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During my cancer treatment, when chemicals and radioactive electrons still barreled through me like a horde of marauding Vikings, I didn’t swat any mosquito who cared to bite.
I figured they’d either die from the chemo and radiation or become mutants, infecting their population with damaged genes, and leading to the demise of the hateful little creatures. As mom used to say, they’d gotten their “just deserts.”
Now, I regret it. I risked creating a super mutant, which could still happen. So, if in the future a giant mosquito ravages the population of The Villages or Tokyo, roaming at night, skewering innocent citizens with its flagpole-length proboscis, and sucking them dry, it will be my fault. 
I realize I just wanted them to suffer as I was. Not that the treatments hurt, but they left me feeling shrunken like a dried apricot and tired like I wanted to take a nap and wake up next December. For the bulk of my treatment, I felt not sick, but under the weather.
“Under the weather” is a strange phrase to describe someone who feels a bit peaked. I mean really, isn’t everybody technically under the weather? The only people above the weather are astronauts, and aside from the extraordinary view, it isn’t such a great deal to be floating in space above the clouds. There is no air to breathe, and the temperature is about -148° Fahrenheit even in the sun, which is about the room temperature where I received my four-hour chemo and ten-minute radiation treatments. The nurses gave me heated blankets and I hid under them like the boogeyman was after me. 
 Now, almost five years later, it's all a vague memory and I tell people I have “chemo brain,” which is what I’m blaming my forgetfulness on.
