In a far distant land

The King grows old

Three sons had he

Handsome and bold

The first two were fine

Strapping young lads

Wearing silk shirts

They followed the fads

The third was different

And maybe a dud

He lived for himself

And played in the mud

The land needed a King

One kind and fair

But he couldn’t pick

No! He didn’t dare

A trial for the three

To see who is best

The King wondered who

Would pass his test

Three things to do

In as many days

We’ll test for the king

In three different ways

“The first task of three

Isn’t so hard

Make a royal outfit,

A Kingly garb

“The day after next

You must find a crown

One that sparkles and shines

But won’t weigh you down

“Third is the task

That could change the tide

To be a fit King

You’ll need the right bride”

All of these words

He said to each son

All three wondered

If he was the one

The two brothers were smug

And sure of their claim

They thought that their brother

Was really quite lame

The third couldn’t care

About clothes, crown, or wife

He cared about mud

That was his life

The first day arrived

Of the three day quest

One brother packed up 

And headed out west

The second was swift

He skipped the feast

On his white charger

He rode to the east

Third wandered round

Till he found a mole

It led him back

To a man-sized hole

He crawled in the hole

That was dark as night

He slipped and he fell

But he was all right

Deep down inside

He stopped at a log

Only to find 

A giant man-frog

It smiled and it waved

And motioned ‘this way’

Leading him further 

From the light of day

He traveled down tunnels

Twisting this way and that

He came to a king

Jolly and fat

The Frog-King croaked

And offered a seat

Brought forth three flies

As a tasty treat

The Frog-king asked

And heard the tale

Then thought of a plan 

That wouldn’t fail

The Frog’s finest tailors

And weavers, they spun

But they weren’t finished

No, they’d just begun

“Com back tomorrow

I’ll give you a crown 

If you promise to help 

Our little underground town

“Take my frog-daughter

Give her your love

Make her your wife

In the world above”

The third brother agreed

And gathered his clothes

He returned to the castle

But there he froze

His brothers were home

They’d beaten him back

Each with his clothes 

In a burlap sack

The first brother’s were nice

The second’s were grand

But the clothes that he had

Were best in the land

He’d won that day

The first of the quest

They all went to bed

For some much needed rest

The morning came fast

They got out of bed

“Go find your crown”

Their king had said

The first two were off

To start the day

The third went on 

His separate way

He found the dark hole

And tumbled down

To visit his friends

In the frog-town

“Ah, here is our prince

From the world above”

Greeted the king 

With a small gentle shove

The Frog-king sat

And ordered some food

A nice juicy cricket 

To liven the mood

“We’ve had some trouble

In making your crown”

Said the frog-king

With a large frog-frown

“But I knew that you’d come

And now that you’re here

You’ll soon find

That there’s nothing to fear”

The Frog-King’s jewelers

Measured his head

“It won’t be long”

The oldest one said

The prince and Frog-King

Discussed what was fun

The frogs like it cool

Out of the sun

The prince liked nature

The great outdoors

He liked dirt and mud

Much better than floors

The both liked to play

They both liked each other

The two became close

As if from one mother

Their visit cut short

By shouts from afar

The crown had been finished

It shone like a star

The prince offered thanks

And praise galore

Then hurried and ran 

And rushed out the door

The second had come

But the first wasn’t there

Till he strolled in

With hardly a care

The first showed his crown

Of diamonds and gold

A thing of beauty

Worth fortunes untold

The second’s was used

Old beaten and battered

He looked to the ground

His hoped had been shattered

The third put his on

And walked round the room

It shone like the sun

And beamed like the moon

The King called them forward

He spoke to the two

“It looks like your brother

Is luckier than you

“Never lose heart

For tomorrow decides

Now go out and find 

The most beautiful brides

“I wanted to help

So I’ve brought this dove

Use its wing feathers

To find your true love”

They each had a feather

To guide their way

The lads split apart

With little to say

The second loosed his feather 

It flew to the east

The first followed third

So he wouldn’t be least

The third brother waited

His feather he dropped

He followed its flight

It suddenly stopped

He shortly found out

He was back where he started

The first brother watched

Through the leaves he had parted

The third crawled in

And went out of sight

The first brother was filled

With a strong sense of fright

The first followed in 

To prove he was bold

He traveled in darkness 

Down in the cold

The third brother joined

His friend the frog-king

And told him the tale

Of the royal dove’s wing

“My word was enough

But the feather told true

To find my new wife

I came back to you

“So bring her out now

For her to be seen

Bring forth your daughter

To be my new Queen”

The frog-king laughed

And croaked in delight

When his daughter

Walked into sight

The first brother came out

From where he’d been hiding

The tone of his voice

Was very chastising

“If she is your queen

Then I’ll win for sure

How could you take

To the likes of her?”

“I’m true to my word

So I’ll do what I said

I’ll take the frog-princess

And then we’ll be wed”

So the first brother left

Headed back to the light

To find he new bride

And prove he was right

The third brother stayed

To talk to his wife

And tried to find out 

About the frog-life

The traveled above 

Out into the night

To bring the frog-people

Into Man’s sight

The third of the brothers

And his soon to be queen

Two nations together

Bring something unseen

When the two would be joined 

There’d be peace in the land

Each man and frog-person

Could join hand-in-hand

They returned to the castle

For the third of the quest

The King would now see

Who had passed his test

The first two days 

Had been for fun

Now was the time

To see who had won

The King looked at each 

And began to weigh

Each of the words 

He had to say

“My sons, my sons

You’ve all passed the test

But only one

Has passed it best

“Beautiful brides

Is what I said

Instead of your hearts

You’ve used your head

“Why have you picked

These brides, so fair?

Stand forth and speak

If you dare”

The first stepped forward

Full of himself

“Her beauty is unmatched

And so is her wealth”

The second and wife

Stepped forward together

“I was led to her

With the flight of the feather”

The king nodded

And turned to the third

He had stayed back

Not saying a word

“You’re next my son

Come and be seen

Let us all know 

Why you’ve picked your queen”

The third prince spoke

And he was heard

“I gave a promise

And I keep my word”

The King laughed and smiled

As he looked at his son

He would be king 

When he was done

“Now each of you kiss

Your queen to be

Then you will know 

Who follows me”

The third brother kissed

His frog-princess bride

Then stepped back 

As his eyes opened wide

She shifted and changed

And wore a new skin

The judges all gave her

A perfect ten

“While her beauty was hidden

You loved her still

You kept your word 

And always will

“The kingdom is yours

For your honesty’s true

The frog-people and mine

Belong to you

“Remain true to your word

And bring us together

Like the love of two people

We’ll last forever”

The frog-king came

And croaked with delight

The people cheered

To see such a sight

A man and a frog

Stood hand-in-hand

He knew that peace

Now ruled the land

For beauty is nice

And wealth is too

But it takes more than a feather

To find love that is true

The third brother lived

A happy life

He was fair to the land

And he loved his wife

He was honest to all

And true to himself

In friendship and love

He had found his wealth

He turned out all right

And wasn’t a dud

But he still loved to play

In the cold wet mud

