Leapold the Frog’s
Great Lakes
New Year’s Hop




In the very special town of South Haven, at the edge of the
Michigan Maritime Museum, where the harbor of Lake
Michigan meets the Black River, a little green frog named
Leapold slept wiggled down in the soft mud between the
rocks.

He was proud of his little muddy home because from his
cozy spot, he could hear everything happening at the
Museum he loved—boatbuilders tapping, students laughing

during field trips, and the creak of the tall ship
Friends Good Will as she rocked gently at (ﬂ?gl?\

her dock. ICHIGAN MARITIME




As the sun began to.set o'n New Year’s Eve, Leapold
stretched his legs, blinked his big frog eyes, and
began to celebrate.

Then he had a fabulous idea, he decided it was time
to hop around the water and wish his underwater
friends a Happy New Year.

With a joyful croak, he bounded into 1, ST

theriver. MICHIGAN MARITIME



Leapold’s first stop was a deep, slow-moving pocket of
water in Lake Michigan where Sasha the Sturgeon drifted

like an ancient queen.

“Happy New Year, Sasha!” Leapold called.

Sasha lifted her whiskered snout. “And to you, Leapold. Did
you know | can live over 100 years? I’'ve seen more New
Year’s Eves than anyone in this lake!”

Leapold’s jaw dropped. “A century of 119 AR
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celebrations? That’s amazing!” MICHIGAN MARITIME

— M U M —




Next, Leapold hopped to where the river met colder,
deeper water. There swam Titus the Lake Trout, lazily
circling in the chilly gloom.

“Happy New Year, Titus!” Leapold croaked.

Titus flicked his fin. “Happy New Year, Leapold. | love the
deep—sometimes down to 1,000 feet. Perfect for a lake

trout like me.”

Leapold shivered. “I think I’d rather stay in N
the winter sunshine, but you enjoy it!” ICHIGAN MARITIME




