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Once upon a long ago… 

 

One of the neighborhood children noticed the bully-bog I have tucked away in my 

gardens. She wrinkled her nose up in disgust and asked, “What is that thing?” 

Now, to be honest, all bully-bogs are ugly (that’s sort of the point isn’t it? Ah, but 

I’m getting ahead of myself). But my bully-bog is uglier than most. Ugly and twisted. 

Silly and grumpy. It’s not much more than a foot tall if it’s an inch, with a wide mouth 

that is almost as long as it is tall. Beady, red rock eyes glare out at you from under a 

heavy stone unibrow. Uglier than a kitty cat’s keister. 

I looked over at my neighbor and asked her, “You don’t know what a bully-bog 

is?” 

“Ah, no,” she said rolling her eyes as if the top of her head was so interesting she 

needed to try and look at it. 

I was taken aback. How could she not know what a bully-bog was? Bully-bogs are 

just as important as anything children should know. Don’t take candy from strangers. 

Always say please and thank you. Look both ways before crossing the street. Use sun 

screen. And always be nice to each other or a fairy might turn you into a bully-bog. 

That’s just common knowledge. I asked her, “What are they teaching you in school, 

kiddo? Doesn’t anybody cover the important stuff anymore?” 

“We do learn important stuff,” she said, putting her hands on her hips as if she 

were scolding a stubborn toddler and not a grown man four times her size. “We learn 

math and science!” 

“Bah!” I interrupted her. “What’s two plus two?” 

She stumbled for a second or three. I suppose she wasn’t expecting a pop quiz. 

Eventually though she said, “Four.” 

“Good,” I said, “lessons all learned. You can go be president or whatever, but you 

should know some of the really important stuff, too.” 



The Legend of the Bully-Bog by Nick Shamhart 

3 
 

“Like bully-bogs?” She asked skeptically. 

“Yeah,” I said, “like bully-bogs.” 

 Do you believe in fairies? You should, and not because of that bleeding heart 

liberal Disney bunk that tells you if you say you don’t believe in fairies than one will 

die. That’s just propaganda to get you feeling all warm and fuzzy so you’ll buy more 

fairy merchandise and other crap you don’t need. No. If you say you don’t believe in 

fairies some cute, little winged pixy isn’t going to drop over like a bird flying into a 

window. Splat! No. If you say that you don’t believe, well, you’re just going to make 

the fairies mad. 

Boy, oh boy, trust me, you do not want to make fairies mad. No sir. No ma’am. 

There is nothing more spiteful and mean than a ticked off fairy woman. How do I 

know that? Well, Mr. Shamhart wasn’t always married, boys and girls, and I managed 

to break a few fairy hearts in my day, and barely escaped with my life let me tell you. 

In fact I have the scars to prove it… Ah, but, that’s neither here nor there.  

Bully-bogs though, bully-bogs aren’t fairies themselves. No. Bully-bogs were once 

human children. Children that didn’t believe. Children that were cruel and uncaring to 

the world around them. Children who would pick on other children. Children that 

would rip the wings off flies for fun, or use a magnified glass to burn an anthill, or 

throw rocks at birds’ nests, or steal other kids’ lunch money, or hit and make fun of 

other kids. You know the type. Bullies. That’s where the name comes from after all. 

I suppose people don’t know about bully-bogs because the world is changing. The 

justice arm of the seelie courts is losing its reach with the sweeping tide of progress 

carrying the unseen world away. Human justice locks people in boxes and cells called 

prison. The fairy world has a different idea of what justice is, and we are slowly 

separating ourselves from that world and their ideas. We believe in what we can count, 

quantify, and categorize, and not what we feel… and feelings are what bully-bogs are 

all about. 

My bully-bog was once a boy named Ralph. He was big for his age and for some 

reason he felt that his size gave him the right to pick on any kid smaller than he was. 

Now since he was bigger than almost all the children in the grades above him too, to 

Ralph’s logic that meant that he could pick on anybody in his school. Ralph was the 

king of his tiny kingdom. Ralph would punch other kids when the teachers weren’t 

looking, and laugh when the kids cried. If the teacher asked them what was wrong 

they’d say they bumped into a wall or tripped on a desk because they knew if they told 

on Ralph he’d only beat them up worse after school. 

Ralph was mean. Meaner than a bullfrog on a frying pan. He liked to call people 

names. He liked to steal candy, cupcakes, and any other sweets he could get his 

sweaty hands on. The more the kid whined about his stealing the more often Ralph 

would do it. You see, the kids’ whining and crying tasted better than any of the candy 

ever did. It was being mean that made Ralph’s mouth water… and he was always 

hungry. 
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One afternoon Ralph crossed a line. Bullying is one thing. You see it in nature. 

The toughest lion leads the pride. The biggest shark gets more fish. It’s also the way 

the animal kingdom of childhood works. But. There is a point where bullying becomes 

evil. Most bullies are scared. You have to remember that. Deep down they are afraid 

of the world and afraid that the world will see through them and everyone will laugh. 

Laugh just like they do at other children. They bully so they aren’t bullied. It’s a fool’s 

logic, but the world is full of fools isn’t it? 

There was one boy in particular that Ralph liked to pick on. Most bullies have their 

punching bags of choice, don’t they? Boys and girls who for no obvious reason the 

bully seems to really enjoy picking on. Well this little boy was very shy. His family 

didn’t have much money. His parents both worked any job they could find and left 

him alone after school for hours at a time. He had to make his own dinner most nights, 

and all he could make was either mac and cheese or franks and beans. He had eaten so 

much mac and cheese and franks and beans that he hated even the idea of them. He’d 

tried different combinations of those, beans and cheese, or franks and mac, but they 

were even worse and made him want to puke. 

He wouldn’t talk much because he didn’t want to make friends. He didn’t want 

people to know how poor he was. He didn’t want to invite them over for a dinner of 

mac and beans because he knew they’d make fun of him. Those kinds of things 

shouldn’t matter. Really, if the boy had made friends they would have invited him 

over to their house where they could’ve shared some different foods with him. But the 

boy was scared because he knew that sometimes people are mean for reasons they 

shouldn’t be. They’re mean for reasons that shouldn’t matter, but to Ralph, the little 

boy, and the other kids in the children’s animal kingdom of elementary school they do. 

The little boy had one thing that he cared about more than anything else. He had a 

pet turtle he had found by the creek one day as he walked home from school. The 

turtle was small like the boy, and obviously didn’t talk much, and that was fine by the 

boy. He could talk to his turtle. In fact he could do more than enough talking for the 

both of them. When the rest of the kids made fun of him, or teased him, he could tell 

his fiend the turtle all about it. The turtle would listen, seeming to hang on the boy’s 

every word, and most definitely never tease the boy back. Really the turtle was 

waiting for the boy to give him the dandelion leaf he had picked, but to the boy that 

didn’t matter. His turtle was his friend. 

One afternoon Ralph had been watching the boy talk to his turtle. Like a lion that 

hides in the tall grass, Ralph had been waiting for the little boy to pass so he could 

jump out and scare him. Maybe he’d give him an Indian burn or a wedgie to make him 

cry. But then Ralph saw the turtle and he got an idea. An idea that made Ralph step 

over that line from bully into the world of monsters. You see Ralph had been on his 

way to little league practice and he had his favorite aluminum bat with him… and, 

well, and I’ll get there. Just wait. 

Before the little boy knew what was happening, Ralph stepped out from behind the 

bushes and snatched the turtle out of his hands. The boy panicked and reached for his 

friend, but Ralph punched him in the stomach and he crumpled to the ground, crying.  
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“What’cha got here, squirt?” Ralph asked, shaking the tiny turtle so it pulled its 

arms, legs and head as tightly into its shell as possible. The little boy didn’t answer, 

between the tears of fear and the shock from the gut punch he couldn’t catch his breath 

even if he had wanted to. “What’s that?” Ralph asked mockingly. “Did you say it’s a 

fastball? Really?” Ralph’s eyes lit with a reddish glee as he leaned over the boy and 

whispered, “Why that’s my favorite pitch!” 

We can be thankful for some small favors in this world. You see the little boy had 

his eyes closed from the pain and tears when Ralph tossed his turtle into the air and 

swung like Babe Ruth aiming for the bleachers. I wish I could tell you that Ralph was 

a horrible baseball player; that he couldn’t hit the broadside of a barn as my 

grandfather used to say, but I can’t. Ralph was a very, very good baseball player. He 

swung. He connected. 

As if that weren’t enough Ralph kicked the boy while he was down and left for 

practice, laughing at his cruelty.  

The little boy sat on the sidewalk crying for a long time. He was afraid to go look 

for his friend. He knew what he would find, and he didn’t want to find it. Eventually 

the idea that his turtle might be okay, that he might just need some help found its way 

into his head. Mind swimming with the possibilities of denial, the little boy stood and 

began searching. He searched for hours. It didn’t matter how long it took because all 

that was waiting for him at home was a bowl of mac and cheese or franks and beans 

that he didn’t want to eat. Nobody would care that he was out searching after dark. 

No. I suppose I can’t say that nobody would care. You see the little boy had one 

other thing that was special to him besides the turtle. He believed in fairies. He didn’t 

tell anybody, of course, only his friend the tiny turtle. And just as mean and spiteful as 

fairies can be when people don’t believe in them, they can also be as equally kind to 

those who do believe. 

Serval fairies had been watching the little boy look for his lost pet. They had seen 

what Ralph had done and had been arguing about what they were going to do about it. 

One of the fairies wanted to give the little boy a matching turtle. She thought if they 

swapped the dead one for an identical live one the boy would find it and not know the 

difference. Another fairy had argued that shielding the little boy from the truth would 

only do more harm than good. And the third? Well… the third was so angry she flew 

off after Ralph. 

I don’t know if the boy ever found his friend and buried him, or if the fairies kept 

him in the dark. All I can tell you is that I hope for one and cry for the other, but leave 

the choice to those who are wiser. 

I had been out for an evening stroll, that’s how I know about all this, and the third 

fairy crashed into me in her determination to catch up with Ralph. She apologized for 

bumping into me, and sped off. Now, it’s never a good idea to go chasing after fairies 

at night. You never know when they will lead you off of a cliff or into the sea. But, 

well, sometimes even the smartest of us does something stupid. I followed the fairy to 

see what she was up to. 
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It didn’t take her long to find Ralph. He was lighting firecrackers and tossing them 

into a pond for catfish to eat. What happened next wasn’t pretty. Either for Ralph or 

the catfish. Just as the first firecracker exploded in a wash of pond water and fish guts, 

the fairy yanked Ralph’s spirit out of his body and jammed it into a nearby rock. There 

was a split second of screaming as the tables were turned on the bully and he became a 

bully-bog, and then all was quiet. Ralph’s body lay on its side with unspent fireworks 

still clutched in his hand, crumpled and empty like a used garbage bag. The stone 

bully-bog that held the boy’s screaming spirit and mind glared back at the fairy and 

me as if it wanted to call us names or try and give us wedgies, but without arms I’d 

like to see it try. 

The fairy scolded, “And you can just stay in there forever and ever! I don’t care! 

The world is a better place without you and until you learn that and change I’m not 

letting you out!” 

She turned and flew over to the boy’s body and with the touch of her hand it 

disappeared in a wash of twinkling lights. She turned to me with attitude only a ticked 

off fairy can muster and said, “Well?” 

The last thing I wanted to do was get caught up in the wake of a furious fairy, so I 

raised my hands in a gentle surrender and said, “I’ll take the bully-bog home and put 

him in my garden where he can see all the neighborhood kids playing and happy. He 

can see that the world is a better place without him and hopefully learn to think, and 

feel sorry for his actions. You’ll know where to find him if you want him.” 

This seemed to satisfy the fairy. She nodded once, huffed a sort of bossy sigh, and 

flew off into the night.  

True to my word I took Ralph the bully-bog home and put him in my garden. 

Birds enjoy perching on him like a statue, and I’ve even seen a toad or two hop by 

completing ignoring him. The fairy comes to check on him every now and then. That’s 

how I know the parts of the story I wasn’t there for, she told me the who and why even 

though I never asked. It’s unfortunate, but sometimes we learn things even though we 

didn’t want to. 

Hopefully Ralph will learn a thing or two himself. That’s the point of the bully-

bog, you see. There the bully is trapped inside his or her own mind, seeing the world 

year after year and how no one cares that they are gone. They have all the time in the 

world to think about what a monster they were and what they could have done 

differently. Sometimes it works and the bully-bog turns back into a person, but most 

times they sit and stare, mean and mad at the world as the fairy said, “Forever and 

ever.” 

 

 

 

 

 


