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dedication:

Dr. Hector Valdivia, Coach
of The Flaming Bananas

As my first coach, you
encouraged me to try out for the high school & city team, I owe
my athletic career to you. (And your Dad, Chilean pathologist, for
his passionate game cheer, "Move your azz, move your
azz!)

 


acknowledgements:

The Boston Team Handball
Club, f/k/a The New England Freeze is a real non-profit sports team
established in 2001.

 


caveat: This novel is a work
of fiction. I have suffered two concussions, two months apart in
2009 and have experienced cognitive impairment therefore any errors
of storytelling are non-intentional.

 


o o o o o

 


"Cleopatre, we are
officially on a mission." Cleopatre opened her eyes to half and
didn't bother to lift her head. There was a small flick of the last
two inches of her tail, tapping the friendship quilt she was
napping on.

 


"Well, it's not
exactly official. It's
actually more of a life or death mission. I wonder if Charlie's
Angel's have a special word for these type of missions. Maybe they
just call them L or D or A or D, you know, for alive or dead. Which
do you prefer Cleopatre? L or D? or A or D? or LOD? or AOD? Nada?
Ok, maybe V or M, for vive or mort! Vive le France!" Celeste raises
a fist. Cleopatre does not even flick her tail.

 


"I suppose this means the
mission is already starting if we have a code name for it. We
should have some preliminaries about confidentiality and whatever
else these missions require. Probably various lists, in case found
unconscious, next of kin, allergies, if there are any metal
implants of any kind, in case of emergency MRI…." Celeste was
addressing her partner in crime, feline domesticus, while
re-folding and putting away her clean laundry. She had for the past
week moved said pile of folded clothes from her bed to the side
chest to her desk, desk chair and back full circle an unknown
number of times. All of this taking exponentially longer than
opening the closet door a mere three inches away and putting the
clothes in their proper drawers arranged by color for ease of
assembling outfits.

 


This is known as Super
Hideous Idiot Time management, according to Celeste, otherwise
referred to as SHIT muckety-mucks. She has a special form of
self-loathing about SHIT-mucks because she prides herself on being
very efficient, prompt and orderly.

 


"Cleopatre, we are going to
have to be extra disciplined on this VoM. Well drafted plans after
extensive research. An elaborate schedule to hone our skills in the
various techniques we anticipate we'll require and you know what
THAT means." Celeste made a very slow spin with her left index
finger pointing at Cleopatre for emphasis.

 


"Did you catch that? Work on
your powers of observation. Give up? I'm using my NON-dominant hand
to point at you! Yes, yes, I think we should mix things up so if
anyone does begin to catch on to us nothing will
appear
consistent. Like the Buddhists say, don't be so
predictable. Or something like that. Oui {Yes} more spontaneous.
She closes the last drawer quietly and then suddenly hops from
behind the closet door landing with her fingers spread out like
claws, "A ha!" she barks in Cleopatre's face. Which disappears as
quickly as the Cheshire Cat's, after first swatting Celeste in the
face, with her back arched, tail up high and hair raised, hissing
just as loudly. Celeste was just bringing her right hand up to her
cheek as she saw her cat's tail vanish under the bed. "Awwww, Cleo,
I didn't mean to really provoke you. I was just practicing
spontaneity. I guess you don't fancy that kind of fun. Oooooookay,
Made note. DDNN (Documented, Discussion Not Necessary.)" She said
this over her shoulder as she went into the kitchen. "Time for
gouter!" {snack} Celeste rang a little bell with her sing song
announcement. The sounds of gouter prep were first the cabinet door
opening as the air popper is removed and placed on the countertop.
Second, higher cabinet door opens for proper bowl. Third, glass
container latch released, followed by distinctive sound of kernels
on plastic measuring lid then poured into metal reservoir and
lastly the drone of the popper soon accented by exploding corn,
sometimes quite rigorously especially white vs. yellow kernels.
Cleopatre had been known to catch mid air an aberrant escaping crab
fluff. Quite impressive to witness as well as the crunch of a cat
eating popcorn, everyone should have the opportunity at least once
a lifetime.

 


Next the refrigerator door,
pouring of milk first into glass, then into pan. The hiss and click
of the gas stove until flames materialize. Two spoons of white
sugar, to one mountainous spoon of cocoa powder into the glass. Two
spoons of warming milk to the solids, rampant clicking of the
stirring spoon until a cocoa paste forms. Lastly pouring the hot
milk, frothier whizzing and off, it's all done! Bon Appetit, gouter
est pret!{snack is ready}

 


Celeste didn't even turn
around as she heard the crunching of the last of what hit the
floor. Feeling then the rubbing of Cleopatre's forehead over each
of her calves, Celeste's peace offering was accepted. All forgiven.
Two little rubs behind Cleopatre's ears and an all out purr fest
began.

 


Sitting at the coffee table,
feet perched on it's edge, Celeste sipped her cocoa. Time to plan
the day.

 


Planning the day was always
a bit tricky because Celeste had significant delusions about time.
Her list for a day was beyond the average superhero, excluding
fighting crime time. There were the routine things to improve one's
life-vitamins, meditation, gratitude list, journaling and walking
twice a day, everyday. There were the routine chores: groceries,
flossing, laundry, recycling, balancing the checking account,
steady prescription maintenance, societal pressuring email, thank
you notes, birthdays and any variety of congratulations for typical
and unusual life events of others. Improving the world, stitch by
stitch, knitting scarves for foster kids gone off to college,
family-less. Restocking her purse with granola bars for the
homeless she was always passing on her errands. And then there was
work- the daunting task of rehabilitating her brain. Managing her
emotions and once again looking for housing. Modify that-
affordable housing. So far everything on craigslist had been a
bust. Blah, blah, the owner would explain they were out of the
country for various reasons and this is their precious, fabulous,
way under the market dirt cheap apartment….please send me
application and money so that I can arrange for the key to be
shipped to you and for you to be most delightfully
scammed.

 


Cleopatre was curled up next
to her on the futon, completely oblivious to the dire situation.
"Cleo, I've got to find a place for you & me. I need to stay
here in Cambridge to be near my support systems and
MGH."

Celeste rubbed the back of
Cleopatre's neck thinking about how caressing a pet increased
people's endorphins. "At least I have you." and Cleopatre gave a
purry meow as if to say "back at you."

 


New neurological exercises
today and the gigantic reward will be European handball later in
the afternoon. Three amazing teams, too bad the game times
overlapped.

 


However that would prevent
going over screen-time limit intrinsically. "Maybe the universe is
watching over me." Celeste thought.

o get dressed o walk-get
library book & return returns o take out recycling o eat lunch
o nap o neuro exercises o HANDBALL o sometime Marguerite over for
tea o work research

 


Cleopatre began rubbing her
forehead against Celeste's shins, then wrapping her fuzzy tail,
almost like goose down it was so soft. Celeste stared at her list
and rubbed behind Cleopatre's ears.

 


"Oh Cleopatre, your motor's
running today!" With that the cat jumped on her desk and tried to
make her way on to Celeste's lap.

 


"Sorry Cleopatre. You know
how I suffer from time delusion and just look at this list! It's
already 11 o'clock. The morning is extra tempest fugit.

 


Cleopatre head-butted into
Celeste's forehead commanding attention.

"I know, I'm a bad Mommy.
I'm even admitting that I don't have time for your needs at the
moment." She stood up from the chair, lifted Cleopatre over her
shoulder like an infant and rubbed Cleopatre's head vigorously.
Glancing back at her calendar she saw that the Moon would go into
Libra today so she could wear any of her colors. She walked to her
closet. Cleopatre stepped down her back and waved the tip of her
tail, as if to say, "whatever." She disappeared behind some
clothing to her cozy hidden spot.

 


"Don't be mad, Cleopatre. We
can cuddle during my nap later." Celeste didn't want to think much
today so it was gray leggings grey cotton long sleeve t-shirt and
green long mohair sweater. Orange earrings for easy "Pop", hair up
in a clip and she was done. No make up today. She made a pot of
creme de la earl grey tea and opened her homemade journal. She was
feeling antsy so she put on some ocean background sound and took a
few deep breaths. Counting to five she noticed how tense her jaw
muscles were. Making a grumpy face, she sharpened her pencil and
started venting to the quiet audience of no one.

"I don't feel I'm making any
progress. I am so discouraged and super afraid of what my limited
capabilities are. Who's going to help me figure this out? I really
wish I could be like Sleeping Beauty, just fall asleep and have
everything heal and then be kissed awake by a handsome prince.
Argh! Childhood fantasies sometime you really do wish they were
possible. Except who would care for Cleopatre for me while I snooze
my way back to health? This is just one of those hellish life
things- the hell tunnels. There is no other way but through. I need
something to hold on to-something that reassures me or holds me up.
Why couldn't there be something for like the Harry Potter kids? The
what was it called? Yes, the patronus. I need my own
patronus-perhaps a hummingbird or a mermaid? Oh dear, I'm off in
magic land again. I feel lost like Alice in Wonderland. I'm here in
this body that keeps doing weird things and I am at the whimsy of
the medical world and some seem to be smoking caterpillars. Not
clued into me at all. And who would I invite to my tea party? Why
Penelope and Elix and Marguerite! I should think they would make
for a lovely tea party. But I haven't a tea set. Only my
grandmother's teapot and non-matching mugs. No saucers, no creamer
or sugar bowl, that will never do. No, not for a tea party. Maybe
there is an actual Alice in Wonderland tea set? Perhaps something
to investigate and put on my wish list depending on reality of
making such a purchase. Spending plans that include tea sets,
hmmmm, what category would that fall in? Dining in? Entertaining?
Well, I have no such category. Perhaps all the various categories
will have to pitch in a few dollars and see what I can scrounge
together. Too far away for birthday money but patience is a virtue,
so they say. Too bad it doesn't come in capsule form, 5 times a
day, I could take it. Wonder what an overdose of patience looks
like? Maybe inertia. Time for my exercises. Thanks for
listening."

 


Cleopatre had come out from
her sanctum and jumped up onto another favorite spot, almost a
perch, the fifth shelf up on the 8 foot bookshelf. It was quite
curious to watch as she just sort of scurried up the ledges and
landed safely in the open spot without ever tumbling down. She
would keep her back to the shelf and would conduct a symphony with
her tail, a slow steady symphony. Continuous until her chin came
down to the crossed front paws and the conductor's wand would wrap
around the front and end up behind Cleopatre's ear, like a
misplaced muff.

 


"Maybe I can rework the
spending plan?" Celeste began muttering into her quad ruled ledger
booklet. It was homemade with rubber stamping on the front to help
her stay focused.

You can't always get what
you want….unless you SAVE & SAVE & SAVE

some more.

Today it didn't feel
inspiring as there was already an adorable little Hobo purse she
had seen at her favorite shoe warehouse- in orange! It was very, no
actually it was exceptionally groovy. She could hear her mother's
voice ringing in her ears, "Everything is a trade off. You either
have time and little money or money and very little
time."

 


Hmmpf! she exclaimed out
loud grumbling to her inner mother. "I know. I know. I'm stuck in
the got time, little money, honey." The grumbles got Cleopatre to
open one eye half way and make a mumbled meow.

"Oh, sorry Cleo. Didn't mean
to spoil your nap. But I just really want to have something to do
with a friend that won't make me feel sicker than I already feel."
She lowered her voice to a whisper and declared, "I believe a tea
party would be just the ticket." She looked over her categories,
since she didn't have an entertainment column she couldn't start
one now. She had declared another money rule last month, no new
categories unless get new money. She read down the columns and
everything looked very accounted for and then she got the
beginnings of a Cindy Loo Who smile.

"By jove, Cleo! I think I've
got it!" with a mock Sherlock Holmes accent. In fact she was so
pleased with herself she got up from her desk and attempted a
little tap dancing without taps. She lost her balance quickly and
let herself fall onto her bed to avoid the closet doorknob and desk
chair. Now Cleopatre was sitting up, stretching her back in a
perfect yoga cat pose.

"Cleopatre, you've got to
promise not to tell a soul. Promise?"

"Mew" Cleopatre replied.
Assuming that was affirmative, Celeste pointed into the ledge and
translated for Cleopatre, "Medical!" It was a pressured whisper,
loaded with excitement and some irreverence. Cleopatre looked at
her with the standard everyday deadpan cat look.

"OH! You are going to resist
me on this?! I will make my case. The doctor said that I may get
worse if I am isolated and spend too much time alone.

"Meow." Cleopatre replied as
if the devil's advocate.

"Cleo, I don't mean to
offend you and you are wonderful company, so yes, technically I am
not alone. However I think the doctor meant homo sapiens not felix
domestica. And since I can't tolerate the sound and visual
overstimulation of going out to see people, well, I have to invite
them here.And I can't afford to make them dinner as in no
entertaining budget but I could make them a pot of tea! Tea is
medicinal as well. Everyone knows about the antioxidants and the
social interactions is a much needed side effect if not the
principal desired effect of the therapeutic intervention! Ha! I did
it!! I have a rational argument for an Alice in Wonderland tea set
from my medical funds."

 


Cleopatre jumped
dramatically from the shelf to the desktop and onto the bed. She
gave Celeste a forehead slam and a lick on her bangs.

"Awwwww, Cleo, I just knew
you'd understand, eventually. Besides, maybe Marguerite will have
another catnip Batman toy for you. Since you are the most badazz
Cleopatre in town."

 


Cleopatre was purring like a
cigarette boat motor, as Celeste was giving her a full kitty
scratch rubdown.

 


"Hey, I've got an idea! How
about I make something from Rose's for goiter and we have a
practice tea with Granny's pot and little votive candle glasses.
And you my precise feline domestic will have some pretend
pate!"

 


Celeste got up from the bed,
straightened her friendship quilt, rearranged her jeans skirt for
correct zipper front position, blew out the Eiffel tower carousel
candle and went into the kitchen. Cleopatre did a claws out stretch
to North and South poles while flipping over from side to back to
the other side before getting up and trotting after Celeste. She
believed she liked pate in the past.

 


Gingerbread was in the oven.
Cleopatre was meowing and rubbing Celeste's legs insisting on NOT
waiting for teatime rehearsal.

 


"Oh, alright. But when we
have guests, you will have to wait like little French children
do."

Opening the tuna can by
hand, Celeste jumped. "OUCH! That hurt! NO claws!" In all the
excitement at the pungent odors emitting from the just punctured
can, Cleopatre had caught the top of Celeste's outer thigh with
both front paws and claws in a gesture of appreciation. Just
another misunderstanding. Cleopatre's meows got louder and then
finally after what felt like an eternity of mice years, her little
Peter Rabbit dish was on the floor.

 


"I guess I will watch your
teatime while I wait patiently like little French children." she
said. Sitting down at the cafe table, pretending they were in
Paris, she leaned back and closed her eyes. She could see the Arc
de Triomphe, the Opera House, the deco Metro stop for the Louvre.
Old men playing boules by Les Tuileries. She sniffed the air for
wafts of lavender from exquisitely cut hedges.

 


"Hmmm, you know what we need
Cleo?" Cleopatre just tapped her tail, nose down into the tuna
"pate".

"We need the Eiffel carousel
candle. Now where is it?" She went into the bedroom looked over the
various candles and heart shaped rocks, dishes of sea glass and
then moved to the bookcase. There pushed to the back by Cleopatre's
recent snooze was the off kilter carousel. 2 Eiffel towers were
bent on the spinning top.

"Oh, zut! Well, perhaps it
is mendable." She shouted toward the kitchen,

"Cleo, really you've got to
be more careful when you lounge around."

That did get Cleopatre's
attention and she looked up with a tongue wiping, whisker cleansing
motion and a bit of glare. Most cats would have destroyed that
little merry go round long ago. Appreciate my accommodations a bit
more my dearest Red Queen.

 


The glare was remarkably
similar to the Red Queen's and suddenly the gingerbread was
remembered. It wasn't smoking too badly. The alarm didn't come on
as she opened the back door and the window over the sink before she
opened the oven door inch by inch.

 


"Humpf, serves me right for
going to Paris in the middle of a baking session. Doesn't seem too
salvageable maybe we'll just have completely pretend tea today
since we don't have the proper Alice teaset and no company but us."
Celeste found a few old bags of chamomile from last summer. She
threw them in Granny's teapot and cut out the inside of the
gingerbread, which was fine.

 


"I had been thinking about
modifying this with some dry coconut flakes so the next batch will
have a little crunch factor to accompany the bite of the ginger.
What about cranberries and walnuts? Would that be a modern day
fruit cake?" she wondered.

 


"OK Cleo, are you all
cleaned up from your pate? Could you keep yourself clean on the
cushions for tea? Looks it will just be the two of us this fine
last day of March. I will boil the water and get the mugs. Oh, how
I do crave the Alice set not just anyone but the large one with the
Red Queen, Alice and the Flamingo. I want the bottle that says
'Drink me" and the chocolate that says 'Eat me'.

 


It seemed pretending came
more easily when she was a girl. She was distracted by arguments in
her head. There were quite a few over the next few days.

 


"Oh, I hear you, I HEAR you.
What you want to know is what do I want with these things?! What
will these things do for me in these times of boredom and
loneliness? Well, my answer is that I am desperately hoping they
give me some comfort and some enjoyment. Some pleasure from my
daily strife." A reasonable MadHatter tea time discussion. She sat
waiting and mentally rationalizing making the expense. Knowing that
she should just make do with what she has. She has a teapot. She
has mugs for tea. She has somethings she could use for sugar and
milk. Perhaps she could just see how many times she makes tea. Then
see if it's really remotely reasonable, even though she knows it's
unreasonable. A non-necessity for sure. She began for feel really
grumpy about it all. The feeling stuck with her illness, stuck with
her finances and stuck with her broken mind. How to improve the
moment? Soon the gingerbread would be done. Have a cup of tea.
Appreciate the moment. Appreciate what is working. Remember
tomorrow is another day. Maybe make a chart of what's dragging her
down and see what's possible.

PING! The timer went off.
She jumped, which let her know she was even more edgy than she
thought. Cleopatre looked up from her face grooming and then
resumed again realizing no more "pate" coming her way. Celeste put
on the electric kettle, put two teaspoons of #211 in the pot and
set the gingerbread to cool. It made the apartment smell
wonderfully cozy. She watched Cleopatre ceremoniously clean her
face, whiskers and paws. She looked so regale her long silky fur
all shades of off-white, gray and charcoal. A gorgeous marking of a
pale gray heart in the center of her forehead made her look even
more unique. And she was.

 


She had come to Celeste
about a year ago, although it felt as if they had always been
together. Were cross-species soul mates possible? Celeste didn't
know but didn't care. If it hadn't been for Cleopatre, she would
have certainly lost her mind. Completely after everything of the
past three years. It was too painful to think about. "Perhaps I
should get a crossword puzzle book today. Grace always loved them."
She said to Cleopatre as if expecting a reply. Something to
exercise her brain but not overwhelm it too much.

 


"Yes, maybe on my walk
today. Or I could unravel that poorly fitting sweater and start
something new with it. Nothing so complicated as a sweater, maybe I
can get a few scarves out of it. Yeah, a few scarves."

 


The timer was reset to
monitor the tea. She was too tired to set up a tea party today.
After all she had made fresh gingerbread. She looked out the window
and realized it was actually a very sunny day. Perhaps a walk would
feel good. She never knew how it was going to be. Some days OK and
some days lots of nausea. That was something most people took for
granted. The healthy ones. They could anticipate how they would
respond to various activities or stimuli. Celeste had lost that. At
least for now. That's what they kept telling her, "at least for
now. Everyone's different, we won't know for sure for a long time.
Everyone's different. Everyone's brain is different."

Celeste thought ferociously,
"I don't give a shit about everybody! I just want my brain to get
with the program. I just want MY brain back."

PING! The tea was steeped
properly. She cut a piece of gingerbread and poured a cup of
tea.

 


"They just don't seem to get
it Cleo. You use your brain for everything. Even last night, I
dreamt of sharks and my friend was with me, got attacked and blood
filled the water. It was horrid. All those dreams, over and over, I
am helpless in some way or another. Even in my sleep my brain is
upsetting me."

 


Cleopatre came over and
jumped on her lap. This tone she knew came just before tears. So
she rubbed her forehead against Celeste and tried to distract her.
She sniffed the gingerbread and jerked her head back at the pungent
ginger and clove aroma. It made Celeste laugh, "not to your tuna
palate, huh Cleo?" She caressed her precious companion, which
lowered her blood pressure, sent some endorphins circulating and
all round made for a better teatime. She sipped her tea and took a
bite of gingerbread.

 


"Next time, we experiment. I
forgot to on this batch. It really could use a little crunch factor
to liven things up. I say we try 3/4cup dried coconut. That should
be the ticket." Cleopatre purred loudly as if in confirmation, made
two full circles and curled up on Celeste's lap.

 


Later that afternoon Celeste
did her exercises. She hated them. She hated them for many reasons.
One because it was proof she had neurological problems and two
because it made her sick to do them and that was the whole point of
it.

 


"We are working to reprogram
your brain because it isn't processing information properly. You
are very visually dependent and we have to get your brain to
integrate the information from your proprioception system
correctly." The neurological Physical Therapist had
said.

 


Celeste had been at this off
and on for three years. There had been an episode of needing to be
in the hospital that prevented progress or ear infections which she
never had as a child or having to get housing, a most overwhelming
brain taxing task. She hated them because the progress was so slow
and each time she started again she started at the beginning. Like
the game "Shoots and Ladders", she couldn't just pick up where she
was. No her brain wouldn't let her do that. No saving places, down
the chute you go, start again from space #2. Not exactly space 1
because you already knew what you were going to have to do. Space 2
because you had to start again- with the eyes closed, with the
moving X and if you were lucky you would get a lunge in
there.

 


Her body had already
revolted after the endorphin withdrawal passed. She got curves,
real curves, Marilyn Monroe curves but she didn't think Marilyn had
a belly. Maybe she did? Could she really have overdosed by
accident? Mae West said that it wasn't a suicide. Was Marilyn
really unhappy about being smarter than her dumb blonde persona?
Celeste didn't know about Marilyn but she knew what she was unhappy
about. There was a full list if she had ever been asked to create
one but no one asked. Just for allergies, medications, dates of
surgery, dates of injury, doctors and emergency contact people.
These were the lists everyone wanted. Hospitalizations, nothing too
deep. In fact it seemed as if everyone preferred to NOT know. No
one really wanted to know either her unhappy list or really truly
how she was doing. The American medical system isn't really set up
for that. There is only so much time with the social workers. You
can't ever really get in up to your elbows because about the moment
you might reach there-PING! Time is up.

 


"Have a nice week." niceties
and out the door on your own again the fifty minutes of support are
over. 10,080 more minutes until someone is paid to respectfully
listen again.

 


Celeste felt she knew some
deep, dark secret. You can't really get sick in America,
chronically sick. Because unless you live with your grandparents
who adore you or a spouse who feels obligated to or actually DOES
adore you still- you are on your own. Everyone's busy. The doctors,
the pharmacy, the nurses, the Xray techs, the ER staff, the social
workers, the insurance companies, and all the other people- family,
friends, acquaintances, coworkers- EVERYONE is WAY busy. Too busy
for sick people. That was the deep, dark secret that Celeste didn't
have the meanness to tell everyone. She didn't have the luxury to
alienate anymore people that she already had, at least a dozen and
counting.

 


For some reason today, she
had Pandora on in the background. She was not usually doing this as
too much stimulation for her brain to handle but she had forgotten
the music station going through it's program while she went through
hers. Icing her neck for 15 minutes before starting again with the
second half of rehabilitation exercises.

 


The power of music.
Pachabel's Canon in D. Unsuspecting it could knock the wind out of
her. Kicking her all the way back to 7th grade, going to the movies
with L, K & K. Her friends who all went on to city school and
she had to go to the "regular" public high school. They went to see
Ordinary People. She had cried and cried in that movie. It was
okay, they could cry in front of each other in a dark movie
theater. She remembered being so angry at her parents for not
seeing her need to be with her friends. Finally she had some.
Finally she had been in one school for three consecutive years. Why
couldn't she go to the creative school? Why? She hadn't thought of
it for many, many years. City School. Her middle school
clique.

 


She could see Mary Tyler
Moore's angry screaming face. Why couldn't the parents see him,
Timothy Hutton's character, for who he was? So stuck in their grief
they didn't see the son who was alive. Who did my parents see when
they looked at me then? She wondered if she ever became a parent,
would her love be enough? Would she remember and love them and see
them for who her children were?

 


The Canon went on, tears
warped her rehabilitation exercise log sheet. That was one of the
hardest parts. She was afraid she would scare people. If she really
told people how she felt, if she really told people what she was
thinking about. You don't want to go around scaring people. She
knew this intuitively, only on Halloween, then it's okay. Any other
day they might put you in the psych ward. And if you are feeling
pretty anxious and a fair amount of depression, the last place you
want to be is in a locked, enclosed place with a bunch of
psychotic, schizophrenic and delusional people, especially paranoid
ones. No, here her intuition was loud and clear. Don't freak anyone
out. Be calm, say appropriate things, crying is fine. But don't say
anything that someone else, not in your same situation might deem
irrational. Frankly the only way someone would know your were being
rational would be to have been through the same nightmare. But
that's not how the system works. So to "protect" you, you are put
in one of the scariest places in the civilized world. At least for
a sane person, it's scary as hell. No one seemed to get this when
they admitted her. She had had enough public schooling to know just
behave, don't make waves, be the good girl, compliant girl and you
will get out sooner. Not rocket science, not even Psych 101, just
common sense. The locked in part, was really creepy to her. Being
held, on the inside, just because your brain wasn't working
properly. They must misunderstand, where is my real doctor? The one
who knows me, she thought. Why are they drugging me up? Why don't
they contact MY doctor? She needed a truly safe place, where no one
was psychotic or delusional. She needed comforting not zombie
drugs. She needed a home and massive quantities of TLC. No
insurance company would cover that, how many thousands went to the
hospital? Wouldn't a spa have been half the cost?

 


o o o o o

 


"I wonder if anyone has
calculate how many average English words can be written with a
standard soft Ticonderoga pencil. Hand sharpened vs. electric for
an interesting variation." she mumbled to Cleopatre as she started
her morning journaling. It was almost 5:15 in the afternoon. This
morning's routine was interrupted by pain management. First she
woke at 4:30am with 7/10 neck pain. Then after icing for awhile,
600mg of ibuprofen and rubbing Cleopatre behind the ears, it became
clear that a headache was also present, vying for attention. She
made some very strong tea, extra steeped for the vaso-effects of
the caffeine. Took the anti-migraine medication and a second cup of
potent tea. One was not bringing about the desired effect.
Cleopatre was rubbing her legs and mewing softly.

 


"Yeah Cleopatre, another one
and the day hasn't even started. No tuna for you, the smell will
make me ralph for sure." Yesterday she had done too many errands
and went to see a room for rent. Payback was a bitch.

 


She poured some dry food in
Cleopatre's bowl and got her fresh water.

 


"Back to the dungeon for me.
Hope I can sleep this one away by noon."

 


Somedays it bothered her
more than others. Having to stop whatever she was doing, whatever
she was going to do, even cancel things for the next day to manage
her brain. The fatigue was overwhelming, her brain seems all worn
out from producing so much pain for the migraine.

 


She poured another cup tea.
Many people were on their way home from work and she was just
starting her day. She sat at the cafe table. Took a sip of tea and
stared at the blank piece of paper. She sharpened her pencil. Some
Canadian geese took her attention, flying North, honking. She felt
a dual heaviness cover her, exhaustion and grief.

 


This rhythm of travel they
have, with some inner compass and timetable they find their way. No
need for discussions, just an inner clock, inner knowing and
determination. The cycle kept on. A few tears melded with the paper
making little ripples, drops on a pond.

 


Why can't I have an inner
compass? Some intuitive guide that didn't get damaged. Some inner
me that I can hear? Where is the real me? Is she in here anywhere?
A divine fairy godmother, guardian angel or sacred tutelary, who
knows me better that I know myself, some inspiration somewhere
within my soul? she wrote.

 


"Cleopatre, I am so tired of
feeling lost. How can I find me? How can I find out if she's
okay?"

 


Cleopatre jumped on her lap
and onto the top of the table, she slid on the paper, knocking the
mug onto the floor. When it hit ceramic pieces scattered
everywhere. Cleopatre flew into the bedroom closet haven and
Celeste shrieked.

 


"No! Damn it NO! That was
from Grace! No, no, no, NO!"

 


Then the big, heavy tears
came, they switched gears into sobs of anger, big breaths,
diaphragm engaging, chest heaving sobs as she crawled around the
floor making a little shard pile in the middle of the kitchen.
There were so many pieces it could not be glued. You couldn't even
tell there had been an Eiffel tower image on it. Forget about the
imprinted "J'aime Paris" and the little French flag.

 


Grace had bought it for
Celeste when she had been to France for junior year abroad. That
meant that she had been drinking tea from that mug for 19 years.
The chips of white in the mound began to appear like a miniature
cairn. You know, like out at Walden Pond-that giant pile of stones
and rocks that people have put over the years, in memory of
Thoreau.

 


If anyone had told her that
one day she would hate her cat, she would have instantly denied the
possibility, EVER. But now, in this moment she was filled with hate
at Cleopatre, as if Cleopatre had killed Grace and not the aberrant
evil cells. With each remaining piece she found, she would scream
"No!" and the sobs would resume. She couldn't see clearly for the
tears in her eyes and the white pieces against the white and black
checkered flooring were either invisible or jumping out at her.
More than once she had to pick pieces out of her knees as she
missed some camouflaged ones. After she got three pieces out with
her fingernails, thin lines of blood began to trickle down her
shin. Seeing her own blood, the dam burst. She sat with her arms
around her shins, her forehead on her knees, heartbroken, no
resistance left. The intense pain of loss traveling to eternity. It
was all encompassing. Nothing else existed in the world but
piercing pain. There was no place to hide. It was profoundly
patient and powerful. The grief dragon had her.

 


o o o o o

 


With children, if they are
allowed to complete the crying process, once the breathing settles
down naturally, of it's own pace, eventually a grounded calmness
arrives. The storm weathered. Adults, most often, wrestle control,
blocking the torrents and no resolution is reached. Stored
internally somewhere, until a particular melody, flash of memory or
crash of a cherished gift wakes the dragon again.

 


Eventually she heard herself
say, "Improve the moment. I'm supposed to improve this moment.
Accept it, as it is. Breathe with it, mindful of it and then after
the wave passes- consider my senses." The front of her t-shirt was
wet from her saltwater, armpits wet from perspiration, hair every
which way from pulling her fingers through it, black mascara under
her eyes and on her knees. She felt lighter and heavier at
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