Three

I began to live in a state of blissful clarity and relief.  My relationship with Griffin gave me precious feelings of security, of being warmly loved and wonderfully cared for.  But the Stop Smoking program, with its classic Twelve Steps, became the foundation for nothing less than the rebirth of my soul.  I owe my present mental health to that program.  It led me back to daily activities that gave me peace, and my life glowed with an unaccustomed radiance and splendor.

The eleventh step led me to pray for myself and those I loved every morning:  “Sought through prayer and meditation to improve our conscious contact with God, as we understood him……”  I went back to meditating for twenty minutes twice a day.  (Weedodi had eschewed meditation.)  I swam daily.  These days sparkled just like the sunshine glistening in cascades of watery droplets that would explode about my arms as I swam my favorite backstroke.  I walked to the pool at 23rd Street and FDR Drive, part of the City of New York Parks and Recreation system.  My relaxed stroll gave me joyous glimpses of the wondrous city I lived in.  In the afternoon I would often do yoga asanas I had learned before I became ill.

These activities were the center of a spiritual renewal available only to those who have known complete and abject misery.  I am forever grateful that I am acquainted with sickness because it means I will never take health for granted.  My level of anxiety dropped into nonexistence.  Griffin witnessed all these changes, smiling at me whenever I had a spare moment to look into his eyes.

One day while Griffin was out for a walk—for long brisk walks were the physical basis of his recovery from his dread addiction to cigarettes—Tom spoke to me.

“Oh Rita!” He called to me with a lilt in his voice.

“Yes, Tom?” I answered, happily.

“Have you read Four Quartets?” he asked.

“Yes, Tom.  It is fantastically beautiful,” I said.

“Are you familiar with the scenes in that poem around Gloucester, Massachusetts?” he asked.

“They are lovely and realistic while still brilliantly transcendent.  I’ve visited there quite a few times.  I remember my friend Mary took me to a restaurant right on the water where they served the most magnificent fish fry and corn bread.”  I was settling in for one of my long talks with Tom.

“Rita, you must go there again soon.  Didn’t I hear you once make plans to visit my family home near Cape Ann?” he asked.

“Yes, Tom.  Jane and I hope very much to visit it someday,” I said.

“Rita, you must make your journey this year, before the present owners arrive to air out the house for the summer.  You see, there is something hidden under the porch that I would like you to have,” he began.

“Tom, I will phone Jane now!” I said.

“You must find the Eliot summer home.  You must look for a locket I hid there long ago.  You will find it under the porch, on the left, toward the ocean as you approach the house from the road,” he said.

“How will I find your home?” I asked.

“Go to the library in the center of Gloucester.  I believe some of my family papers are there.  Among them you will find a map directing you to our home,” Tom said.

“Jane will be pleased to share this adventure with me.  I’ll bet Griffin will be interested in going along, too.  He has never been to Massachusetts, can you imagine?”

“I want to give you the locket you will find in a small cardboard box under the corner of the porch there.  It is oval shaped, made of gold, with a ring of tiny diamonds surrounding a star engraved in the center.”

“That sounds simply beautiful, Tom.  Thank you for thinking of me,” I said.

“I cannot tell you when I began to think of you, dear,” he said, and I blushed.  “Finally, Rita, you must not tell anyone where you got the locket, though you may write about it someday.  For now, you may let it remain a mystery when friends ask about it.  Don’t tell; mustn’t tell!  But do write, Rita.  I am saying all this to you now, in case something happens and I cannot reach you in the future.”

He paused for a minute or two, and I didn’t say a word.

“Just one more thing, Rita.”

“Yes, Tom?” I asked.

“Remember this: you may write about anything.”

That was the last time I ever heard Tom’s voice.

I called Jane that night.

“Hi, Jane,” I said, brightly.

“Howdy, cohort.  But be forewarned.  Your pal is in a funk tonight.”  She answered my bubbly hello quietly.

“What’s the matter, babe?” I asked.

“My book of poems was rejected again.  I need to make a new start, but I don’t know how,” she said.

“We all need to start over every now and then.  You do not need to begin your poetic career again, though, honey.  Remember—Weedodi said you were the ‘strongest living poet,” I offered.

“Yes, I know, but does that still count?” she asked.

“It’s funny, Jane, but yes, it does.  What remains with me today are all the good times with Weedodi.  Whatever it was all about, finally, we will never know.  But certainly we were touched by Inspiration,” I said, trying to give her some of what I had.  “Sometimes we almost grasped the Truth.”

“Rita, if you were here now, I’d give you a hug,” she said, her voice growing louder.

“Well, guess what, Jane?  I hope you’ll be able to do just that, day after tomorrow.  Griffin and I are planning to come up to Massachusetts then.  Are you free this weekend?” I asked.

“Sure, Rita!  I can’t wait to meet Griffin.”

“We’re due in at South Station just after noon on Saturday,” I said.

“Hey, I’ll be there to pick you up,” she promised.

“Great.  We’ve got a lot to talk about,” I said.

“See you soon, pal-o-mine!”

“Great, Jane.  And thanks!”

We hung up.
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