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The storm was over and all the frogs and toads came hopping out onto the 

lawn to play long-jump.  The frogs always chose long-jump because frogs 

can jump further than toads.  And, of course, the frogs always won.  The 

toads didn’t mind all that much.



‘Anything for a quiet life,’ the toads thought.



All of a sudden, the door of the house opened.  Mutt, a shaggy sort of 

sheepdog, came bounding out to bark at a lorry that was coming up the road.

C
an

 you count

1 squirrel?



The frogs scattered into the safety of the flowerbeds under the porch and hid.  

The toads could not move so fast.  So, instead, they stayed very still where 

they were and just hoped they would not be trodden on, nor eaten.

They were in luck.  Mutt went roaring after the lorry, chasing it all the way 

along the fence until he was quite sure it would never come back.  Then, with 

his tail high, and wagging with pride, he walked over to the porch and lay 

down in the shade.  Soon he was fast asleep, his head on his paws.



It wasn’t long after this that two children came wandering out onto the lawn.  

Jago was pulling a small cart.  Alice was sitting inside the cart, and both of 

them were reading.  They were taking turns pulling, but it always seemed to 

be Jago’s turn.




