
Once upon a time not so long ago, in a town not so far from here, there lived a young boy named John. John wasn't 
your typical young boy. No, indeed: John was a toad. Not a real toad, of course, slimy and green, hopping through field 
and stream across the countryside eating insects and scaring young girls. Not that sort of toad at all. 
John was a toad inside himself. How can that be? you ask. Quite simple, really, once you get to know him a little better. 
For, you see, John was a toad inside because John felt like a toad inside. What I mean to say is, John didn't feel like a 
normal little boy at all. 

He wasn't the cutest little boy in his neighborhood, or the most graceful, either. He didn't play with the popular kids, and 
was often overlooked when picking teams in gym class. Why, one year during Field Day in gym class, John spent the 
entire day playing Old Maid with Henry Jones, the custodian, in the broom closet that Henry insisted on calling his 
"office." As all of the other students and faculty were outdoors engaged in broad jumps, long jumps, dashes and relays, 
there was precious little janitorial work to be done indoors. Even the school lunch had been served outdoors. The next 
day, young John's gym teacher credited him with average performance, reasoning that if he'd written nothing down, 
John must have performed neither poorly nor exceptionally well. 

John was a homebody, a bookworm -- just this side of a recluse, in fact. He'd much rather lie prostrate along his bed 
with his nose jammed in Huck Finn than stumble around a basketball court with his older brothers, missing even the 
easiest of shots and being ridiculed for his lack of coordination. 
You never saw John at the school dances or sporting events, not even as a wallflower or spectator. I heard a story that 
he'd once been invited to a Sadie Hawkins dance by the prettiest little girl in his whole class. He was ten years old, and 
only secretly liked girls at the time. Why, little boys all thought little girls had the cooties at least until the seventh grade. 
Or maybe little girls thought John had cooties. Nonetheless, when little Lucy asked John to take her to the dance 
Saturday afternoon, John ran into the boys restroom without even answering, he was so unsure of what he heard. 

Now no one but John will ever know what was going through his head as he crouched on the toilet seat locked in that 
bathroom stall, hoping no one would know he was there. No, I suppose those thoughts are little John's own private 
thoughts, but being a boy once myself, I suspect they went something like this..... 
Sadie Hawkins dance? Dance? I can't go to any stupid dance. Not with a dumb girl. Why did she ask me, anyway? It  
must be a trick! She can't like me. I'm just a toad! Girls don't like things like toads and frogs and bugs. It must be a 
joke. Someone's put her up to it. But why would she do it? She's so pretty, and she's never said anything mean to me 
before. She's never really said anything at all to me before, but that's a start. 

And so, I'm sure, he went on and on, talking himself into and out of the dance over and over, for the rest of the school 
day. As the story goes, no one remembers seeing John in class for the rest of the day. Of course, I don't suppose 
they'd have noticed him if he was there. 

I don't know if little John ever went to that Sadie Hawkins dance with Lucy or not. I've heard the story told both ways, 
and neither one of them are happy stories to repeat. Whether John spent the night locked in the girls restroom by his 
very own brothers, or at the dance surrounded by scores of real live toads, I don't suppose it makes much difference. 
The result would be the same: little John was and always would be an unwanted toad. 

* * *

One day, when little John had become a young man, which to him meant he was just an older, uglier, dirtier toad, and 
even more unwanted than before, John met a man named Jake. 

Jake was a coworker of John's at the uneraser factory in town. How useless is that, John asked himself when he was 
offered the job. I'll be making a tool for people to redo the mistakes they've already undone with a pencil eraser. 
Perfect job for a useless old toad like me. 

Jake had always treated John with respect and dignity. He's up to something, John insisted to himself. Why would he 
respect me? Why's he so nice to me? I don't have anything he wants. So John always kept his guard up when Jake 
was around. He never let anyone get too close, especially someone who seemed like he wanted to get close. 

"You don't have any kids do you, John?" Jake asked him one day as they fed another batch of unerasers into the 
packaging machine together. 

"Kids? Uh, no. No kids," John answered. "Why?" he asked cautiously, the suspicion evident in his voice. 

"Just wondered what you were doing for Halloween, is all," Jake answered. 

"Halloween?" his voice cracked in response. "Oh, I don't do much of anything for Halloween." No one even comes to 



my home for candy, he added silently. 

"I got a little costume thing I'm going to," Jake explained, "down at the mission, and I thought you might like to go." 

"Oh, I don't know Jake," John started in his unintentional McFly voice. "I don't do that sort of thing." 

"What sort of...? What you talkin' about?" Jake asked, shocked. "I just thought you might like to drop by if you aren't 
doing anything else. It's open to the public." 

"Parties aren't my thing, really," Jake replied. 

"Look, it's a costume party. You throw on a disguise, show up, mingle, and no one even knows who you are. So it's like 
having a fun time with no risk." 

John didn't answer openly, but told himself instead, No one will know who I am, anyway. No one will know how much 
of a toad I am. Maybe I can do this. 

* * *

And he did do it, and it went beautifully -- better than John could have imagined, despite his subconcious attempts to 
ruin the whole night. Showing up in a toad costume was a bit ironic, but fitting. And once in costume, why John was no 
longer John at all. In fact, he introduced himself as Toadman, and everyone at the party was enjoying his company and 
couldn't get enough of him. Even Jake, not knowing Toadman's true alter ego, treated him better than he ever had 
before. John was loving it, and caught himself wishing every night could be a costume party, when..... 

It happened. Into the room walked the greenest, most beautiful Frog John had seen in all his life. Woman, I mean, he 
corrected himself. In a frog costume. How odd. Odd for her, but not odd for him to be dressed as a toad. 

"Looks like your little lady just came in, my man," Jake kidded. 

"What? Oh, no. I never met..." 

"That you under that toad, John?" Jake asked amazed. "Man, you one crazy partier, you know?" 

"Who, me?" 

"Why don't you go on over and say 'Hello' to the lady frog?" Jake encouraged. 

"Oh, no. I couldn't." 

"Oh, I see. Then why doesn't Toadman hop on over and introduce himself? She don't ever have to know who's inside 
the toad if you don't want her to, and you two might just hit it off." 

"You think so?" John asked. 

"Brother, I know so," Jake answered as he faded into the crowd. John later realized that was the last time he saw Jake. 

Taking Jake's advice and encouragement, John began the short walk toward the entrance, where the lovely green frog 
remained, surveying the room. What took only seconds seemed like hours, but he finally reached the door and stopped 
next to Froglady. 

"Umm, hi," he said, drumming up his courage. "I'm a toad. I mean, I'm Toadman. And, well, I thought you might like a 
little company." 

What felt like three years later, she finally answered, "Hello, Toadman. I guess that makes me Froglady. Care to 
dance?" 

And they danced, and they danced, and they danced. To this day, they continue to dance, though the costumes have 
been stashed away in the attic for years. And just like the toad costume John wore that Halloween night, the toad 
inside the man has been long ago forgotten. 



Toadman and Froglady -- John and Linda -- lived happily ever after, with two little tadpoles of their own. 

* * *

The moral of the story: If a toad and frog can see beauty in each other, and love each other, and live their lives 
out together, then so too, my sweet LeeAnn, can we. I'll be your Toad if you'll be my Frog. 
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