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Max liked to ride his bike.
He always went along the path,
over to the shed,

and back to the house.

One day,
he saw something moving

in the long grass by the shed.






Max got off his bike

and went to look in the grass.
He saw a little green frog.

Max put out his hands to get it,
but the little frog jumped away.






“I will have to find the frog, today,
before Grandad cuts the grass,”

said Max.





