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Meg and Gran
walked along the beach

looking for shells.

At first they did not see the bird
running across the sand.

It was running very fast.






“Look at that bird, Gran,”
said Meg.

“I’s running over here.”

“Maybe it has made a nest
up there on the dry sand,”

said Gran.






The bird ran right round them.

Then it ran back down the beach.

“It’s trying to make us go away,”
said Gran.

“The bird does not want us

to find its nest.”





