Memory 5604
When I was about 6 years old in Puerto Rico, I remember being with a group of kids – friends from the neighborhood. They were all about my age and we were trying to kill a bullfrog, a big, old bullfrog.  We had a stick and we were taking turns jabbing it with a stick. It wasn’t a sharp stick; it was something like a broom handle.  Over and over again, we kept jabbing it – like with a spear – but not puncturing it.  What surprised me was how it felt.  I figured that it would be all soft but it was very hard.  The other thing that I found surprising is that we weren’t able to kill it.  It was not easy to kill.  What we finally did was throw it in a trash can, still alive.  I remember going back the next day or the next couple of days and finding that, at that time, it was dead and stinky and had flies around it. Three things that really struck me were: First of all, that it was so hard, it wasn’t soft.  Secondly, that it was so difficult to kill.  The third thing was, afterwards, feeling guilty.  Like, when we had killed this bullfrog, we had done something wrong.  I distinctly remember feeling guilty about having killed that bullfrog with my friends.

