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he ball fell into the lake. T will get your bdll back,” he croaked.

oss with myself, T watched it sink below the shadowy water. "But what will you give me?"

'~ Then a voice spoke to me - a croaky voice, quite close by: : “My clothes, my cloak, my petticoaf, the bows in my hair ..2"
*What's wrong, Princess Joan?
You woke me up, with your moahing and groaning!” ; “T don't want those!” croaked the toad.
"But if you will let me eat from your bowl,
It was a toad! drink from your mug, and sleep on your
A loathsome, yellow-brown toad, % pillow -

afloat on a bit of wood. T will be the happiest toad alive!"

I told him what had happened.

At dinner time, there was a knock on the door.

It was the toad!

I stroked his knobbly throat, and pretended to agree.
(Why should a pr'in.cess want to live with an ugly old toad?)

The toad dived into the lake, and swam back with the ball. I've come for what you owe me,” he said.

~ I grabbed it, and ran home. -
I was afraid, and told my father the story.

The toad couldn't keep up. "You must keep your promise!" he said.

icoach!” T jeered. So the toad did eat from my bowl - ugh! -

roast beef, toast, oatcakes and a whole loaf of bread!

He did drink from my mug - sweet, foaming cocoa.




