Covid, Again
Heavy the burn invades my nostril,
Searing into the back of my brain. 
Born on vapors disease drifts down.
Fine mist covers my skin, prickles and evaporates,
Leaving hot and cool zones for me to decipher.
No fever registers on the device,
but fever breaks in a sweat at night.
Covid confirmed by a nostril swab
Devastates my week.

Isolation
Five days of forced isolation
Prisoner in my home.
Grateful to infect my spouse
 so I am not alone.

Selfish though it may seem,
She cares for me while I dream
Of death and weakness,
Loss and meekness.
A sickly conscious stream.

I return to sanity soon enough
Donned in matching socks.
Venturing into the kitchen,
I find the door unlocked.

