Four


It was April, and an extraordinarily warm day, with loping gusts of mild air surprising me every time I turned a corner.  How fine would my hot coffee taste when I got back to my room, I felt, as I mindlessly lit a cigarette.  He smokes too, I pondered dreamily, remembering his every gesture and mannerism.  We had found each other, and I knew right where to find him again.

“He said he comes to Gramercy Park all the time, Weedodi,” I had said, hoping to develop a habit of conversing about my new crush.  And Weedodi had taken the bait. 

“We will buy him some expensive cigarettes,” he had suggested, “and a new pair of sneakers.”

“Oh Wee, will I see him again?” I had asked, hoping so much for endorsement of this new reality.

“You love him,” Weedodi had said.  “We’ll see how much power lies in that.  We’ll see whether you and Weedodi can bring some happiness into a homeless man’s life.”

“But to me he is a magic man,” I had said, still not bothered by the underside Weedodi had begun to articulate carelessly.  “To me he is so powerful because he is real.  I no longer want to indulge in the fantasies you have tolerated—nay, encouraged—in me ever since I met you.  Those doctors don’t give a hoot for me.  This person—this Griffin—was so nice.  He seemed to care about the feelings of others.  He seemed like he was relaxed, in the face of such a challenging life.  He seemed to know me, to understand my feelings, Weedodi.  I will go to the park every day from now on!”

Weedodi had seemed pleased.  I was always imagining Weedodi’s feelings.  I moved through a morass of what I imagined others were feeling, like moving through soup.  I concentrated on these imaginary reactions to me, forgetting to register my own feelings, forebodings, intuitions.  I would use up all my energy scooping out the emotional environment outside myself, only coming to my own center when I had finally released all these externalized emotions.  Giving them up, finally relaxing, I would get around to noting how I was reacting to the day, or moment, or vision before me.  But now that I had Griffin, and had had Weedodi as my feeling-vane, I had a center of emotion that I just could not ignore.  I had something of my own.

“Let’s go buy some Dunhills, Weedodi,” I had said, full of energy, careless of whatever other plans or demands the day was offering.

Weedodi hadn’t answered me.  Sometimes, noticing my intoxication, he had let me follow my whims and kind of float around doing this, doing that.  Now, I see that at such moments I was in touch with a higher mind within myself, which stayed strong inside me, no matter how unreality threatened to engulf me.  Today, this warm balmy day, when the weak slanting light of spring matched my elevated mood, I knew that when I returned to reality, Griffin would be there; and with him, I was safe.

 But I was always concerned with safety, ever and anon checking with Weedodi to make sure I was still within the bounds of reason, asking him ever and again if this was okay or that was acceptable.  Here’s the rub.  Once Weedodi endorsed whatever it was that had made me doubt, I moved on in faith.  This meant that everything was acceptable.

I had no compunction after anything.  I had no limits.  Everything was going to be okay, as long as I checked it out with Weedodi.  I would soon begin to transfer this power to my fantasies of Griffin—and yet, he never confirmed my phantasmagoria when I broached him with it.

He would refuse to communicate with me telepathically.  I had tried as soon as I got home from buying the Dunhills.  I had sat on my bed, holding the expensive red pack of cigarettes to my heart.  I had called to him in my mind, “Come to me, Griffin, Come to me!”  And I had felt absolutely no response.  

I spent the day dreamily making coffee—and eventually smoking another package of Dunhills—and writing two love poems.  Again, my higher mind saved me.  The love poems were not obviously romantic.  And they were far more closely linked to my exact spot in space and time than any of my actions would apparently vouchsafe.  Because that is how Griffin seemed: tethered to reality.
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