Letter from a Microbiological Contaminant

By Raymond M. Ihnot

Hello, there!

I am a microbiological contaminant. My favorite name is “germ”, however, and I am currently inside the body of a cashier. I could be the cold virus, or the flu, but I cannot—no, will not—reveal my identity. No matter, I will infect some other body, as her cursed immuno-cops are sending the mucous troops to evict me as I write. 

Curses! With a single sneeze, I am evicted—homeless. I thank the greater powers that be she sneezed into a tissue. Saved my life! 

Ahhhh! What’s this? Here you come, all smug with your purchases and good health! You are contemptible. I see that you have some cheese! Excellent! My former host is wiping her nose with that tissue again…”Hey, Fred! Hey George!”, the gang’s all here. Apparently, they were evicted by the mucus troops too! 

The cashier is ever so accommodating! She picks up your cheese with her tissue still in her hand! I can’t believe it! What incredible luck! With a quick sludgy “squish” I jump from the tissue onto the cheese. Drat! There is an impenetrable membrane between us! No matter, I will survive, and multiply. Ahhhh! Janet! How’s things? Like cheese, do you? Yeah, me to!

Oh! This car is so hot, as are Janet and I. What? A stop at the drug store? Excellent! So Janet, as I was saying…

What did you say to the kids? Refrigerator? What’s that?

Oh, my it’s cold in here. I hardly like this at all! And Janet wants nothing to do with me! You cur! You shall pay for this!

I’m getting sleepy…

Oh, the warmth of your hands is ever so inviting—it warms my soul so! I cannot forget what you did to Janet and me, though, bloody cur!

I see that you are opening the cheese—the knife blade passes close to my position—I leap onto it! Success! For I cannot forget what you have tried, unsuccessfully, to do to me!

Excellent! I can see from here that Janet has jumped onto your finger!

You cut the cheese with the knife on which I reside, and partake of it with the finger on which Janet resides, all contaminated from the tissue of the cashier to the outside of the cheese’s packaging to your implements and fingers to yourself! 

Finally, tasting your cheese, your saliva, I am alive, inside of you, reunited. Janet, me, and our offspring multiply inside of you, and we know that you are unaware. Your mucus troops come, but we are able to ward them off. We are experienced. We change, we hide, we continue to multiply. 

The mucus troops get me, and I am again evicted into a tissue, but this time I go onto a finger! I know my former host is miserable.

What? You are a cook? Excellent! Why you do not wash your hands is beyond my comprehension!

