
Philippe's Story 

Philippe was an ordinary, contented frog. He loved his cosy cottage and 

he loved his job. When he wasn't working in the library he'd be sitting in an 

armchair reading. 

One day, the library manager came up to him and cleared her throat. 

"Philippe. ..1 know this will come as a shock for you. 

Philippe's stomach dropped. 

"You're getting rather old, and our scientists have made a robot that does 

exactly what you do, except it works more efficiently and it's eco-friendly too!" 

Philippe was too shocked for words. 

"Sorry, Philippe. I hope you'll still come here!" She tried a smile, but 

Philippe had already left the building, fighting back the tears. 

That night, Philippe dreamt about when he was a nimble, young frog. All 

the animals that came to the grand public library would look up to him as he used 

his sticky fingers to climb the bookcases and retrieve the book that was sought. 

He woke up in a fantastic mood, singing as he put on his library uniform. Then he 

remembered. 

He wasn't sure if he could face going back to the place he used to love 

so much. "What am I going to do now?" thought Philippe. "The library was my 

everything! Am I.. .retired?! When my grandmother retired, she learnt how to play 

guitar. Maybe I could try an instrument too!" 

Philippe hopped timidly to the second-hand shop. The bell jingled merrily. 

"Not at the library, old fella?" asked the shopkeeper. 

"Aaaah. Long story... Have you got any instruments?" 
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"We have a violin." 

Philippe sat on his bed and gently removed the violin from its case. He 

carefully rubbed rosin on the bow. He placed the violin under his chin. Imagining 

himself on a stage, he played until a sharp knock on the door jolted him from his 

grand orchestral dreams. 

"Sir, are you strangling cats?" asked a police dog with both ears perked 

up. "It's quite satisfying, isn't it?" 

"Er, No, I'm not." 

"A neighbour rang and told us that they'd heard scary noises." 

"Oh, sorry," muttered Philippe, hiding his violin. "I'm just... retired." 

"Ah," nodded the dog, "Have you ever thought of taking up a new language?" 

Philippe ventured reluctantly back to the library. He found a book titled 

'Teach Yourself Mandarin'. He moved his webbed fingers along the page 

repeating, "I love your dress" over and over. He saw a panda with a bright dress 

and earrings, and approached her, keen to try his new skills. "Wo tdoyan nT de 

yifu." (I hate your dress). The panda gasped and yelled, "Ni zenme gan!" (How 

dare you!) She slapped him in the face and stormed off. 

The manager came over to Philippe. "Back so soon? Look, I got in touch with a 

personal trainer. He says he would love to meet you!" 

So Philippe tried the gym. His trainer, Muscles the Snail, handed Philippe 

a barbell, when Philippe heard a familiar growl, "You again!" It was the panda, in 

fluor° activewear. Philippe turned around and accidentally whacked Muscles in 

the eyes with his barbell. Muscle's eyes slowly sank down and he retreated into 
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his shell, where he yelled with a muffled voice, "Why don't you try something 

where you can't hurt anyone, like knitting?" 

Deflated, Philippe returned to his cottage. He turned on the TV that he 

hardly ever used. He picked up a piece of wool, to do what Muscles suggested, 

but it stuck to his fingers. He tried to shake the wool off, but it just got worse. 

Covered in a woolly tangle he peered out at the 'Positive Feedback and 

Wellbeing Show' on TV. 

"Feeling sad? Find your happy place." 

Philippe turned off the TV and slowly dragged himself back to the library. He 

found a chair in the corner and sat, glumly, covered in wool. Panda saw him 

there. "Nice cardigan," she snorted. 

Five children raced up to him. "Are you the storyteller?' 

"Well. ..l could be." 

The children handed him a book. 

"There once were three little froglings, Flip, Flop and Fling," Philippe began. The 

children sat, entranced. By the end of the book, there were more than fifteen 

children listening to Philippe. 

The manager had noticed, too. "You're a natural, Philippe. I thought you were 

ready to retire, but you proved me wrong. Would you be the library storyteller? 

The children love you." 

"I would be honoured!" Philippe replied. He had found his happy place. 
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