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Spring Into Life 

Part I


It was a warm summer day and the air was heavy.  Gary had waited a long time for summer this year.  The winter was long and very cold, one of our worst, according to reports of past years. He anxiously awaited the perfect time to collect his yearly tadpoles. Last year after attentively caring for the developing tadpoles for what seemed like an eternity, his brother Carl, carelessly and foolishly dumped them out of their tub of water. Down the driveway they rolled with the tiny waves of water. Their little tails flipped and flopped in an attempt to escape the hot pavement. All of his attempts to recover them failed. 

This was the year he was determined to succeed in watching his catch of tadpoles develop to maturity. He would protect them from the viciousness of his brother by hiding them behind the bushes in the side yard. It would be very important to collect them on the right day, and to nurture them so they could develop successfully into young frogs. One more day, he thought, after checking the creek just before dinner. As he returned to the house his dad was pulling into the driveway. 

Excited, Gary exclaimed, "Dad, I’m going to collect my polliwogs tomorrow! They are just about ready!" 

Dad said, “Do you remember when you thought you were collecting dinosaur bones and it ended up being baskets full of horse bones that you put under the porch of the cottage?” 

Gary said, "But Dad, this is different!  These are real live tadpoles that are going to turn into real live frogs."
Gary had mistaken horse bones for dinosaur bones, dug up a horse grave and hidden the bones under the lake cottage.  Needless to say, his dad was less than enthusiastic about tadpoles. 

Carl came around the corner and added, “Hey Gary, when are you going to go get those little guys out of the creek?  I’m waiting!”

Gary replied, “You keep your paws off my tadpoles.”

Their dad continued to chew on his big green cigar and headed into the house, shaking his head saying,

"You boys need to learn to get along.  Now get ready for dinner.  I'm anxious to see your mom and I'm hungry."

Mom called from the door, “YooHoo!  Come into the house for dinner.”


After school the next day, Gary ran home, changed into his jeans, then headed back to the creek. As he stepped toward the gentle twist of water, something very viscous and black flowed over his white sneakers. His socks immediately soaked up the dark slippery fluid and his nice new school socks now appeared translucent as they clung to his leg underneath.  The fluid was slippery and an odor emanated from the creek.  

