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Foi & Grâce Epi 1:
Quantum Leaping Ladies

 


 


text
dialogue

 


C: Hey you see
the clip of the wall coming down?

GL: Which wall?
Been flat out Bruins in town – Berlin?

C: Me arse just
completely dropped off… LMAO. Get this – 3 little piggies style
Mother Nature huffed, puffed and blew Humpty Trumpty’s wall in
progress over! How bloody ripper kick azz is that?

GL: aHaha,
Don’t spread fake news.

C: Check it out
yourself.

GL: OMG,
sincerely!

C: She gets it
DONE!

GL: Ooh, I feel
I shouldn’t laugh but I can’t help it.

C: Enjoy it,
juice up on some endogenous endorphins -you work hard ;)

GL: Wow, that
may have tweeked some beaks!

CL: Best ab
workout of the decade – High 5 MoNa!

GL: Gotta go
ttyl.

C: Hope
shenanigans settles soon – ciao.

 


Meanwhile
Mother Nature and a few available other forces of Nature with God’s
daughter looked to see what they could mine from their lists to
humanity’s. Even they were feeling overwhelmed, desperate for
restructuring their workloads.

Updates were
buzzing, rumors North Korea having A1C issues – sign of pancreatic
insufficiency, all America’s blood pressures were rising, China
coronavirus, Australian bush fires/cyclones/torrential rain, Russia
bizarre weight gain possible thyroid or adrenal insufficiency,
Brazil prepping to destroy more Amazon, impeachment acquittal fall
out, and the final bets on the Oscars.

They rotated
chairing the meeting but always started with a quick check in.

 


• How are you
holding up?

• Any
harassment or bullying issues?

• Anyone not
taking you seriously?

 


God of
Fireworks, (Thunder’s little brother) hand shot up. His eyes
popping, “Sincerely? Man, woman, ALL kinds are bloody bonkers with
denial! Australia has everything but snow for Christ sake!”

God’s daughter
took a deep breath. The quiet roared in everyone’s ears. She took
another breath – deeper “I know it’s hard. Denial’s a Powerful
Thing. Your stilling letting it get to you. Try to let it go,
really let it go or Human Nature will drive you straight to Lala
Land.”

 


_____

 


Gracelynne
first met her roommate at a marble topped bistro table, in the
Oriental rug laden, side porch room of the Andala Café in Central
Square, just 2 T stops west from her place of work, one of the
medical meccas of the world, Massachusetts General Hospital aka
MGH. She arrived to the roommate interview unfashionably in scrubs
and a MGH logo fleece, fashionably in her hand knit beret,
fingerless gloves, scarf and handbag in Manos Spirulina yarn from
gatherhere, burgundy suede Pumas with wide ribbon lace grosgrain
laces. Her eyes burned from excessive contact lens use, dry
hospital & Boston winter air, nauseous with fatigue. Her shift
as a weekend 11-3 & full moon with Bruins, Celtics and Cyrus
Miley in town. They hadn’t been prepared for so many bad tripping,
bizarrely dressed young women and so she stayed on an extra 6
hours. She is a Physician’s Assistant , with moonlighting she can
leverage getting out from under student loans, have some joie de
vivre with Manos yarn, MGH gift shop Boston flower market fresh
flowers, a local Turtle Creek wineshare, kmhudson,ltd boutique
lingerie, more JPLicks coconut almond chip in sugar cones,
contribute to world disaster funds and eventually the dream trip to
France, Spain, Croatia, Greece and Lebanon.

Faith Celeste
Brûlée chose to go by her middle name. It felt like lying, her
first name just didn’t fit, sounding religious like her adopted
mother. She’s not a “believer” herself ever since her 2 best
friends died young – one of heart failure, the other cancer ate her
in 14 months.

“Teammates call
me Cele, rhymes with Pélé if that helps.” extending her hand.

Gracelynne
doesn’t like her name either, merciless kids teased, “Hey
Graceland!” or sang Elvis songs whenever she walked by. She’s a
Francophile so uses Grace whenever asked. It suited her better, a
stunning dresser when she wasn’t in scrubs.

“Essentially
everybody got bullied growing up. I’d love to meet anyone who
wasn’t. Just depends which way anyone deals with it.” Cele
said.

“What do you
mean?”

“My grandmother
said challenges either bring people together or apart. Some choose
compassionate others become dic-“

She’s stops her
tongue before the “K” escapes. New Year Intentions to not use the 4
letter word so liberally, a habit born from the 2016 US
Presidential campaign. She was quiet, notably scanning her gray
matter “files” for an alternative adjective but got white screen.
The aphasia symptoms were worse when she was nervous.

The visual was
all white as a Scandinavian minimally zen living room. Literally
blank mind even after focusing her search – trying to get neurons
to connect for appropriate vocabulary.

“Mother f’ing
azzholes? “ She grins and takes the little spoon and gently made an
infinity design in her latte foam. She blushes, surprised at her
language with a stranger let alone potential roommate. She shrugged
it off as caffeine buzz, sleep deprivation & the Nutella
chocolate cake she’d eaten ¾ even though she’d planned to bring ½
home for later indulgence.

“That works!
Merci!” Her face jumping from deer in headlights to having made it
to next level on Xbox game.

“De Rien.”

She greatly
appreciated anyone speaking even “un peu” French with her or not.
Just catching a few words as someone walked by or on the T. She
definitely eavesdropped without shame. Native speakers were premium
practice. Listening just as important as speaking.

She’d gone to
Lac du Bois, a Concordia language camp near Hackensack MN.
Sometimes her mother’s letters came via NJ apparently a Hackensack
there as well.

“Do you have
any questions for me?”

“Yep, what’s
your hoard/clutter factor? You a team player? Do your share of
chores? You’ve got a partner, right? You guys noisy, make the house
rock?”

Grace lurched
forward over her Lazarra cup almost spitting some latte from her
bluntness.

“Might as well
be upfront at the get go. Last 2 concussions were 2 months apart –
blew out some of my filters. Occurred to me one day just another
way my “new” normal is neuro-divergent/atypical/sorta spectrumy for
lack of a better reference.”

“Oh! I’m im
sorry. We see a lot of post-concussion issues in the ED.”

“Ah well. C’est
la vie. You play contact sports, you drive or ride in a car on a
highway, ride a bike, hell walking on the sidewalk on Memorial
Drive I was almost hit between two bikers – shit happens.

No need to
apologise you didn’t throw the shot or Dodge Hemi rear end Ram
me.”

“Yeah, well,
I’m sorry you’ve had that experience. I lost a cousin, hockey and
football player. His brain was donated to the Concussion Legacy
Foundation BU brain bank for research. It’s a hell that even Dante
never knew could exist.”

Her voice
tapers to nothing and she picks up the spoon to move some foam at
the bottom of the cup.

“Wow, jeez,
then you really do get it. Oh God, that beyond sucks, how painful,
Oh God, sorry if it triggered you. Intense sh… stuff really, really
intense. Oh…”

They were both
quiet. A couple at the table next to them were obviously on an
intense first meet which added to the awkwardness for Cele because
she hadn’t been on a romantic date since her TBI and for GL because
she loathed internet dating & was feeling she’d be
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