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A Plague of Magic

 


Adeline stepped out her paint-peeled front
door, locking it. Pulling the collar of her red raincoat closer
against the deluge, she ran to the old Honda, juggling her huge
purse and fumbling with the car keys between the clumsy fingers of
her thin gloves.

The neighbors across the street, all wearing
red like everyone in the Casino, were out in their yard again.
Building something. She could hear scraping as they piled up
concrete blocks. It looked like they were mortaring them together.
In the torrent. She shook her head.

The air smelled moldy. Like rain wet soil. As
it should after three solid months of showers.

Global warming was hitting hard. Other parts
of the US baked in the summer and had mild winters. Here in the
Northwest, it was nothing except nonstop precipitation. And it was
only December. There were still four more months of drenching to
look forward to. Would there even be a summer?

At least the Casino Rd. Quarantine Area was
high ground. That’s about all she could say for it. Even before the
quarantine, it had been the trashy area of town.

She slid into the driver’s seat, pulling her
hood off. Water soaked through her running shoes. She’d have to sit
all day with cold, wet feet.

She glanced at her watch. Damn. She’d be late
to pick up Dad. Why was there never enough time for anything? Why
had they caught his cancer so late?

Adeline flipped the radio on, scanning
traffic reports for road closures due to flooding. None were on her
route.

She drove taking deep breaths, which
alternated with the flip, flop, flap of the wipers. She hated
medical facilities and hospitals. They’d given her the creeps ever
since Mom died. Adeline had been sixteen and Dad had to be two
parents. Now he was dying too. She could feel it and it left an
empty black hole in her gut.

She took a deep breath, wiping her face with
the back of her hand. No. She couldn’t let it happen.

What the hell could she do?

Fuck cancer.

She glanced at the dashboard clock, again.
Thirty minutes till his appointment.

She only got stopped at the border for a
couple minutes.

“ID please,” said the guard from inside his
concrete bunker.

She handed over her card into his gloved
hands. Please, please, please, no hassles today.

“What is your destination?”

“I’m taking my father to chemo.” Her voice
sounded high and squeaky. Tense.

“Unlatch the trunk please,” he said, walking
to the back of her car and looking in the rear seat.

She unlatched the trunk. He opened it, then
closed it again, presumably satisfied she wasn’t smuggling someone
out.

“You know you cannot touch anyone,” he said,
checking to make sure she was dressed in red.

“Yes,” she said, grasping the steering wheel
tightly. As if she hadn’t been told that every bloody time she left
the Casino. She gritted her teeth, smiling slightly, trying to look
normal. Whatever normal was.

He handed her ID back, waving her
through.

Pulling up in Dad’s parking space, she turned
off the car, leapt out and ran towards his apartment.

He already had the door open and his
paraphernalia together. The smell of rich coffee streamed into her
nose. She didn’t have time to make any this morning and her mouth
watered. She’d just have to settle for watery coffee at the
clinic.

“How are you this morning?” she asked.

“Tired, but I’m hanging in there. Only three
more weeks of being nuked.”
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