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One day, Mr Wolf found a most peculiar
thing in his garden. It was a great big
enormous turnip.

"Yum, yum!” he said, licking his lips at the
thought of spicy fturnip stew for supper.
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He rubbed his paws together and set about picking the turnip.
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But even though he pulled and tugged, the turnip would not move.
Suddenly, a croaky little voice called out from behind the bushes.

"Won't somebody help me, please?”
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It was a little frog.
And he had a very sad tale to tell.
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"If you help me," said the frog,
noticing Mr Wolf's hesitation,
"T'll command my servants

to pull up your turnip.”
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"What a nice little frog,”
thought Mr Wolf.
"T'll do what I can.”
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Mr Wolf took the frog to %i
the royal palace where the
beautiful princesses lived. |
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"I'm sure we can

persuade a princess

to kiss you better,” he said.
MO fhiR . “HIOE KN — EEEDR
R—uaExFzHNyre), "




They found the first princess in a royal chamber.
Minstrels serenaded her with sweet music as she pranced about,
admiring herself.

Mr Wolf bowed his best royal bow and said, "Your Royal Highness, 4
a witch cast a spell on this prince. Please will you kiss him better?”
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e ﬁ'g“Ge'r Iosﬂ said the prmcesé
"I'm not kissing a slimy frog!"

“iE:H:l ! ‘Iﬁl%ﬂtiﬁ

3 "Perhaps I can tempt you with some turnip stew,”

*- said Mr Wolf, his tummy rumbling at the very thought of it...
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T don't want stew from the likes of you," scoffed the princess.
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"Never mind her," said the cat with the fiddle.
"She's awfully vain. But what about me?
I'm a royal cat.You can trace my ancestry right back to the Egyptians.
L For a bowl of turnip stew, I'll kiss him better."
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Everyone agreed it was worth a try.
So, the cat kissed the frog.
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NOTHING HAPPENED.
"Oh no!" cried the frog. "I am doomed to be froggy for ever.”
HTaBBERE]
‘Rl " HEAR, ‘HIETBHEFFTEHT!

"Don't give up,” said the cat.
“"She's not our only princess. Follow me."
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The second princess was relaxing

in the palace gardens.

Mr Wolf bowed his best royal bow.

"Your Royal Highness," he said.

"A cruel witch cast a spell

on this handsome prince.

Please, please will you kiss him better?”
"He'll give you some of his turnip stew,”

added the frog.

ERNOEITEER@RERR.
REREETI—T22HBHBIBIR:
‘BROCERT, NTEHNXN
I3 BE, BEFHY-THEBERKERE

‘BB N

.
L]
n

HoET 8
KRB BB







