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Allergies

March 4th

I moved into my own place today. It’s still cold out, but the snow is finally melting off. Mom brought over a slow cooker and some food for me; she is sooooo mother hen right now. Even with me out of the house, she is still trying to take care of me. Daddy, on the other hand, just smiles and says his little girl is finally all grown up. When mom wasn’t looking though, he handed me about $400 to make sure I would be okay this month. He was all stern and shit but he had a tear in his eye. I can’t wait for school to start. Oh, before I forget, Mike finally told me he was willing to give being exclusive a shot. He was so sweet about it, but true to form, he had to be a dork and say something stupid about being all about the party life and he wouldn’t give that up just yet. I said yes, and told him he could teach me how to party right then. I can’t believe he likes me so much, it’s only been a few months, I think I love him!

March 14th

Mike helped me move the last of my new furniture today, and then we both went down to the office and got signed up for our summer classes. He was such a dork; he tried to take all the same classes as I did, but didn’t have the credits for a few of them. He said he would catch up real fast and show me he was smarter. That’s funny considering he doesn’t know the first thing about botany.

March 23rd

Mike and a few of his friends came over tonight to throw a party. It was the first time I had seen weed, or smoked it. I had such a great time. We did shots and smoked till the sun came up. I have never been like this ever before, I used to think that getting the munchies was a joke, but man all I want is a burrito! No, corn chips... wait.... Nachos! Yes, I want chocolate pudding... hehee be right back...

March 28th

The guy on the news was talking about how spring was coming early this year, and I was trying to do my homework, but Mike and the guys just wanted to party again. I tried to hold out, but I really wanted to get high again. School doesn’t seem to matter quite that much when I am high, but it also seems to make me more observant, so I took a hit or two...you know, just enough to relax. But the guy on the news kept talking about how the allergies season had already started and that people should start getting their shots and shit early. I laughed at him and told Mike I needed a shot to protect me from the pollen attack. He came over and offered me a shot of himself.

April 3rd

Ok...the trees outside are blooming and the grass is greener but I don’t know....this year something seems different. I talked to Mike about it, and he said I was high and needed to cut back on the grass. Then he said he needed to cut his.

April 7th

Mike was over again tonight and we had a few beers with his friends Tom and Jim. Chris could not make it, something about his allergies. I tried to bring up my observations about the way things seemed different this spring, but no one would listen really. I guess I waited until it was too late, too many beers and too much weed, and now, they just think I am really weird; but that’s okay ‘cause I know I saw the tree move, didn’t I? 

April 19th

We went to see Chris today in the hospital, he looked really bad, all those red bumps, his body so swollen, and he being as pale as he was. He could barely talk, but wanted to see us so bad he screamed himself hoarse ‘til the nurses let us in. He was talking about how his entire body felt like it was on fire, but it was just a reaction to pollen. We had seen him get sick before, but never like this. It was really... I don’t know what to say about it, it just was really scary that his allergies could get so bad. On the way out, I noticed that every room in the hospital was full. 

The nurse saw me looking and simply said, “Allergy season.” Her smile was a little condescending. 

April 19th, 11pm

We just heard from Chris’s family. He died in the hospital today around 8 pm. They would not say anything other than he was unable to breathe on his own anymore and passed away. I don’t remember ever seeing Mike cry like this, so heartbroken over the loss of a friend. We went onto the porch and tried to relax, but there was so much pollen in the air we had to go back inside. Mike’s eyes were still red from crying, and he could not stop rubbing them. I feel so helpless right now. The best I could do was offer to shower with him and try to comfort him.

April 22

The weather channel this morning was talking about the perfect weather we’ve been having, and stated that it was not going away any time soon. It’s been, like, four weeks now of 73 and light high altitude clouds with a light breeze out of the northwest. It’s the first time on record that the entire country has been the same temperature for this long. Light evening showers; the plants have been growing and seeding like mad. One change though: the pollen count is at an all-time high. Today in D.C. the Capitol had to shut down due to the amount of pollen in the air. Buildings could not run their air systems due to being so clogged up.

I did some more looking into things as well, and found out that the whole nation has been under severe allergy alert: hospitals are overwhelmed with the sick, old and young. Me and Lizzie smoked another bowl and ignored the runny nose she has had for the last week. She keeps rubbing her eyes.
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April 27th

We took Mike to the hospital today. We can’t figure out what is wrong, he has been sick now for two weeks and now he’s starting to swell up with red bumps everywhere. He’s so afraid it’s bird flu or something. After admitting him and getting a doc to finally look at him, it was determined that he has been having a reaction to his seasonal allergies. Mike has never had allergies.

April 28th 

I sat up with Mike all night, trying to comfort him. Every time I would look at him, he would be a little worse. I could not stop crying, and he smiled and told me he would be okay, that I should go home and get some rest. At around two am, the nurses made me leave. Well, they tried to. As I was leaving, I heard Mike yelp in pain. I ran back into the room and froze in place. His body was not just swollen now but bloating, inflating like a balloon full of helium. His eyes were way too far out of his head and pleading. He could not breathe. The nurse kept trying to pull me back...I thought it was so the doctors could get in so I relented, but no, they closed the door and sealed the room so that it was air tight. Screaming and kicking, I tried to get to the door and open it. One doctor came up with a needle and injected me with something that made my dizzy, but I would not let go! Finally, I got free and to the door, and looked in, in time to see him hemorrhage, but it was not blood that erupted out of his ruined body, it was pollen. I think I passed out.

When I woke up, I was in a room alone, there was a desk and bookcases full of volumes of whoever and I don’t care. I was on a couch under a window. The pillow was warm, and the blanket was too small, but comforting. Sitting up, I looked out the window, soft sunny light clouds moved across the blueness of the sky and the trees were in full bloom. Flowers were glowing in the light of the warm breezy spring day.

“Spring doesn’t officially begin till May 1st. It’s really been an interesting beginning to the year, don’t you think?”

I turned and found a doctor standing in the doorway, his lab coat open showing BDU’s with oak leaves on his lapels. He introduced himself as Major, General something...I don’t remember. I do remember asking him what had happened to Mike, and leaving the room and locking the door from the outside.

April 30th

I was finally able to leave the hospital today, only after swearing an oath not to talk about what I had seen. I must have puked all over that jerk three times. Each time I tried to do it, until finally I was able to. He never moved once. It did not matter, when I got home and turned on the TV, there were ads for gas masks and allergy medicine everywhere, and an exclusive report on this year’s allergy season, “The Season Mother Nature Fought Back.” Turns out that the month of April this year has been the worst ever. Some commentators are calling it an epidemic. One reporter said:

“We were fighting a war on terror, trying to save the world from WMD’s, suicide bombers and madmen, and all the time we had no idea our greatest enemy was our own Mother Earth.”

I don’t know how many are dead, but tomorrow is May 1st.  April showers bring May flowers.  Tomorrow the world braces for those flowers, and the pollen count that will come with them. 

May 1st

This morning as I drank my coffee, locked inside my home alone, the guy on the news stated many green groups were blaming the chemical companies for the pollen plague that has officially started to wreak havoc on the world economy, stating that genetically-altered crops and foods are to blame for the cross contamination of all other plants worldwide. It was a moving and scary report. I don’t think I am going back outside till fall.

I noticed it was quiet outside this morning, no birds.

Oh, one last thing: my eyes started to itch this morning....
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