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index-32_1.png
Stanley patted Bob on the head. Bob
needed his ball as much as Stanley needed
Bob.

Bob loved his ball. He loved it even more
now it didn’t squeak or clunk.

Stanley and Virginia liked Bob’s ball now,
even if there was an occasional bang.






index-16_1.png
Paper collected, Virginia and Bob returned.

‘Where’s my ball?’ thought Bob.

He looked all over the house. Nothing!
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The front door opened.
The ball fell on the mat.

‘Where did you find that?’ asked an
annoyed Stanley. ‘YOUR ball has lost its
squeak and clunk, it must be broken.’
‘What a shame!’ said a now smiling Stanley.
Bob just wagged his tail.
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Squeak! Clunk! Bang!

The ball fell on the mat.
‘Where did you find that?’ asked an
annoyed Stanley.

Bob just wagged his tail.
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Bob’s back!
This time with his ball!

Coming soon
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Inspired by true events.

Allrights reserved. No parts of this book may be copied,
distributed, or published in any form without permission.
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index-7_1.png
Bob and Virginia went out every morning
to collect Stanley’s paper.
Stanley had a plan!

He would hide Bob’s ball whilst they were
out.
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The next morning came, and the front door
slammed shut. Bob and Virginia were out.
‘Time to hide that ballV said Stanley, hiding
the ball behind the fish tank in the dining
room.
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Paper collected, Virginia and Bob returned.

‘Where’s my ball?’ thought Bob.

He looked all over the house. Nothing!
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Stanley and Virginia did not like Bob’s Ball.
It was very noisy!

Squeak! Clunk! Bang!

Stanley and Virginia, did NOT like Bob’s
ball!






index-14_1.png
The next morning came, and the front door
slammed shut. Bob and Virginia were out.
‘Time to hide that ball again!’ said Stanley,

hiding the ball at the bottom of the
garden.
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Can you find Bob’s ball? oY
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index-26_1.png
The next morning came, and the front door
slammed shut. Bob and Virginia were out.
‘Time to hide that ball again!’ said Stanley,
hiding the ball under some stones by the

canal.
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Bob loved his ball.
It had been a gift, but from whom nobody
recalls.
The ball squeaked and clunked, and made
a loud bang on the wooden floors of
Virginia and Stanley’s house.

Bob, loved his ball!
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The Fish didn’t know, so Bob went outside.
A little mouse said ‘Hello Bob,
have you lost your ball?’
Bob nodded sadly.
‘Your ball is at the bottom of the garden’
squeaked the mouse.
Bob wagged his tail.
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He looked at the fish, flapping their fins,
they didn’t know.
He found the mouse, eating some cheese,
and he didn’t know.
He saw the duck, flying above, and she
didn’t know.
‘Have you lost your ball?’ said a frog
hopping past the garden gate.
Bob nodded sadly.
‘Your ball is under a stone by the canal’
croaked the frog.
Bob wagged his tail.
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Can you find Bob’s ball?
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Paper collected, Virginia and Bob returned.

‘Where’s my ball?’ thought Bob.

He looked all over the house. Nothing!
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The front door opened.
Squeak! Clunk! Bang!

The ball fell on the mat.
‘Where did you find that?’ asked an
annoyed Stanley.

Bob just wagged his tail.
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Bob sat staring at the fish tank. The fish
were coming towards the glass.
'Have you lost your ball?’ they mouthed.
Bob nodded sadly.

‘Your ball is behind our tank.” they said.
Bob wagged his tail.
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He looked at the fish, flapping their fins,
they didn’t know.
He found the mouse in the garden, eating
some cheese, and he didn’t know.
A little duck flew over and said ‘Hello Bob
have you lost your ball?’
Bob nodded sadly.
‘Your ball is down the lane in the hedge’
quacked the duck.
Bob wagged his tail.
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The next morning came, and the front door
slammed shut. Bob and Virginia were out.
‘Time to hide that ball again!’ said Stanley,
hiding the ball in the hedge down the lane.
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Paper collected, Virginia and Bob returned.

‘Where’s my ball?’ thought Bob.

He looked all over the house. Nothing!






index-15_1.png
Can you find Bob’s ball?
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Can you find Bob’s ball?
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The front door opened.
Squeak! Clunk! Bang!

The ball fell on the mat.
‘Where did you find that?’ asked an
annoyed Stanley.

Bob just wagged his tail.
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