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Incy Wincy Spider...

As soon as she saw the monstrous, hairy legs resting on the white porcelain she knew what it was, 

and it was a big one. As much as she needed to use the bathroom, it could wait. She wasn't going in 

there while it was ready to ambush her as soon as she turned her back. Who knew what would 

happen. 

Half an hour later she was jiggling her leg with desperation. She had been back and forth three 

times, but the spider hadn't moved. She tried stamping her feet in the doorway, hoping to scare it 

away with the belief that a huge predator was pounding its way toward it. Instead of retreating the 

spider inched forward with a tapping of its own feet, all eight of them. 

She shuddered. Something had to be done. As large as the spider might be – she was sure she could 

see it's beady eyes staring at her – she was bigger. It was ridiculous to be afraid of something so 

small and harmless. 

As if it could read her thoughts the spider scurried toward her at lightening speed. She squealed and 

retreated. She could imagine what her husband would say if he was at home. It would definitely be 

said through tears of laughter. 

Determined to reclaim back the bathroom and release the liquid in her bladder that was now 

pulsating impatiently, she retrieved the broom from the cupboard. She had never been fond of 

spiders, but she didn't think she could kill one either. It wasn't actually doing anything wrong; it had 

just chosen the wrong bathroom to hide in. 

With the broom held in a defensive position ahead of her, she opened the door. The spider was 

waiting on the bath mat. She moved the broom toward it. It took two tentative steps backwards. She 

made a short, sharp sweeping motion intending to push it back into the corner but she caught the 

material of the mat and the entire thing shifted. 

The movement frightened the spider enough to force it into fight or flight mode and all of a sudden 

it was racing toward the broom. Before she could react it had leapt up onto the bristles and was 

advancing up to the handle. It was coming straight for her. 
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She yelped and threw the broom toward the bath. It made a clattering sound and she tensed up. She 

couldn't move. Where was the spider? Did she dare use the toilet not knowing where it was? She 

crossed her legs. She really needed to go, and the shock of being attacked by the spider hadn't 

helped. 

She peered around the area where the broom had fallen. It was caught haphazardly between bath 

and sink, the handle reaching out over the white tub. Something moved in the corner of her vision, 

and there it was, careening down the side of the bath, legs akimbo as it slid into the tub. 

She smiled. The spider made a number of valiant attempts to escape the smooth, white cavernous 

prison, but to no avail. At last, she could empty her swollen bladder.

She kept her eyes fixed on the spider in the bath, just in case. Her husband could capture it and  set 

it free in the garden later. She didn't think she'd tell him that it had taken the toilet hostage initially. 

He would only laugh at her. She just say it had always been in the bath. He'd think her brave for still 

being able to go into the bathroom and be in such close proximity. 

When her husband arrived home later that afternoon, she mentioned the spider. He promised to get 

rid of it, as he 'knew how she felt about them'. But when he went to collect it the bath was empty. 

She didn't quite believe him and let her gaze run all over the bathtub before she had to admit it must 

have disappeared down the plug hole. Her husband shrugged and took the broom downstairs, not 

commenting on its odd location. 

 

Just as she was exiting the room she felt a strange emotion. A tugging at her memory, as though she 

had forgotten something. She glanced back and her vision rested on the spot she had first 

encountered the dark, creepy arachnid in the first place. There was nothing there. But then, just as 

she was about to turn, two hairy legs crept around the porcelain. 

She turned off the light and bolted out of the room, trying to convince herself that she hadn't seen a 

thing. 
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