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“I WOULD NEVER HAVE purchased this house if I'd known that...” Howard said to his wife, disgusted.

“Known what?” She asked.

“About this house being infested,” He replied.

“Is that what you think the problem is?” Lorna pushed up her sleeve to examine the rash. Red marks covered her right arm, and she had more of them on her right leg.

They just moved into the house on Friday. Both Lorna and Howard were now covered with some sort of mysterious itchy rash, after spending the past three days in it.

Howard ripped the sheets off the bed to expose the mattress underneath. It was clean. He then lifted the bottom of the mattress separating it from the box spring. A couple of small bugs crawled closer to the center of the bed.

“What are they?” Lorna tried to peer closer, helping him raise the mattress higher.

“I don't know but look there is a mess of them there in the corner.” He pointed to the far corner which had slid off the box spring.

Small brown bugs appearing to be similar to small beetles clung to the edge of the mattress. Howard grabbed a can of bug spray and squirted it on them. There was no sign of them being affected by the spray.

“How do we kill them?” Lorna grabbed a Kleenex and wiped them off the corner. She missed a couple, and they fell to the floor beside the bed. They scurried away out of sight.

“I'm going to go call an exterminator and see what he says.”

Howard left the room. Lorna followed him into the den where he searched through the yellow pages for local exterminators. He found a couple of them and made the calls.

He told the exterminators of their problem with the bugs and the rashes, trying to describe the bugs as best as he could explain over the phone.

“Bed bugs,” he repeated what the exterminator said. “You mean I have bed bugs?” He listened again to the person on the other end of the phone.

“But how can our mattress become infested like that? We have only been living here for three days now.”

Lorna listened patiently to his one-sided conversation. She began to wish they had never moved out of their home they had lived in for the past fourteen years. A bug problem, they never had a bug problem before.

“When can you come out and take care of this infestation?” Howard asked the exterminator. He was talking to the third exterminator he had called. So far, they were all backlogged with current clients with extermination issues.

“In two weeks? I will keep looking then. Thank you for your time.” He hung up the phone and called yet another exterminator.

This exterminator was also booked up for the next month.

“This is ridiculous.” Howard sat down on the sofa in the living room. He had called about ten exterminators in the area, and they were all booked up for the entire month. Apparently, everyone had a problem with bed bugs in their neighborhood.

“Oh my God,” Lorna said. She noticed a bug crawling on her lap while she sat back on the sofa with Howard. “They’re everywhere!” She smacked the bug on her thigh, squishing it flat.

She lifted the cushion to the sofa, and there were several bugs underneath the cushion. Lorna looked around the room. There seemed to be nowhere they could sit in the living-room without the risk of being bitten by the bugs. They wouldn’t be able to sleep in their bed either.

“I can't live like this,” she told her husband. He looked just as distraught as she felt.

“I know...” He replied, “I can't either.”

“We should never have,” Lorna said angrily.

“Well, we are not going to deal with this problem much longer. I will take advantage of the homeowners' insurance. They can pay for the removal of the bugs from this home.”

“But the homeowners' insurance does not cover for this,” Lorna stated, pointing toward the furniture.

“I know... That's why tomorrow I'm setting it on fire.”
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MITCH AND HIS FRIENDS love to play baseball in the field across from his house. They would meet every Saturday to organize a neighborhood game. He always got to pitch.

Allen was the catcher.

The short kid with a crew cut who always had trouble running the bases was their third baseman. His name was Cody. One time, he had hit the ball and just stood there watching it fly through the sky. Everyone yelled at Cody. Telling him to run the bases, but he just stood there dumb-founded. He couldn’t believe he had hit it.

It was a good thing that the outfield dropped the ball while Jay ran to where Cody stood and grabbed him by the arm. He pulled him toward the next base, it took him a few steps before he began running on his own.

The game went on for two hours until Harvey, the outfielder began his dance. He moved way out into the center outfield. Paul always hit the ball far, so he wanted to make sure he caught the ball this time.

That was when he saw the can on the ground. Just an old soda can. The words had faded from it making them unreadable unless you knew the brand logo.

Harvey just couldn’t resist. He aimed his foot carefully. He looked at the home plate. The players were too busy arguing about who was going to be up at bat next.

He focused on the can and kicked it as hard as he could kick it. The old soda can sailed across the field, but that was not all that went flying.

The air was suddenly full of bees.

Mitch turned to look out into the outfield before pitching his next pitch. He saw Harvey out in the field. His arms were waving this way and that.

"What the hell is Harvey doing?" Mitch asked the other infield players. "Is he doing the Macarena?"

All the infield players turned their heads to look at where Mitch was pointing. They saw Harvey flinging his arms about him and slapping his chest and legs. Cody began copying him. They all thought he was goofy until the bees began stinging them.

Harvey was running. Running past the home base and then past the dugout. "Bees," He yelled as he passed the rest of the team players. He was then followed by the rest of his team, doing the Bee Dance.
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ALEX RAN DOWN THE SCHOOL steps and grabbed his bike from the rack. It was so hot out he was glad it was the last week of school. He wiped the sweat off his forehead while he looked for and spotted Markus, he swung his leg over the bar of his bike.

“Markus, do yah wanna go swimming with me?” Alex invited, catching up to Markus, who also rode to school. He had to veer off the sidewalk to avoid the walkers who were crowding the sidewalk in front of him.

“Yeah... Stop at my house so I can get a towel.” Markus answered. He turned into his driveway and threw his bike down and ran into the house.

Alex watched as the walkers passed by. His hand waved in the air so he could flag Jeff down before he rode on by.

Jeff spun around and came back.

“Hey Jeff... We’re going swimming. Wanna come? Markus is getting his towel.” Alex stood in the driveway straddling his bike. He couldn’t wait to go swimming.

“Yeah... Wait for me. I’ll be right back,” Jeff called over his shoulder. He lived right across the street. In less than a minute, he dropped his bike in his driveway and sprinting into the house.

“Where’d Jeff go?” Markus asked, picking up his bike with a towel slung over his shoulder. He stuffed a soda bottle into the bottle holder.

“Said he’d be right back,” Alex let his eyes
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