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Victor and the Great Escape
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          Terri Forehand


Victor is my brother Mark’s pet tarantula. He’s way cool, and today I’m watching him for Mark. Okay, I didn’t watch him ALL the time and now he’s missing. I am in BIG trouble.

  I guess Victor looks like an eight legged baseball covered with black and brown hair.  Mark says that each of his eight legs has six joints, but you won’t catch me counting them.  


Vic is a gentle creature, if you like spiders, which I don’t. I’m only watching him because my brother is my second best friend and he trusts me.   Tarantulas have no bones see, so I have to be careful where I walk.  I really need to find Victor now, before Mark finds out. I hate it when I blow it and I disappoint him.







I phone my best friend, Sean, to get his help.  It’ll take him less than five minutes to get here since he lives four houses down the street.

“Hey!”  Sean yells as he jogs up our walk. “What’s up with you anyway Bryan? You are acting weird, even for you.”


“Listen, Mark left me in charge of Vic, and I went to catch him a couple of crickets. The phone rang as I lifted the aquarium lid to dump them in. I must have left the lid ajar, because when I returned Vic had escaped. It’s that simple. You have to help me find him.”


“Hey, how far could a little spider go?”


“Cut the funny stuff and help me figure out where to start looking.”

“A tarantulas’ normal habitat is warm and dry. And they like dark places where their brown and black hairy skin acts as camouflage.” said Sean, the amateur scientist.


“What will we do when we find him, Mr. Scientist? Any ideas?  I’m not touching “Old Hairy” with my bare hands, even though I think he’s cool.”


“I don’t have any idea, I just know their habitats, not how to catch one. They don’t cover that in any book I’ve read. How about that wallpaper tray your mom keeps in the garage and a broom I saw on the front porch. Figure out how to use those instead of catching it with your hands. We’ll find the little critter or I’ll turn over my allowance for a week, but you are in charge of the actual catch.” said Sean. 


We start out looking in dark and secret places, and I try to picture how an arachnid on the run will think and act.  






        

“Tarantula bites are really not fatal to man, and unless cornered, they seldom bite. But I have to warn you, they can leap pretty high.” Sean continues.

“Yeah right! That makes me feel a hundred percent better.  I’m sure that little fact will reassure my mom too, if we don’t find Vic by bedtime.” 
 


“You think he could be in a shoe somewhere?” Sean asks. 
The thought of mom putting on her sneakers, and having a giant hairy spider crawl over her foot sounds anything but cool. Oh boy, BIGGER trouble looms, if I don’t find Vic and soon.
 “What about behind the stove or fridge?” I ask.    That’s dark and plenty warm. Let’s try and roll the fridge out first.”


No luck. Two globs of greasy dust, a magnet, and an old picture of me in the third grade. 


“My next guess is behind the stove, but we better hurry before your mom gets here.”

The stove was starting to budge when the grandfather clock struck five. Sean screams.


“Hey quiet. You’ll scare Vic.” I said.


There, behind the stove, and huddled close to the wall, was big hairy Vic.


“Now listen,” I am clearly in charge since my best friend’s screaming shows me I might have to do this alone. “You hold the tray and I’ll use the broom to sweep Vic gently towards the bottom of the tray. Then, all you have to do is carry the tray to the aquarium. I’ll close the lid right behind you.” 

 I lower the broom toward Vic and encourage Sean with a gentle motion towards the wallpaper tray. Fast as lightening, Vic scuttles up the broom, onto the handle, and directly towards me.

 I scream. Sean screams even louder, and throws the wallpaper tray up in the air. Vic keeps coming up the handle, right at me. 


“Quick! Go open the lid.”   I rock the broom back and forth. Vic crawls first one way then the other. I quickly bump him off the broom handle and into the open aquarium. Sean slams the lid with a bang.

We stand there and watch Victor, completely at ease, devour the cricket I had put in earlier.  My heart is still racing and so is my mind when we hear the front door. First mom comes in, Mark follows right behind her. Sean starts laughing, but me…. I, Bryan Willis vow to rethink how difficult it is to keep promises and to earn the trust of those I care about. I also may never spider- sit for Victor again.  

