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 My Mother is a cleaning Nazi. Febreeze is her perfume, lemon scented Windex her drink of choice. She smells of plastic pine trees. She showers three times a day, and uses idustrial strength soap, as though she wants to scrub herself perfectly clean. All her clothes are bleached white, she does laundry during every hour shes awake. She long ago ran out of rags, and started to use my old baby clothes.





"The house is dirty, and you dont wear them anyway!"





My mother tries to vacuume me when she thinks Im not looking. 





 She dusts the drapes, the counters, and anything that could possibly be dusted. Then she wipes it all down with her flower scented rag in one hand, a ceaser in the other. I sit and read, because we have no T.V. 


I remember when our old television had streaks for three hours before she noticed. Then she attacked our telly with a mop, promptly tipping it over and breaking it. She had a panic attack when she saw the peices on the white carpet. She fainted back onto the fish tank and broke it.


After the ambulance came, I scooped up the fish as they struggled in the sopping wet carpet, and put them in styrophone cups. The cups ended up on the kitchen counters. My father accidently swallowed a goldfish later that night. Id called a cleaning service to come and take care of the television and the broken fish tank. As soon as my mother was out of the hospital she had hardwood floors installed. We never bought anouther T.V.


So I sit and read, my mother cleans around me. Occasionally she'll ask me to stand up so she can sweep, vacuume, or wipe whatever it was I had been sitting on. I ignore her most of the time. She keeps me awake at night when she tears the cupboards appart to clean under already-spotless pots and pans.


One morning I wake up and shes in my room, pulling my clothes out of the closet. She fills a basket and takes it downstairs to wash. Once I did my own laundry, and accidently put a red skirt in with my whites. I have 13 pairs of pink panties. I havent washed my own clothes since. Today is different though, she carries the loads downstairs, and every few hours she carries clothes back up. They are all neatly folded, even the pink panties. I roll over, and watch her untill its mid-afternoon. Three brown suitcases are already stacked beside my bed by then, and I put on my glasses to peer at them curiously. 


Anything glass or silver in my house is polished and waxed to ubershiny depths. The optometrist said my retina was damaged from bright lights. I told him I was a vampire, the sun had done it.


My mother paused at the foot of the bed, her hands on her ample hips, a frown on her face.





"We're moving"





She declared. 





I blinked and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes.





"Where to?"





She threw her arms up in the air and stalked out of the room, carrying on about how I whine too much. I rolled over and went back to sleep.





My mother woke me up when she tried to use pine sol on my forehead.





"You have too many pimples."





I batted her hands away.





"Put my stuff back, we're not moving."





She bustled around my bare room, wiping the cobwebbless corners. She scratched at my pure white walls with her nails, and then scrubbed at her nails with an emery board she whipped out of one of her many pockets.





"We are, this house is too messy. Your a slob."





I rolled over and tried to cover my head with my pillow, but found that it was gone. 





"Wheres my pillow?"





"In the wash."





"Go away, im trying to sleep."





"Im cleaning, get up."





She left me then, and I fell back asleep. No church on Sundays anymore, my mother is too busy cleaning to drive me, and my father works seven days a week to support her lysol additcion. So I sleep all day, untill the silence wakes me. I crawl out of bed, finding myself in different pyjamas than I went to sleep in. She stripped me down and put my p.j's through the wash, and wrestled me into a clean nightgown. Id thought I was wrestling with perverted alligators in my dreams.


I stagger down the hallway, tierd and cranky. Icreep into my parents room, calling out to my Mother. No reply. I wander through her room, no sign of her, no sound from the rest of the house. I go out, and into the bathroom, theres a bottle of lysol lying in the middle of the blue tile floor. No indication that my mothers been there recently. I peek out the window, but her cars in the driveway. I pick up the bottle of lysol, and stare into it. Nothing.


I strip off my nightgown to have a shower, and step into the tub. My foot is covered with a pinkish white goo. I "ick" and step back. I crouch down beside the bathtub, and poke the puddle. Off comes the lid of the lysol bottle, and I dump its insides down the sink. Then I scoop up my mother with my hands. She's poured  into the lysol bottle. The empty bottle is too small so I pull the stopper out of the bathtub. I hold one hand around the drain it to make sure that nothing important goes down. 


When most of my mothers down the drain, I dump some more out of the bottle, then pop the big parts of her in. The opening is too small. I have to push her eyeballs down with my finger. White chunks clink against the plastic when I pop them into the bottle. They look like molars. Little white things gather at the bottom, and two big balls jiggle on top of them. I put the bottle up to the light, and squint at the balls. They have hazel irises, and dilated pupils. My mother is now in a lysol bottle. The liquid inside starts to spin around and around. 





"STOP! Or Ill start spraying!"





I put my finger on the knob, to proove im serious. The now-reddish liquid stops spinning, the two bobbing eyeballs knock into each other and go off in opposite directions, only to bounce into each other again a moment later. 


For a moment I wonder how my mother became goo, and realize I dont care. I put her on the counter, intending on having that shower I was origionally going for. I go back to the tub, and find that theres no soap. I check the cupboards, and their bare of anything but towels. There is no soap anywhere in the house, I have to borrow some from our neighbor to have my shower. It smells faintly of synthetic roses. Its box is one Ive seen on department store shelves often. The neighbors soap is not an industrial cleaning agent. When I come home, I shake it at the lysol bottle, and scold my mother for cleaning herself into a big pile of Nothing. Then I give the bottle a pat, because she did it in the tub. She must have put the stopper in before she lost her fingers. Im proud of her for not deserting me down the metal piping of our house. Then I have my shower, and ignore the small pinking globs that cling to the edges off the bathtub.


My mother is a cleaning Nazi. She lives in a lysol bottle. Im not sure if she knows whats going on around her, but her eyes shake and squirm whenever my room is messy. So I clean. She sometimes keeps me up at night by knocking herself down to try and roll on the carpet. She does it to try and dust her dustless self off. Every time, I pick her up and peer into the thick pink depths. Then, I threaten to spray. 


