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Patient Zero

M

y sister Lisa came to see me. She walked in, sterilized a 16x16 area with Lysol, put her purse on it,
and put on a Hazmat suite.
She then started yelling and calling me every name in
the book, from a disgusting Neanderthal to an ungrateful smart-ass. Every time I opened my mouth to speak,
she sprayed it with Lysol. My own sister and a bottle of
Lysol were attacking me in my own home. I finally had
to restrain her by coughing in her face, which made her
run away in horror.
I don’t care.
Her little brat is the one who gave me all those bugs,
and he is NOT patient zero, but a part of a finely tuned
organized terror group who’s sole purpose is to spread
H1N1 or some other such numbered and lettered disease. She sends him to a germ-factory, a place innocent
people call KINDERGARTEN, (yea, right! Someone
should tell the government about these joints, they might
want to send a Bio terrorism team of experts to investigate. I’m telling ya.)
Her little germ-manufacturing kid did it to me, and
she is calling ME names? I want justice. I want him to
pay for the 400 gallons of cough syrup, 122 gallons of
NyQuil (daytime AND nighttime…yes… that’s right, you
heard me right.) The snot-locker should also pay for the
headache pills, the 15 lbs of Vitamin “C,” 200 boxes of
Kleenex, 17,000 rolls of toilet paper and the pain and
suffering of running out of essentials.
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I don’t believe in suffering quietly. I don’t.
And why am I an “ungrateful smart-ass?” I asked
her for what does a person dying from a horrible virus
produced and directed by her filthy progeny, with no
logistics in the house, has to be grateful. So I went to
take a shower, and when I got out, the apartment was
sterile clean. Lisa’s guilt reigned in (as it well should
have.) No good ever comes from these five-year-old
kids. None. Nada. They scratch their butt holes, they
then go and play with blocks another snot-locking terrorist just smeared with left over poop. They pick up a
cracker someone sneezed on and dropped on the toilet’s
floor and eat it. Then they hold hands for whatever song
de joure is, and the hands they hold are nothing but Petri
dishes disguised as other five-year old cute little paws,
and then they go home laden with viruses, bacteria, and
vermin.
At home, they French kiss the dog lick the cat bowl,
and pee in the bush (with most of the pee kept in their
little mitt as souvenir). Now they are ready to help mom
set the dinner table and for their unsuspecting victims to
arrive. Helpful little vectors, aren’t they?
A couple of months ago, when I was still alive, Lisa,
Blake, and I went to eat at Sizzler. I really think this kid
is defective. When we left the house, he was clean. He
looked like a cherub. He had on tan slacks, blue shirt,
and sandals. His hair combed and his face washed to an
angelic degree.
So we are sitting at Sizzler and eating, and Blake
eats his food from his shirt and hair. Lisa was steeped
in a story about the new manager they got at work, and
how he was changing people’s bathroom break schedule,
that she didn’t look at that cartoon she called a son even
once. I said, “Lisa, Blake has shrimp in his hair, and corn
in his shirt pocket.” “I know,” she said without missing
2
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a beat. I then somehow got involved with Lisa’s office
bathroom politics, and forgot about the ape we brought
with us.
Suddenly I noticed a bunch of people gathered
around something that was doing the “worm” on the
floor, much to the crowd’s delight. It was Blake rolling on the floor, first on his stomach, then on his back.
While on his back, he was counting the light bulbs in the
wrought iron chandelier hanging from the Sizzler’s ceiling using the fingers on his food-stained hand.
So I got up and brought the human-floor mop back
to the table. By now, he was brown. He was filthy from
head to toe, and his face had a surrealistic design made
from mustard, ketchup, Mexican salsa, refried beans,
and chocolate pudding. His blue shirt was now gray,
and the clean, blond haired, blue-eyed kid we brought to
Sizzler, now looked like an alien, a UFO, to be precise!
I said to Lisa, “For God sake woman, look at him. He’s
disgusting. When we left the house, he was clean and
smelled good. Now half of his food is in his pockets, hair
and ears, and he smells like a military mess-hall.” “Don’t
worry;” said the mother of the year, “he’ll have a good
scrubbin’ when we get home.”
A GOOD SCRUBBIN’? WOMAN, YOU NEED TO
TRADE IN THIS KID!
Now Lisa is here, cleaning my abode.
I am gravely ill because some people should NOT
have children!
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