A Breath of No Air

Sitting with Mom, 

On the kitchen countertop,
Waiting for the toast
To dash right out.
I was still quite young,

Two years in fact,

I wasn’t ready for a scare,
At least not as such.
The toast had just popped,

As an explosion to a volcano,
It was ready to be spread,

With a dash of peanut butter.
I start to munch fast,

As a mouse to its cheese,

But I quickly slowed down,

I’m not reacting well.
I start wheezing, coughing,

I started to swell,

Gulping for just,

One bit of fresh air.
I felt confused and confound,

As if lost in the dark,

Puffed up, bright red,
Just as a bitter cherry
9-1-1,

“Please Come, PLEASE COME”,
Yelping for oxygen,

But nothing comes.
I am taken right where,

A place that can help,
Chairs and beds,

A comforting place,

There I am aided,

As I was physically unaware,

Anaphylactic reaction,

That deadly spread.
Now I am conscious,

Of that dreadful paste,
Never to be eaten,

Never again.
