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2 Kids,

24 Glue Bottles,

1 Troubled Classroom

It was an extraordinary one, that day in 1996. It was like no other. It was the day my first grade class was caught off guard. It was the day my first grade classroom had been inundated with water…

 I was six years old and exploring my year in first grade. I was a rebel for many reasons. Not because I was rude or never adhered to the rules and regulations, but because I always desired to amuse myself with situations that nearly pushed the limit. At most times, I was your average two-year old, attempting things that most toddlers would—drawing on walls, banging pots and pans together, and getting myself tangled in the phone chord. But it did not stop there. I tried being my own hairstylist by putting the scissors to work on my own head of curls. I attempted to fly while jumping off of a ladder (and coincidentally, breaking my wrist). I grabbed the Gourami from its habitat in my fish tank, whose skin felt slimy and appeared opalescent, and sent it down the sink to find its family and friends in the ocean. Yep, I played a little outside of the rules—a real daredevil you could say.


When I entered first grade, I met my “partner in crime”, as my father refers to her facetiously. Joanna became my closest classmate and my best friend. We did everything together, from play dates to homework, sports to meals. And yes, we often pushed the limit together too. During the first grade, Joanna and I did things like tell Mrs. Shanahan that we needed to go to the nurse twenty-four-seven. But of course, there was a scheme behind it. There was always a scheme behind it. You see, we were never really hurt. We would rub wet paper towels against our foreheads until they turned a bright crimson for a good claim on “we bumped heads Mrs. Shanahan, may we go to the nurse and get ice packs?” Ice packs were all the rage.


Yeah, we pretty much knew how to plan everything right. Of the kids we knew, we were the most proficient in the trade. And one day, we spotted the teal crate labeled “Glue Bottles, Class 1-S.”


Now in first grade, kids do not have much to worry about. But when it comes to their possessions, they get frantic while leaving them unguarded and ready to be shared. So one day, we decided to test that theory while the class was doing a project and students were running chaotically all over the room, asking questions and concentrating on their own work, so much so, that no one could notice Joanna or myself. We proceeded by taking a classmates Elmer’s Glue Bottle and squeezing it out into the classroom’s toilet bowl. 

As Joanna went inside the secluded stall, I watched from outside to make sure the coast was clear. And of course, when she had completed emptying that bottle and flushed, it was my turn. 

“Go, Jo, quick! I wanna try!”

“Okay, okay,” she retorted, her eyes perked up from all the enjoyment. “I’m almost done.”

But we were not almost done. As she held the unfilled glue bottle in her hand, I took a second one and vacated its interior. And after we had finished, we needed to “dispose of the evidence”—either that or we just had not amused ourselves enough for one day. We walked into the stall, closed the door, threw our bottles into the toilet, and flushed. However, as we walked out, the other twenty-two bottles in the teal crate were calling our names, calling for their turn. 
“Comon, pick me up Jackie, pour me out Joanna”, they cried.

“No. We shouldn’t.” It would have been awfully wrong of us. “We can’t.”

But easy come, easy go. We were persuaded almost instantaneously. Their spellbinding labels, their colorful orange caps, their noxious, yet assuaging scents. We couldn’t turn them down now. It would be immoral to those awaiting their turn. 

So we did what any other six year old would do—we got our hands on the things we craved most. 

This time, we picked up the entire crate, brought it into the solitary cubicle, and closed the door. We were ready for action. It started out slow, you know, just flushing them down one by one. But as our yearning increased and our fulfillment did the opposite, we began chucking four or five at a time into the water and washing them down until there were not any left.

And that was it. The deed was done and we were satisfied. Or so we thought…

An hour or so later, Luke, a classmate, needed to use the restroom. He had merely walked in, but after he had finished, he frantically sprinted out. After flushing, the toilet overflowed, causing a rush of water to dart from the lavatory. Within just three minutes, all parts of the classroom had been flooded up to 4 inches and all the students were standing on top of available chairs and desks. Poor Luke, the embarrassed, yet innocent pupil.

“Someone call for the custodian, quick!” screamed Mrs. Shanahan. Her countenance had never exclaimed such a paranoid expression.

But clearly, Luke had it the worst—

“Luke can’t control himself!” yelled one student.

“What did he eat?” whispered another.

The janitor was called for immediately, and as he came scurrying from his office to help the room from drowning, Mrs. Shanahan announced that class was shifted to the gym for the rest of the day. As we walked out of the classroom single file, the sounds begotten by the squishing of water and sock against shoe could be heard around the entire school. And everyone had been either shocked and baffled or poking fun at Luke. That was, everyone except Joanna and I. We knew what happened—and we could not have been laughing any harder.

Although it is evident that I am not still the rebel I was in my yester years, some things can obviously be traced back. For one thing, and probably among the most important, my sense of humor and love of laughter can both hint back to that one glorious day in Mrs. Shanahan’s first grade when my curiosity got the best of me.

