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Visited by Frogs

Three frogs appeared 
by the side of our house 
next to the woodpile.
My brothers and I watched them.
They were motionless.

The first blanket of snow 
covered them, this small family 
of frogs. They moved under the wood
and found themselves in the company
of spiders.

We let the cat out one morning
and she came back with a frozen frog 
hanging from her mouth.

On Christmas day
my brothers and I went out
and had a snowball fight.
I saw frog tracks in the snow 
ending in the middle of the yard.

We put their ice-cold bodies 
in a milk bag
and threw it in the trash.

Edward Elgar, an Inuit Wood Carving, and Gertrude

I used to think Hell was a grade 9 band playing “Pomp and Circum-
stance” until I saw Gertrude on the baritone. She was a thing from 
Greek legend, a big girl with snakes in her hair. The other kids in class 
teased her, but she put on a brave face. We sat together in the cafeteria. 
People whispered and pointed, but we didn’t care. Through the term 
we discovered everything about each other; she learned of my fear of 
spiders, and I of her love of manatees.

Near my locker one day, while I talked with my friends, she waved. I 
ignored her, made a joke, watched her disappear around a corner. I 
thought she understood. Next time I saw her, her heart had turned to 
stone. In January we had different lunch periods, and in February we 
started avoiding each other. I still have an Inuit wood carving she gave 
me, and a note in my yearbook: “Have a great Summer—Gertrude.”




