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A Very Old Toad
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Ever so slowly the Toad opened its mouth.  

Ever so slowly the Toad’s tongue started to uncurl out of its mouth.

Bit by teensy tiny itsy little bit, his tongue uncurled.

Further and further, until it was uncurled all the way until it was sticking straight out.

Then a speck leaped off the end of his tongue, did a double-somersault in the air and hit the ground running.

At the exact moment the speck disappeared into the distance, the Toad’s tongue finished its Super-fast recoil and smacked the Toad right in the face.

The Toad awoke out of its stupor and glanced around quickly to see if anyone had noticed.

...

“How embarrassing”, thought the Toad. He was very glad nobody had noticed.

It had all started so innocently.

The Toad was very old.

He never knew just when it might be his last day.

He was a very cautious Toad. So he was in no danger of being run over by a car. And there weren’t that many animals that ate Toads. And there weren’t any animals that ate Toads who were as old as he was.

But, he might just drop dead some day. After all he was very old.

In that frame of mind, he had eaten more food than usual last night; thinking that it may well have been his last supper.

He was about to finish eating when he thought, “Oh, just one more.”

So, he snagged a morsel out of the air with that Super-fantastic tongue of his. And, oh what a tasty morsel it was. It was so tasty that he decided to hold it tightly in his tongue and savor the flavor until morning. Then, if he was still alive, he would finish it off in one chomp. After all, it was a very tiny morsel, but it was oh soooo delicious!

The Toad had fallen into a merry sleep. Oh, what wonderful dreams. But then the dreams had turned to nightmares, as he dreamed his tongue was uncurling against his will and his tasty morsel was escaping.

Then his tongue had smacked him in his face and he awoke to find his tasty morsel gone, and himself the embarrassment of all Toad-dom. 

The Toad drifted back to sleep in a fit of despair.

But, he was a very old Toad. So old that he didn’t remember anything from day to day. 

When he awoke later that morning, he was his happy old self – totally unaware of the previous night’s events.
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Our Superhero
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The Toad wasn’t the only one who was distraught that night.

Our Superhero, the Sub-Bohemian had started his day as normal, waking up as he was about to be run over by a car. Being Super-fast, he had escaped, only to be run over by another car. But since he was Super-strong, he was able to survive that fate.

The rest of the day had proceeded as usual, with the Sub-Bohemian being stepped on, swatted as he was mistaken for a fly, almost drowning when two raindrops had fallen in the same place – on top of him, being crushed by dust flying from somebody’s broom, and several similar and unrelated incidents.

That was all normal. It was not pleasant, but the Sub-Bohemian was used to it.

But then, the unthinkable had happened. The Sub-Bohemian had climbed to the top of a very tall blade of grass to survey his kingdom. As he was counting his wealth, he was snatched out of the air by the tongue of a Frog who had mistaken him for a fly or some other unpleasant creature which Frogs are so fond of eating.

The Sub-Bohemian was devastated, just devastated I tell you! This was the lowest point of his life. But since he was Super-strong, it was not the end of his life. 

The Sub-Bohemian escaped in his normal, flamboyant manner. But it left him in the depths of despair, which was a little lower than how he normally felt.

(The Toad would have been distraught also, if he’d known someone had mistaken him for a Frog. “Frogs!” the Toad would grump, “with all their hoity-toity high-brow manners”.)
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What is a Sub-Bohemian?
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A Sub-Bohemian is one who lives an unconventional lifestyle. He has artistic interests which drive his unconventionality. But, in our Superhero’s case, his unconventionality is also driven by the necessity to avoid being crushed.

Sub-Bohemian’s are the smallest people in the world. Well, actually there is only one Sub-Bohemian, our Superhero. So he is the smallest person in the world. 

“Oh,” you think, “he’s a midget.” No, he’s smaller than a midget. 

“A Leprechaun, then?” No, even smaller. 

“A Trusvariankoponomian – the smallest of the wee people?” No, he’s even tinier than that.

The Sub-Bohemian is no taller than a small ant. But he’s even stronger. 

“Oh, like “Up and at-em, Atom Ant!”?” No, he’s not an ant. And he’s even stronger.

The Sub-Bohemian has no idea why he’s so strong – other than that it keeps him alive. He has no purpose in life – other than to survive. He has no idea why there are no other Sub-Bohemians or how he came into being, since he’s the only one.

As such, he’s the perfect candidate to become our Superhero.

I suppose I should give the Sub-Bohemian a name, especially since he is our Superhero. His Super-title will be “The Sub-Bohemian”. For a name, let’s use Paul. 

What’s wrong with Paul? Not Bohemian enough you say – how would you know? 

What about John? There you go with that look again. 

Lute? Closer, but not close enough?

OK, we’ll call him Pavlik-Pavlik – Pavlik means Small in Bohemian, so Pavlik-Pavlik means Small-Small or Very-Small.

Introducing: 

Pavlik-Pavlik!

The Sub-Bohemian!

Our Superhero!
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Friendship
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The next day, Pavlik-Pavlik awoke with a start. He was literally sweating from the nightmare he’d had. A Frog had tried to eat him for supper. He had barely escaped with his life. 

Pavlik-Pavlik was extremely glad it had only been a dream. But then, he was run over by a car.

After breakfast, which consisted of two blades of grass, for he was a vegetarian on a diet; Pavlik-Pavlik went for a walk. 

It was a very pleasant walk, too pleasant in fact. Something was very wrong. It had been over an hour and no ill fate had happened to Pavlik-Pavlik. 

He hadn’t been run over, crushed by a crawling baby, or any of the other things which normally happened to him which would have killed anybody else his size. 

Pavlik-Pavlik had a very bad feeling about this.

Then he stepped around the corner, and horror-of-horrors, there was that Frog. Pavlik-Pavlik wasn’t an herpetologist (fancy name for an amphibianologist). Yet he would have recognized that particular Frog anywhere anyday. 

Pavlik-Pavlik trembled in terror, waiting for the Frog to eat him.

Nothing happened.

Nothing happened.

Nothing happened.

It wasn’t like the Toad wasn’t trying. Right there in front of him stood a tasty morsel – he was certain it was very tasty, though he’d never seen anything quite like it before. He tried to zap it with that Super-fantastic tongue of his, which had just worked less than five minutes ago. Oh dear, he was
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