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Daisies     

Virginia had been coughing to beat the band since beginning April.  That was over a month ago.  What the self-righteous doctor had referred to as “just a rare form of allergies” hadn’t gone away.  She was forty and never in her life had she had allergies.  But that was only one reason why she was now concerned.  Another had to do with the strange flowers that had popped up from the ground and spread themselves out on her lawn.  They were like alien critters getting right down to business on taking over the planet, with the reservation of a neon sign.  Beautiful, Virginia observed to herself on that first day of April when they came to say hello, but their pink, orange, and purple buds remind me of clowns laughing at my doorstep.  

You see, ‘though the doc had himself laughed at Virginia when she tried to tell him in the beginning of her visit about strange flowers, she knew they were the cause of her nasty-albeit-interesting cough.  To listen to it was quite literally hair-raising.  It sounded like:  HeeAAWW!  One could liken it to something inhuman, a metallic scream which, upon Virginia’s educated guess, was remarkably similar to the devil’s mating call.  She joked about it to herself, but was pants-shitting afraid one night when it woke her out of a dead sleep.  Instantly clammy and white-knuckled, she was.

 Discovering she was the cause behind the cacophony didn’t bring much relief to her tired soul.  

Another thing: she was so edgy, as if the neon critters that took up her yard also decided to take up her soul.  She was having odd cravings, for water.  Her cravings also included dirt.  Moist and dark, she used to think of all dirt as being, well, dirty (with lack for better words).  Now she realized there were actually different kinds of dirt.  There was dark, rich soil which she compared in her mind to dark coffee grinds and then there was light, dry dirt like the town dump kind, made for rotten scum from old lettuce and dirty diapers to fester upon.  

She decided to see a different doctor after the cravings took over her life.  She’d actually begun to eat store-bought plant soil, and she hadn’t been sure on the drive to the new doctor’s office of what she would tell him.  When she saw the kind, old man, she decided to just go for it.  

“Doctor, I’ve been having strange cravings lately…” she said.  

Kindly, the doctor said, “Could you be pregnant dear?”  

“Well, prob’ly not, but let me explain why I’m concern…”  

“Do you have a husband?” he asked.  

Virginia told him what she had was a monstrous cough and a craving for dirt.  He tested her to see if she was pregnant.  An ant could have blown on her and she would’ve taken a nice spill when she was told that indeed, she was pregnant.

In the next month Virginia turned to eating only soil, drinking only water, and relaxing on her front porch.  One day while she was staring at the unusual flowers, she realized they looked like daisies – from outer space.  They were ten times the normal size and as bright as beach balls in a Gaugin painting - beneath a rainbow in the Caribbean, for that matter.  Her stomach had distended considerably since she had seen the doctor.  She had a one-night stand awhile back which was not like her, but she was a recent divorcee and desperate for someone’s arms.  A cute stranger in a bar had done fine in response to her need-made-more-so-by-three-martinis.  Still, she couldn’t bring herself to give the baby up.  The thought of having a child of her own entered her heart.  So she made the decision to keep it.  

Sitting on the porch one day, her horrendous cough didn’t bother her as much just thinking about the new arrival.  As if thoughts created action, she got a terrible clench in her stomach, and then a little nudgy feeling like a fetus kicking.  Oh no, not a miscarriage… “HAAAAW!” she coughed and reached for the phone in confusion.

In the ambulance her water broke.  

The guy that was helping her said, “M’am I don’t know what you thought, but you’re ready to have this here babe!” 

“No that’s impossible” she began to say.  

“Henry, pull the ambulance over!” the man shouted to the driver. 

“No! What are you DOING,” Virginia shouted.  

The driver was soon with her too and she suddenly felt the baby moving.  It was on its way out alright, she realized.  The feeling of loose bowels on the flip side gripped her.  She was reminded, maybe as a defense mechanism, of days as a child on the pot with diarrhea…of asking her friend Sara to read to her while her sensitive stomach competed for attention.

“It’s out!  Holy Mary and…” the man sounded like fear was strangling his words.  Likewise the other man made a gurgling sound of fear.  Virginia looked down at what they were holding.  Although it was a baby, its veins shown through translucent skin and they were the course veins of a plant, rope-like and green.
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