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Two days ago was Friday the 13th.  I guess I should have started keeping track of the world then, but I wasn’t expecting things to get worse.  It was supposed to get better. I guess it’s been about twenty four hours now since I’ve been outside, but it wasn’t really a plan or anything.  Work sent me home last Wednesday with all of my computer equipment necessary to continue working at a normal speed while remote for a minimum of two and a half weeks.  I left for a bit yesterday in order to go apartment hunting, since my roommate lost his job due to the pandemic and all the panic surrounding it.  No concerts means no stage builders.  No sports games means no sports spotlights.  He was completely devastated to learn that his entire planned schedule for the summer was wiped out in a matter of seconds. We had no idea how long this would last. He hid in his room and told me all of this through a series of text messages. I wouldn’t doubt that my tough as nails roommate and male best friend shed tears when trying to convey what had happened. I also didn’t doubt that he would be ashamed of himself for showing those emotions. 

I had already been struggling to make ends meet from my side of everything, but losing what he had previously been able to contribute would be completely devastating to me. We had three of us when we first moved into the upscale apartment building, but one roommate left without warning on February first and I shouldered all of his share until we found another roommate. I took the first one I could find. He was awful. 

Facing the unknown on barely more than minimum wage, I knew that I had to take action.  I’d already given a 30 day notice to the other roommate that neither of us cared for, but we hadn’t told him yet that we were looking for a new place to live, and would be moving less than ten days after his notice expired. It was, to be quite frank, none of his business. He didn’t need to know there would be no room for this asshole to outstay his notice.  

I’d found a place yesterday that I liked well enough to put in the rental application, even though they told me that it wouldn’t be possible to see the unit before moving in because they wanted to limit the chance of spreading the virus as much as possible.  It made sense, and an ex of mine had once lived there so I knew what they looked like on the inside for the most part anyway. It wasn’t nearly as nice as where we have been living for the last 6 months, but it was possibly a future roof over our heads in a time of crisis and upheaval.  I wouldn’t be able to afford our current place. I needed a backup plan.  I’m a planner, it’s what I’m good at.  Anyone who knows me personally knows that’s how I operate best.  The next issue would be trying to figure out how to move without spending money.

I knew a couple of charity organizations that had helped people like me to move in the past and reached out to them with a tentative moving date, and as soon as the rental application for the new place goes through I’ll be following up with them again to see if there’s any way we could get something planned out in ink, so to speak.  I used to have a very difficult time asking for help, and to this day I honestly still do, but I’ve at least gotten better about it the past couple of years.  This new crisis sent my unspoken anxiety issues off the charts, but as long as I had a way of attempting to plan things out, to me that was a sense of relief - as though I was planning for any contingency.  It gave me a false sense of control. Of course I know it’s a false sense of control, but to my anxiety, it’s still some sense of control. I can’t just sit back and do nothing, and expect everything to work out just right. That’s not how the world operates.

While out yesterday looking at apartments I stopped at a Walmart to find some chicken breast and tortillas so I might have some homemade chicken tacos for dinner.  I should have known ahead of time based on the social media posts I was seeing from all over the world complaining about the insane shortage of toilet paper around the globe, but my brain limited it to simple bathroom tissue and nothing more. I guess I didn’t realize how much had actually been affected by the President’s recent declaration of a national emergency.  There was no chicken.  

Not only was there no chicken, but there were no tortillas, no soup, no chips, no meat of any kind, no bread, no milk, no bottled water, and certainly no toilet paper.  I did the calculations in my head - a roll of toilet paper in my bathroom would typically last approximately 3 weeks.  I had a half of a roll on the spool and one full roll under the sink. That was it. People online were selling a package of toilet paper for $100 each I’d seen, knowing they would be able to prey on people who didn’t think to stock up on the simple things like bathroom tissue before the declaration of a global pandemic was announced.  I would be able to last another month or more on what I had, but I honestly have no idea what I’ll do if the pandemic lasts longer than that.  I suppose that’s when it’s time to get creative.  

I found the last bag of frozen chicken breasts seconds before someone else reached for it, their cart loaded already with canned pineapple and pears - which are apparently the last things to go even in an apocalypse.  I’m still stunned at the reactions of society around me.  I’m on the outskirts of the big city here, still within a large suburban community, but I can’t imagine how insane it must be within the city itself.  

I saw a news article this morning about two people who got into a fight and stabbed one another with broken wine bottles over the last case of bottled water.  It seems so much the opposite of the bible now, when Jesus turned water into wine.  Without a doubt there are thousands of people, if not more, who are actively praying for the reverse.  People don’t want wine or vodka for the most part - not the smart ones. They want water. They know they can’t live that long without water if anything were to happen to the water services in the city.  If the water sources became contaminated with the virus, it would spread even more. As of right now, people are only speculating on how the virus spreads. Nobody knows for sure. 

Water contamination doesn’t seem to be something that the health organizations predict happening, though.  Right now the virus mortality rate seems to be in single digits, around 3% if those who contract the virus actually die from it.  From most news reports, those would be the people with compromised immune systems, the elderly and the very young.  I myself have Crohn’s Disease and spent the majority of February in bed with a nasty flu-like bug. In the back of my mind I wonder if it had been coronavirus. I do know that I was extremely sick and thought several times that I needed to go to the hospital. Right now I don’t have health insurance since I just started a new job in January, but when my cough returned the other night while I was in the bath, I instantly thought the worst.  I’m not necessarily a “Doomsday” person, but there were a good twenty minutes that went by when I wondered if I had the Coronavirus, possibly for the second time, and what that would mean for me.  With an already compromised immune system and having previously been extremely sick, it would honestly mean that it would be much easier for me to catch the virus than it would for many others.  It could also possibly mean that my immune system wouldn’t necessarily be strong enough to fight off the virus, especially a second time.  It could, in fact, be lethal to someone like me.  

My first thought when realizing that it could be possible for me to die from this horrible bug was for my cats.  I do hope that my roommate would take care of them if something happened to me.  My second thought was for those who care for me.  There aren’t very many, I know.  But those who do care for me, care deeply.  I’m lucky to have those people in my life.  Hopefully they would know enough to help my roommate Dan get through everything without me. Dan has relied on my help pretty regularly over the past few years, and I couldn’t stand the thought of him struggling to survive simply because I was no longer around to take care of him.

What would happen if I died, I thought to myself.  The cats would possibly end up homeless, but three of them are tough enough to take care of themselves if that were to ever happen. The fourth was a toothless old former feral who would need to rely on the kindness of strangers for his survival, but being a senior cat of a solid black complexion, that would be much more difficult for him than the others.  He would need his own contingency plan.  It would be something I’d need to focus on in the future if anything were to ever actually happen to me.  I firmly didn’t believe that the Coronavirus would mean the end of my life even if I did get it, though. I couldn’t allow myself to think like that. The mortality rate, I reminded myself again, was only 3% of those who got the virus. The odds of me dying from it were higher than the average healthy person, but still low enough for me to not need to live my life in complete fear. 

Thursday night I sat across the table from a refined, kind, handsome man in a very elegant restaurant that boasted the finest views in the city of Denver.  Normally our conversations hovered around light subjects of average humor, but this past Thursday was different.  His ex-wife had just taken their two young kids to California in order to visit family and enjoy a short vacation. It was immediately after that when the national emergency had been declared.  I didn’t want to say anything to him about it, especially knowing how much Terry loved his two kids, but there were no guarantees that air travel would be possible anymore when it was time for them to come home.  Having been a former flight attendant, I knew first hand that an airplane was basically a flying petri dish.  I told Terry that day that I had planned on writing down my experiences throughout the virus pandemic as a sort of journal or book.  He told me it was a great idea, because if nobody else did it, we would be doomed to repeat ourselves.  I had to remind him of the SARS virus from a few years ago.  It’s happened before.  We obviously didn’t learn from it.

I don’t think my writing about it would necessarily change anything for the better.  We are living in a scary time right now, when society is turning on itself in violent ways in order to obtain bottled water when the kitchen sink will still work perfectly fine.  People fight over the last bag of chicken as though it will never be available again.  Perhaps it won’t.  I don’t know if anyone has the answers right now, but “no answers” for now will be easy to come by.  Humanity as a whole and in the simplest terms is unpredictable. That’s probably the most predictable thing about humanity in general. 

As of right now, the following items are impossible to find in stores:


●  Toilet paper

●  Hand sanitizer

●  Water

●  Soap

●  Most canned goods

●  Tortillas 

●  Bread

●  Chips

●  Chicken

●  Beef

●  Pork

●  Milk

●  Civility

●  Humanity



Still readily available as of yesterday:


●  Frozen fish

●  Fake crab meat

●  Canned pineapple and pears

●  Fresh produce

●  Chocolate and Candy

●  Rudeness

●  Selfishness

●  Hoarding



This morning my breakfast consisted of half the amount of almond milk I would normally put in my tea, and roasted acorn squash with a single egg, some spinach, home grown dill, salt and pepper - but the acorn squash was on its final days.  Knowing things will likely get worse before they get better, I picked off the small spots of mold before roasting my breakfast so that I might save other non-perishable foods for the difficult days ahead. 

The thing about having survived extreme American poverty in the past is that it gave me a bit of a backbone to know what to do in order to get by as long as necessary.  I’m already rationing out what little bit of chicken I do have into small containers each holding approximately 4 ounces of protein.  It’s already cooked, so preparation is easy with either heating it in the microwave or on the stove. If power goes out for any reason, it would be simple enough to heat over the grill on the patio.  I haven’t prepared for this, but my entire adult life has prepared me mentally to know how to ration my own reserves.  The rest of the world can panic all they want, I’ve trained for this my whole life.  I just need to remind myself of that the next time I walk into the war zone of what had been a fully stocked grocery store only to have barren shelves staring back at me in return.  Maybe if I remember that, it will prevent me from shedding tears the next time someone else reaches for the same bag of frozen chicken as me.  Although, I’m not convinced I’d have gotten it if those tears hadn’t been real. 

Spent:  Time

Watched:  Insane shoppers

Experienced:  Fear

Wished:  for peace.
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Last night around 6pm Marcus called me.  He’d had a lot on his mind after being put on an unpaid furlough at work.  He asked if I would come over for a bit - it turned out he believes his cancer has come back.  I don’t know if he’d survive another round of treatments but of course I’ll be there for him if he has to go through it.  He clearly stated that was ‘out of the question’ which scares me even more than this stupid virus does.  He deserves to live. He’s such an amazing person. I might live to be 100 years old and I’ll never understand why cancer takes away people like Marcus and Bryon.  People worthy of love.  

I loved Bryon in childhood, and he was taken when we were only 33 years old... far too young to die of a cancerous brain tumor.  Now to sit back and watch Marcus go through such agonizing pain that he lays in the fetal position on the floor begging God for the pain to go away... sometimes it’s too much to bear.  He doesn’t know it, and I don’t know that he ever will, but in the moments I’m there to witness his pain I cry for him and beg to take the pain away from him.  He sits up with tears in his eyes, wondering if he should continue to live if his remaining life will be filled with such never ending pain.  He’s not a quitter. He’s a survivor.  He’s survived more than just about anyone I know - certainly more than me.  But his pain crosses the threshold of all things logical.  I fear for the safety of his life based on the levels of pain he experiences. I also know that he’s hiding some of it from me because he would never want to be seen as a weak man.  The thought of him going through chemo again scares me like nothing else.  Marcus hasn’t had an easy life. He deserves to live out the rest of it in relative comfort. But deserving something doesn’t always mean you’ll get it. I rubbed his back and the palms of his hands while we watched a movie together on the couch, neither of us voicing our thoughts on the matter.  It’s always been that way for us.  We seem to be exceedingly good at making the rest of the world go away when we spend any amount of time together.  His physical pain seems to ease up a little, and my emotional pain is forgotten just for a while.  It might not be a realistic way to deal with the world, but it works for us.  Beyond all else, he’s my very best friend.  

I’ve told him I have my once a month meeting down the street from him on Tuesday and to let me know if he wants me to stop in and check on him afterward.  He’d asked me to stop by a store on the way in (I always offer, especially now) to get anything he was needing.  He said he was in need of bottled water. Of course I didn’t find any, but that didn’t stop me from looking. 

Today I have to talk with my apartment complex management team about what it would mean to break my lease.  Of course our financial situation has changed drastically because of the virus.  With my roommate no longer having an income, and with me having taken a pay cut when I started my new job, it’s clear that the two of us would no longer qualify to keep the apartment.  If that means that I’ll be stuck with paying an ‘early out’ fee, then it means that my credit will be slightly more destroyed than it is now.  I wouldn’t be able to afford that by any stretch of the imagination.  I don’t exactly have stellar credit as it is, but having yet another unpaid bill going into a derogatory Marcus against me wouldn’t help matters any. I just have to make sure that Dan and I can end up somewhere we can afford before that happens, which appears to not be a large issue at the moment.  I’ve taken out a personal loan to be paid back in 2023 of $1,000, opened a new credit card with a $1,000 limit, and another with a $400 limit. It’s not much, but I do continue to work from home today and add as much overtime as possible - which usually equates to less than 30 minutes per week.  Still, every penny helps in a time such as this.  I won’t be spending money on gas to get to work, nor on food that isn’t stocked on the shelves, so I’m looking at a substantial amount of money not leaving my bank account between now and the potential moving date.  I should, God willing, be able to get us into a new place next month.  It does worry me though that I recently saw someone say that March has had such beautiful weather, but April is usually the snowiest and worst month of the year for Colorado.  It might hinder my moving capabilities.  

Right now I have almost enough money to cover one final month’s rent at the place I have now.  I would need to raise enough money to cover the deposit and first month’s rent by the middle of April, but the personal loan and the new credit cards should possibly help with that aspect.  

I’m still dealing with chronic hives without a known source. I’ve been struggling with this since July 2019. They do still seem to get worse if I eat tomatoes, so I’m trying to distance myself as much as possible. I had some salsa the other day and I’m still so covered in little red strawberries that itch more than mosquito bites until I scratch. Then it’s just intense pain.  I have a paint brush standing in the calamine lotion bottle here on my desk, it seems to be the best method of application currently.  I hope I don’t run out of allergy medications before this thing blows over, or I’ll likely be beyond miserable.  I already can’t stand to have my hair touch my back.  Everything itches, and simultaneously, everything hurts.  The cats do a great job of helping to alleviate my stress, and stress is known to cause the hives to be worse.

I went to an urgent care doctor back in July or August of last year.  They gave me a shot of prednisone but it didn’t appear to help for more than a day or two.  When I went back, I still had medical insurance, and they put me on the slower release of prednisone pills. They worked for the duration in which I was taking them, but after that they had no effect and the hives came back full force.  The urgent care team advised that I should go see a primary care physician to have some further testing run, but then I lost my job in November just before Thanksgiving and I haven’t had insurance since then.  I’ve just had to learn how to live with them and do my own research on what might cause chronic hives.  There are a few hundred things they might coincide with, like Crohn’s disease in rare cases, cancer in others, but all the medical research I’ve found typically says that basically nobody knows.  The chronic hives might last for anywhere from a matter of a few months to a multitude of years.  I’ve cut out different things at different times in order to try finding a cause, including gluten, nuts, dairy, artificial smells, anything with antibiotics in it, non-organic produce, and other possible culprits, but so far the only thing I’ve learned is that it isn’t any of those things causing the hives, though tomatoes do make them worse.  I wouldn’t have known that if it hadn’t been for a voice screaming at me one night when I was at my worst and drifting restlessly between sleep and consciousness, between tears and sobs, praying for anything to help.  The voice yelled at me in a booming tenor that I should “stop eating tomatoes” and it was as though the voice echoed in my brain like drums being played in an empty cavern.  I smiled a moment, amid the tears and pain and misery, and finally was able to find the deep sleep that had been so elusive for weeks.  

Right now the hives are almost as bad as they’ve ever been, and yet I am not in the same place mentally as I was in those early days when I felt diseased and like I was in such merciless pain.  I guess I’ve learned how to live with it now.  Life would certainly be better without the hives covering every inch of my body for months on end, but it doesn’t hit me as hard physically or emotionally as it did in those early days.  I guess we can learn to live with anything, given enough time.  Well, almost anything.  I did survive human trafficking, and I can honestly say I don’t know how.  I didn’t learn how to live with it, but rather fought back relentlessly the entire time I was the captive of a disgusting human being who relied on the human torture of a redheaded American girl to get his rocks off.  I nearly didn’t survive, and things got far worse before I was able to escape, but escape I did.  We humans can learn to live with almost anything I guess. I never learned how to live with being raped or tortured apparently.  I guess nobody should have to. I also don’t know if a person can learn to live with as much physical pain as Marcus does.  He hasn’t had a good night’s sleep in over 5 years.

Spent:  $21.36 on Chicken and canned goods

Watched:  cats playing

Experienced:  bad memories

Wished:  for less of a memory
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It’s St Patrick's day today. There was supposed to be a parade in the city over the weekend, but that was canceled, along with every car show and every event that would have more than 20 or so people gathering.  People are terrified of this virus.  I’ve been a repeat member of Weight Watchers for a while, and even they have gone to the ‘virtual’ meetings now.  No more sense of community, no more weighing in in front of peers to gain accolades or condolences on the amount (or lack) of progress.  Since I’d been sent home from work with all of my equipment last week, I was looking forward to the weekly meetings - it would be my only chance to have any human interaction.  Even that is gone now. I’m left to my own devices, working from home in my pajamas surrounded by cats and as much hot tea as I want.  Life doesn’t really suck all that badly at this moment.  I do have a personal meeting tonight though.  Normally it would be a WW night on a Tuesday, but on the third Tuesday of the month I have a standing appointment to meet with other survivors of human trafficking as a sort of fellowship.  

We don’t wallow in the past or try to “one up” each other.  We really don’t even talk about our own pasts or what we had to live through.  We just spend time together talking about what our month has been like, what changes are taking place in our personal or work lives, and what we plan to do to have some “me” time in the coming weeks. It doesn’t sound like much, but most survivors of human trafficking have been programmed to think that taking personal time is a selfish act punishable by a variety of methods.  In these meetings, we remind ourselves that we are actually people, not objects.  We are our futures, we are not our pasts.  We are survivors, not victims.  It’s not an easy reality to face for people like us, and much more difficult to understand for anyone who hasn’t lived through it themselves.  It’s why it’s so important for us to meet once a month and just have that sort of a grounding around us.  We each know what the other has been through and understand because we share a similar backstory.  We don’t feel judged by one another, and we don’t feel that we need to explain our reactions to different things, such as someone leaning over us, or looking over our shoulders, or shouting for no reason.  We all get it.  We are more like sisters than survivors - but sisters of survival.  There are a couple of mentors with us too.  They’ve been so great, such supportive and kind people who just want to help. They both know each of our stories in detail we would never share in the room with other survivors for fear of any ptsd flashbacks for any of us.  It’s hard enough for someone who hasn’t been through it to understand what we are telling them about our past, but increasingly difficult for someone who understands to hear about the tortures and trauma, and have to relive a portion of their own based on the similarities that trigger an automatic response within a memory.

We are survivors. No, we don’t talk about the traumas.  We talk about hope. We discuss what might be next in our journeys forward, in what it means to survive and where we might be going next. This group has done so much good for me, especially in the times of emotional need such as now. This group has gotten me through some hard times, when I felt like nobody in the world could possibly understand or know what kind of pain existed inside my heart and head, and how I constantly felt as though I didn’t deserve to live because that’s how I had been programmed to feel and think.  I project this immense outward strength everywhere I go, but in reality I’m far more fragile than most of the world will ever know.  I just can’t show that side to anyone, because - again - it’s how I was programmed, starting at an early age. I can’t show weakness.  Showing weakness is in itself a weakness, leaving you open to someone taking advantage of anything and everything they can.  No, I can’t let anyone know about any weaknesses I might have.  If I feel weak or afraid, I spend that energy of complaining, crying, and crumbling within the safety confines of my own room with my cats around me, where no other human will really know about it.  But something about this group makes me feel vulnerable even when I don’t show weakness. I suppose it’s because they all know that I actually am weak because of my past, but don’t judge me for it or exploit it like the rest of humanity would, because they themselves are the same. 

We are each broken, glued together with the good intentions of our own hearts, searching for a way to move forward in life knowing that we may never find all the pieces of our shattered humanity.  We are truly broken people, but we can still function like normal people.  In reality, I can’t say I’ve ever met a person who wasn’t broken in some way, but I can honestly say every person I’ve ever met was broken in a different way.  It’s as though we are shattered, hand painted China plates, once whole and pristine as we were born, shining and without blemish.  Then, when someone or something drops us from the cabinet, or from the balcony, or from the Empire State Building, we become pieces of what we once were.  We remain in pieces until we decide to pick up what we can, glue it back together, and continue to function as a plate, just with a few extra cracks.  Depending on the height of the fall, those shattered pieces might all be easy to find and glue back together, but for the pieces thrown from the Empire State Building, some of those pieces may have blown away never to be seen again, bits of hand painted dust too small to collect, pulverized into oblivion.  We pick up what we can, we piece our lives back together as much as possible, but we also know there will always be little spots in our lives, in our emotional well being, that will never exist again.  Things will leak through them and eat away at the glue holding together the rest.  Some may even seep into the fine china plate itself, leaving us to feel filthy and unclean, knowing that what has been able to sink into us will never go away no matter how hard we might scrub with toxic chemicals.  But when you put a small stack of these extremely broken plates together, they’re much harder to break.  

I am the detailed pieces of that shattered plate.  I am the detailed pieces of that one very vivid dream I had for my own life. As a child I dreamed of being a dental hygienist. This is just one more time my plate has been smashed to the floor and I have to pick up the pieces, this pandemic and rent crisis.  

I was able to speak with my apartment management yesterday.  They told me that there’s a slim chance they might be able to work with me.  Right now they have a vacant unremodeled unit on property that would be available for us to move into. The rent is significantly cheaper because it’s an unremodeled unit, and it’s actually something far more affordable for the two of us.  The lady I spoke with will need to get some approval from her boss of course, but this does mean we have a glimmer of hope available to us. It might be grasping at straws, but I’ll take what I can get.  I’m waiting for more information later today.

Yesterday there was an announcement made while I was working and unable to pay any attention to the news, not that I normally would anyway.  Apparently all restaurants in the Denver area are to be closed indefinitely due to the coronavirus. That means the meeting I was supposed to have with the other survivors and our mentors was canceled.  Of course, we are pretty stubborn survivors so we decided to do something anyway. One of the girls works in a Christian faith based store in the shopping mall at the south of Denver, and she came up with the idea for us to get together, just ourselves, to sit and talk, maybe eat a bit of food, and hang out at the mall just the way teenage girls would.  I mean, I’m 40 years old now so I don’t exactly feel like a teenager, but when I get around these girls it's like a portion of my youth has been recaptured.  It’s refreshing. I think that’s part of why I like being around them so much.  They’re fun, and they understand my weird public phobias about total strangers staring at me or trying to make me uncomfortable with random pickup line conversations. I just don’t process those things like average people do anymore I guess. I don’t think I ever did.  My first instinct has been “what do you really want from me” for a long time now.  Someone has to be incredibly engaging and genuine for me to be interested in having a conversation with them in the first place.  I don’t have a lot of those in my life, but these girls are some of the few.  Then there are Dan, Marcus and Terry.  My best friend Collette and I could talk about anything and everything all day long, so that doesn’t exactly put her into the same category as the others.

I still don’t know exactly where I’m going to live by this time next month but I’ve put in an order for moving boxes. I hope 20 is enough to at least get me started in the right direction.  Working from home at the moment does afford me the time to pack up some of the unnecessary items I have in preparation for the move, like my 1940s antique dresses, shoes, jewelry - all the things I prize, and know wouldn’t be worth very much money to anyone else.  I’ve sold almost everything I have of value in order to raise money, but the roommate who moved out in February did leave behind a baby grand piano and a laserdisc collection.  Dan is working on selling the piano, while the disc collection is more my speed.  It’s incredible, the original Star Wars movies were in the set, as was a “ultimate collection” of The Wizard of Oz.  If I had a laser disc player I might consider keeping them, but as it is I have no use for these things.  I have the entire bundle of discs set up with a $500 price tag, but that might be a bit high.  I might drop it to $300 by next week if they don’t sell by then. Right now I’ve had interest in the two that I’ve mentioned, but there are literally dozens of laser discs in that stack and all they’re doing is taking up room in the apartment.  I don’t want to move them if I don’t have to.  

It just struck me.  The episode of Extreme Makeover that I was on aired this day in 2004 and I’ve all but forgotten it now. 

Spent:  time with the cats

Watched:  a fruitless online auction

Experienced:  disappointment

Wished:  the laser discs would sell. 
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Things around here are somehow getting worse.  It’s been nine days since I gave the bad roommate his eviction notice and all he does now is make a sport of trying to push my buttons.  He claims that I abuse my cats, I’m a slob, that I’m bipolar or that I have a borderline personality disorder.  I’ve gotten to where I call him “Donnie” now since I know how much he absolutely hates our current President Donald J. Trump. The reasons he doesn’t like him are because he believes the President puts his nose where it doesn’t belong, he insults random people for whatever reason he so chooses and he’s disgusting.  This, to me, seems as though the pot is calling the kettle black. As far as I’m aware I have never once heard this guy bother to wash his hands after going to the bathroom, even amid the coronavirus scare. He thinks our POTUS is disgusting? This guy needs to spend a bit more time paying attention to what he’s doing instead.

This morning I was simply trying to make a cup of hot tea when he started trying to shove his way past me. Of course I didn’t budge.  I told him that if I were in his way he was welcome to say ‘excuse me’ and I’d move, and that’s when the barrage of insults came.  Before finally having a completed cup of tea and heading back to my room to get ready for work, he threw several more insults at me that I paid no attention to.  Finally I asked when he was leaving again.  He said he’d be out on the 1st if he wanted his full deposit back. I still find it quite humorous that he had told Dan that he wanted to stay with us through October so he wouldn’t have to move before our lease was up.  I was somewhat quick to remind him of that failed request when he continually tried to call me names and push my buttons this morning.  I genuinely can’t wait for him to leave. He’s caused so much unrest in me, pretending I’m childish and abusive, saying he completely understands why “nobody would want to live” with me.  In reality, I’m the landlord, hold all the power, and have seen fit that he shouldn’t live here. That wasn’t a decision he made, but one Dan and I mutually made because neither of us can stand his pedantic, childish attempts at insulting others. It is, in fact, us, who can’t stand to live with him. I’d rather he be homeless than ever have to put up with him again, and coming from me that’s saying quite a lot. I’ve been homeless before.

I did see something on social media yesterday about how some people believe that the radio waves at 60 mhz are causing the oxygen absorption levels of our bodies to be thrown off, and that’s the exact frequency of the 5G network being installed worldwide.  I don’t know how much truth is in that, but it would be interesting if that’s what is making us sick. Technology could turn on us, I suppose. I’m not a scientist so I’m not sure how much merit might be in something like that, but I’m also not bipolar and I don’t have a borderline personality disorder either. I guess I’m somewhere in the middle of being a fairly normal, healthy, regular person with a normal, regular job and normal, regular hygiene habits.  

I also saw a news article coming out of North Carolina about a man who went door to door murdering his own family members and extended family before turning the gun on himself in the end, leaving one poor kid still alive hiding in the closet while on the phone with 9-1-1.  The kid is the one who later found it all.  “Blood everywhere” he is reported to have said in the article.  That poor kid.  I don’t know if it was related to the madness going around regarding the coronavirus, but I also wouldn’t be surprised. Our nation is in a panic. None of the reports are helping to ease that panic at all. 

Of course our meeting last night was canceled completely.  We had planned on going out to eat, but the restaurants closed. Then we had decided we would meet at the shopping mall where one gal worked and we’d have some mall food.  So the authorities closed the malls yesterday and she was asked not to show up for work.  One of the other gals had decided to invite us to her home, but I ended up not being able to make it.  Dan was going through a hard time and needed to talk, and then the pedantic outsider decided to do his thing again, and I wasn’t able to even start getting ready to go until I would have been too late to get there. 

I stayed in my pajamas, pet my cats for a bit, and checked on Marcus.  He’s avoiding all news right now - the poor guy is completely overwhelmed by everything.  I’m really worried about him. He’s one of the toughest guys I’ve ever known, and to have him be completely overwhelmed by something that has the rest of the nation living in fear is something I’m just not accustomed to seeing.  He’s tough, I have no doubt that he’ll pull through this eventually, but I’ll be reaching out daily to check in with him and see if he’s okay.  I told him last night that if he ever needed an in-person distraction to let me know.  That’s not just for his sake though... I’m a rather social creature, and it’s been incredibly difficult for me to be cooped up into my bedroom day in and day out just to avoid someone I never should have rented a room to.  I take full responsibility there - just because he was polite when I first met the guy didn’t mean he was prime roommate material.  This guy has been, hands down, the worst roommate I’ve ever had in my life and I’ve had quite a few over the years.  At least he hasn’t done anything bad to the cats. I’d have called the police already if he did anything physical to any of us.  I think he’s accustomed to getting his way everywhere he goes because of his sheer size.  I don’t bow down to 6’3” any more than I bow down to insults and verbal abuse.  I’m incredibly close to giving him a restraining order to get him out of here much faster.  I just don’t know if I’d have any grounds to do so.  

Dan wasn’t happy when I told him what happened this morning in the kitchen.  He ended up having a discussion with him not long after I ended my work for the day and told him that they weren’t friends, and that he has no business speaking with us again unless it’s regarding him moving out.  This guy had the audacity to say he’d move when I gave him back his deposit, which will not be happening unless he’s gone by the 1st.  He’s turned my otherwise peaceful home into a nightmare prison cell, and I refuse to give up the only leverage I seem to have in order to attempt peace with someone who doesn’t know what the word “peace” means.  He’s accused me of being bipolar, but this is the person who asked one day if they could stay until October and the next went out of his way to insult me.  

He did say something that made me question everything though. He told Dan, knowing I was within earshot, that he understood what Dan had meant when Dan told him that I had mental health problems.  Dan responded that he never said that I had mental health problems, to which he responded that Dan told him that I had “issues.”  Dan didn’t dispute that.  I think all humans have issues, to be honest.  I’m not sure what Dan might have meant by that in any previous conversation, but I can only take guesses to mean that he’s aware that I have a past filled with trauma.

I thought about going out to clean the litter box while he’s in the living room eating, and a mental flash crossed my mind of having a sudden physical reaction if he said something to me - something along the lines of ‘accidentally’ flinging the kitty litter at him and his food.  It was a fleeting and evil thought that I pushed out of my head as quickly as it appeared, but the smile at the mental image regarding his expression lingers still. They’d be the most unwelcomed tootsie rolls. 

Things in the world have gotten a bit more frightening.  Dan told me that the news announced earlier today that we had the greatest stock Marcuset crash in US History today.  If the last hundred years has taught us anything, it’s that the worst is yet to come.  We may be facing the next Great Depression, barely less than 100 years after the first one.  It’s worse than the 1987 stock Marcuset crash, but to the best of my knowledge, I haven’t heard of bankers jumping from high rise windows yet.  I can only pray it doesn’t come to that point.  

He also told me that a bill is being passed that said something about $3,000 coming to all persons who are currently out of work because of the coronavirus.  That means, of course, the funding wouldn’t come to me since I’m still able to work from home for my job, but that would apply to Dan based on his industry taking a nosedive. It would also be possible that it would be sent to Marcus, too.  I did speak with him briefly and he’s avoiding the news at all cost still, so I didn’t want to violate that trust he had in me. I needed to honor his decision. He did not want to know about the news. Most of the information is still preliminary anyway.  If we learn more about it and there are steps that someone has to go through in order to obtain that stipend, then that would be the best opportunity to let Marcus know about it.  I’ll find ways around the media stuff when possible.  

Marcus  also said that he’s deciding to put himself first, which is smart.  He’s turning off cable television regardless of how much he watches it and he’s canceling his internet since he can access the internet from his phone.  Based on my own internet bills I imagine he would stand to save a couple hundred dollars possibly by making that transition.  I only have basic television and the internet. I’ve refused to pay for cable television for the last 10 or 15 years now.  It’s been a very long time since I’ve felt that was a necessity in my life, and my life has for many years been all about basic necessity.  He’s concerned of course - his biopsy results are coming in next week. I did suggest that if he wanted some human companionship as a celebration or a distraction, regardless of the results, I’d be happy to bring over a couple of movies.  Life is upside down right now, and I don’t see a way for it to go back to the way it was. Things got pretty sideways pretty fast.  At this point even if the coronavirus was cured completely, the panic has already set in and humanity is circling the drain.  

Ironically, I just glanced at the rather old standing container of Lysol disinfecting wipes.  It reads right on it that it disinfects “Human Coronavirus” right on the back of it.  I imagine it’s probably because of the bleach content. We don’t want to start injecting bleach into our veins of course.  As of today there is still no cure.  There are several news reports from various sources that say they “MAY” have found a cure, but nothing for certain. They can suppose all they want, but supposition isn’t going to cure this plague of humanity that is currently turning on itself. 

I received a notice today that there’s a possibility that my working from home will be extended for quite some time.  Originally they said we would be at home from March 11th to March 27th, but the email today said that there’s a possibility we will be working remotely until April 30th.  Actually, the email said affirmatively that we will be, but our manager let us know to hang tight, she would be obtaining confirmation of that from the human resources department before we say for certain that this is exactly what will happen.  When I told Dan, he only said that he wasn’t surprised, and fully expected they would extend it again before then. He suspects I’ll be working from home well into June or July this year.  The Governor of Colorado announced on the news that all schools were closed for the remainder of the school year, also.  Graduating class of 2020 is up in the air.  Before the internet it might have been very difficult to have any graduating class in the midst of all this madness, but in this case there might be a chance these kids could do online lessons with a virtual teacher, possibly even a video conference classroom.  The graduation ceremony would be quite sad, I’m afraid, but hopefully they still get to graduate.  It’s a hard time to be a kid, I have no doubt.  

I’ve started coughing again.  While it’s true that I’ve had a slight cough since the beginning of February, it did get much better.  It seems to be resurfacing again now.  I have no idea what that means for me.  Was I actually exposed when I was at work last week?  The latest research online from Stat News says that one fifth of infected people between the ages of 20 and 44 have been hospitalized, including 2% to 4% requiring intensive care unit care.  That’s pretty scary to someone like me.  I guess millennials aren’t immune, but if it’s an actual virus, nobody is.  Of course the most severe cases and the highest death tolls are among the elderly.  Apparently 17% of the US population is over 65 years of age (we call them Baby Boomers) but 31% of all coronavirus cases are in that age group.  Reading just a bit further into it, the article I found said that it’s probably because of preexisting conditions or biological vulnerability, which would put them at risk of both infection and serious illness.  I still have Crohn’s disease, which is an autoimmune disorder.  I’m already compromised, if I was exposed to the virus, there’s a better than average chance I may have gotten it.  I should probably inform Dan... but how?  I guess those compromised immune systems of the elderly account for 45% of the hospitalizations, 53% of the intensive care unit admissions and an astounding 80% of the death toll.  

The greatest piece of information that I obtained from that article is that apparently the molecule that allows the virus to enter the human cells is actually less developed in children.  I guess the more it develops, the more susceptible we seem to be. Maybe the kids are immune. 

For today I’m left with a few final words of wisdom to ponder from Marcus.


“It’s everybody’s turn to do right for each other.  I hope we learn that as a world society at least.” 



Spent:  No money

Watched:  no news

Experienced:  nothing positive

Wished:  for better days ahead
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Still no word from the apartment complex aside from the mass email that went to all residents explaining that the virus has forced them to close normal operations. The other apartment complex that we had prequalified for actually ended up rejecting us because somewhere I lived some time back posted a fraudulent charge to my credit report. I’ve disputed it, of course, but there is no telling how long it will stay there, or what it will do to interfere with our current living situation.  As one of the mentors from my survivors group said, it’s in their best interest to work with me at this point so they don’t lose a tenant.  That makes the most sense to me. Let’s just hope they don’t have to find that same fraudulent charge on my credit report and tell me that they can’t allow me to move into a less expensive apartment in the same complex because of it.  At this point I can’t take no for an answer, and refuse to do so.  

Poor Dan is clearly going stir crazy.  He went to the grocery store again at 7:30 this morning because he wanted to get a crumble sausage and cook a pot of soup for us tonight.  It’s very sweet of him and I appreciate the efforts of course, but he also cleaned the floors and litter boxes and counters and everything else yesterday.  The poor guy can’t sit still if he doesn’t have any work. It makes sense, I’d probably be the same way. In fact, when I was fired last November from my old job, the week before Thanksgiving for “seeming unhappy” I did the same thing.  There were still towers of boxes stacked around from having moved less than a month previous from the ghetto, and I spent the next few weeks unpacking everything and organizing my new home.  I think that’s why this place feels like home to me now. I had the ability and drive and time to devote to it when I first moved in, and things are just where I want them to be.  Part of me is dreading this move because it means everything will need to be reorganized after it’s packed up, carried three buildings down, hucked back up to another third floor apartment and dropped off, but I also know that it will be a place that is far more affordable than this place is and I can swing that.  It won’t be easy unless Dan has a job, but I can do it.

His job search has stalled out of course because all of the drug testing facilities across the nation are currently focused on producing the drug testing supplies for coronavirus, and certain corporations and large grocery chains can’t hire anyone unless they pass a drug test that is lab-tested, he says. I guess they didn’t have a contingency plan in place for this madness, and they’re still attempting to go by their standard policies.  That won’t help them now. It did also cross my mind that it could be because Dan was in prison for a few years due to major embezzlement charges against him when he was younger. He said it was because of his ex wife, but that’s irrelevant in a job search. 

I came up with a creative thought today when I learned that the temporary roommate took time out of his day to walk all the way into the living room just to insult Dan yet again and accused him of being a “typical drunk” this morning, and I’m now beyond being done with this behavior.  I let the guy know in writing that from here forward every insult will cost him $5 from his rent deposit.  It shouldn’t be that difficult to keep a mouth shut, honestly.  However, if there are any other issues regarding this ongoing problem we’ve had (he stepped on one of my cats this morning and I can’t say for sure if it was on purpose or an accident) then the police would be called and I’d have him evicted.  It’s been nice all week long, but right now it’s blizzard conditions outside and I’m no longer willing to play his petty games.  If he can’t learn how to be a civilized human being I’ll have him thrown out into the snow, literally.  His name is not on the lease documents.  He has no legal rights here. He’s subleasing a bedroom and a garage from me.  I’m pretty sure he has nowhere to go. If I were to throw him out tonight with a little legal assistance (I already requested a current copy of our lease listing both Dan and myself on the lease) then he’d likely end up living in his truck for the night, perhaps longer, and I genuinely don’t care anymore.  I want him out and gone.  I don’t want to be so cold and heartless as to throw him out into a blizzard but absolutely will if he can’t figure out how to act like a human.  At this point he’s repeatedly outright threatened Dan, harassed me, harmed the household animals, and more.  I’m only willing to put up with so much, and it’s already more than I should have allowed to begin with.  I don’t want to be that cold and heartless, but if necessity calls for it I already have the local police number programmed into my phone.  I’m done with this idiotic charade. 

Spent:  hours worrying 

Watched:  the household morale diminish

Experienced:  anger

Wished:  the roommate would leave
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