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 There once was a little frog named Hermes. He lived by 

himself on a beautiful lily pad floating in a pond. His lily pad was 

green in the spring, red in the fall, but lonely all the time. Behind 

his home, large grey boulders snuggled next to each other on the 

edge of the pond. Across the way, a waterfall gently spilled into 

white foam, the ripples rocking the reeds. Herme’s pad would 

gently swirl and sway in time with the waves. 

 Hermes would sit on his pad, watching the fish families 

swim and play below him. He watched the bird families fly and 

sing together. The turtles would sunbathe on the rocks, and the 

salamanders would lounge in the mud. He wished someone would 

talk to him but they didn’t seem to see him. 

 As the days passed, he would swim from his pad to the tall 

reeds, and then to the rocks. Sometimes, he would go clear across 

the pond, to the waterfall, but that was a very long trip. 
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 Hermes discovered he was a fast swimmer; he could swim 

faster than the fish could swim, he could even swim faster than the 

birds could fly. He loved the feel of water trailing behind his 

flippers, the rush of bubbles against his smooth cheeks. Whenever 

he felt too lonely or bored he would practice swimming.  

 He also practiced his hopping, jumping from pad to pad, 

from pad to rock, and even from the rock to the path that led into 

the forest. He could hop so quickly, and so high, that the other 

animals would stop what they were doing to watch him hop, hop, 

hop . . . and, still, none of them talked to him. 

 One day, Hermes decided to test himself. He set out to 

swim from his pad to the waterfall and then back home. He was 

going to try to go faster than he’d ever gone before.  

 The family of fish who lived directly below him could tell 

he was going to do something special; they stopped their play and 

watched him.  
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 Hermes leapt high into the air, coming down with a great 

splash. He smiled at the fish family, who just looked back at him, 

silently blowing bubbles. He began his journey with strong strokes 

of his long green legs. He quickly passed the mud patch, the reed 

stand, and then the bird family’s stump. He knew he was 

swimming faster than he ever had; he reached the white water at 

the base of the waterfall in record time. 

 

 He was just getting ready to head back to his lily pad when 

he noticed movement out of the corner of his eye. Something big. 

In order to see better, he climbed up on a flat rock. The spray from 

the waterfall lightly hit his back as he scanned the shore of the 

pond. There, standing in the trees, were three humans. 

 Hermes hopped a little closer, his skin changing colors as 

he moved from the water to the dirt path. His heart beat quicker as 
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he noticed the biggest human had a net in his hands. Before he 

could hop away, the smallest human noticed him and pointed.  

 Suddenly, the small human stepped forward and scooped 

him up with a quick motion. As the humans admired the brown 

little frog, Hermes frantically thrashed against the mesh. Luckily, 

the humans had no idea Hermes was an extra-strong jumper, not 

bothering to close the top of the net. As soon as Hermes realized 

this, he braced himself and leapt into the air with all his might. He 

landed on the path with a thump. The humans were too surprised to 

move. Hermes wasted no time, racing back to the water’s edge. 

 At this point, he had to decide what to do. He could see the 

humans walking toward the pond, net in hand. Soon, they would be 

to the section of the pond where he lived. And right below his lily 

pad was the family of fish, totally unaware of the danger heading 

their way. 
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 What should he do? The fish had never talked to him, or 

even smiled. Should he warn them? Would they listen to him? And 

could he make it in time? The humans were already almost past the 

reeds! 

 There was no more time to think, He leapt back into the 

water, pushing himself to swim faster, faster than he had ever 

thought possible. His legs churned through the water, startling the 

turtles and salamanders. Even the birds on the stump looked at him 

in curiosity. His strong, quick strokes pulled him quickly through 

the water. Ahead, he could see the bright green of the lily pads. 

And, there, just below the surface, the colorful sides of the fish 

family flashed in the morning sunlight. They were darting around 

the streamers of the lily pad, blowing bubbles and laughing, 

completely unaware of the approaching humans.  

 He paused and peeked above the water. There, lowering 

their net into the water, were the humans. The small one laughed  
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and clapped as his hands as the net sunk into the depths of Hermes’ 

home. 

 He dove and spurted forward. The fish family turned and 

looked at him as he frantically pushed into their midst. He noticed 

one of the smaller fish swimming off on his own, slowly floating 

toward the almost invisible mesh of the net. Hermes shoved his 

flippers through the water with the strength of ten frogs, pushing 

the little fish into the closest stand of reeds just as the mesh 

swooped by them.  

 The fish mommy and daddy, realizing what was happening, 

gathered the rest of their brightly colored children and swam them  

further into the reeds, thanking Hermes with shouts of gratitude 

over their fishy shoulders. 

 The next morning, the pond was back to normal. Hermes 

was on his pad, nursing his sore leg muscles and scrapes on his 

back from the net. The turtles were on their rock, the salamanders 
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were swimming in the shallows. He could see the fish family, 

playing their swimming games. 

 Suddenly, the family swam up to his lily pad, blowing 

bubbles below him 

 “Thank you, Mr. Frog,” said Father fish. 

 Hermes was so stunned he almost didn’t respond. 

 “Oh, ummm…yeah,” Hermes stuttered trembling. 

 “We owe you our lives,” said Father fish. 

 “And we owe you an apology,” said Mother fish, twitching 

her tail. “We shouldn’t have ignored you all this time. We just 

didn’t think you knew we existed.” 

 A little fish burst in, “What’s your name, Mr. Frog?!” 

 “Oh. I’m Hermes,” he said shyly. 

 They continued to talk long into the day. Hermes accepted 

their apology and realized his own error: if he had reached out to 
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them, instead of expecting them to come to him, he would not have 

been so lonely. 

 Eventually, all the animals in the pond found out about 

Hermes’ amazingly fast and brave swim across the pond, carrying 

the message of danger to the fish family. He became a hero, and a 

friend, to the turtles, the birds, the salamanders, and of course, the 

fish family. He was never lonely again.  

 

 

 

 

 


