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Vinny, the Entirely Legitimate Unicorn


Naturally, his mother had always warned the young bullfrog to look both ways before crossing the path, but you must understand that he was in a bit of a hurry.  (And besides, his mother wasn’t around just then.)  The bullfrog, intending to cross the path in a single bound, gathered himself and made leap that was abruptly ended when he smacked into the side of a large animal.  The bullfrog returned to his feet and looked upwards, where he was greeted with the sight the most wondrous creature he had ever laid eyes on.  Imagine his embarrassment when this bullfrog realized that he quite literally run into a unicorn!


In an effort to excuse himself, the frog intoned, “Pardon me madame, I was-”


“What did you just call me?” the unicorn demanded, stamping its feet.


“Madame?  I’m very sorry if that is not the correct way to address a unicorn such as yourself,” the incredibly flustered toad replied.


“It most certainly is not!” the haughty unicorn replied.  “If you must address me at all, you should do so using my proper title.  My name is Vinny.”


“Vi- Vinny?” the frog stammered.  “But... but you-”


“Oh, I see how it is!” the unicorn ranted.  “Just because my skin is as purely white as new-fallen snow, and my mane has the rich texture of sea foam, and I’m “vain” enough to keep my hooves nicely manicured- all of a sudden I can’t be a male?”


“Well, no, I suppose not.  My apologies Vinny, it’s just that I’ve never-”


“Of course you haven’t!” exclaimed Vinny.  “No one has ever heard of a male unicorn, and it’s absolutely ridiculous.  I mean, let’s think about this for one second here.  Unicorns exist.  Unicorns have existed for thousands of years.  Now, doesn’t logic demand that we must have come up with some way to, gosh, I don’t know, procreate at some point?  Maybe unicorns are dying out because all the males are sick and tired of being hassled by every forest animal they run across, eh?  Ever think about that?”


We can certainly understand why, under the circumstances, the poor bullfrog was too nervous to do much more than mumble something about “immortal.”  “Ha!  Immortality?  Don’t even get me started on immortality.  Yeah, you’ll live forever... unless you get nicked by an arrow.  Or are poisoned.  Or trip on a root and break your neck...” the unicorn trailed off as he turned and began to once again walk down the path.  “Now if you will excuse me, I have to rescue a fellow unicorn (this one a female, mind you) from the court of King Arthur, where I hear she’s been captured.”


In a final attempt at being helpful, the bullfrog shouted, “Camelot?  Why, you’re heading in entirely the wrong dir-.”  “If I wanted directions, I would have asked for them” the unicorn called back, tossing his proud head and continuing up the trail at a trot.  The stunned toad sat in the middle of the path, looking after the unicorn until it had passed the next bend in the road.  The last thing the frog heard before continuing on his way to the pond was a bluebird in a tree a little further up the road, who stopped his singing to exclaim, “Good morning, madame!”

