Bog Baby Text 3

[bookmark: _GoBack]The Bog Baby – Jeanne Willis
Chrissy wouldn’t say why we were crying.  We’d promised not to tell, but I blabbed. Mum wasn’t angry though. When she saw who was in the bucket, she smiled and her eyes went misty. She said she hadn’t seen a Bog Baby since she was little. 
Please make him better, we cried. We love him so much.
I know she said. But the Bog Baby is a wild thing. He doesn’t belong here. He isn’t meant to eat cake. Or walk on a lead or sleep in a tub.
She picked up the bucket and we followed her out. 
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