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To The Person Who Snitched On My Frogs 

Hey. I just want you to know how much more frustrating you made my life. The RAs 

came to me when I was getting ready for bed, and I was just wearing a long t-shirt when they 

smacked me in the face with the news. Do you have any idea how embarrassing that is? I had to 

fight back tears while I admitted that I broke a rule. That isn't easy for me, hell, breaking rules is 

a pretty new concept for me. I panicked for a long time about those frogs, and transporting them 

1,000 miles from Colorado (and past the security at 2 hotels!) was almost impossible. I got those 

frogs as a graduation present from two of my friends with about an hours notice beforehand. But 

after that I totally fell in love with them and wanted to invest in their care. I bought them a taller 

terrarium, a fogger, a place to raise crickets so I could buy them in bulk, and a heating pad.  

The problem with me is that I'm not perfect. Not at all perfect. Ramona, one of the 

original frogs, escaped after the first terrarium's lid was compromised by my cat. We never 

found her. We thought that Anderson Cooper had also disappeared until we discovered his tiny 

hiding place in a hole in one of the pieces of decor. The second terrarium lid we tried had holes 

too wide that let the crickets escape, which freaked out my sister. But those frogs made me so 

happy, even when I had the opportunity to stop the whole endeavor, I kept at it. I wanted to be a 

good frog mom, like the instagram accounts that I followed or the other people on r/frogs. But 

God, sometimes things are just really hard to control.  
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I know I fucked up. I saw the first cricket escape and I tried to kill it, but it got away. 

Those rascals are hard to contain in the transition between bag and container and then 

container and terrarium. There were also 60 of them. These sorts of crickets don't make noise, 

they're really small and designed to be eaten. They are worth about 11 cents each. But you were 

afraid of them. You saw one or two and then decided to tell an RA. To let slip that I'd been 

illegally smuggling my 4 pet frogs in my dorm, so then they came to humiliate me in my 

pajamas.  

Am I the bad guy? I asked reddit, hoping to reaffirm. They did not like me there. 

Someone said that crickets were a "hell animal" and that I deserved it. Maybe I've just become to 

accustomed to the little things to be disgusted by them. Maybe living in Colorado where there's a 

decent chance you'll find an earwig in your shower has unintentionally hardened me. I guess I 

just see them as food for my frogs more than anything.  

I will give you a brief summary of the days leading up to and immediately after you 

snitched on me.  

Friday: I flew home and my parents were fighting. Had a breakdown that caused my first ever 

migraine.  

Saturday/Sunday: Competed in a pageant (something I'd never done before), walked in front of 

hundreds of people in a swimsuit, wore heels for so long that I think my feet are permanently 

realigned. 

Monday: Woke up at 4am, got on a flight that didn't take off for another hour and a half, and 

then finally got back to my dorm and did nothing but rest. Got the news in the late evening. 

Tuesday: Skipped class again to frantically try and rehome the frogs by 5pm. Called the fucking 

aquarium to see if they'd take them. Eventually found a foster home. Got a bruise on my leg 

from carrying the terrarium around. 
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This is the point where I should tell you that I am mentally ill. I have bipolar 2, 

generalized anxiety disorder, and gender dysphoria. I take 5 pills each day to make my brain 

work. Or at least, work better. You see, when I get a lot thrown at me with very little time to 

recover or process, I go into survival mode. Maybe that's why I'm so mad at you. Life is getting 

hard to handle, my depression is kicking me in the stomach, and I can't even take care of some 

damn frogs without making a mistake. I met with management, and the woman said that if I 

wanted my frogs I should try to get them certified as a comfort animal. I thought about it, I'm 

still thinking about it, whether to get a cat or bring my frogs back in to help me. Having 

something to look after, something to keep alive, helps me remember to take care of myself. I 

had to go outside to get crickets from the pet store, I had to change out the water in the fogger, I 

had to make sure Carrot wasn't stealing all of the food. In turn, I had to make sure I ate, 

showered, interacted with people, fulfilled my responsibilities, stuff like that. But now look at 

me.  

I can't blame you for throwing my life off course. I'm going through a hard patch right 

now. But, shit, you couldn't have brought it up to me first? It literally never occurred to me that 

those crickets would get into other rooms. If you'd have told me, I would have taken care of the 

ones hiding in your room and worked twice as hard to keep mine contained. I don't know why 

you'd even want to talk to the RAs considering that I'm pretty sure you smoke weed in your 

room. Reddit also told me it would be rude to snitch back on you, so I won't. I am imperfect, and 

I realize that I should have known better, or followed the rules, or whatever. But having 

something to care about made a big difference, and now my mood is just stuck the way it was 

when the RAs knocked on my door. I feel like I'm always in my pajamas and someone is about to 

yell at me. It makes me wanna stay inside.  
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Snitches are bitches, I hope somebody with less empathy than me reports you for 

smoking in your dorm. 

--- 

Hi, it’s been a few weeks since I wrote that first letter. I’ve been frogless for a while, and 

there are actually some good things about it. I don’t have to brave the cold to travel to PetSmart, 

which is nice, and I don’t have to refill the fogger. There are fewer things to worry about. I have a 

little nook by the window that I can sit on and soak in the sun, theoretically. I haven’t actually 

done that yet. I’m not as mad anymore, and I think I’m gonna try and mind my own business. 

My roommate and I have been talking about moving into our own apartment and getting a cat 

next year, I think that would be nice. I realized that it feels good to have something to take care 

of, something that reminds you to take care of yourself. Luckily, my therapist is reminding me to 

take care of myself now, giving me homework. So, my life isn’t ruined. I wrote that big long letter 

because I couldn’t sleep, I needed to yell at something for a while.  

--- 

When I was in elementary school, my counselor suggested that I write letters like this 

and then throw them away for catharsis. There was a substitute teacher, an older woman with 

wrinkles from faces of disappointment accumulated over the years, red hair with the life fading 

out of it, spindly fingers with veins that popped out and showed the little subway map of her 

circulatory system. She frustrated me endlessly, for reasons I cannot recall. Perhaps her voice 

was too loud or sharp and it overwhelmed my senses. Maybe she didn’t let me take breaks and I 

started to get strung out. I wrote a massive letter, presumably after finishing my work early. It 

was promptly crumpled and thrown in the small standard-issue blue recycling bin, 

metaphorically released into the void. But, as anyone who has seen the Pacific Garbage Patch 

knows, the garbage is not the void.  
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She found my letter. There are plenty of questions to be asked about why she was digging 

through the trash, but I was young and unable to advocate for myself. I was given a stern 

talking-to, which I spaced out of, I am certain. I was unjustly punished, and even at that age I 

understood it and refused to take it to heart. 

--- 

In 7th grade, the urge to shit-talk a substitute struck again. I had the entire Panic! At The 

Disco discography downloaded on my school-issued iPad, and I thought I was hot shit. One of 

my least favorite subs, a soft-spoken, mousey man, had been brought on as a teacher, and I was 

pissed. During a skype call with my dear friend Brian that I cannot track down, I wrote out a 

scathing email on a throwaway google account and asked the age-old question: “Should I send 

it?”, which of course was followed immediately by “I’m going to send it”. I did manage to track 

down that email for your viewing pleasure. 

 

Hello good sir. It has come to my attention that they allowed you to teach at my precious EMS. 

This upsets me. I was one of the many students who to suffer through one of your substitutions 

last year. I feel very sorry for the kids who have to see you on a daily basis. Therefore, I see it 

fit that I help you on the path to not being hated by everyone. First of all, you are going to need 

to get a better tone, because the way you talk now makes me want to not listen to you. Also, 

you need to get a better website, because yours currently sucks monkey nuts. If you follow 

these things, and become more social with students and not such a monotone little awkward 

teen, then maybe kids wouldn't pronounce your name like ****(gag). Although I can only 

speak for the 7th graders, (as 6th graders are annoying and I prefer not to talk to them) I do 

think I know why people hate you so much. I think you feel insecure about the fact that you 

sound like a 15 year old and are very small looking, so you feel you need to compensate this 
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fact by acting like you have more authority than you actually do. And kids HATE that. Just be 

yourself. Don't try so hard to be a good teacher, because the best teachers have almost no idea 

what they are doing half the time. Anyways, I must bid you adieu. Please take my advice into 

consideration and maybe you will become a better teacher. MAYBE. Please don't try to look for 

me, as it would completely undermine the purpose of me anonymously giving you tips.  

Sincerely, 

Sugar Plumps 

 

The next day, I was in PE class, standing in a line of smelly teens and listening to the 

harsh tones of my teacher’s thick Scottish accent. I was pulled out of class by a portly man, and I 

was elated. Hell yeah, I get to leave PE. I strutted through the hallway with a swagger that only a 

person who had completely forgotten about the insulting email they’d sent to a teacher the night 

before could possess.  Turns out, a simple search of my throwaway account traced it back to me, 

and they had discovered the source of an extremely troubling and vaguely threatening email 

sent to one of the new teachers. I was mortified, I had no idea what to do. Do I lie? Admit it? 

Apologize? Bust the hell out of there through the window and begin my life of crime? It was too 

cold outside to survive on granola bars and novelty erasers alone, I was gonna have to fess up. 

I got suspended for a single day, and it was the only disciplinary action ever put on my 

academic record. My dad still believes that the punishment was a bit too harsh, and apparently 

tried to talk the administrators out of it on the down-low. For me, it meant I was kicked out of 

National Junior Honors Society (which I hated anyway), and got a day off from school. That 

being said, it punched my goodie-two-shoes pride straight in the dick, and part of me was 

worried I’d never get into college because of my sub-par hacking skills. I told people I was gone 

because I had a headache. 
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The first sip of wine I ever had was at an episcopal gay wedding. It was also my first gay 

wedding, but this was after gay marriage was legalized, so it didn’t provide the thrill of deviancy 

that a sip of forbidden wine did. After the religious service, we had a reception in the park, 

surrounded by homophobic wasps who tried to crawl into our sodas and potato salad. I met the 

family of the grooms, most of them from Louisiana with sticky southern drawls. Ducks swam in 

a little pond by our canopy, being tossed the occasional piece of food by the wedding party. I was 

invited by my mom, who had begun teaching 6th grade at my former middle school after a long 

career of, you guessed it, substitute teaching. She’d been invited by her colleague, one of the 

grooms, the teacher I had sent the nasty email to years ago. An initial apology gave way to a 

friendship as we both dealt with the struggles of being gay in public school and dealing with my 

mom.  

--- 

So who knows, snitch, maybe we’ll be best of friends someday, like some sort of Steven 

Universe character arc. Or maybe you’ll fade from my memory and only the stain of your impact 

will remain, saturated by my depression.  I’m not going to send this to you, I’ve already got an 

official warning on my record, and I don’t want to push it. It’s not going in the garbage, though, 

as we have learned that that is not an effective destruction method. Google has probably read 

this whole thing already, scanning it for data they can use to target advertisements towards my 

niche interests. We will see if I start getting ads for stationery.  


