The Adventures

Of
Dr. Frog

The Case of the
ISSING*TADPOLE!
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Dr. Frog was a detective. He solved Cases everyday.
Sometimes It was easy. Sometimes it was hard.

But the hardest was the
aserOF tQe missing tadpolet



It all started when Mrs. Hopper Came to Dr. Frog.
“Oh Dr. Frog, Oh Dr. Frog Please heip met One hour
ago my son Wallace and I went to the part. When we
got home, my littie tadpole lefe the door open.”

L .




1 told my |ittle tadpole 1 would make some
popCorm
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“Well,” said Dr. Frog “How about we have a look.”
“Oh. yes, certainly,” Sald Mrs. Hopper.




Mrs. Hopper thought "He Could be anywhere......"
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“Mrs. Hopper?” “Yes? “Wil you show me where your
tadpole’s room is?” asked Dr. Frog.
*ves." sald Mrs. Hopper. So they went to his room.

“Hmmm,” thought Dr. Frog. “There do you think he
could be?”










They (ooked in!ﬁt‘rteets! Fi






NO
TADPOLE!
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"1 think I have solved the case,” said Dr. Frog. / ,

“Reailyt Reallyt What" sald Mrs. Hopper.
“Wetl, look at that Iittle green speck in your pncheve.'/ ’

said Dr. Frog.







