
Hissy Prissy 

y computer's name is Hissy Prissy. She is prissy with her lavender colors. She 
knows how to throw a hissy fit, which she does regularly. She can be the most 
hateful thing in the world. What she does is set you up for success. You are 

working hard and doing well. She turns frigid on you without any warning or hint of 
wrong doing on your part. No lover can be more spiteful or fickle. 

Even when I threaten her life support, Hissy will glare at me with her cyclop’s eye 
and hum a dirge.  She knows how to get my goat. I regularly threaten to turn off her life 
support. Sometimes, I jerk her life line from the wall.  When she is resuscitated, she 
behaves for a time.  I know she is using that respite to plan her next attack on me.  

I have this wonderful computer guru named Lee Faile.  We call him Buddy, and he 
has an understanding with Hissy Prissy. Cyber Buddy is his company’s name.  I just love 
it.  He installed Team Viewer on my computer so when Hissy and I are in the throes of 
computer apoplexy, he can take over my system to fix everything without being in my 
office.   

A lot of times he tells me to leave Hissy Prissy on and go somewhere else.  I think I 
am much more of a hindrance than a help to him when he is working. He used to 
explain things to me on the phone while he worked.  Now, I can just hear the smile in his 
voice as he says, “Miss Marlene, you just sit there and don’t do anything.”  So, I sit there. 
I don’t do anything.  I think he decided all of my brain cells that were computer-oriented 
have been damaged in some way.   He knows Hissy is smarter than I am.  

One time, Hissy got hit by either a virus or lightening.  I am not sure which, but she 
was sick.  She lost consciousness, and nothing I did would revive her. Buddy said he 
would triage Hissy into his hospital to run a CAT scan (Computer Attitude Test), an MRI 
(Media Restricted Information), and other diagnostic evaluations.   

We transferred guardianship of Hissy Prissy from me to him. Buddy calls the next 
morning to tell me he was going to put in a new hard drive (heart transplant).  The 
procedure would entail him doing a complete download of all her memories 
(transfusion) so that she would not awake in total amnesia.  My beloved Windows 7 
would be gone.  I would forever be doomed to Windows 10.   Hearing me start to 
hyperventilate over the phone, Buddy assures me that both Hissy and I would be fine.  

Buddy understands I am computer illiterate and perhaps a little computer 
apprehensive.  He is bilingual, speaking computerese as easily as he does plain folk talk. 
When he is on Team Viewer with me and explaining computer things, I almost 
understand.  I take copious notes with pen and paper. Buddy can take Hissy through the 
throes of agony in surgery on her hard drive, and she will purr when he was finished.  

Buddy was able to save her.  Hissy may have more parts than the Bride of 
Frankenstein, but she is alive again. Yes, that is me standing in the front yard screaming 
“She lives!” 

I am just so appreciative and amazed with Buddy and his miraculous saving of 
Hissy, but it means little to her.  He saved her life and what few sanity cells I have left, 
but Hissy still doesn't appreciate any of that.  She still acts ugly. 

I think I know why Hissy Prissy gets on these hateful spells.  Hissy has a crush on 
Buddy. When she is feeling a little flirtatious or, ummm, lonely, she pretends to have a 
medical episode requiring immediate aid.   Buddy gets on Team Viewer, takes her to 
heaven and back, and she is happy again. 
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