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“Bunnies!”

I slam my foot on the brake pedal. The
van squeals to a halt, and we narrowly miss the trailing member of
the two lumps of brown fur as they race across in front of us. I
glance back at Timmy in his car seat, his three-year-old body
straining and jiggling with excitement as he points and claps at
the pair of rabbits which are now in Nancy Gregory’s yard. Well,
Nancy Madison’s, now that her divorce is final.

“That’s right, Timmy -
bunnies,” I sigh as I exhale.

With all the development going on in
the area, those dumb bunnies are overrunning the neighborhood. They
used to seem disoriented, like they were confused about where they
had wound up, but now they’re accustomed to it, and to us. The two
nose around some geraniums; Tom had said that Nancy sprinkled
garlic powder to keep them away from her plants, but they don’t
seem to be bothered by it, either. Well, he said he didn’t think it
was going to work.

“Sue," he said to me with
a wink, "you know that garlic trick relies on scaring the rabbits
into thinking that they’re about to be cooked, but they’re not that
smart; I bet they don’t even know how to make stew.”

It was a joke, but he was right about
it not being any use. I wish there was a trick that would at least
keep them out of the street. One of these days they were going to
lose the game of chicken they were playing with me, and I was going
to have to explain to Timmy why Mommy killed the cute
things.

Nancy comes out her front door in her
pink short-shorts and too-tight tank top, all ready for her morning
jog. Her perfectly dyed blonde hair and her perfect everything else
bounces all over as she tries to shoo the rabbits away. I smile -
the rabbits seem oblivious to her, and that’s something she
probably isn’t used to. I know Tom can’t ignore her when he sees
her run by. Maybe if I had an outfit like that.

I let my foot off the brake and
continue the drive to the mall.

*****

“That’s them?” Security
Officer Williams asks.

The image on our cameras is a little
fuzzy. You can make out that the three men are dark-haired, and
they wear some sort of fringed clothing, like they’re
trick-or-treating as hippies or Indians or something. Probably
Indians, because they have spears. I’ve been telling Tom for ages
that we need better cameras, but he says they’re good enough for a
gated community - who would we need to record?

Officer Williams and I watch them
catch a pair of those rabbits; well, not catch – they impale them
in our front yard with their spears. It was a good thing it was
Wednesday, or Timmy would have seen them do it, instead of being in
daycare. As it was, I had to keep him out of the front yard when we
got home so he wouldn’t see the remains.

“I don’t know what good it
does us to live in a gated community if people like that are able
to get in,” I say.

“No one like that has come
in or out of our gates, or we’d have stopped them,” Officer
Williams says.

They keep glancing around at the
houses as they settle down in our grass and skin and gut the
rabbits. Then Pedro – Nancy’s chihuahua – makes his daily escape
from her backyard. He comes at the Indians and interrupts their
meal prep, until they put an end to his yipping and add him to the
mix. Their uneasiness finally gets the better of them, and they
pack up and head down the street before there are any more
incidents.

“Well, the rabbits are one
thing, but killing pets is another situation entirely,” Officer
Williams says. “We’ll have to involve the police.”

I don’t know why that would make a
difference, but I count my blessings; at least now Tom won’t have
to waste any more time catching Pedro for Nancy, or taking up
evenings fixing her fence. Maybe he’ll spend that time with me,
instead.

*****

I’m reading in the backyard when I get
to have the death talk with Timmy. He’s playing with his trucks in
his sandbox when a rabbit squeezes under the fence.

“Bunny!”

It wiggles its nose and hops over to
my pansies, against my protests, and Timmy toddles toward it, and
that’s when this hawk swoops down and tears into the rabbit like we
aren’t even there.

“Bird!” Timmy
says.

“Get out of here!” I
shout, but it keeps chowing down on the rabbit; I have to throw my
book at it before it finally flies off. I could make up something
creative, like how Harry Hawk is taking his friend Peter Rabbit on
a trip, but Harry has left Peter lying there in the grass. I should
hide some of it, but I’m a bit unnerved by the whole experience.
Some mom, huh?

Timmy has been trying to catch a bunny
for weeks, but they’re always too fast for him. This one isn’t
anymore, and he reaches over to pet it.

“Don’t touch it!” I
shout.

I scoop him up in my arms and hold
him.

“Why isn’t it moving?” he
asks.

“It’s dead,” I
say.

“What’s dead?” he
asks.

“That’s when the part of
you that’s you, that’s deep down inside, leaves.”

“Where does you go?” he
asks.

I point at the sky.

“Up there.”

Timmy looks at the clouds and thinks
about it.

“When will it come back?”
he asks.

“It won’t,
sweetie.”

*****

The mountain lion would be comical if
it wasn’t so big – or so close.

I’m out jogging first thing in the
morning, because Tom likes me to stay in shape. I’m wearing a pair
of pink short-shorts and a tank top just like Nancy wears. He
hasn’t seen me in it yet, and I’m running along, thinking about how
he’ll react when I turn the corner, and there’s this big mountain
lion standing in the middle of the street, just staring at me. At
least I think it’s a mountain lion – I’d be surer if it wasn’t this
cartoon-orange, like Tony the Tiger without the stripes. I’m ready
to freak out, and between that and being short of breath, my vision
blurs so it looks like it’s staring back with four eyes.

It’s not like I haven’t seen wildlife
before when I’m out running, but it’s the kind of thing you expect
to see around North Dallas – rabbits, squirrels, skunks, dogs,
feral cats, maybe even an occasional coyote. They’ve gotten a
couple of the smaller neighborhood pets – I was glad we only had
Timmy’s turtle to worry about, and that stayed in his
room.

I expect the big orange cat to come
after me, so I start running backwards, just so I can keep an eye
on it, but it doesn’t move – just stares at me. When I think I’m
far enough from it, I turn around and don’t stop running until I
reach our house. I jog up to our back door and let myself in. I’m
sweated from my run, so I grab a water bottle from the fridge and
pace around the kitchen trying to slow down the pounding in my
chest. I don’t know how long Tom’s been ogling me; he’s leaning
against the door jamb with his suit jacket over his shoulder when I
finally notice him

“Looking good!” he
grins.

That’s why I bought it, and it’s nice
to hear him say it, even if I don’t fill things out as nicely as
Nancy does. He puts his jacket on the counter, then stands in front
of me and kisses me, his hands cupped under my not so perfect butt.
He’s wearing a cologne that I don’t recognize.

“You smell good – where
did that come from?” I ask.

“Don’t remember. Free
sample, I think,” he says.

He gives me a last squeeze, and then
gets himself some coffee.

“How was your run?” he
asks.

“I saw a mountain lion,” I
say.

“A mountain lion? You sure
it wasn’t a bobcat just trying to look big?” Tom says.

“No, it was weird looking,
but really big,” I say. “I thought it was going to attack, but it
just kept staring at me.”

“Who wouldn’t?” Tom asks,
and he winks at me.

“Mommy! Daddy! Big cat!”
Timmy calls from the living room.

We hear his little hands jiggling the
doorknob. Both of us run to the front room, and I scoop Timmy up
before he can get the door open, but Tom stands looking out the
living room window.

“I’m not sure that’s a
mountain lion, but that’s definitely no bobcat,” he says. “I wonder
how it got here.”

Whatever it is, the big cat saunters
away across the Nancy’s lawn. We watch it until it disappears
around the corner of her house.

“I don’t think I’m taking
Timmy to the park today,” I say. “I’ll call Animal
Control.”

“I have to get going - let
me know how it works out,” Tom says.

 

“You’re not going out
there?” I ask.

“Don’t worry – I’ll get in
the car before I open the garage,” he says.

I wait by the front window with Timmy
and watch while Tom drives past in his Corvette. Timmy waves at him
until he turns the corner by Nancy’s and disappears behind her
house. I put Timmy down and call Animal Control.

“A mountain lion? I don’t
think so, ma’am. Maybe a bobcat,” the bored officer on the phone
says.

“That’s what my husband
thought until he saw it,” I say. “Could you just send someone down
here to check it out?”

“I’ll put you on the
list.”

*****

“But my husband’s not
answering his cellphone, and he’s never out of pocket for
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