The flu

I’ve just had the flu. Not swine flu or bird flu, just ordinary people flu, but still, it’s pretty annoying, isn’t it? The first day isn’t that bad. You’re totally overpowered by fever and I actually like that. The drifting in and out of consciousness is almost like dreaming and you don’t really realise how lousy you feel.

The second day is the worst. The fever has usually lifted so much that you’re able to feel all the aches of your muscles and bones and throat and ears and and and. Gah, it hurts!! Third day isn’t much better, except you start to feel a bit peckish, but you can’t eat anything because of the sore throat. Usually my diet during flu consists solely of camomile tea, sometimes I go for warm honey-milk as well, but as I really, really detest honey, I prefer the tea.

Forth day you start too feel a bit better, except your nose is running and we all know how painful it is to blow your nose for the umpteenth time.

I usually move from the bed to the couch on the fourth day in order to watch telly and in general trick myself into believing that the flu is almost over. I also gravitate towards solid foods on the fourth day. Well, maybe not entirely solid. I usually feast on cup-a-soups and apple sauce. I’m a great believer in apple sauce when I have the flu.

Then finally on the fifth day I’m bored crazy, still too ill to venture out into the world, but well enough to have my brain function back! I stack up on buttered toast (yay! no sore throat anymore!) and hot red wine toddies, so on the sixth day I’m either well or so hanged-over, that I don’t give a damn, anyway. At least by the seventh day I’m more or less back to normal, ready to conquer the world until the next flu appears. Which at this time of year will probably be in a month or two. Yikes!!
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