Six


I felt secure in my friends.  Tom was, by any reckoning, the most consistent, stable, and loyal companion I had ever had, except for Jane.  And although he had power over me—the power to hurt or heal—he seemed to have made a decision to offer that power up to goodness and health.  And I needed him.  He was the most present friend I had.  Though he was only a spirit—I never saw even his “astral” body—he was firmly rooted in his own values, which were tied to the earth, to our social conventions.  He respected humanity and had such a sense of what we had managed to create, as a body of people.  He had a sense too—lo and behold—of my own singular potential capabilities.

He never doubted my sanity.  He knew I took medication and saw a psychiatrist.  He didn’t mention my recent return from the hospital.  He viewed all this merely as a sign, again, of my special possibilities.  He believed in the value of sensitivity, which he thought I had: hence the need for acute attention to my mental health.  I was like a baby bird whose mother knew I would someday learn to fly.  And yet Tom was perfectly happy to allow me to stay in the nest for as long as I wanted.

“Oh Rita,” he called to me next morning, before I had opened my eyes, and not five seconds after I had come to consciousness.

“Yes, Tom,” I answered, bounding happily out of bed.  The morning air was chilly because in the middle of the night I had turned off the clanging, hissing radiator.

“How is your boyfriend?” I could almost see him smiling.

“My boyf—oh, my boyfriend?” I did a pirouette.  I had almost forgotten him in my contented matudinal contemplations of Tom.

“Rita, make some coffee, and you may smoke as soon as it is ready.”  Tom hailed from the days when cigarettes were not dreaded or condemned.  Again, I could see him, in my mind’s eye, lighting up just then.  Or was he stoking a pipe?

“Run down to the kitchen now.  Narughi has gone off to work.”  My Middle Eastern landlord had a strong work ethic, and a job with the city.

I was completely secure in Tom’s ability to assess danger or safety.  I had my coffee and my cigarettes, and I dressed to accommodate the chill.  Unfortunately, the fireplace in my room had never worked as long as I lived there.  And the noisy heating irritated my sensitive ears.  I treasured the necessity of using my ears to communicate with my friends.  But my boyfriend?  When had I met this miracle man named—and I reached for his name and found it, in spite of my pseudodementia—Griffin?  I could not remember.

“Oh !  Why not walk to the park again?  Do you have your key?”

Tom liked to pretend that my social or economic status was what enabled me to have the self-possession of the rich, in particular, my key to Gramercy Park.  He believed I had entrance to realms really beyond me.  He held this belief simply because, so far, I had managed survival that matched my middle class orientation, which came mostly from reading so many books.  Tom believed such a set of expectations as I brought to my life were a gift from my soul to my mind and only then to my body.

I reached into my right jeans pocket where I kept my keys.  The skeleton key Aunt Hannah had given me was there, where it had been since she gave it to me the time I lived with her while I was at Boston University.  I had kept it, thinking that if I ever needed a home I could always go to the Barrister homestead in Cambridge, Massachusetts.  Now it shone in the April sunlight as if it were made of rarest, purest silver.  I saw the sparkle on it and instinctively withdrew it from my range of vision, hiding my precious set of keys in my trusty right pocket where I always kept them.  Someone had given them back to me yesterday morning.  I smiled happily in my soul.

Before I could answer Tom’s well-meaning question, memories of Weedodi caught my attention.  I must never get away from his guidance, wherever he had gone.

“Tell Tom you love Griffin,” he had said once, and I did.  I had never been a blindly obedient child, but without hesitation I spoke to Tom from this odd angle.

“I love him.”

Weedodi had always pressed me to evolve more rapidly than what came naturally to me.  His sense of urgency was balanced out by Tom’s sense of entitlement of time and its endless availability.  This so assuaged the anxiety Weedodi had always stoked.

Tom had not answered.  I had already begun to trust that when he did not respond, he would return and speak again, someday.  I would not have to wait forever.  I knew he would be back.  This was due to the model of good parenting to which I was accustomed.  I happily played the secure and beloved child.  This could not be insanity.  It must be a special kingdom I could step in and out of at my leisure, as a child plays with toys or leaves them strewn about, at her whim.
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