
   CHRISTIAN  Abels - 5th Grade 

   Frog and Toad 
One Friday afternoon, Toad sat in the family room, reading a newspaper. 
All of a sudden Toad jumped up and started punching a picture on the 
newspaper. Frog came running in and shouted, "What in the world are 
you doing?"  
Toad replied, "You nasty maggot!"  
"I'm your friend not a maggot!"  
"I was talking to him" Toad pointed to the picture. It was a picture of a 
toad.  
"What did he do wrong?"  
"He robbed someone I know."  
"Your made up friend?"  
"Exactly." Answered Toad.  
"Well what are you waiting for? Let's go!" Toad said. They packed their 
bags and went. They arrived at their destination, A.K.A three feet 
outside their house. Frog spotted the imaginary thief behind a bush. 
Frog and Toad ran after the thief and caught him. "What do you have to 
say for yourself, criminal?" of course the criminal said nothing. They 
took him to the police station, also imaginary. The two friends were 
happy to play uphold the law. 
"Let's go to lunch at Toad's Cafe!" suggested Toad.  
 "Sure" agreed frog. And so that's what they did. Toad woke up the next 
day. It was foggy and raining.  
"What a perfect day to go to the beach!" exclaimed Toad. "Frog, want to 
come to the beach today?"  
"But it's raining and foggy."  
"That's why I want to go, because we've always gone on a sunny day." 
replied Toad.  
"Okay?" answered Frog. Soon they arrived at the beach.  
"We've always made a sandcastle, so how about we make a mud castle," 
suggested Toad. They agreed and Frog said "We've always played in the 
water, so why don't we play in the sand?" Toad replied, "We've always 
stayed at the beach, so why don't we go home?" and so they did. "Toad, 
I'm bored. What should we do?" asked Frog one day.  
"Let's play a board game."  
"I'm already bored, so why would I need a game that is bored?" "Good 
thought," Toad said. "Then why don't we go on a walk, and sit on the 
board walk and look at the ocean," suggested Toad.  



"I don't need a walk that is bored I am already bored."  
"Hmmm then what should we do?" asked Toad. "I know what to do, we 
should be bored!"  
"Good idea" and so that's what they did.  
One Tuesday afternoon, Frog sat at the fireplace. "Toad, do you want to 
go fly fishing?" "Sure, that sounds like fun," replied Toad. So they set off 
for the lake with their fishing gear.  
When they arrived, they immediately started fishing. All of a sudden, 
there was a jerk on Toad's line. "I got one! I got one!" shouted Toad. 
Then Frog shouted, "Reel it in!" and so Toad did. "Oh Toad!" said toad. 
(That's what toads say instead of "oh man!" because toads are not men.) 
"It's not a fly, it's a fish." Toad cried. "I can't eat a fish." "Of course you 
can't, throw it back in". Said Frog. Frog and Toad fished all day but only 
caught fish, not flies. They returned home and Toad asked, "What are we 
going to eat for supper, since we didn't catch any flies?"  
"Were going to eat flies!" shouted Frog. "Oh, that's right we have flies." 
stated toad.  
"What else would we eat?"  
"Nothing!" shouted Toad. "Exactly." Said frog. And so they ate flies for 
supper, like they always had.  
The next day Frog and Toad went exploring. Frog brought his camera 
and took pictures. None of them were exactly keepers, though. But they 
all went in the scrapbooks anyway, because they reminded Frog and 
Toad of the fun they had that day. While they were exploring, they found 
paper, which to them looked like dinosaur bones. They made a dinosaur 
sculpture out of the paper. It must be some early species of toad thought 
Frog and Toad. They kept the sculpture outside their house. It looked 
pretty cool. But when it rained, the paper ripped and crumpled. They 
kept the remains of it so that they could remember the memory.  
If you ever come to Frog and Toad's house, you would probably find a 
bunch of junk sitting around, and they would tell you that they kept it 
just for the memory. Now Frog and Toad believe that memories are 
better than moments. I believe the same. I also believe that I have come 
to the end of my story. And so now for my six least favorite letters to 
every story… The End.                    
 
 
 
  


