FFROG IN HISTORY.

ONE

It was probably only a matter of days after the "Night of the Long Knives" when Ffrog had his first meeting with Adolf Hitler. It was June 1934 and it was a pleasant Berlin morning.  Ffrog, not knowing any of the upper echelons of the Nazi Party that surrounded Hitler, could not arrange to see him. He had to just "appear". 

Appearing for Ffrog was simple. It was as simple as "Disappearing". He just stopped and thought; and either appeared or disappeared.

Hitler was sitting at a vast desk in the Chancellery on the day that Ffrog appeared, reading some papers. Ffrog appeared and stopped, waiting politely for Hitler to end his reading. The Fuhrer read on, and then became aware of someone before him.

"Go away. I am busy."

But Ffrog did not go away.

"Sorry Mr Hitler, but I must talk to you."

At this, with his rather nasty grimacing face, Hitler looked up. And then consternation hit him.

Perhaps a description of Ffrog might serve us here. For to capture Hitler's consternation it is necessary to appreciate the strangeness that stood before the mighty man.

Ffrog was not tall, in fact in stature he was smaller than the average man. He stood upright like a man and like a man he wore clothing. Frog had a predilection for bright clothing, as in brilliant reds, blues and yellows. Today he was wearing a yellow suit, which contrasted greatly with his bright green skin. His skin had little black spots on it, obviously meant to confuse the predators of frogs, causing them to mistake the green and the spots for leaves on ponds and under bushes.

But Ffrog was bigger than the average frog. And in his three piece suit, with yellow shirt and yellow tie, and yellow waistcoat and bright yellow shoes, he looked an extraordinary presentiment to be found in the office of the Reichschancellor.

Hitler looked mortified. He sat up straight, hiding the confusion he held in his mind. His lower lip though quivered a piece.

"Wha, what are you...  er doing here?"

As he asked this question he leant forward on the desk and half stood, to disguise the fact that he was opening his drawer. He opened the drawer quietly and extracted his Luger. He cocked it.  And then standing up fully, pointed it at the Ffrog before him. Ffrog was not surprised at this. He had had guns pulled on him over the centuries and had been bludgeoned and beaten by some of the best people in history. When, for instance, he appeared before Abraham Lincoln he had the same effect: guns pointing at him. Though in the case of Mr Lincoln the guns were pointed by his assistants.

"Mr Hitler, please put the gun away, for I have only come to..."

The first bullet ripped a hole through the shoulder of Ffrog's well made yellow suit. The second bullet made a similar hole in the middle of his waistcoat, narrowly missing his watch chain. The third bullet missed Ffrog's left ear by an inch. And the fourth bullet bounced off the wall behind him.

Ffrog was determined to have his say.

"Mr Hitler, please, the gun will not silence my desire to talk to you here today. So if you will be so kind..."

Once more Ffrog was interrupted. This time by the big Chancellor's door being thrown aside and a whole phalanx of soldiers rushing in with their pistols and rifles drawn.

"Mein Fuhrer, Mein Fuhrer!" they all seemed to be shouting in perplexity.

To which Hitler only replied: "Shoot him!" Whereupon ten guns of various calibres were pointed and fired at Ffrog, who stood before the desk of the Fuhrer with his hands in the air. As if to show that he was not here to cause grief.

The butt of one gun knocked him over. And on the floor his body was riddled with bullets for a good two minutes. Then the bullets stopped. So many bullets had hit Ffrog that his yellow suit was now in shreds, with buttons blasted off, exposing his rather rotund green tummy. He lay there and looked up at them. They in turn, in astonishment looked down at him.

"Look what you've done. You've ruined my nice new yellow suit!"

He was pulled to his feet and held. The Fuhrer's face was knotted in alarm.

"Have you been sent by Roehm? Why are you indestructible? What are you?"

Ffrog looked at the main man with his little froggy eyes.

"I am not from Roehm, nor have I been a supporter of the SA. If you remember you murdered him and his band only a matter of nights ago as they slept in..."

The Fuhrer banged his hand on the desk.

"Don't talk back."

The Praetorian guard of defenders held Ffrog firmly. Now Hitler smiled.

"Cut him open. This green cover of his is some super indestructible material. We must find out how it is made."

Ffrog though wasn't having any misunderstanding. 

"It's called 'skin'."

The guards had big manly knives which they wielded with the skill of murderers and

cut throats - they would soon rip open the toughest of human covering. Pulling out a few knives the men set about ripping the green covering off Ffrog, hoping thereby to expose what really lay beneath him.

Alas the righteous knives of Germanic Revaunchism could not tear into Ffrog's skin. However hard they tried they could not do justice to their effort. Ffrog of course tried to explain that they were wasting their time, but his words were wasted on the determined men.

Having exhausted themselves they were stuck as to what to do next. Ffrog suggested something.

"Look, I can be out of your hair in a matter of minutes. All I needed to say was that, Mr Hitler, your attempt to destroy the Soviets, and your mass destruction of the Jews will lead to your demise."

Hitler now became furious.

"Are you a Jew? A Bolshevik Jew?"

To which Ffrog replied.

"Of course not. You don't get Jewish Frogs, nor Bolshevik frogs."

"De Juden..."

Hitler was now off on one.

"Germany has been overrun by the Jews. Dentists, doctors, lawyers, bankers, property owners, department store owners! Filth who suck blood from Germans."

Ffrog though was not there to be lectured.

"Mr Hitler you may rant on but your actions will lead to the destruction of your own country and..."

"Away with the Jewish apologist. And keep a sharp eye on him. I'll want to know how he got his green indestructible suit."

Ffrog was dragged protesting away from the office of the Fuhrer. As he was dragged his thoughts went to how many times before that he had been dragged away. Just at the point when he has been giving the makers of history the advantages he had of knowing the future.

But none of the daft blighters ever took a word's notice. Maybe Ffrog was wasting his time.

Later that night Goebbels himself had some troubling news to report to the Fuhrer. He marched into Hitler's office where Hitler sat on his desk talking to Eva Braun, smiling at the little bunch of flowers she had picked from the garden of the Reichchancellor.

"Mein Fuhrer," Goebbels said with the customary salute, "The green man has gone."

Hitler straightened up and moved round the desk to Goebbels. He grabbed him by the throat.

"What are you saying?"

"The green man from earlier today has gone Mein Fuhrer."

Hitler pushed Goebbels to the floor. He demanded an explanation. Goebbels stood up and saluted.

"Mein Fuhrer, he was taken to the barracks and locked in the cell. Later the boys went in and pounded him into the floor with their rifle butts. They were so angry at the way that he had disturbed your tranquillity. They left him there with four guards outside the cell. When he was checked half an hour later he was gone. The SS has checked every corner, every brick, every stone, every bar in the cell. We have even interrogated the guards and submitted them to the most gruelling of examinations. Not one of them so much as surrendered anything about the green man. 

Hitler looked into the distance.

"If you get nothing out of them then shoot them. They conspired in this, the downfall of the third Reich. They must suffer the people's wrath."

Hitler was disturbed. He dismissed Eva. Later, in the car on the way back to his apartment he thought he smelt a conspiracy. There were people around him that were not telling the truth. There were Jews and Bolsheviks in the very woodwork. He sat on his bed, tired. His aide warmed the bed for him. He undressed and in his pyjamas paced the floor. Then he slid into bed.

But he was not alone. He felt something in the bed beside him. For a moment he thought it might be Eva. But then he turned round. Only to find Ffrog resting on the other pillow.

"Mr Hitler, I really must advise you against the destruction that you are set on."

But Hitler did not wait. He screamed out, leapt out of bed and ran out into the corridor. When his orderly returned with a captain and with their guns drawn there was no sign of Ffrog. He had flown.

TWO.

Ffrog was an Idealist. He believed he could change the course of history. He believed in warning people. But this seemed to change little. Here are some of the stories that he tried to change people with. Hitler was one of the most extreme cases.

Ffrog believed that people could learn from history. But he was wrong. He was foolish in his simple idealistic beliefs.

THREE.

