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Down by the pond, where the water sparkled like glass, lived a

little toad named Toad. He was small and round, about the size

of a teacup, with soft mossy green skin and a pale cream belly.

His golden-amber eyes twinkled as he hopped along the muddy

bank. He wore a blue neck scarf that his grandmother had

knitted for him. Every morning, Toad loved to listen to the

sounds of the pond.
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One sunny day, Toad found something shiny half-buried in the

mud. It was a tiny trumpet, no bigger than his little webbed

foot! He picked it up and turned it over in his stubby hands.

The brass gleamed in the sunlight. Toad had never seen

anything like it. He put it in his tiny brown satchel and hopped

home, his heart beating fast with excitement.
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That evening, Toad heard music coming from the pond. The

frogs were croaking in a deep, booming chorus. The bugs were

buzzing and clicking in rhythm. It was the pond orchestra!

Toad watched from behind a cattail as the Frog Conductor, tall

and plump in his black bow tie, waved a thin twig baton. Oh,

how Toad wanted to play his trumpet with them!
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Toad hopped up to the Frog Conductor and said, "Excuse me, I

found a trumpet. May I play in your orchestra?" The Frog

Conductor looked down with kind brown eyes. "We always

welcome new players," he said. "But you must practice first.

Our concert is in two weeks." Toad nodded eagerly. He

couldn't wait to make music with the pond orchestra.
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Toad put the tiny trumpet to his wide mouth and blew. PFFFT!

The sound was squeaky and sad, like a balloon losing air. The

frogs covered their ears. The bugs stopped buzzing. Toad's

golden eyes filled with tears. "I'll never be able to play," he

whispered. He sat down on a lily pad and hugged his trumpet

close.
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Just then, a cheerful voice said, "Don't give up!" It was Cricket,

a slender green insect with long antennae and a red cap. He

wore a yellow vest with tiny brass buttons. "I'm a music

teacher," Cricket said. "I can help you practice every day. Your

trumpet just needs a friend." Toad looked up and smiled.

Maybe he could learn after all.
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The next morning, Cricket arrived with a tiny wooden baton.

"First, we practice long, steady breaths," he said. Toad blew

into the trumpet. PFFFT! It still sounded squeaky. "Try again,"

Cricket said gently. Toad tried and tried. His cheeks puffed out.

His little webbed feet tapped the ground. Slowly, the squeak

became a soft, clear note.
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Every day, Toad and Cricket practiced by the pond. Toad

learned to play louder and softer, faster and slower. Sometimes

his notes still wobbled, but Cricket always cheered. "You're

getting better!" he said. The frogs and bugs would stop to

listen. Toad felt a little braver each day. His tiny trumpet was

starting to sound like real music.
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One afternoon, Toad tried to play a whole song. He puffed his

cheeks and blew. The notes came out one by one, a simple tune

about the pond. When he finished, Cricket clapped his tiny

hands. "That was wonderful!" he said. Toad's golden eyes

shone. He had never felt so proud. He practiced the song

again and again until he knew it by heart.

9



The night before the concert, Toad could not sleep. His belly

felt fluttery, like a jar full of fireflies. "What if I squeak?" he

asked Cricket. "What if everyone laughs?" Cricket patted his

bumpy back. "You have practiced every day," he said. "You are

ready. And I will be right there, cheering for you." Toad took a

deep breath and nodded.
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Concert night arrived. The moon shone silver on the pond. The

frogs and bugs took their places. Toad stood with his tiny

trumpet, his blue scarf tied neatly. His stubby legs trembled.

The Frog Conductor raised his twig baton. "Ready, little toad?"

he asked kindly. Toad looked at Cricket, who gave him a

thumbs-up. Toad nodded and took a deep breath.
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The music began. The frogs croaked, the bugs buzzed, and

Toad played his trumpet. At first, his notes were soft and

shaky. But then he remembered his practice. He blew with all

his might. Clear, bright notes floated over the pond. The frogs

and bugs played along. Toad's music blended perfectly with

the orchestra. He felt brave and happy.
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When the last note faded, the pond was silent for a moment.

Then everyone clapped! The frogs cheered, the bugs whistled,

and Cricket waved his red cap in the air. Toad's wide mouth

stretched into a huge smile. He had done it! The Frog

Conductor shook his tiny hand. "Welcome to the pond

orchestra," he said. Toad's heart swelled with joy.
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After the concert, Toad sat with Cricket by the water. "You

were right," Toad said. "Practice made me brave." Cricket

smiled. "And good friends cheer you on," he said. Toad hugged

his trumpet. He knew he would keep practicing every day. The

pond orchestra had a new member, and Toad had a best friend.
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From that night on, Toad played his tiny trumpet with the pond

orchestra at every concert. He practiced every morning, and

his music grew stronger and sweeter. The frogs and bugs

became his friends. And whenever a new little creature felt

nervous, Toad would say, "Don't worry. Practice makes you

confident. And I will cheer for you!"
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The pond was always full of music after that. Toad's tiny

trumpet sang out over the water, and Cricket's cheerful chirps

kept the rhythm. They had learned that big dreams can start

with small steps. And every evening, as the sun set behind the

cattails, the pond orchestra played on, with a little toad who

had found his courage—one note at a time.
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