Bugs Bugs Bugs
Out of all the bugs out there, I hate roaches. They creep me out. I am claustrophobic when it comes to them. 
	Until this day, I still don't get why they exist. Maybe I will make it a goal to research what good they serve worldwide.
	Whenever I see a roach, I freeze and scream at the top of my lungs. If my husband is around, I yell to him to come and get the darn thing out. I even refuse to pick a dead roach. The idea of touching the outer shell makes me sick. 
	I will never forget the day in my life when, at the age of ten, Papa decided to take apart the brick oven in our kitchen after we moved into our first government apartment. The roaches started to crawl out when he ripped a few of them out. It petrified me. I had never seen a hoard of cockroaches before, and I could never have imagined they came in various colors. 
	I screamed, ran out the door, and did not return until I got all clear. 

