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s(%ng ago, when we were little, me and Chrissy did something bad.
We said we were going to Annie’s house to play, but we didn'r.
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and
fished,
but we didn’t catch a newr.

We fished
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We caught something much better.
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We caughr a Bog Baby
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eﬁwas the size of a frog, only round and blue.
He had boggly eyes and a spiky tail

and I do remember he had ears like a mouse.
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That's when I fished him out.

He didn’t struggle.
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He was as soft as jelly. (‘
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He sat in my hand and
looked surprised.
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When we stroked him, he flapped his wings.
They were no bigger than daisy petals.
They seemed too small for him to fly.

Chrissy said he might be able to fly
if we blew on his wings.

We blew and blew, but all we did was blow him on to the mud.
He didn’t try to escape. He just sar srill with his paws over his eyes.
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He was our Bog Baby.
He wasn’t meant to be a secret.
We wanted to show Mum, but we daren’t.
If we did, she’d know we didn’t go to Annie’s.
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Whenever he saw us,
he jumped up and down.
We picked him up and
played with him.

He was very ticklish.
We fed him on cake crumbs.

we loved our Bog Baby.
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Our friends loved him too. We sneaked him into school in a margarine rub.

Chrissy made him a collar and lead and we took him for
When the teacher wasn’t looking, he played in the sandpit and the water tray.

walks in the field. Once, a crow nearly ate him,
but we scared it away just in time.

.\mi \'"' w,’ oy o ’%’.ﬁ(;} o Lo

in hi iece of damp co wool. S TAY Pl gLl ! &
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z Bur the Bog Baby got thinner.
(.) uldn’t walk on his lead.
~//e took great care of our Bog Baby. He wo

At least, we tried. But he gor sick. He hid under his shell.

He didn’t jump up and down any more.
He went pale and his wings drooped.

He wouldn’t rouch his cake crumbs,
We gave him all sorts, bur he spat them out,

We wanted to ask Mum for help, but we daren’t.
Because of Annie.




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.
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-7 lease make him better, we cried.
We love him s0 much.

I know, she said.
Bur the Bog Baby is 2 wild thing.
He doesn't belong here.
He isn't meanr to ear cake.
Or walk on a lead.

Or sleep in a tub,



him.

If we really loved
the Bog Baby, we had to
do what was best for
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him go.

That was real love.

That’s why we let




A .
s A
[RRERERT—

LA LA

)




gain.

him a

€ never saw

)
I think he grew up and had babies of his own.
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That's what she told me.
And that’s what I believe.




Do yOll believe in Bog Babies?

Y &
When two small sisters go fishing

to rhe'ma}gic pond, they find something
much better than a frog or a newt.

They find 2 Bog Baby, and decide

to make him their secret.

I won't tell if you won't . ..
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