
If Kermit’s American, Prove it

 No matter how hard you try, changing the focus of public debate takes on a life of its own.  
Citizens become embroiled, enmeshed, entranced, entangled in ideas that morph into forces 
beyond what is sane and realistic, factual and viable to the discussion.  For example, many LOL 
citizens have become fixated on the issue of alien healthcare.  Or to be specific, their new war 
cry is: No ID; No ER.  I know it’s an extreme position, after all who’s carrying their proof of 
citizenship with them as their mangled body is rushed to the hospital for repair.  And if a baby is 
coming - does it wait for its mother to be approved for, well, you can see prenatal care become 
post partem before the documents arrive.

 So I was not surprised to hear a story on the LOL Main Street Coffee bar and Tanning 
salon.  “Aliens should get no service,” stated Joshua.  “They can go back where they came from 
to get a leg sewed back on.”

 “I can’t believe I’m hearing this,” cried Bella Pelorizado,  “after all I’ve been through this 
week.  My friend, Kermit, was visiting.  While he wandered along the walking trail through the 
miasma of late autumn, he was attacked.” She wiped a tear from her eye.

 “Attacked in our town?”  We were appalled.
 
 “Yes, right here.”   Bella blew her nose.  “We rushed him to LOLIPOP (LOL Intensive 
Patient Operations.)   They wouldn’t take him.  He looked different.  They said he wasn’t one of 
us.”  Her hair spelled out, ‘It’s not easy being Green.’

 “I knew he wasn’t an alien.  He was as documented as the rest of us.  I rushed home to find 
his papers.”
 
 “I say if he looks different, he’s an alien,” a stranger screamed who had been listening to 
Bella’s story.

 “I looked and looked through his luggage,”  Bella continued.  “But who carries 
documentation when visiting a friend, in your own country?  I faxed his family and they sent 
photos of the lily pad of his birth, but LOLIPOP wouldn’t accept that, and Kermit went into rapid 
decline as we tried to think of another angle.”

 “Did you consider using his tax returns as proof?” asked Cash Now, CPA to nonprofits.

 “We tried that but the tax people said they couldn’t give out private information except to 
the person who it belonged to, but if I wanted to know anything about anyone’s private life, try 
googling him.”  Bella sighed.  “I tried but only found a reference to that sad affair with his co-
star.  And we all know it ended badly, well for her, it did.”  Bella’s hair spelled ‘Bar-B-Q gone 
wild.’ 



 “Didn’t that prove to LOLIPOP that Kermit was not an alien?” Coach Upright asked the 
obvious.

 “Not at all.  The ER director said who else, but an alien, would date such a pig?” Bella 
couldn’t speak any more, she just put her head on the table and sobbed.  We all tried to comfort 
her.  We made suggestions about ways to establish authenticity, viability and citizenship.  We 
despaired at the thought of a person being denied care because he looked different, and that care 
would be withheld until the LOL post arrived with proof of legitimacy.
 
 “Is this where public discourse has taken us?” sighed Alonzo Upright.

 “Can we not find the charity in our hearts to care for those in need without creating barriers 
to services?” Al Truistini asked the cosmos.

 As we sat wondering what had become of our better selves, a currier biked down the street, 
paging Bella.  We waved and he came over to hand her a note.  He waited impatiently until 
someone thought to hand him a coin for his service.

 Bella opened the loligram.  We watched as she read, then sobbed.  Her hair spelled out, ‘He 
croaked!’

 Cash picked up the loligram and read: Dear friend or family member,
Your friend expired at our doorstep waiting to be validated.  Too bad.  Next time he’ll know 
better.  Come get his carcass. 
The caring folks at LOLIPOP

 As we sat stunned by Bella’s sadness and loss, the manager of the cafe brought his board 
out with luncheon specials, first on the menu was frog leg soufflé.
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