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  This is fiction, fantasy and some truth. 


  

  Dedication: The World’s Health Care Providers, Mother Nature and our glorious Big, Blue Planet.


  

  foi & GRACE    Episode 4: Earth Everyday Elegance


  

  text dialogue: 


  

  CeCe: Fuck Bradley Cooper & Jennifer Lawrence!


  

  GL: Not in2 3-somes. Donnez-moi some context?


  

  CeCe: GodDamn Silver Lining Hollywood Pressure…brain meltdown No idea what the f I can do for work & they are GodDamn happy dancing playbook LA ending.


  

  GL: Yeah, Hollyweird their own kinda trenches.


  

  CeCe: Got that! Did u c WH press conf 2day?


  

  GL: No but heard about it. Everyone in the ER is “prepared” & scared


  

  CeCe: Yep. Pence had better get God ALL IN. How’s the racial profiling going?


  

  GL: Same ole same ole. Imagine it will get worse as panic spreads.


  

  CeCe: Yep. Market “correction” will society “correct” now? How about we make America sane & humane for once and for ALL.


  

  GL: In an ideal world Gotta go! ttyl


  

  CeCe was wondering how long until cases in Boston. So many international travelers, so many elderly and so many people coughing & sneezing in public. Just in the computer lab at the public library the coughing and sneezing had a new ominous aura. The customary “bless you” felt even more important than ever. Bless “us”-hope you don’t have CV-19. How soon will the homeless shelters, senior centers, bingo halls be affected? Pence was outwardly calm but he looks shaken. The Bible talks about plagues and penance. Surely he is quaking in his penny loafers. They aren’t wearing masks out of stupidity, dementia of kindergarten science lessons or inducing panic. What kind of panic are they imagining? But the POTUS was just in India shaking an awful lot of hands. Can he count 20 seconds? The audience of journalists weren’t panned like usual. CeCe hoped they were all masked. 


  

  Her anxiety was rising, needed to lower her autonomic sympathetic nervous system response. The meltdown was likely dehydration, skipping lunch and it was the anniversary of one of her best friends deaths. Time to implement some DBT, improve the moment, radical acceptance, deep breathing and some tapping. She put on Pandora’s Zen channel, put water on for take it easy tea, took out the Bakelite tortoise shell serving tray, the square white serving platter, sliced Cortland apple, cut a wedge of VT aged White Cheddar, poured a 1/4 cup of raw sunflower seeds into a small teal ceramic bowl, some organic chick peas, arranged a small pile of organic currants and 3 small salami slices into an artistic spiral design. Then, she lit a beeswax candle, a small stick of lavender incense, waving it slowly around her head, the fish bowl, the Peter Rabbit, Miss Moppet and the vintage Stieff teddy her grandmother gave her for her 2nd birthday. In front of the miniature Buddha statue, lastly placing it upright in the tiny incense holder carefully adjusting it to upright so as to not have ash fall on the window sill but land on the soapstone lotus flower. She practiced the 4 count breathing pattern, inhale to 4 count, hold for 4 count, exhale to 4 count and hold for 4 count. This is the time for Radical Acceptance, Improve The Moment, Stay in the Present Moment, Be The Light, Say Yes to Everything, This Too Shall Pass kinda wisdom nuggets. 


  

  No getting over you came on. She smiled remembering her Hot & Healthy Bachelor. She drifted into the slow dance love song from The Dressmaker, except she was the smoking hot babe and her Muse, the Hottest Dude In The Universe. It made her insteps melt just thinking of it. The kettle’s whistle brought her back to reality. Liam….or not….meanwhile the Boston Team Handball (BTH) men’s games were going on. She heartbreakingly decided to self quarantine what with Gracelynne’s risk factor and their tiny apartment. 


  

  They had been timing things via text so neither was in the presence of the other outside of their bedrooms. It was creepy. CeCe was used to not being able to be in 98% of public places from the PCS (Post-Concussion Syndrome) but it was eerie seeing other people have to cope.  This is a test, how flexible and adaptable you are. The folks she saw out along the Charles were exercising, walking with a friend/partner/kids/dogs…lots of dogs. A few with masks, most without, she wore her BTH blue bandana, her BTH jacket, her B strong cappie from the Marathon Bombings in 2013. She remembered that whirl of a time…Blizzard, Bombs & Hurricane Sandy. She loved it when all the MBTA buses had BE STRONG in their headers. It bolstered her as she knew there would be more housing crises with her teammates' wedding engagement on Valentine’s Day. The Mayor really should do that now. It would help. Every bit of positivity, encouragement and hope helps.


  

  She went to the sofa, lit the candle and another incense as the earlier one was spent. She took a deep breath drawing it all the way down her core to her toes and back up. She thanked every cell of her being for all their love & TLC. Take too much for granted. Getting soft.  


  

  She texted GL.  “The trouble with America is that too many folks are soft in the places that should be hard and hard in the places that should be soft.”  There was no response so she didn’t say anything else. No point. Once her shift was over she would crash in a call room, take a shower, eat something, smell the flowers in the gift shop, pray in the chapel & the Ether Chamber, take a walk around the MGH Mecca, hodge-podge of add-on buildings for some grounding and then start another shift. 


  

  No getting over you. She ate off her snack plate and broke into a shit eating grin as “I know you want me” came on. She started laughing and coughed a bit from her mouth being full. Then the dam broke, all the accumulated pent up emotion/frustration/fear/PTSD/PCS/cabin fever, hatred/disgust of PotUS, VPotUS & CDC, she couldn’t stop laughing. Her abs were aching like when she saw Robin Williams live and she had to literally hold her obliques they were fatiguing from the intense workout. The more she thought about Liam singing “I know you want me…I know I want cha” another round would ramp up. It was better than a Laughing Yoga class. And then she took a sip of VT organic cranberry juice, a shot of Cretan raki with garnish of plump organic raspberries from…yes, VT. It would have been easy $20 cocktail around Beantown. Pandora was pumping out all THE songs from when she was competing as THE goalkeeper for BTH Club. She was flooded with memories. Gracelynne seemed pretty depressed, like clinically depressed which was appropriate for her situation. And then Rihanna came on with “You make me feel.” A flashback of Geoffrey and Senad’s birthday party, she baked a strawberry lemon sponge roll cake. Marcus reminded her that he thought she would have scored with the arch enemy and flipped the circuit from laughing to crying.  She thought maybe Liam just wanted to be the KickAzz Uncle and has no desire to be a father himself…


  

  ”I am premier Auntie myself.” 


   


  She thought about his current love interest-Model Babe Chick-now that he dropped the American crazy ex-wife.  


  

  “Sincerely, Who can’t make a pancake? OMG, how fucking lame is THAT!! His mum cooked for 3 SuperHero boys for decades. Oh the lure of America…” she shook her head and took another sip.


  

  She opened a new tab to get The Lone Wanderer, the mesmerizing, catchy trailer tune. Set it on loop and got up and shimmied, belly danced and very slowly, turtle pace twirled around. 


  

  “I won’t have a chance…I’m too old….to broken…too…I don’t know what…too neuroatypical…too Smart? too Creative? too Punny? too International? too oldest of 16 kids? too Handball addicted? too Globally oriented/concerned? Is that even a thing? Too Compassionate? too Patient? too Good a Cook? too Good a Baker? Too good at Everyday is Father’s Day? Too good at Snaps (Saturday/Sunday afternoon sex napping)? Is it possible to be too too? If a man can’t handle global concern-then I am all DONE-


  the daydream of partnering with some incredible Monogamous Mister Bond…


  

  A real LIVE “Teddy”, The Dressmaker Super Hero based on his grandpa….


  

  She returned her dishes to the sink, washed, dried and put them away. She wiped down the counters, stove top, table and chairs. The new protocol before and after any food/beverage preparation/consumption. She sat on the side of her bed and “danced” to her Salig playlist because she could really dance or she would fall. She wore her DSW Betsy Johnson sparkly high heels that she could not walk in even without raki. So she rocked them sitting. Who says you can’t have sassy Babe-in spikes with vestibular issues. No one said you had to WALK in them.  Podiatrists might even say just doing that once a week wouldn’t be enough to pop a bunion.


  

  Rhianna was back, “Where Have You Been?”


  

  “DEFINITELY!!  Jesus, Mary & Joseph! I protect you from squirrels, you be my Muse,” she waved her fist at the computer screen saver. “Where the Fuck have you been all my life?!”  A surge of anger and indignation swelled up from her pelvis to her throat. “I’m a 2 sport goalkeeper and ice hockey left wing, scubaing, skydiving, dolphin swimming and civilly disobedient for Christ’s sake! WHERE ARE YOU??!1 Where IS my monogamous 007??!!” He must be out there somewhere…”


  

  CeCe had had intense relationships with former teammates. She was apprehensive about reaching out to her former teammates for fear of female animosity or worse.  “Yep, I’m drunk on Raki & cran-raspberry, affectionately named “The Bondini.” 


  

  The crisis of the state of the World…


  Afghanistan/Taliban…


  CV-19…


  fossil fuels…


  microbeads…


  

  “What is it to have 35 mutual connections and that person doesn’t want to connect with you…after you have been teammates/Clubmates/Friends…even giving a money bag and not being recognized at the wedding. Forget-bout-it CeCe, women can be like that. Just cut you off, drop you like a ton of bricks for a new BF/GF/non-binary, steal your partner, break promises you trusted would never be broken. It can all turn on a dime. Male friends aren’t like that. They are straight forward. They like you or they don’t. They respect you or they don’t. The only tricky part is that often if they like you, they want to boff. And if you aren’t up for that then it’s over. Of course that doesn’t address the infidels. They make their own rules. “ 


  

  With synchrony CeCe fell fully clothed onto the bed, one and then the other shoe dropped just as the music stopped and the Pandora pop up box asked “Are You Still Listening? We don’t want to play to an empty room.”  Technically not empty but definitely no one home.
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