A STORY ABOUT FROGS

(The atory of this fllm 1e based on 2 real event whlich occurred
during my childhood, In a sense, 1t 13 no more than an anecdote, yet it
brings together many of the factors which surround the 1life of an elght-
yesr-old boy - and I have remembered it to thls day, I suggest it 23 a
ghort-story film, »robably a2 reel in length and with rotential theatriecal
interest, It would be recounted by an adult volce, rlaying the rart of
the boy who 18 now grown un and retells the story with this new

rersractive, )

When I was a boy, one of the most exelting and imnortant events of
the year was when school filnally finished, and we - the family - moved to
our summer cottage at Blue Sea Lake, I lived 1n a large arartment in
Ottawa, ond as my warents were quite wsll-to-do, we had malds end
exrenslve fumiture, Everything was always in 1ts nlace in that avartment,
including me, I can't rially recs !l that my room wes qver-allowed to be
in a mess for more then an hour, and I was always clean behind the ears,

My socks held firaly on my legs and my shoes shone,

S0 the »roswect of moving to our summer cottage, where things were
more rustic and essy-golng, filled my heart with joy each srring, The
cottage had besn bullt by my grandfather, who loved life in the country,
as 314 my father, Indeed, our famlly had besn one of the first to settle
as summer residents at Blue Sea, My mother hed none of thlis love for
camning, ©She had been brought un in the strict fear of small furry
animals, But she had a taste for beautiful things, had been twlce to
Eurona snd was known as 2 charming hostess among dirlomstic circles in

Ottawa, For ten months of the year, she ran our avartment, hired the



malds, and svent much tlme bringlng ur my younger brother and amyself,
inculenting into us the intellectual =2nd soclial dlacirlines characteristlioe

of most children in our class of soclety,

But for two monthe of the year, the tables were tumed, My mother's
rrivate hell was to go to Blue Cea lake, and whlle she racked our things
for the three—ﬁour train trin, we looked forward to hunting and fishing,
hendling worms and freshly-caught fish, a2nd tram~ing out into the woods

in search of squirrels, My father adored fishing, and I had inherited

his love, eswmeclally for blact-modtn bass, SEEEGEEGEGEGEEGEE

I had heard that small green frogs were rartieularly good bait for bass,
but as there were almost no frofs at Blue Seas lake, I had never had the
orrortinity of trying them out, One summer, I concelved the »roject of
bringing some live frogs from Ottawa to Blue Ees - snd that 1s how this

story begins,

The day before we left, a Friday, I decided to go to Strathcona Tark
with my friend Hector, down by the river where frogs abounded, Hector had
never fished in his 1llfe excent In the shallow waters of the river, He was
my best frisnd, although I remember strong rarentsl dlsarrroval - Hector
was the sonf) of the jenitor of the rartment next to ours, Besldes belng
my friend, he was slaso terrific at finding things I could never find in
our avartment, like 2 burdar bag to rut the frogs in, He 21lso had a railr
of blg rutber boots which would come in useful for the frog-catching, I
was dressed ss usual: 2 vhlte shirt, tle, grey flannel trousers, black
shoes, It ween't hard to trick the mald who was surrosed to keer an eye
on me, By that time, I was elght yesrs old snd falrly inderendent, whlle
the meild's main job was to look after my four-year-old brother, I saild I

was goingz to see the boy down the street, 2 fat egolstlic chlld my rarents



-4 -

No, THE problem was what to do with the frogs, My mother was all feor
rutting them into the ashcan, During the dlscussion, I went to get just
one frog from the bag, to show how »retty it wes, I held it in my hends,
but mother wouldn't come within ten feet of 1t, so strong was hm#aar of
1t, I think 1t was father who got the 1dea of nutting the froge into the
bath for the night, with enough water so that they wouldn't have a firm
foothold to jum» out, Over-riding any other objections, father brought
the bag into the house, dumred the frogs in the bath, and closed the door
for further safety, I went to sleser that night much faster than usual,
Strong emotlonal situations elther “een one awake or elese they ars so

exhausting that you dror off as soon &s your head hits the nlllow,

Well, one wlll never %now what exactly 414 harven, and who wae
resronsible, All we susrect is that, during the night, someone went to the
bathroom and forgot to close the door again, And we surrosed that the leak
in the nrlug of the bath had always been there but that we hadn't notlced
it, Anywaey, during the night the door wss onened, the water did leak

out, and the frogs had several hours of fresdom to exwlore our arartment,

The next moming, when my mother woke urn, she orened her eyes and
gazed down the bed, There, on the little mound where her feset stuck un, on
8 lovely immorted quilt, stering straight at her, was,,.,, one frog, The
frog just sat there, qulite innocently, 1its two round eyes looking stralght
at my mother, It must have been for her one of those moments of uncon-
trolled terror such 28 I never horne to exmerience myself, The scream woke
everyone un, and we all came rushing into her room, all excent my younger

brother, who had found a frog beside hls slirners,

There began a massive hunt for frogse, first in my mother's bedroom,
and then in 21l the other rooms, We found frogs under tables and on chairs,

in the %itchen, in comers, slong walls, in the umbrella rack, lnslde a
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were always asking me to wnlay with, When I was out of sipght, I ducked
beshind a row of houses, made my way to the next street, met Hector at the

arrointed nlace and went off to Strathecona Tark,

It must have been a good year for frogs, because I remember catching
more than I had ever seen before in my 1life, They were small, bright
green, end terrifieally allve, You had to move fast to catch them, snd
Hector always seemed to catch more than I, The first few minutea, I took
care not to wet my shoes, and to wire my hends on the grass, But 1t
wam't long before, in the excltement of thinga, the shoes got a 1little
wet, the shirt a 1ittle dirty, After that, it wae ssuve-qul-reut' It
was a legendary haul: in all, we counted exsctly one hundred frogs before
we called it a day, At the bottom of the bag was a mass of gooey squirmy

green things, We were both quite wnroud,

When I arrlved back home, carefully golng ur the back way, 1t was the
cook who first srotted me, Later, she recounted that she hadn't been
sure who it was, exactly, becsruse she had never sesn me quite so dirty
before, My shoes were soging wet, my trousers full of mud, I had torn
my shirt on 2 branch and 1f you looked closely, my halr was stiff with
frog-goo, I don't recall the look on my mother's face, but I do recall
belng undressed in the kitchen, and bodlly trensrorted into a hot bath,
where I was told to scrub, and serub hard, The bag of frogs wee deroglted
on the back worch, and I swalted, with trewidatlion, my father's retum

from work,

There was a heated dlscussion that evening, In my bathrobe, I
watched and llstened, and occaslonally nodded whenever my father slded with
me, The real rnroblem was not that I had rulned my clothes, or dlsobeyed

by not saying where I was golng, or nlayed with my friend Hecotor agaln,
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counle of cunboards, just about everywhere, The mald refused to touch
them and threatened to quit, Father got on his knees and caugnt half of
them; I caught the rest, We counted ninety-nine frogs, and »ut them back
in the bath-tub, I was sure we had brought one hundred, but try as we
might, that one hundredth frog never turned um, It might have been my
mistake in arithmetic, or maybe it escared from the avartment, but I'm
rretty sure we didn't leave it behind when we finslly closed the door and .
left for the station,

On the train, my father made me slt at the other end of the commart-
ment with my frogs, as far away from mother as rosslble, I remember
agking the conductor if I needed to may extra fare because of the frogs,
I showed him the bag; he reered inslde and smlled at the{gooey, green
mess, No, he sald, that was quite g8ll right, no extra to nay, But
he told me to make sure that the bag was closed tight, otherwise I

wvould have to go Into the baggage car,

S0 begen my summer that year, as the train wound its way un the

Gatinesu wallay,

Guy L, Coté
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