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This is Toad. His real name is Syd Toad, but
he hates his first name and never, ever uses it. So everyone
in the part of Africa where he lives just calls him Toad.
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​Chapter
One

Wednesday

 


 


The peaks of the Western Mountains were lit
up as lightning streaked across the horizon. Thunder crashed and
banged and could be heard up to 50 miles away, whilst the skies
above the mountains were full of dark clouds that seemed to be
swirling about, round and round the peaks. Torrential rain fell for
hours and hours and hours and flowed into the dry riverbeds,
rapidly filling them up.

Toad looked over to the mountains and was
rather concerned. He liked wet weather, and although normally there
wasn’t that much rain where he lived, the lake certainly needed a
top-up and would get one when the streams filled up and flowed down
to Wellybelly. It was the volume of rain that worried Toad. If
there was too much, it could create a lot of damage and destroy the
very dry landscape, uprooting shrubs and trees and washing
everything away.

Toad was growing tired, as the air was heavy,
so as usual when he couldn’t do anything about a problem, he went
to sleep under his favourite stone by the edge of the lake. He
began to dream. It was Wednesday and he was dreaming of Saturday
when he was to be married. Actually all the toads in the Wellybelly
area were to be married that Saturday. It was the annual toad
marriage ceremony, and boy was Toad going to enjoy himself! He had
no idea whom he was going to marry, but there were so many lady
toads available that he was confident of getting himself a big, fat
cuddly one.

Just as his dream was getting interesting,
Toad was rudely awakened. He appeared to be flying through the air
and, an instant later, he came to earth with a bump and landed on
something very hard, whilst a multitude of small, medium and large
stones rained down upon him.

Toad slipped in and out of consciousness.
Time passed. How much time Toad didn’t know, but as he regained his
senses, somewhere in the background he could hear voices. Human
voices. All Toad knew about humans was that they were stupid, so he
knew he wouldn’t get any help from them.

The atmosphere had changed, and there was a
fresher feel to the weather. He couldn’t hear the thunder, and the
mountains seemed farther away. He listened intently to the
conversation between the two humans.

“I got you these stones that you asked for,”
said a deep male voice. “I collected lots of them from Wellybelly
Lake, just like you wanted.” A door slammed and the crunch of
footsteps reverberated through the truck’s metal sides. “See here
in the back, I’ve got you a little bonus – just look at this lovely
fat toad,” said the man. “It’ll keep all the flies and midges away
from your lake.”

A moment later Toad seemed to be flying
again. He landed with a splash in some water, but a lake it was
not. More like a muddy little pond.

“Ignorant human!” Toad shouted. “You are a
stupid man! I am not fat! Only lady toads are fat! And how dare you
remove me from Wellybelly when I am about to be married and then
throw me here and there!” Then Toad screamed even louder, “TAKE ME
BACK AT ONCE!”

“Croak, croak” chuckled the lady, “croak,
croak. Oh, how sweet! Tommy – isn’t he sweet?”

Toad had met all the animals around the
Wellybelly area, and with the exception of humans and snakes, he
could converse with all of them. That was because he was a
‘Speakabody’ who could communicate with lots of other creatures.
“Ugh, snakes!” he said out loud, and shivered at the thought of
them. Humans – well they were certainly not as scary as snakes.
However, when he spoke to them, all they ever said to him was
“croak, croak.” He hadn’t a clue what “croak, croak” meant, but it
confirmed to Toad that all humans were stupid. They could also be
dangerous, cruel and insensitive, which had been confirmed once
again by Tommy throwing him all over the place.

Toad knew he had to escape. Yes, the pond
might provide him with some food for a day or two, but he had to
get back to Wellybelly Lake for his wedding. He didn’t want to let
anyone down and he was absolutely sure that if he didn’t turn up
for the wedding celebrations, he would be missed.
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From just under the surface of the pond he
listened carefully, trying to discover just where he was, what day
it was and how much time he had to get back to Wellybelly for the
marriage celebrations. Tommy was still talking to the woman, but in
the background he heard another noise – a camel. Toad knew that
camels travelled past the Wellybelly area regularly in both
directions. They were used to deliver large loads into the outlying
districts. Perhaps the camel could help him. Toad decided it would
be safer to wait until dusk and then try to find the camel.

 


* * *

 


“Hello there,” called Toad as the sun began
setting in the sky. Toad knew he would have to wait a while for the
camel to answer. It wasn’t being rude. It just always seemed to
take camels a really long time to answer and they didn’t always
understand the words they were asked. In Toad’s opinion camels were
also stupid, but they weren’t as stupid as humans.

“Hello,” came the reply at last. “My eyesight
is poor and I cannot see you very well in this light. May I know
who you are?”

“My name is Toad and I’m from Wellybelly
Lake,” answered Toad. “Please may I know your name too?”

Another very long pause. Then the camel said,
“I am known as Old Camel. What are you doing all this way from
Wellybelly?” “I was brought here by some careless humans,”
explained Toad, “and I need to get back there in a hurry.” There
was a note of excitement in his voice as he realised Old Camel
might be able to help him to do this. He decided to ask a few
questions and see what happened next.

“What is the date?” said Toad. Saturday the
18th was the date of the marriage celebrations, and as he had no
idea how long he had been unconscious or how far he had to travel,
he didn’t know whether he would miss all the partying. If that
happened it would be a disaster, as Toad considered himself to be
special, so his future wife would miss the experience of her life.
Unfortunately, Toad’s pomposity sometimes led him to imagine he
would make a perfect husband for some lucky lady toad. This time it
misled him into believing that he was the most desirable toad in
Wellybelly Lake.

Old Camel thought for a while. His reply took
even longer than Toad had expected, probably because he hadn’t
understood the question about the date. Eventually he answered, “A
date is a delicious fruit which grows on trees. I think they are
very tasty.”

Here we go, thought Toad, I’ll have
to ask this camel an easier question.

“OK,” he said hesitantly. “Do you know what
day it is?” Old Camel did not wish to be unhelpful, but he wasn’t
sure what the word ‘day’ meant either. He had heard the word
Wezzday said by the master, or something that sounded like Wezzday,
and that word had day in it, so he decided that’s the answer he
would give Toad. After what seemed an age, Old Camel replied that
he thought it was Wezzday.

Wow, thought Toad, Old Camel must mean
Wednesday. If it was really Wednesday, then he hadn’t lost any days
yet and he still had time to get back to Wellybelly to be married.
He was still a little sceptical of anything old Camel said, so he
decided to pursue his line of questioning.
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