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Dedication: Souli Souri and Lynn
Wenstrom Happy-Best friends, now my Best Guardian Angels

 


Text dialogue:

CeCe: Hey! Did you see the photo of the
B-coronavirus-19? It looks just like a lavender planet with
turquoise mushroom clouds popping up all over it.

What a metaphor, eh?

 


GL: Mother Nature is not fucking around
with her wake up calls. And no, I haven’t seen it. Sounds like Dr.
Seuss Horton Hears A Who electron microscopic Alice in Nano-Terror
Land

 


CeCe: Got that right. Bring me some
masks. Going to BTH matches and my Italian friend will be back from
his father’s funeral.

 


GL: You sure you want to go? An
international globe-trotting gym of sweating, sprinting
athletes?

 


CeCe: If it’s my time, it’s my time.
Just don’t want my organs damaged, want everything to stay
recyclable…

 


GL: If you’re infected NOBDY gets your
organs…

 


CeCe: ooooh, wonder if the BU Brain
Bank would still accept my pledge…

 


GL: Pathologists likely will want your
brain no matter what. If I am quarantined from you then I will have
to give my interview to Oprah & Tim Ferris via Skype because
your story will go viral.

 


GL: No pun intended.

 


CeCe: Very bad…you are a very sick
person. ;)

 


CeCe: Gotta go.Chore day Cleenland,
Vermont Farmers to You pick up, JPLicks cone, neuro PT and taking
Goodwill finds to be altered.

 


GL: Uh-that’s WAY over your 3 errand
limit for a 16 mph windy day. BRING YOUR CANE!!!!

 


CeCe: But it’s 56’ and sunny! Carpe
Diem!

 


GL: Won’t you be puking migraine brains
out in ER…remember those days/night/weekends?

 


CeCe: ooh. Yes. How bout reschedule PT,
do Cleenland, VT food & JPLicks then rest.

 


GL: Wise choice Pee-Wee Bonne Chance!
CU L8r

 


CeCe: ciao ciao kiss kiss Bring masks
just in case. Or I use bandana

 


Bernie’s rally at the statehouse made
CeCe wonder how many folks were wearing masks there. She’d noted
many Asian looking people wearing masks in Central Square even
before the recent pandemic. Stock market dropping, how soon will
panic erupt? Look at Milan. Remember the avian flu? Russian pig
flu? Mad cow? Plagues in every color. The Dark Plague mass graves
just discovered, is that fore-shadowing? No pun
intended.

Lately very intelligent people were
discussing Bernie being just like Trump, on the other end of the
teeter totter. Fears of another 4 years of the impeached man who
seems he might try to get impeached a few more times before the
election…everything was feeling all too Ground Hog Day 2016, swap
out Elizabeth Warren for Hilary Clinton without the
pantsuit.

 


Surely the atherosclerotic plaques were
brittle and thickening in the typical poor persons American diet of
dollar menu and diet colas. Surely the Missus wouldn’t be able to
do adequate CPR if he dropped like a ton of Casino bricks at her
side. Would the Secret Service become distracted by electronic
devices or dealing with COVID-19 or concerns of other infectious
diseases and not perform mouth to mouth. Maybe they all care face
masks, are they all CPR and first aid Red Cross certified? This
seems like something that should be on the SATs. For a man
surrounded perpetually by people who provoke and have hostility to
him he seems to not have the introspection that if he has CVA or MI
his life is in the hands of whomever is nearest him. Plant based
organic food for thought. Maybe he will get crushed in India from
all the love he’s generating there.

 


CeCe was remembering the scene in I
Claudius when the Roman Emperor was poisoned to death by a fig that
had been injected while it was on the tree and hence was
erroneously believed to be untainted. Careless. Intense job to the
be official food taster for royalty/imperial leaders. Gracelynne
had wondered if he was on a statin and if he took it regularly. How
compliant would he be for something with some not so nice side
effects. Things to ponder over your spinach & quinoa salad when
the ER lunch discussion turns to politics. CeCe wondered if anyone
was prepping Mr. Pelosi on how to be the first first Gentleman?
Were their stylists consulting he wardrobe for swearing in
ceremonies and other festive occasions. Or would he just wear the
same traditional black & white tuxedo, without
tails?

 


They both wondered is there a limit to
the number of times you can be impeached and no matter what the
Senate says you are out? Somebody at Harvard Law needs to get on
that. Call the Squad, draft some bills, STAT!

 


CeCe was on the Redline to Central.
Sarah Levy the owner of Cleenland reminded her they were out of
liquid dish soap.

 


“Oh, yeah- that WAS on the website..”
CeCe grumbled annoyed with herself for not remembering and lugging
her large recycled decorative bottle in her bag to
refill.

 


“But we have the dish soap bar. Works
just as well-wipe your wet sponge on the top and wash the dish.”
Sarah cheerfully suggested.

 


“Ooh! That’s even better-sans
packaging! BONUS, uber win-win-SOLD! Remind me to write a review
for your website.” CeCe chirped.

 


“Ok, you are remembering to write a
review for the website.” Smiling. Sarah already knew about CeCe’s
multiple concussions and how she felt nervous in new places, or how
over stimulating environments affected her cognitive function.
Sometimes she got rambling in one sided conversation or would
interrupt (her filters rattled too many times) or she would be
forgetful. Missing words in her speech, not able to say what she
really meant to say or just coming up blank in the middle of
sentence. Sometimes she would walk out not buying the most urgent
item, like last time, only to get home to the bathroom and
yell,

“SHIT, I forgot the toilet paper
AGAIN!”

 


Sarah stamped her frequent
shopper loyalty card
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