I Didn’t Know It Could Fly
By Eric Boteilho


A typical Saturday.  Sun shining, birds chirping, blue sky.  I have no idea where it was written that Saturdays are chore days, but my parents look upon Saturday as Sanitation Day.  It is the one day of the week that everything, and I mean everything, around, in or within a 100 yards of our property line gets washed, scrubbed, dusted, vacuumed, polished, buffed, deodorized, sanitized and hermetically sealed.  Nothing living, or non, is exempt from this weekly purging.  I am the unfortunate son of immaculate parents.  Don’t get me wrong, I have nothing against cleanliness, but I do believe that this weekly cleaning thing can be carried just a little too far.


I am in charge of my room and the outside of our home.  Each Saturday I do my room, mow the lawn, clean the cars, garage, sidewalks, dog, cat and guinea pig cage.  When I said everything, I meant everything.  My sister helps my mom indoors.  She does her room and the baseboards because she is closer to the baseboards than any other family member.


On this particular Saturday, I was finishing up outside by accomplishing my last task: the scrubbing of the sidewalk at the back of our house.  I see no purpose in this.  Sometimes I think that my parents honestly believe that if we wash the sidewalk often enough the cement will grow and we will increase our property value.  Anyway, as I was washing down the sidewalk, my mother called to me from the kitchen.  She pointed to the glass of our family room picture window.

Perched on the glass was the largest red cockroach I had ever seen.  I mean that thing was huge!  I was amazed and turned my attention to my mother.  She simply said, “Get rid of that!”  This meant that she wanted me to play the role of executioner.  I was appalled.


Please understand, I am not a timid person by nature.  I have killed roaches before, but this one looked as if it could, and would, fight back.  This creature was the size of my index finger.  “Get rid of it” was easier said than done.  Science fiction movies had nothing on this beast.  I turned to see if my mother was watching.  She was.  She intended to stand in the kitchen and “see to it” that I “got rid of it”.  I considered the means by which this execution could most effectively be carried out.


I could shoot it off the window with water from the hose.  No good.  Water spots.  My mother would then insist I clean the window.  Extra chore.  Smash it with my rubber slipper.  Unacceptable.  It would be the cause of my having to clean the window again, and besides, this mutant roach looked as if it were capable of throwing the slipper back at me.  The Goddess of Cleanliness interrupted my thoughts with her words of wisdom once again, “Did you hear me?  Get rid of it.”


I decided that the only alternative was to spray with some roach spray.  I turned off the water and entered the back door, grabbed the can and made my way back to my victim.  I considered the consequences of my decision.  I had a lethal weapon.  Some of the best scientific minds in this country had perfected this killing mist, so I was well armed.  It would cause some spots on the window, which could easily be wiped up with a paper towel, minimizing the chore of cleaning the window, but more importantly I would have fulfilled my obligation to the still ever watchful Goddess by “getting rid of it.”  I was confident.  The plan was acceptable.


As I returned back to the window, the beast was still there.  Its unmoving figure seemed to be a challenge.  Man against nature.  A dare to my superior rationale.  My eyes looked through the window into the face of my mother, still standing at the kitchen sink, ever watchful, but this time she was shaking her head.    Why, I wondered.  This would be over in a second.  I smiled back at her.  Confident.  Strong.  Brave.  The roach that could eat Chicago never moved.  Easy target.


I raised the can.  Like an expert marksman, I aimed the nozzle toward the victim.  I could feel the power that I commanded.  In a few seconds, I would have been its cause of death.  The Goddess was still shaking her head.  Slowly my arm extended toward the beast, then quickly, my index finger with all the power and strength I could muster, pressed the nozzle as far down as it would go.


Much to my horror, only a thin stream of spray was released.  DEFECTIVE!  My weapon was defective!  Almost instantly, this roach with a thyroid problem spread its wings.  WINGS!  I didn’t know roaches had wings!  And it flew!  FLEW!  With the speed of light it flew and landed smack dab in the middle of my face.


What happened next was a combination of shocks, horror, fear and general oogies over my entire body.  I tried desperately to hit it off of my face, but I seemed to have lost all eye-hand coordination.  No wonder too, this creature covered my entire nose.  With hands flailing and my entire body defying the laws of gravity, I leaped, jumped, but did not dare yell for fear that the monster would enter my mouth.


As I moved, it moved, and soon it was running in circles over my face.  This O.J. Simpson of the Roach Kingdom then ran down my neck and I assumed it ran into my t-shirt, although I did not truly know that for sure.  My entire body was crawling with the sensation of insect legs running over me.  I continued to jump like a gazelle with muscles tense and rippling, but now I added to the leaping yells of shock and horror.  The only thought in my mind was to get it off of me.


I began to strip.  Shamelessly and in full view of the neighborhood I tore at my t-shirt, yanking it off of my body just as quickly as my uncoordinated hands would allow.  I yanked at my shorts, jumping out of them, one foot at a time.  Running, leaping and yelling, clad only in my underwear, I dashed through the backyard and into the house through the back door, to the kitchen, calling in a voice that exemplified the true terror of my situation, “Get it off me!!”


I don’t really know what I expected my mother to do.  I guess I expected her to help me, to make sure that the creature was gone and no longer running over my skin.  I couldn’t tell.  Every nerve in my body was alive and tingling.  What I didn’t expect was to see my mother, her entire body trembling with laughter, leaning against the sink for support because her legs were too weak to hold her up.  “I didn’t know they could fly,” I said in a shaky voice.  This only caused my mother to laugh harder and wipe tears from her eyes.  It was only then that I realized I was standing in front of my mother with only my underwear on.  My dad was entering the house holding my shorts in one hand and my t-shirt in the other with a very confused look on his face.  “I found your clothes strewn about the backyard,” he said.  “I thought you had melted or something.”  It was several hours before my mother could explain to my father all of the details of what had happened without going into hysterics.


That night, after a warm shower in which I washed every inch of my body at least three times, I sat down to dinner in our immaculate house with my family.  “It’s amazing,” said my dad, “I have searched and searched, but I can’t find the can of insecticide that you used against the roach.  You must have tossed that thing clear across the neighborhood, son.”


In between laughter, my mother answered, “I didn’t know it could fly.”


The only reason that cleanliness is next to godliness is because cleanliness can kill you.


I had forgotten all about this “little” incident by the next Saturday.  Once again, the Goddess was going about her weekly chores, flinging a vacuum cleaner from one end of the room to the other.  As I awoke, I could hear the noise.  I fell out of bed (as I normally do) and then stumbled down the hall.  When I reached the end of the hall, I heard the noise of the vacuum cleaner stop.  The noise was replaced by the hysterical laughter I had been subjected to the previous Saturday.  As I entered the kitchen, my mother and father were learning on each other laughing together.  I asked just what they were laughing at and the only thing my father could fit out of his mouth was, “Look at the window, son.”  I turned to the window and there was a spider the size of upstate New York resting there.  My mother added between hysterics, “Get rid of it!”

