Tragedy in a Dark Place, by Keith A. Russell   (Jan. 23, 2008)

On a sultry August night, crickets chatter in the coppice just beyond the bedroom window. The white, sickle moon hangs ominously against a starless sky.  Beth is exhausted as she switches off the light and plops into bed. The rickety ceiling fan is circulating hot air, adding to the humidity of the small, gloomy room.

Meanwhile, in stealth below the cupboards, Daddy Roach kisses the young ones and Mother Roach just before he goes off into the shadows of Kitchenland to forage for their household food. Mother Roach tells him to hurry tonight, because she and the young ones are hungry.

Already annoyed by the futile fan, Beth is further agitated when she acknowledges her thirst. Reluctantly, she crawls out of bed, drags to the kitchen, and flicks on the light. Aaaahhhhh, she screams—horrified, then utters with a frown of disgust: “Dirty, stinking roach”! I’ll get the spray, she considers. No, he’ll be gone by the time I return. The slippers!

Slap! The cherry-red bedroom slipper lands on Daddy Roach’s broad, brown back. Part of his membrane is stuck to the flat, smooth bottom, near the half-moon area for toes. A leg brakes off at the moment of trauma, and is lying lifeless a few inches away. The remainder of his squashed body oozes a white, thick, putrid liquid—unequally between floor and slipper.

Beth looks down, not in horror, but in jubilation. She is pleased with herself, with her quickness, her accuracy, the calculation of the appropriate amount of force, with the finality.

And just beneath the crack under Beth’s cupboard, crouched in a warm darkness, Mother Roach and the young ones wait.

