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DALLAS — I waited in the car outside of the school, knowing it was The Day,

The Very Momentous Day. She appeared on the sidewalk, holding the box in
both hands. Look what [ have.

Bringing home a toad from the science fair, 1 think, must feel like getting a
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She named him Skip. Short for Skipper. He was a cute fire-bellied toad, just
about an inch long, with those froggy eves and froggy feet. Skip would live on the
oak table in the sunroom, in the gerbils' old spot, next to my desk. The rodents
did not like it when I interviewed people on the telephone. Every time [ dialed,
they hopped onto the running wheel and made a racket. During the three years
that they lived, they could have run to Bangkok. Skip seemed serene. He would
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failed to take care. I walked past him each morning and sat down at my desk. In
my peripheral vision, I saw the box, as arid as the Mojave. I knew when he last
ate. “Buy crickets,” T wrote on my errand list, but it snowed, or the editor was
waiting. He might die under his bark, I thought, stunning myself. He might have,
already. I wouldn't lift it up to see but one day, maybe in a week, or a month, or
when my daughter was 37, we would. We'd lift it up to see.

One morning, though, 1 saw movement in the box. I jumped from my chair
to look. Skiphaﬂmptmtﬁumunﬂemeathhismwr,andwasaﬁmnpﬁngm
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body. He flopped sideways before landing on the moss, seeming woozy and
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I snatched the water bottle from under the table, tore to the bat|
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wallet and coat. T was still wearing the shirt I slept in, and ha
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The cricket man was busy talking with the hamster man. He peeled a plastic
bag off a roll, but before he extracted the bugs from the tank, he followed the

hamster man to the door, chattering and laughing, waving the bag around. It is
always this way. Skip would be dead when I got home.

I plucked the bag of crickets from the cricket man’s grip, finally, and cut in

front of a woman at the checkout line. Skip would be dead, but T would buy the
bugs anyway. It would show intention, and remorse.

I'raced to the front door of our house, keymmeh&nd,hgduteheﬂmﬂu
other. Inside, I found him where I had left him, wet, his throat pulsing. A second
chance, furhnthufus.luuppedthemmerufthﬂbagandpmﬂdﬁe rickets

into the box, mmgfﬂraspﬂtnﬁrhiﬁ muulh.lmtradiutahﬂu unged '
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