The Real Killer

The following was sent to me by Clarence Gillispie, a driving instructor, of Interlochen, MI.
The first death I caused was the death of Mr. Henry H. Bliss, a real estate broker, in New York, September 13, 1899. Since that first recorded death, I have been responsible for twice as many deaths as all of the wars in which the United States has been involved. This includes:
The Revolutionary War
The French and Indian Wars
The War of 1812
The Civil War
The Spanish American War
World War I
World War II
The Korean Conflict
The Vietnam Conflict
Desert Storm
I can cause death and injury by any number of bodily mangling painful means, including cutting, decapitating, suffocating, fire, explosions etc. Because of this I can be compared to a terrible disease or an emergency of epidemic proportions. Armies of scientists, engineers, driving instructors, sincere persons and real foes seek to control me. Fortunately for me, people other than those are apparently comfortable with my daily slaughter of 130 persons in the United States or they are simply desensitized and everything is fine because they feel what I do always happens to the other guy. Perhaps they are in denial until my earth shattering grip reaches them personally. 
I kill far more women, babies and children in a three day period than were killed in the tragic bombing in Oklahoma or the most recent large devastating air crash but you seldom see me on TV. Because I am not considered news. I am not new. I do not usually kill in large visual masses like a plane crash. The truth is that your chances are 1 in 23,000 of getting killed in a plane crash, your chances of getting killed by me is 1 in 6,000, far greater you see. My daily death rate can be compared to one large commercial airline crash in the United States per day. 
I especially seek out the beautiful, young teenagers and young people between the ages of 15 and 25 years and aggressively kill them four times more frequently and violently than all other age groups. Actually, 2.7 million in 1993 and 2.8 million in 1994.Usually they die alone, quietly by a messy roadside. If you read the local newspapers, you will see a few articles about me taking teen lives in your community almost daily. My actions strike the average person every 10 years by killing or injuring someone they are responsible for. One in three persons lives will be seriously impacted by me in their lifetime with a serious injury or fatality to someone they know. I maintain my lead far ahead of deaths caused by heart attacks, cancer, HIV and other terrible related diseases. I cost every man, women and child in this country about $580.00 per year. My total bill in the United States was $150.5 billion in 1994. I bet you didn't know that I even randomly kill pets, dogs, cats, birds and every other pet imaginable about 35,000 per year. These are only the pets riding with their owners inside of me. Could you even imagine the number I leave killed on the road including wild animals that are not counted. Have you heard of the term road kill?
Even though I have done all of this, when things are going well, you will see me in a variety of shows, parades and celebrations, old and new. I am as American as apple pie, popcorn and cotton candy. People the world over have a strange love affair with me. All ages of Americans seem to derive more and more pleasure from me, regardless of my increasing costs. When I am fast, big and new, I am status. I smell good. I can make you feel good and my speed can be as addicting as drugs are for some people. In fact, the combination of my speed and drug use comes the certainty of early death, destruction, denial and lifelong misery for someone. 
Wars have been fought for my oil and gasoline. I am Classic. I am Antique. I am Cool. I am Beautiful. Collectors horde me. The State of Michigan has recently honored my anniversary on their license plates. Haven't you guessed who I am yet? Wake up! Hop in! Get behind the wheel. I am the automobile, your old buddy. THE CAR! 
Once you get this driver's license you have long been waiting for, I am your lifetime partner, and maybe if you are careless, my next victim. Ironically, you, your mom, dad, your best friend can be transported by me to the emergency room or cemetery through your slightest innocent or reckless error. YOU even may be my next victim. It is always someone close, atleast one out of every three persons who will be brought by me to the emergency room or cemetery nearby. When this happens, every living person will feel their deep sickness of grief flowing as another victim reaches their personal end time; a time of numbness, severe loss, and tragedy.
Be Responsible!
Always Drive Defensively!
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