
  MYSTERY MAYBE MOTHERS


  Boston Weather Alert: Severe weather warning high winds gusting to up to 50mph, with occasional thunderstorms, expect downed trees and interrupted power until 8pm Sunday May 10. Stay indoors & keep emergency preparedness materials available.


  “Jesus, when will the wind finally quit already!” CeCe mumbled as she lay on her bed and listened to Pandora Women in Comedy Radio. Maybe Grace was awake, she needed to interact with someone, desperately but not a hotline, with someone that knew her and she didn’t have to explain anything about her concussions or anything.


  Text dialogue:


  CeCe: Hey, remember before Covid we did the Ancestry thing. Results any day now. Know ur really exhausted but I’m scared, really scared. All the sh*t about surprises-I mean I know I’m adopted but what if I’m related to mass murderer or serial killer? Or that I have Huntington’s chorea gene or the thing Angelina Jolie has and I have to have all my feminine bits removed? I don’t want to stress you. But what if you die? I don’t know what to do! Btw-is there anything I can do for you?


  GL: Yes. Mail my paperwork to my attorney, my primary care, my next of kin and read it because I’m putting you as my health care proxy & durable power of attorney.


  CeCe: Your what?


  GL: Health proxy-the person with power to decide my health wishes if I become unable to do so myself. And paying the bills is the power of attorney. I’ll slide the pages under the door with my online banking info. I’ve paid ahead rent for 6mos. so if something happens you can stay here awhile. 


  CeCe: Jesus Grace! STOP it! Don’t talk like that.


  GL: I’ve signed a MOLST it just needs to be co-signed/witnessed but because of COVID-19 quarantine my doctor said you shouldn’t co-sign with even a mask so I’m sending it to her. Stamps are in the utility drawer in the kitchen. Luckily my intuition told me to stock up in Feb


  CeCe: Holy sh*t Grace, you are freaking me out!


  GL:Better to be prepared for the worst and hope for the best.


  CeCe: What’s a MOLST?


  GL: It’s a medical legal document that states the various forms of medical interventions should I become unconscious. I want to be a DNR.


  CeCe: A what?


  GL: Do Not Resuscitate.


  CeCe: STOP IT! you’re making me cry! You’re strong, you’re healthy! This too shall pass, remember you always tell me that.


  GL: Yeah exactly, this too shall pass & it may take me with it.


   


  Outside there was a crash of someone’s metal trash can lid flying off and hitting the apartment building.


  GL: wtf!


  CeCe: Look I heard of an elderly man in India who was sent home to die but his son had a CPAP machine & he recovered with lots of TLC. Surely one of your colleagues can help us get one or off Craig’s List or something


  GL: My peers are in full blown PTSD. I’m not going to ask them to find me a CPAP.


  CeCe: Well, I’m going to look then!


  GL: It could be contaminated.


  CeCe: I’ll disinfect it-I will make my own PPE with the plastic shield and everything. We have the latex dish gloves. I’ll take it all apart and clean it. It will be fine. You are going to be FINE! 100%


  GL: have to sleep now bye


  CeCe: Sweet dreams


   


  She threw her phone across her bedroom, the case popping open and the battery slid under the bed. 


  “F you God, you’re for sh*t, you son of a bitch!” She silent screamed & shook from the fear, terror, anger, frustration and isolation that had built up exponentially with the daily reports of CV-19.  


  “Action, I have to take action to cope with feeling so helpless.” she reminded herself. Put on her mask, went to gather the papers at Grace’s door, got everything stamped and went out to drop in the nearest mailbox. The air was potent, humid, fresh from the afternoon storms with hail, thunder and gale winds. It whooshed into her cells and she felt more alive than she could remember. 


  Going from the hell of inside with someone you love that could be dead any day to the exquisite expansion of outside, with trees & flowers blooming and exceptionally clean air entering even with the dampening of the mask it was transforming. 


  “How in the hell will the world cope with this?” she thought. “Like sincerely,” she turned as if to face a companion, “How are we going to get through this? There’s no going back and we don’t know where we are going and there’s no sea weathered captain at the helm.” 


  She was quiet and looked at everything around her as if for the first time she had ever been on this street, as if she were visiting from a foreign country, yet she’d been here for awhile. Paradigm shift when one’s perspective is set on its head. She felt a bit woozy, like the vestibular floating dock sensation, unsteady, so she stood and leaned on a store front and gazed in at the display, feigning window shopping. 


  “Breathe. 5 seconds in-hold 5 seconds-out 5 seconds-hold 5 seconds. Feel the ground beneath my feet, feel the solidness of the glass, feel the connection to the Earth. I am OKay, I am better than OKay. I am doing what is most important for Grace and going back home. This too shall pass. This too shall pass. May we be free from danger, may we have mental happiness, may we have physical happiness, may we have easy and well being. Okay, I’m good! I’m better than good, I’m kicking some pandemic azz.” 


  Just as she whispered that she heard a voice in her head say.”Don’t get
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