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	A   tiny   tadpole   lived   in   a   clean,   

green   pond.

He   liked   being   a   tadpole,   he   liked   

his   tadpole   friends   and   he   liked   the   

pond   where  he   lived.

Life   was   good   for   the   tadpole.

Everyday   he   swam   around   the   pond.

He   wriggled   his   tail   and   ate   the   

weeds   that   grew   around   him.

Everyday   was   the   same,   more   

swimming   and   more   eating.

The   tiny   tadpole   liked   everything   so   

much   that   he   didn’t   want   anything   


to   change.

Not   ever!

Until   one   day   the   tiny   tadpole   

noticed   that   the   other   tadpoles   had   

changed.

Some   of   them   had   even   grown   legs!

“By   croaky,”   he   thought.

“Why   would   a   tadpole   need   legs?”

The   tiny   tadpole   didn’t   like   change.

He   worried   as   he   ate   and   swam

in   his   clean,   green   pond.

But   before   long   the   tiny   tadpole

had   grown   two   strong   legs

with   large   flippy,   floppy   feet.

At   first   he   was   worried,   and   

complained.

Then   he   realized   that   his   new   legs

and   feet   helped   him   to   swim   faster.

A   few   days   later   the   tadpole   

noticed   that   his   friends   had   

changed   again.

They   had   grown   more   legs!

“By   croaky,”   he   thought.   

“I’m   happy   with   two   legs.   

I   don’t   need   four!”

Again   the   tiny   tadpole   was   worried.

He   really   didn’t   like   change.

He   worried   as   he   swam   about

in   his   clean,   green   pond.

But   fretting   did   not   help   the   little   

tadpole.

Before   long,   two   smaller   legs   grew

from   his   body.

At   first   he   complained.

“These   new   legs   keep   getting   in   the   

way   when   I   swim,”   he   croaked.

But   soon   he   was   learning   to   use

his   new   legs   for   standing   and   

jumping.

His   complaining   stopped.

Besides,   not   everything   had   changed.

At   least   he   still   had   his   tail.

The   next   day   he   could   not   believe   

his   eyes.

Some   of   the   other   tadpoles

were   slowly   losing   their   tails

and   some   of   the   biggest   tadpoles

had   no   tails   at   all.

They   did   not   even   look   like   tadpoles   

any more.

“By   croaky,”   the   tadpole   thought.

“How   can   you   be   a   tadpole   without   

a   tail?

This   is   not   good.   

I   will   not   lose   my   tail.”

He   worried,   he   fretted,   he   

complained   and   he   sighed,   big   deep   

sighs.

And   while   he   worried   his   tail   

became   shorter.

Then   one   day   the   tiny   tadpole   

realized   that   his   tail   had   gone.

On   that   day   he   also   realized

that   it   was   no   use   worrying   about   

changes   because   changes   happened   

anyway.

The   tiny   tadpole   who   did   not   like   

change   had   changed   into   a   frog.

No   amount   of   worrying,   fretting,   

complaining   or   sighing   had   helped   him   

at   all.

“By   croaky,”   he   thought.   “I   may   as   

well   get   on   with   it.”

With   that   he   jumped   up   onto   a   lily   

pad   and   ate   his   first   fly.

“By   croaky,”   he   croaked.  

 “I   could   get   used   to   this.   

I   think   I’m   going   to   enjoy   being   a   

frog.”
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