A Legless butt kicking

“I complained about having no shoes then I met a man with no legs and he kicked my butt. “
This is what Josh thought when he met Fred. Fred was a grumpy old man who had lost his legs. His bitterness was all he had left and his new goal in life was to have as many people as he could to partake in his misery. He had had a full life but the ravages of diabetes had taken both his feet just below the knees. We had the privilege to take Fred to his doctor appointments and each time we loaded him into our ambulance his attitude of anger and bitterness permeated all those he came into contact, just like the smell of cigarette smoke after leaving a bar. Fred’s anger and bitterness smelled bad. We often left him with screams of discomfort and complaints of pain from the bumpy ride. Our gurney is not designed for comfort and our ambulance shocks are heavy duty not a soft ride. No matter, he complained about everything. 

My partner was one of the most upbeat happy medics I have ever worked with and today he gets to ride in the back with Fred. I kind of feel for him but I am just relieved he gets to deal with Fred today instead of me. Josh treats Fred with ultimate kindness. He asks him repeatedly how he can make Fred comfortable and how he can relieve his pain, helping with adjusting the pillows and turning Fred to a position of comfort. Fred’s response is more complaining and more cries of pain and discomfort. I look back in the rearview mirror and I can see the frustration on my partners face. He is coming to the end of his bag of tricks and is near the end of his rope with his patience. Josh tries to change subjects and asks Fred what he did for a living. Fred in all seriousness tells my partner that he blew up ambulances for a living. Josh doesn’t know if he should laugh or run. But what can a legless man do? Fred continues his tirade. As we pull up to the clinic, I have to tap the brakes harder than I would like to in order to stop. I am now the new target for Fred. I open the back doors and I am personally responsible for every bump and jerk he felt was the source of his pain. Fred tells me I am the worst ambulance driver he has ever met and that I should get another job like taking out the garbage or something. I bite my tongue as I think, “What do you mean that is what I am doing now!” I just smile of course this signals another tirade of profanity and insults. I know he is in pain and wants everyone around him to hurt too. 
 I later tell Josh he was the first partner I ever had who got his butt kicked by a man with no feet. He just laughs and tells me I am cruel and shouldn’t make fun of him or his patient like that. I tell him I am sorry but it was just too funny and I couldn’t resist the temptation or the conundrum. Of course, I felt I was getting my butt kicked too, but I didn’t tell Josh. So my question to him all day was, “What does it feel like to get your butt kicked by a legless man?
