Jack and Rosie were on holiday in an old cottage beside the sea, near a place called
Boggle Hole. The rain was streaming down the windows, there was nothing to do and
they were really fed up. Jack kicked the table leg and a second later, a picture fell off
the wall for no reason. It made Jack jump and he looked up. That wasn't the first time
strange things had happened in their holiday cottage that week!
Jack's sister Rosie was sprawling in a large, flowery armchair, idly flicking through a
magazine. She was cross because she couldn't get a signal on her phone to text her
friends. She finished a bag of crisps and feeling too lazy to get up, she quietly stuffed
the empty packet down the side of the cushion. A second later her glass of juice
toppled over for no reason and spilt over the carpet.
Fearing another telling off, Jack and Rosie decided to make a sharp exit. Luckily it
was beginning to fair up and the sun was peeping out through a hole in the cloud.
They put on their wellies and rushed out of the house, yelling to their Mum that they
were just going down to the beach. Down the garden path they ran and down the
rickety steps to the beach.
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Jack gazed into the distance across the rolling blue carpet of sea. He could taste
the warm , salty breeze on his lips. He dawdled towards a jumble of rock pools,
making a trail in the sand as he dragged a long piece of seaweed behind him.
Rosie followed holding up her phone, still trying to get a signal. Jack came to a
rocky ledge and sat down, staring at the sparkling surface of a large rock pool.
Rosie grumpily kicked a pile of slimy seaweed out of the way and sat down beside
her brother.
"This must be the worst holiday ever" she said. Jack usually disagreed with Rosie
just for the sake of it, but on this rare occasion he agreed. "Yeah , it's really boring"
he said as he tried to kick a limpet off the rock. A second later a big splash of water
jumped out of the rock pool for no reason and soaked his trousers. "This place is
really weird" he said. "Why do all these strange things keep happening?"
"That'll be the boggle" said a strange voice. Jack spun round and there behind him
was a tall man in a uniform. It said 'National Park Ranger' on his badge.
"Hello" he said , "I'm Bill. Have you seen that huge starfish by your foot?"
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Jack and Rosie stared into the pool. Bill knelt down and pointed to a starfish. It was
nearly as big as Jack’s hand and it had five arms. “Look” said Bill, “There’s a crab. If
you’re quiet we might be able to get a closer look.”
Jack and Rosie knelt down, their noses nearly touching the water and their bottoms
up in the air. Bill carefully picked up the crab by the edges of its shell. Its claws
waved angrily and they could see its beady eyes watching them. Bill gently put the
crab back into the pool and they watched as it ran sideways and hid under the
nearest rock.
Bill showed them how to tilt a rock carefully to have a look underneath and then how
to put it back exactly as it was. Under the rocks they found lively hermit crabs, shiny
black periwinkles and a sea anemone as red as a ruby.
Bill told them all about limpets too. Each one is stuck to its very own spot on the rock.
If you try to kick them off they won’t be able to find their way back and could die.
Jack and Rosie were fascinated by the weird and wonderful animals that were living
right under their noses in the rock pool.
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After a while Bill looked up. “The tide’s coming in, it’s time to go” he said.
“OK” said Jack, “Thanks so much for showing us the rock pools. By the way, what’s a
boggle?” he asked.
“Ah” said Bill. “A boggle is a little creature a bit like an elf or a goblin. There are lots of
them in Yorkshire. Some live in caves in the cliffs and some live in old cottages. If
the householders are kind and keep the house tidy, the boggles are happy to help
with jobs around the house, especially if you put a saucer of milk out for them.
However, if the householders are mean or bad tempered or untidy, the boggle will
cause a lot of mischief.”
“That explains a lot” said Rosie. “All sorts of odd things have been happening in our
cottage and we’ve been getting the blame.”
Jack and Rosie climbed up the rickety steps and ran up the garden path back to the
cottage. They took off their wellies and stood them neatly in the porch. Then they
went up to their bedroom and had a good tidy up.
When they went down to the kitchen for tea they told their Mum and Dad all about Bill
and the animals in the rock pools. “You must come with us tomorrow” said Rosie,
“The seashore is brilliant!” Mum and Dad looked at each other in amazement,
wondering if these tidy, cheerful children were really theirs.
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That night when all was quiet, Jack and Rosie crept down to the kitchen. They found
a saucer and poured a little milk into it and left it out in the garden for the boggle.
The next morning they all went exploring along the beach. They didn’t get very far
because they spent so much time looking in the rock pools. Rosie told her Dad all
about limpets and showed him how to pick up a crab without being bitten. They
found sea anemones, periwinkles and dog whelks and even some silvery fish
darting like arrows between the shadows.
When they returned to the cottage they opened the door into the kitchen and Mum
gave a cry of surprise. “Gosh, thank you, whoever did the washing up this morning”
she said. “It wasn’t me” said Dad. “It wasn’t me” said Jack. “It wasn’t me either” said
Rosie.
“That’ll be the boggle!” said Jack and Rosie together, quite relieved that the boggle
had decided to be helpful instead of mischievous. Curious really that the worst
holiday ever turned out to be one of the best!
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So, if you live near Boggle Hole or if you visit this lovely place, remember…..

If you are kind with a generous mind
The Boggle will care for you
But if you are seen as lazy and mean
The Boggle will bother you!
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