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eduardo halfon

Endangered 
Translated from Spanish by Anne McLean

He was gently stroking it with one finger. He’d told me it was 
a very rare species called Moreleti, that it was endangered, almost 

extinct, that this was the second morning he’d woken to find this one 
stuck on the same window of his house. 

“I was notified by phone when they killed my brother.”
The little frog looked fake. It was an intense bright green, almost a lime 

green. It kept still, tightly pressed against a ceramic tile. As if to protect 
itself, it closed its big black eyes at each caress on its back.

“Where was he killed?” I asked.
“On the coast.”
We were sitting on the ground. Face to face.
“It was almost midnight when the phone rang. We all got into one car 

and drove the hundred kilometers from the capital to the coast. It took 
forever. It was horrible. Most of them were screaming or crying. I didn’t 
cry. I didn’t believe it yet.” 

The frog blinked and moved a little bit forward.
“We finally got to the morgue. A damp, disgusting morgue. And there 

was my brother’s body laid out. I stared at his face and I don’t know why 
but I saw my face in his.”

The frog suddenly jumped and landed on my arm and stayed there 
stretched out and showing its orange toe pads.

“It was strange. My brother and I were very different. We didn’t look 
alike. But at that moment I saw myself in his face, or maybe in his fea-
tures, or maybe in his blood. And I felt deep down that a piece of me 
died with him.”

He caught the frog carefully and held it in his palm as he stroked it 
again.

“His hand was gone.”
“What?”
“My brother. His right hand was gone. We buried him with a white 

cotton glove instead of his right hand.”
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I was going to ask him how he’d lost it, what had happened to his hand, 
but he immediately pretended to be his brother and raised his right arm.

“Defending himself,” he said, “from the machetes.”


