Epilogue

Back in New York, I walked into my room carrying my old wicker laundry basket full of neatly folded clothes.  The phone was ringing.  At the same time, I was hearing my brother Sam’s voice all over again.  Griffin was sitting by the open window at the computer Alexandra had loaned him for their computer work, his hand steering the mouse.

“Griffin, I am hearing my brother Sam’s voice,” I said.

“What is he saying?” he asked.

“He is saying ‘pick up the phone, Rita,’ over and over,” I said.

“Guess what?” asked Griffin.  “You heard right.  I was just playing the message he left for you this afternoon, and then the phone started ringing, and you walked in.  Now answer the phone—or forget it, I’ll answer the phone.”

It was my older sister, Kirsten.

We had a warm conversation about all the enthusiastic spiritual activities enabling my recovery.  Before we hung up, she gave me some sisterly advice about my writing.

“Basically, you can write about anything,” she said.  “You can write about your illness, as you call it.  You can write about your beloved psychiatrist.  You can write about your boyfriend, or, excuse me, your fiancée.  You can even write about me.  If my friends read about me in your work, they will understand that it is about you, Rita Morts, and that it really has nothing to do with me.  Even I will understand that.  I will forgive you, of course.  Never forget: I am your Sister of Mercy!”

I could feel her wink.

          THE END
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