
 
The Saga of 
 

����������	
�����������������	
�����������������	
�����������������	
�������� ���
 

 
 

A fable for both adults and children 
 
 
 

by Donald E. Werve, Jr. 
 
 



 

 

 

ELECTRONIC DOCUMENT 
COPYRIGHT AND NOTICE PAGE  

Copyright 1973, 1976, 1981, 1994, 2006 and 2007 by Donald E. Werve, Jr. -- All Rights Reserved. 
Released specifically for inclusion into The World of Wainright: Third Edition in March, 2007. 

Illustrations from Wikipedia.com 
 

Thank you for choosing this publication.  The information within is intended to entertain, 
to amuse, and to cause thought to its readers. 

With that being said, let me state clearly that this publication is copyrighted under U.S. 
Title 17 and ALL RIGHTS ARE RESERVED.  This means you may not copy this 
publication, or any part thereof, for any reason other than to print ONE authorized copy 
for your personal use.  You may not sell or give away a copy of this publication.  Further, 
you are hereby noticed anyone violating the terms of this Copyright and Notice is in 
violation of U.S. Federal Statutes and may be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law. 

This publication is designed to provide personal amusement and entertainment and as an 
instructional aid in the subjects of creative writing.  It is sold or otherwise provided by 
the writer and/or publisher with the understanding the author is not engaged in rendering 
legal, accounting, financial, investment or other professional service. If legal advice or 
other expert assistance is required, the services of a competent professional person should 
be sought. The information in this book is only for educational purposes. 

Since we, the author or the publishers, are not unreasonable, should you desire to become 
a distributor, reseller, or distributor, you may write me/us at dwerve2@focustext.com to 
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The Saga of  
Sir Percival Ribbit  

 
A fable for both adults and children 

by Donald E. Werve, Jr. 
  

 
Many years ago, in a British shire known as South Umberland, which is 
directly and due south of North Umberland--there being no Umberland proper 
(or improper for that matter),  there lived a handsome young knight known far 
and wide as Sir Percival Ribbit. 
 
Sir Percival was known far and wide as being the perfect model of the 
chivalrous knight.  He spent his days engaged in selfless single combat with 
deadly dragons and performing in jousting contests to prepare him for this 
brave pursuit.  As darkness fell, he continued with his knightly duties 
protecting the local citizens and rescuing fair damsels in distress (whether they 
knew they were actually in distress or not).  He was not given to excesses of 
any sort and was, in fact, respected and well thought of by all. 
 
Throughout his early years of knighthood, Sir Percival dedicated himself to his 



proper knightly pursuits and quests.  He continued to spend his days engaged in 
selfless single combat with deadly dragons and performing in jousting contests 
with other knights to prepare him for this brave pursuit.  As darkness fell, he 
continued with his knightly duties protecting the local citizens and rescuing fair 
damsels in distress (whether they knew they were actually in distress or not). 

 
But having once observed the twentieth 
anniversary of his birth (you have to remember that 
in the middle ages, being beyond your twentieth 
year you were seen as being middle aged) he 
decided it was his time to settle down.  He met a 
fair, raven-haired wench and, in the course of due 
time, they were married.  For a time, Sir Percival 
abandoned his knightly pursuits of protecting the 
local citizens and rescuing fair damsels in distress 
(whether they were knew they were actually in 
distress or not). 
 

Unbeknownst to Sir Percival, his bride held a dark secret.  It appears that she 
was, in addition to being beautiful and talented, a practitioner of the darker arts. 
In other words, she was a witch. 
 
Well, old habits are not easily ignored and each knight of the realm was 
charged to spend his days engaged in selfless combat with deadly dragons and 
performing in jousting contests with other knights to prepare him for this brave 
endeavor.  And as darkness fell, he continued on with his knightly quests, 
protecting the local citizens and rescuing fair damsels in distress (whether they 
were in distress or not). And his reputation continued to grow. 
 
Until one day when his wife visited with him and said to him, "Percival, I am 
displeased with your continued pursuit of knightly quests and insist that you 
refrain from their continuance.  If you persist in continuing in these pursuits, I 
shall be disposed to punish you harshly." 
 
Needless to say, and despite his bravery, Percival was not about to explore her 
meaning.  So, once again, he settled into the duties of the lord of the realm and 
he and his wife lived peacefully for several months...  
 
But as before, old habits are not easily ignored and each knight of the realm 
was charged to spend his days engaged in selfless single combat with deadly 
dragons and performing in jousting contests with other knights to prepare him 



for this brave pursuit.  And as darkness fell, he continued on with his knightly 
quests, protecting the local citizens and rescuing fair damsels in distress 
(whether they were in distress or not). And his reputation continued to grow. 
 
And after several months his wife again visited with him and said to him, 
"Percival, I am most displeased with your continued pursuit of knightly quests 
and again insist that you refrain from their continuance.  Consider this a final 
warning.  Should you persist in continuing in these pursuits, I shall punish you 
harshly,  nay, severely!" 
 
Percival knew from her words and the tones in which she spoke, that her 
warning was a promise of most fearsome and dire consequences.  And, once 
again, he settled into the duties of the lord of the realm and he and his wife 
lived peacefully for nigh onto a year...  
 
Until, as before, the old habits were not easily ignored and he felt that his duties 
as a knight of the realm charged him to spend his days engaged in selfless 
single combat with deadly dragons and performing in jousting contests with 
other knights to prepare him for this brave pursuit.  And as darkness fell, he 
continued on with his knightly quests, protecting the local citizens and rescuing 
fair damsels in distress (whether they were in distress or not). 
 
His reputation continued to grow. 
 
Until his wife again visited with him and said unto him, "Percival, I am most 
displeased and saddened with your continued pursuit of knightly quests and 
have warned you twice that you refrain from their continuance.  There can be 
no third warning.” 
 
And with that, she invoked an ancient spell and 
turned Sir Percival into a greenish-blackish-
warty frog!  From that day he could only speak 
his last name ... but this is neither the end nor the 
moral of the story. 
 
We all know that the frog-prince spell can only 
be broken when the frog is kissed by a beautiful 
princess.  But Percival has a unique problem.   
 
You see, that is how Sir Percival became a frog 
to begin with! 


