Bog Baby Text 4

[bookmark: _GoBack]The Bog Baby – Jeanne Willis
If we really loved the Bog Baby, we had to do what was best for him. No matter how much it hurt us. That was real love. That’s why we let him go. Back where he belonged. Living in the wood. Playing in the pond. Sleeping in the damp leaves under the moon. We never saw him again. I think he grew up and had babies of his own. Last spring my daughter found the magic pond and guess what she saw….
Hundreds of Bog Babies swinging through the bluebells. Catching flies. Floating on their backs. Sucking their toes. That’s what she told me. And that’s what I believe.
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