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This story is not about miracles or magic. It is a statement of fact: any living being can leave an environment that has grown too confining, once it chooses to move on.  The toad in this tale is not a symbol, but a creature that refused to accept the conditions set for it by others. The story illustrates the very process of leaving: preparation, risk, resistance from its surroundings, moving forward without guarantees, and adapting to the new.Anyone can leave their own swamp. The only difference lies in exactly when they decide to make the leap.

The Toad Who Chased the Stars

In a faraway swamp, beyond thick forests and dry steppes, a young toad lived upon the soft earth.Her life was easy and pleasant: the marshy soil carpeted with moss and reeds, the damp, warm air heavy with the scent of minerals and grasses, and in the sky, swarms of fat mosquitoes whirred. In short, a paradise for her kind.Yet the little toad sat upon a stone, looking thoroughly miserable. The warm, soft swamp held no charm for her, nor was the warm earth to her liking. She longed to see the world her grandfather — a great, old toad — had spoken of. He had spoken of swift, clear, roaring rivers; of trees reaching right up to the sky like giants, rather than rotting away in the water. Of all kinds of animals, and of a bright sun, not one forever hidden behind the clouds. And of something almost impossible to imagine at night: stars like fireflies, only high, high up in the sky. And the little toad desperately wanted to see those celestial fireflies. And so, one evening, the little toad could hold it in no longer and burst out to her friend, the frog:"Frog, frog! I can't bear it anymore! I cannot stay in this swamp. There is no freedom here, nothing is real!"But her friend the frog, savouring a mosquito, replied:"Have you gone mad, little toad? There is water here, it's warm, the ground is soft, and there is plenty of food. And you? You want to go jumping after celestial fireflies? You wouldn't even be able to eat them. What's the point? It's pure nonsense." The little toad slumped, unable to even look at the mosquitoes. Her feet sank into the mud, and her belly rested heavily on the damp moss."Perhaps you are right..." the little toad murmured in doubt. She lifted her eyes to the dark sky, watching the fireflies weave their intricate dances in the air.And so, she fell asleep on the moss, amidst the warm, damp nature of the swamp. The morning was no different from the evening: dark, damp, full of mud and clammy softness. Her father was already leaping about, catching mosquitoes, though the little toad noticed that he cast disapproving glances at her from time to time. She knew he had overheard yesterday's conversation. In the swamp, everything could always be heard.Early that morning, she decided to wander through the swamp, and without even noticing, she soon hopped all the way to its edge, where an old, half-rotted fallen oak lay. The little toad's heart fluttered, and a sudden spark ignited within it."And what lies beyond that oak?" "Is it true that trees stand reaching the sky there, instead of lying on the ground? Are there truly rivers there?"The little toad did not know what to do. Her heart pulled her forward; anticipation trembled beneath her skin. Just a few more hops to peer beyond the old oak—and perhaps she would see the world her grandfather had spoken of. But before the little toad could gather her courage, a familiar, heavy paw pressed down on her back. A deep, gruff voice spoke from behind: "Don't even think about it. Home. Now." Behind her stood her father—grim, weary, and from his look alone, it was clear: arguing was useless."But I only wanted one peek...""I said no. You have everything you need for life right here." The little toad felt heavy inside, and a little ashamed. By evening, the swamp had become unbearable.Her mother kept insisting that the little toad was being drawn to her own ruin, and that they could not survive without her. Her father was angry, unable to understand why she was drawn beyond the edges of the swamp.The little toad listened in silence... and  then, very quietly, she said:“And how do you know it is worse out there? You have never been. And why did you decide I must  be happy here, when you haven't even asked if I am happy atall?"Her words hung in the air like a heavy mass, pressing down on them. For a moment, her parents' voices fell silent. They stared at her with wide eyes. And then—tears and scolding all over again. The little toad retreated to the distant reeds; she could not listen to it anymore. She was torn by guilt, doubt, the thirst to move forward, and the fear of the unknown. It was hard, but she knew one thing for certain: the swamp where she was born had been her home, but this home had grown too confining—just like the tiny egg she had once emerged from.She let out a heavy breath, realising that if she were not honest with herself, she would wither away in this swamp, stifled by captivity and the damp, confining warmth. By the mosquitoes, the mud, the endless mist and silence.The little toad lifted her eyes to the grey sky. Behind her, the swamp was still choking on quarrels and sobs. The following week seemed ordinary at first glance. The little toad ate as usual, helped her mother, and listened to her father’s grumbling. But at night, she watched the fireflies—and now she watched them with resolve, knowing the choice had been made.By the third day, she had woven
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The little toad did not know what it was
called, but it was a hedgehog. To her, he
seemed a giant—terrifying, loud, and
threatening.

"Oh, what luck—a toad! Dinner right
under my feet. I'll eat you," the hedgehog
declared.

His words struck like a thunderbolt. Her
mother’s words hammered in the little
toad's mind: "You are going to your own
ruin..."

But before the little toad even understood
what was happening, her legs tensed on
their own—and she bounded away from
the hedgehog, leaving her backpack of
mosquitoes behind on the ground.
Rightnow, saving herself was far more
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through the grass, further and further
away. She flinched at the distant cries of
birds, freezing at every sudden rustle
nearby.

And suddenly, in the dim light of dusk,
the first tree loomed before her—real and
absolutely enormous. The little toad lifted
her head in stunned awe.

So huge... and... and they have moss on
top!"

And perhaps she was right: from such a
distance, the tiny green leaves blurred
into one dense, green mass to the little
toad's eyes. It looked far more like moss
than the long, slender leaves of the reeds
—the only kind of leaves she had ever
seen back in the swamp.
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Preface

This story is not about miracles or magic. It
is a statement of fact: any living being can
leave an environment that has grown too
confining, once it chooses to move on.

The toad in this tale is not a symbol, but a
creature that refused to accept the
conditions set for it by others.

The story illustrates the very process of
leaving: preparation, risk, resistance from
its surroundings, moving forward without
guarantees, and adapting to the new.

Anyone can leave their own swamp. The
only difference lies in exactly when they
decide to make the leap.





d2d_images/image010.jpg
important than clinging to her supplies.
Never before had she hopped so fast.

She sprang over roots, twisted among the
tree trunks, and pushed her way through
the grass. Behind her came the rustles,
the quick, heavy footsteps, and the harsh
snorting.

Ahead, she could hear a murmuring
sound, and she could not help but
remember her grandfather’s words about
mythical rivers. That was exactly where
she needed to go—towards that sound.
Something told her that this sound
promised salvation. She hopped towards
it with all her might. But at one point, the
little toad made a particularly wide leap—
and flew somewhere far, falling just as
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The Toad Who Chased the Stars

In a faraway swamp, beyond thick
forests and dry steppes, a young toad
lived upon the soft earth.

Her life was easy and pleasant: the
marshy soil carpeted with moss and
reeds, the damp, warm air heavy with the
scent of minerals and grasses, and in the
sky, swarms of fat mosquitoes whirred.
In short, a paradise for her kind.

Yet the little toad sat upon a stone,
looking thoroughly miserable. The warm,
soft swamp held no charm for her, nor
was the warm earth to her liking. She
longed to see the world her grandfather
— agreat, old toad — had spoken of.
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Behind her stood her father—grim,
weary, and from his look alone, it was
clear: arguing was useless.

"But I only wanted one peek..."

"I said no. You have everything you need
for life right here."

The little toad felt heavy inside, and a
little ashamed. By evening, the swamp
had become unbearable.

Her mother kept insisting that the little
toad was being drawn to her own ruin,
and that they could not survive without
her. Her father was angry, unable to
understand why she was drawn beyond
the edges of the swamp.

The little toad listened in silence... and
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For a brief moment, she closed her eyes
as a shiver ran over her body. Then she
tumbled down the other side, hitting the
ground hard. She wanted nothing more
than to lie perfectly still from the dull
ache, but she instantly remembered: her
father was right behind her.

The little toad picked herself up and froze
in absolute awe. Before her towered
something tall, much like the reeds back
home, only far, far taller.

"Could these be trees...?" she whispered,
almost to herself, and bounded forward.

Meanwhile, her father had struggled to
the top of the oak, panting heavily.

"Little toad! Come back!"
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choice had been made.

By the third day, she had woven a small
backpack out of reeds, and in the
evenings, she  secretly  gathered
mosquitoes.

She knew she could leave even now, this
very night. But a long journey required
preparation.

A week passed. The little toad was fully
prepared: her bag stuffed to the brim, her
belly full, and her body tingling with
anticipation. By early morning, she was
ready to leave the swamp.

She picked up a dry leaf and a thin twig,
and began to write in clay:
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long as she had when she vaulted over the
oak.

And in that instant, she realised that in
her panic she had jumped off a cliff. But
instead of hitting the ground with a
painful thud, the little toad landed with a
oud splash.

Her weary body suddenly felt the
pleasant coolness and the gentle flow of
he river. When she rose to the surface,
the little toad froze. Right before her, high
in the sky, there they shone—the distant
celestial fireflies. So bright and so
beautiful that they took her breath away.

Somewhere in the distance, crickets were
singing. By the bank, among the grass
and water lilies, frogs were calling out to
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But her friend the frog, savouring a
mosquito, replied:

"Have you gone mad, little toad? There is
water here, it's warm, the ground is soft,
and there is plenty of food. And you? You
want to go jumping after celestial fireflies?
You wouldn't even be able to eat them.
What's the point? It's pure nonsense."

The little toad slumped, unable to even
look at the mosquitoes. Her feet sank into
the mud, and her belly rested heavily on
the damp moss.

"Perhaps you are right..." the little toad
murmured in doubt.

She lifted her eyes to the dark sky,
watching the fireflies weave their intricate
dances in the air.
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The little toad drooped completely,
overwhelmed by exhaustion and this
strange place. She pulled a couple of
mosquitoes from her small backpack and
ate them. She did not regret in the least
having prepared food for the journey: it
was exactly what her tired body needed.

She had just begun to relax, having lain
among the cool roots for a while, when
she suddenly heard a quiet, heavy tread.
The little toad froze.

"Who could that be?” she wondered,
straining to listen.

And then, to her left, from behind a
prickly tree, emerged an equally prickly
beast.
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The End
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The little toad hopped quietly toward the
trees, toward their roots, into the grass.
But soon she realised one thing: her feet,
so accustomed to soft mud and moss,
were aching from the hard earth and
coarse grass. Her skin had grown dry,
and thirst was beginning to torment her.
Exhausted, she lay down by the roots of a
tree, where it was cooler and slightly
damp. Darkness was falling.

"How hard, how rough this ground is...
how my legs ache.. Goodness, I can't
even feel my feet..."

She pressed herself closer to the roots
and the grass. Unbidden, memories of
soft moss and swamp mosquitoes
surfaced in her mind.
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home had grown too confining—just like
the tiny egg she had once emerged from.

She let out a heavy breath, realising that if
she were not honest with herself, she
would wither away in this swamp, stifled
by captivity and the damp, confining
warmth. By the mosquitoes, the mud, the
endless mist and silence.

The little toad lifted her eyes to the grey
sky. Behind her, the swamp was still
choking on quarrels and sobs.

The following week seemed ordinary at
first glance. The little toad ate as usual,
helped her mother, and listened to her
father’s grumbling. But at night, she
watched the fireflies—and now she
watched them with resolve, knowing the
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Blood pounded in her veins to a frantic,
racing rhythm. She could feel her legs
pulsing, gathering strength to leap over
this immense barrier that blocked the
path to her dream. But from behind her
came the wet slapping of heavy leaps and
the sound of harsh breathing.

"Don't you dare! Don't even think about it,
little toad! I will not allow it!"

And then her legs sprang into action—the
little toad launched herself at the oak. The
jump was ragged. She nearly slipped, left
clinging desperately halfway up the
trunk. The voice behind her was growing
louder. Her tiny legs strained to their
absolute limit—and with one final,
desperate heave, the little toad vaulted
over the oak.
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The little toad's heart fluttered, and a
sudden spark ignited within it.

"And what lies beyond that oak?"

"Is it true that trees stand reaching the
sky there, instead of lying on the ground?
Are there truly rivers there?"

The little toad did not know what to do.
Her heart pulled her forward;
anticipation trembled beneath her skin.
Just a few more hops to peer beyond the
old oak—and perhaps she would see the
world her grandfather had spoken of.

But before the little toad could gather her
courage, a familiar, heavy paw pressed
down on her back. A deep, gruff voice
spoke from behind:

"Don't even think about it. Home. Now."
10
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He had spoken of swift, clear, roaring
rivers; of trees reaching right up to the
sky like giants, rather than rotting away
in the water. Of all kinds of animals, and
of a bright sun, not one forever hidden
behind the clouds. And of something
almost impossible to imagine at night:
stars like fireflies, only high, high up in
the sky.

And the little toad desperately wanted to
see those celestial fireflies.

And so, one evening, the little toad could
hold it in no longer and burst out to her
friend, the frog:

"Frog, frog! I can't bear it anymore! I
cannot stay in this swamp. There is no
freedom here, nothing is real!"
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one another. And an astonishing calm
settled over the little toad's heart. Here it
was—the river her grandfather had
spoken of. Here they were—the celestial
fireflies, distant and proud. And here she
was, in the cool, living river that tenderly
stroked her back.

And there was no ruin here, just as she
had been told. Frogs and toads lived here
too.

And the little toad finally understood
something. She understood why her
grandfather had returned to the swamp,
and why he had spoken of the world
beyond the oak.
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then, very quietly, she said:

“And how do you know it is worse out
there? You have never been. And why did
you decide I must be happy here, when
you haven't even asked if I am happy at
all?"

Her words hung in the air like a heavy
mass, pressing down on them. For a
moment, her parents' voices fell silent.

They stared at her with wide eyes. And
then—tears and scolding all over again.
The little toad retreated to the distant
reeds; she could not listen to it anymore.
She was torn by guilt, doubt, the thirst to
move forward, and the fear of the
unknown. It was hard, but she knew one
thing for certain: the swamp where she
was born had been her home, but this
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And so, she fell asleep on the moss,
amidst the warm, damp nature of the
swamp.

The morning was no different from the
evening: dark, damp, full of mud and
clammy softness.

Her father was already leaping about,
catching mosquitoes, though the little
toad noticed that he cast disapproving
glances at her from time to time. She
knew he had overheard yesterday's
conversation. In the swamp, everything
could always be heard.

Early that morning, she decided to
wander through the swamp, and without
even noticing, she soon hopped all the
way to its edge, where an old, half-rotted
fallen oak lay.
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He had wanted her to one day see this
great, beautiful world for herself. A world
full of new and wondrous things—
sometimes frightening, sometimes hard,
but not a hit less beautiful for it. The little
toad thought of only one thing: one day,
she too would return to tell the young
toads about this vast, breathtaking world.
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How she missed that familiar softness
and warmth. She remembered the frog’s
words: that there was no place better for
a toad than the swamp. The little toad let
out a heavy sigh and clenched her tiny
paw.

"No, I must not. I cannot betray my
dream... even if it is no fairy tale out here
atall..."

It grew completely dark. The little toad
lifted her head. Total darkness. She
thought that now, right at this very
moment, she would finally see those
celestial fireflies.But beyond the dense
crowns of the trees, nothing could be
seen.

"But where are the celestial fireflies?"
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He looked around wildly, trying to spot
her, but the little toad was already
completely lost from sight amidst the tall
grass.

He was too afraid to leap after her—he
could not bring himself to leave the
swamp, convinced that doing so would
mean certain death.

"Foolish child..." he spat angrily,
remaining atop the oak. Yet, in his eyes,
one could read not only anger, but deep
sorrow as well. For along, long time he
gazed down into the grass from that
rotting oak, right until the sun went
down.

Meanwhile, the little toad raced on

19





d2d_images/image007.jpg
"Farewell, Mother and Father. I am
leaving in search of the true celestial
fireflies. T am a strong, grown toad, and I
have chosen to take responsibility for my
life and my decisions. You are grown
toads too, and I know you will manage.
Every toad must, sooner or later, leave its
first pool."

The leaf was left lying upon the large
stone where the family gathered each
morning. Meanwhile, the little toad
hopped away towards the old, rotting
oak. She rushed swiftly—pushing her way
through thickets of reeds, over the sticky
mud, and across the damp moss—until
she finally stood before it. Immense and
decaying, it separated the swamp from
the rest of the world: an ancient oak that
had fallen no one knew when.
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