry.  That is the essence of poetry.  Today, now, you are the love poet at the center of your nature.  Let me hear the poems.  Let us stop now, stop everything but the poetry that I can see rushing in your mind and around your soul and coloring this room with rainbows and jewelry in the sunlight of a warm, warm day in April!”  Tom waxed on and on.

“Oh Rita, permit me to go on, like the river of my soul as it flows and waits for these moments.  You have grown so, recently,” he said, ready to go on and yet dreamily coming to a halt.

I could feel him realizing peacefully that he too found rest and nourishment in celebration of my new friendship.  He too no longer needed to make so much effort.  Today, neither he nor I needed to exert the force of imagination we were used to creating when faced with our usual loneliness.  We had found someone else who would share our lives—someone whose nature complemented our imaginative skills.

Tom and I were united because we had made a commitment to float on the river of our souls, to turn against the tide of our bodies that threatened to drown us.  There were two currents: our imaginations, which sustained us as they flowed, and the current of doom, which was inertia and doubt, threatening to engulf us in never moving rhythms, speaking to us of negation and impossibility.  This new person in the scheme lived on a life raft that floated triumphantly over either current; and he invited me to float through the stream of my creative soul by riding on his houseboat as it were, over the rivers of either triumph or destruction.  So there were many rivers to navigate, and Griffin, I could see, had the skill and power to do it.  And he could see the waves I was riding, the river of myself.  He was familiar with the rapids of schizophrenia, and he was not afraid.

Tom and I were of the nervous type.  Our mental constitutions were made of the same material.  We never knew for sure if this cloth would send us up triumphantly like a sail over the waters we rode.  The fabric, we knew, was just something we had found in the river that comprised our souls.  We tested it at times, but always gingerly, cringingly, never sure it would carry us beyond the fears represented by the terrain through which those waters flowed.  So we made, each of us, a sail of faith and courage, because we always felt we were riding rough waters, that we were rough waters.  When we wrote, or even spoke, it was for each of us the river of the soul that proclaimed its bravery to explore, uncharted, its own fluidity and natural direction.

When Tom found me weeks before, I had been riding—with gusto—my own inner river all alone.  He gave no sign of noticing my relationship with my mouse.  What he saw was my solitude, I think.  I think he saw himself in me, and having made himself comfortable in his own river-that-was-his-soul, he wanted to help me find my way too.  I do not understand the intricacies of the mystery of how he found me, lost as I was.  Neither he, nor Weedodi, nor I even attempted to fathom the depths of how we had all come together in that room during the preceding winter.

Tom was a hypersensitive poet, and he saw in me the mirror that glazed the river of my soul when it was still.  He saw that underneath the placidity there was strength of purpose that held together in spite of all the turbulence beneath that surface.  He saw this because he had long been a traveler on his own sea, if you will.  What he saw differently now was a real raft that would carry us.  And he understood, today, the urgency of my need to ride on the raft—and not alone, but with him, the poet of tremendous distinction—and not alone, but with Griffin.
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