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A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

Here’s a fun short story. My pen name is Vevna Forrow, though my real name is Jasveen (Jazz) Marie Kaur, pronounced (Core) which is quite common outside of the USA. I am a self-taught cartoonist, IT Professional, nerd, and writer. I hope you enjoy the read. 

A WORK OF FICTION & WARNING

These are fictional names and if they match or mirror real people it is just coincidental. None of these names reflect actual people in real life. Some situations discuss scenes of buggy and dark nature NOT suitable to read while eating breakfast, lunch or dinner. The language may not be suitable for young children, ensure you read it before handing it off to a young reader or anyone under 13. There is minor cursing.

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

MY NAME IS JACOPO VII
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Buongiorno a te! (Good day to you!) Mi chiamo Jacopo the 7th, I hail from a tiny house (a casa minuscola) in Naples, Italy. Assolutamente, I’m not a ordinario cockroach, I’m different because I’m chatting con te (with you) through what I like to call the Crawl Diary (diario di scansione). I am using more brain (cervello) power about 85% more than my cousins, sisters, brothers, and cave dwelling ancestors — you get the idea. Aside from communicating with mi pheromones, I can read (leggere) English, Italian, and Spanish now. I may be part Irish too − at least that's what Papa once said before a canister of bug spray hit. 

I have managed to hijack what the giants call a keyboard on a PC and speech-to-text. I’ve been planning and learning how to use it for weeks and now the owner of this house is finally away dealing with some family business. Oh, the gianti walkers have the neatest things, sadly I’m just two inches tall but have a might fight call.

One night (notte) when I was hunting (stava cacciando) for grub nearby a little toaster. This shock or some sort of blue white electrical (electrico) spark hit me smack dab in the head. According to mi Mama, I was out cold for more than an hour, but they kept seeing my legs twitching as if I were dreaming about organic chocolate Swiss rolls.

I can’t explain it, but I feel clarity like a foot’s been lifted off a leg. Ever since then, I understand a lot more. Although, I can’t tell my secret to any fellow roach, for they’ll freak out.

The last time a cockroach had innate abilities or a talent — I think his name was Miovanni or Miov for short others resorted to thinking eating (mangiare) him would give them his superfood finding abilities. Mama Mia! But honestly, I think back then our population was just too big that mating season - too much competition, a lot love was in the air while we tried to cut back on stress while running low on supplies. I mean, hunger (fame) does sick things to your body (corpo). You can lose your sense of direction when your belly is running towards empty. You start to see things and you feel things that would make you do anything to exterminate that rumbling pain.

Sometimes I sleepover at my cousin Pasquele’S place when the food pickings are slim. He used to have it good in a rocker ristorante pizzeria out by San Faustine, but they burned his buggy legs with a guitar-shaped wooden pizza paddle. Ouch! I wonder if my American cousins go through the same thing. I haven’t heard from anyone over there since what the gianti’s call a lockdown happen. I miss Pasquele, but at least that pizza place is still around, it's a second home for us.

I heard the really sweet deal was living with an entomologist, the giants who study us. They apparently give you housing food and even a pet rock. I've heard some strange things though — our Madagascar cousins they're trapped in a giant run zoo in this land called Montana I've heard. I guess the perk is you're somewhat famous but you're trapped in glass. I wish (spero che) I could hiss as loud as those Madagascar guys to get attention — would be easier to show the world to watch where you step and to amplify my small voice (piccola voce).

I hate being cornered and having limited choice (scelta limitata).

It’s tough (È dura) constantly having to hide.

But mostly,

it is stinky (puzzolente) pesticide

which my bug friends (i miei amici insetti) hate,

it kills (uccide) our home air (aria di casa) at an alarming rate.

There have been countless times I’ve almost fallen for bug bait 

and it would’ve sealed my fate.

All we wish to do is feast and skedaddle together

for as long as possible

inside our floorboard party lair.

Because of the constant running, sometimes we feel like pulling out our leg hair.

I’ve had to dodge:

gufi (owls)

gatti annoiati (bored cats)

rolled newspaper bats,

plastic fly swatters,

electric fly swatters,

a double barrel shotgun,

50-page giardino (garden) magazines,

mathematica textbooks — hardcover,

designer Gucci black loafer shoes,

gluey paper traps

and water taps.

I often prefer the night,

and take long naps as much 

as possible out of sight.

I once dodged a pittori’s (painter’s)

​boxer punch during his break time.

right before mi lunch time (ora di pranzo).

I grew up in under 40 days (giorni).

I had to freeze and blend in with a dark red button once on a sweater.

I remember the time I played a trick on an old lady’s brooch as she read a sad (triste) letter.

Mama Mia! In a short amount of time (poco tempo, I’ve seen it all under these European sun (sole) rays.

I love bacon grease am not a fan of how bread becomes moldy and decays.

I’m one of the oldest in this house right now.

I don’t think anyone realizes the violence

our species always gets — a KAPOW!

No one in town sees us as cute now.

Sì, I believe fly’s and rats (ratti) are pests.

I’ll will never step foot in sewer nests!

I wish I wasn’t associated with them in anyone’s eyes. I wish more cockroaches like me would rinse, wash, and repeat for their legs (gambe) to be clean of filthy bacteria. Carrying disease and germs is why the giantis squash and hate our guts (odiare le nostre viscere).

I wish we were seen as equals, but that’s a societal flaw, nature (natura) — I cannot fix that. I cannot transform into a giant and explain that we have communities, families (famiglie), children (figli), and homes we love. I wish every gianti could see what it's like

























JUMP.

CLICK.  

ONE WEEK LATER...  


Well, guess I’m not as lucky as I thought. Azurra and I fought (combattuto). She wanted to explore another heart because she lied about being sure with me. Donato’s twin brother – I will not speak his name, apparently has married Azzura. They said it was truly love at first luring abdomen bite. I was invited to their wedding day (giorno del matrimonio) ceremony too. To be clear I’m going because of the cibo and will internally curse in my head the entire time.


JUMP.

​JUMP.

​CLICK.
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