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I wouldn’t mind working here if the kid ever cleaned me.  My first job was much more pleasant.  I magnified specimens for a science lab at this really plush college in Southern California.  The people were great and I learned a lot of neat stuff about science and things.  The room was spotless and the other lab equipment were easy to get along with.  I mean, they were a real amicable bunch.  Unfortunately, one day I was dropped and broken.  The next thing I know, I was shipped away to this slob who owned a fixer-up shop and he in turn hocked me off for seven dollars to a family that needed a birthday present for their twelve-year-old son.  Now, don’t get me wrong, the kid’s cool and he loves me, he just never cleans me.  Every time he puts me away on the shelf I have trouble sleeping because I feel so skuzzy.  Another thing is he never wants to look at interesting things.  It’s always the same.  He’ll capture an ant, put the filthy thing on my stage and look at it for hours.  What’s the big deal?  It’s just an ant.  “Bacteria”, I told him.  Once you look at bacteria, ants are nothing.  But he never listens.  

