Bobo’s Cabin III

Bobo Gets a
Big Surprise
The final bedtime story about the
very best dog in the world and
her adventures deep in the
Canadian woods.
By R. J. Faltin
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First a little bit about the old days.
A long long time ago there was a log cabin that stood alone, lost deep
in a great forest in Alberta, Canada. The people who built that cabin
had moved away, and even their children, who grew up in that cabin,
no longer came to visit because they had children of their own and
their own happy lives further south. So the trees took over where the
road had been, and the mice made a nice dry home in that cabin, and
then a tree branch made a hole in the roof, which is how an owl found
a perch in the rafters. Then, in the middle of the night, that hungry owl
chased the mice around the cabin just when they were tired and trying
to sleep. Then a marten moved into the root cellar and chewed a hole in
the floor so he could chase the mice too, but there were always plenty
of mice in that cabin anyway. And every year the trees grew bigger and
the roof grew more moss and more holes appeared in the walls as the
sides sank more and more into the ground. And year after year the rain
fell, and then snow fell, and the sun came up and then rain and snow
fell again.
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Finally a big brown bear broke through the door to see what he could find, and as I told you in
the first book, he had to break out the window to get out again because the broken door jammed
in behind him. Well, pretty soon that would have been the end of that cabin. In a few more years
the rain and the winter snow and the wind and the summer heat would have brought that cabin
down, just like they brought down all the other cabins that were once there, long ago, sprinkled
here and there through that endless forest. But that didn’t happen because there was this bunch
of silly city people that you read about in the other Bobo books….
Anyway, there you are, snug in your bed and squirming around for no reason instead of sleeping,
so maybe you can hear a little more about Diana
the mom, who is always nice but sometimes too
organized, and about the two little girls, Munchkin
and Pumpkin, and also the dad, which would be
me.
Well the girls were little in the first and second
story book, but maybe not so little now in this one.
We will see.
But most of all, you probably want to hear more
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about Bobo, the very best dog in the entire whole world. You already know that Bobo, the
wonderdog, understands everything you tell her but just pretends not to, so that she can do
whatever she wants. Did you ever meet a dog like that? I am sure you met a cat like that – but
hey as you heard before, Bobo does not like cats any more, so let’s not even talk about them.
Maybe you are curious about something. Why would a bunch of city
people with a fuzzy dog save a broken down cabin deep in the wild
woods, a cabin that has all the mice and owls and bears, and, I forgot,
even bats in it? Well, I’ll tell you. It all goes back to another country,
far away, where I grew up with my Aunt Aloise, my Uncle Bede, and
cousin Paul. At that time my world was full of chickens, rabbits, pigeons
on the roof, sunshine and apples, and I missed it so much that when I
had children of my own I wanted them to have a place just like that
one. So when I heard about this lost cabin being for sale, I convinced the
family that it was a good idea to buy it. I started by telling them country
adventure stories from when I was little. I told them about Franz Josef
the great big pig that used to run away and steal apples and potatoes
from the neighour’s farm, and about picking cherries and pears from
the trees along the road to town, and I explained to them how to take
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care of a goat, and how great it is for a kid to run
around the country like a proper wild person
and chase things.
For example, I remembered how, if you are
lonely, and want to play with the village kids,
you can take Betty the goat to munch the grass
in the village green and take extra rope and
tie her to the tree in the middle, and then goof
around while she is happy munching. Then I
told my family how, one day, when we were
playing hide and seek, I hid in the bush on the
side by the little chapel, and I looked down and
there, all crumpled up, was a 10 Crown paper
bill. Well, I picked it up and hid it right away in my deepest pocket. Because of all the squirming
I was the first one found in that hide and seek game , but no matter.
I didn’t tell anybody about the money, not even my Aunt Aloise, whom I told everything, but
not this time. And when the village grocery store opened on Tuesday I bought a can of those
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wonderful little sausages people for some reason call Vienna sausages, even if our village was
called Pisty. I opened that can with my pocket knife and ate a whole half of them and only then
shared the rest with the other people in my Auntie’s house. The only one who complained was
my cousin Paul, even though he got more of what was left than anybody else.
But that was not the end of this story. Of course, every time I went through the village square
I ran to that special bush and looked under and around it for more money. I never found any
more, but kept doing it anyway. After a while people started asking me about what the heck I
was up to, and I made up a story. In this story I saw those little people, Trpasliki, sneaking into
a little door in the ground right there under that bush in the village green. Well, as you might
know, those tiny Trpasliki do all kinds of mischief and they are magical and have golden shoes,
and it would be just like them to have a secret door that disappears when somebody looks at it.
So guess what happened. First the kids, then even some adults, they kept walking by and
sneaking looks at that bush all the time to see if maybe they can catch a glance of some Trpasliki
and catch one and get a wish granted or maybe even steal one of their golden slippers. And when
they thought nobody was looking, some even bent down and scratched the dirt just a little under
that bush to find the secret door. Pretty soon nobody remembered who saw the Trpasliki first,
but everybody believed it was all true.
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But never mind Trpasliki, you will meet them again later on. The main thing is, even as a grownup I still missed my Aunt Aloise, and all the rest of them, even nasty old Betty the goat, and I
missed being a kid, and I thought that if I bought that old cabin deep in the woods and sometimes
got away from this city, my kids would have just as much fun as I did when I was their age, even
if there are no Trpasliki all the way here in Canada. But before I get into all that, let me tell you
that nothing bad will happen in this story, even if some of it will be scary. And like I said, at the
end of the story, those Trpasliki will show up again and after many many years we will even
meet my sweet Aunt Aloise one more time, and in person. But for now, never mind about all
that, close those eyes, and start dreaming your own stories and you can hear some more of this
one tomorrow.
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Chapter 1

In which we almost meet the bear

In the first Bobo book you heard how we found the cabin after
three trips to the forest, how our friends Barb and Fred helped us
fix it, and the scary time when we found out about how the bear
broke in. In the second Bobo book you heard about why Bobo
hates cats, and how she met her friend , a dog we called Houdini
but whose real name was Molly, and who was smaller but a lot
more clever dog than Bobo. You also heard about the wolves that
traveled the same winter trails as we did, and a bunch of other
fun and scary things. But this book is about a time that happened
a little later.
When summer came, we decided to take Houdini with us to keep
Bobo company at our little cabin. By this time we had cleared the
path and we had two tables, a couch, and six chairs out there, so
life was good. The dogs ran around, but not too far, the little girls
pretend-cooked a big meal with moss and mud and then tried
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the same with beans and mustard, and it was not as bad as you think. Finally, with a couple of
hours of sunshine left we all decided to go on a little trip to the lake with no name. Because it was
summer and there were a lot of dandelions and grass, and even some berries, we did not worry
about the bear because he had plenty enough to eat.
We knew where a blueberry patch was, where there were raspberries, and even some Saskatoon
berries, which are better than anything. And Muchkin said that the bear knew a lot more than we
did because he was the professional
in those woods, and mom said: “you
mean like a dentist professional?” “I
guess so”, said Munchkin. “They have
good teeth don’t they”. “Well, I would
rather be bitten by a dentist”, said
mom; “You can’t sue a bear”. Never
mind what all that means. I don’t get
it either.
We walked in line down the tiny
animal trail and then came out on the
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big wide trail that used to be a seismic line about 50 years ago. Here we could walk side by side
and right away Pumpkin had mischief on her mind. Bobo and Houdini had raced ahead chasing
some imaginary creature and Pumpin said: “let’s hide and see what they do”. Quick as four
winks we snuck into the deep bush by the side of that trail and we squatted down, and nobody
giggled. We waited half a minute when a rush of air came hurtling by us and two dogs in a cloud
of dust and old leaves shot by heading back to where we came
from. Heck, we thought they just didn’t want to lose us, and were
so loyal and protective, they were looking for us right away.
We came out of hiding, whistled and called for them and went on
our way to the lake. For some reason the two foolish dogs didn’t
race ahead this time but hung back and even whined a little. This
was usual for Bobo, but not the brave adventure-loving Houdini.
Well, seismic lines are dead straight, and they go over hills, and
even lakes. This one went over a little hill that we didn’t want to
climb so we went past it on a narrow animal trail one by one in a
line. The dogs hung back further and further. It finally hit us that
something might be wrong so we slowed down, and Diana and I
9

gripped our ski poles tighter and kept Pumpkin and Munchkin between us. Finally I stuck my
nose out of the cover of the animal trail and looked through the bushes at the meadow.
“Come, you have to see this”, I told everybody and they crept out to the edge of the low branches,
quiet as could be. Even the dogs came up stuck their snotty wet noses out and sniffed. I pushed
Bobo’s head down so she would keep quiet, but didn’t have to worry about clever Houdini. And
there it was, on the shady side of the hill, right where we would have walked if we followed the
cut line, right there was the biggest moose you ever saw in your life. It was just quietly drinking
from the lake. You could even hear those big gulps. Well, a moose like that is pretty much the
boss of everything and takes guff from nobody, so if you see one, stay in the thick woods where
the trees are close together. If the moose has a huge rack of antlers like this one did, he cannot
chase you there even if he turns them sideways like they do.
Anyway, you can guess what happened next. “I have to pee”, said Pumpkin. “me too, and right
away” said Munchkin, and the rest of us did not say it but thought about it just as much. But
first we all slowly and oh so quietly backed up that narrow trail a little. Then the moose heard
us, but didn’t get angry at all, just lifted his huge head way back, and turned and loped off in
the opposite direction, head still high. Not that we were scared, we just remembered a bunch of
important things we had to do, and turned and walked back toward the cabin a little faster than
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usual. And we never looked back when anybody could see us doing it.
And pretty soon the dogs were way ahead of us again, racing along that big wide cut line, and we
did that hiding trick again. Well this time when the dogs saw that we were missing they simply
meandered back, found us right away, and both of them thought: “oh grow up, silly people”.
We did not go to the lake for the rest of that weekend but had fun anyway. And the most amazing
thing happened when we went for a trip the other way, to the really big meadow south of us.
We saw deer that quickly hid in the forest when they smelled us, and we saw a porcupine, and
of course we heard about a hundred squirrels that got Bobo so excited she tried to climb a tree
to catch one. Then we sat on a little hill and looked around and just listened to nothing and
everything. There was not even a jet in the whole endless sky.
Then Munchkin said, “you know dad, I feel sorry for everybody else in the world because they
have no idea that a place this beautiful even exists. And I looked around. For a second I saw
some grass, dark green trees, lighter trees, and a few clouds in the sky, and I thought of some
pretty amazing places I saw all over the world when I was young, but then, by direct magic I
saw what Munchkin saw and it was amazing. Waves of air, waves of light between shadows of
clouds, a hint of red on some trees, of yellow and blue on others all washing over each other. A
little ripple in the grass under a low flying crow. It was like suddenly swimming in some mystery
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jello and I had to touch my face to start time up again.
When we got to the city that Sunday night, after everybody had a bath and changed their clothes
(well just the bath for Bobo and a trip home for her friend Houdini), after all that, the girls
needed to call grandma and grandpa. They told them right away what they saw this time at the
cabin. Grandpa said he would bring his gun when he came for a visit and shoot that moose, and
they got angry with him even though they knew he was kidding because you cannot bring a gun
on the airplane.
But that night was not very happy for me. For some reason Bobo decided that she must sleep
under my bed, and especially right under me. Now Bobo is not a small dog and the space is
only about a foot tall, and it took her 10 minutes to fit under there and then every time she took
a breath the boards squeeked, and every time she moved she gave me bad dreams in which I
could not remember where I was. In one dream I was floating over a bottomless lake with cold
gray fish in it with big teeth and black lips. And the dreams got even worse when Bobo started
snuffling and snorting and smacking her own black lips and having dreams of her own down
there. Enough! Finally I decided it was time to do something. I pulled her out, led her out by the
collar, and locked the bedroom door behind her. You might think this could solve a problem, but
then, you don’t have the imagination for trouble that this dog has.
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Where we find out that people
are smarter than (some) dogs
Chapter 2

About a week later Mr. Klein came by for coffee and to talk to
us parents. Mr. Klein was Munchkin’s teacher. She was not in
trouble or anything like that. Mr. Klein was a very good teacher
and wanted to know about the kids’ lives. Of course they told
him about the moose and about the mice and the owl and all
of it, and then he left. But as he was walking out the front door
we all looked at each other and froze. On the bum of his black
corduroy pants, and all up his back were clumps of fine gray
hair, what people call a dog’s undercoat, and in between them
were strands and clumps of long black and white and gray hairs
that Bobo grows all winter and sheds all summer no matter how
much you comb her.
Well we said nothing and let Mr. Klein figure it out on his own.
Meanwhile we vacuumed and brushed the couch until there was
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no hair anywhere. Then I had the same serious talk with Bobo I had many times before. “Bobo
does NOT go on the couch. Capish?” “Bobo does NOT go on the couch, comprendes?” and the
same thing again with “rozumish?” and any other language I could think of. I was hoping she
got the message.
But no. Bobo never went on the couch, ever, not when we were all awake, and she was certainly
not there in the mornings. As far as we knew, she slept faithfully down by the back door and
everybody would swear to it. But a few days later our friend Larry had his famous brown suit
full of Bobo hair, fine hair as well as the long kind, and we cleaned the couch again, - and again
Bobo had slept by the back door. Very mysterious. Maybe it was the couch’s fault. Then the same
hairy thing happened to our friends Mike and Solange and even to Dorothy and her husband
Greg when they came for coffee and to show us their pictures of David’s kayak race.
“OK, that’s it”, I said. I went to school and I am smarter than that dog!” Right around those
years, which was quite a while back, stores began selling motion detectors that turn your lights
on as you come near your house. Everybody has them now, but in those days they were brand
new, and magical. Well I bought one for the closet so I wouldn’t have to look for the string to pull
on dark mornings, but before I installed it I said “A HA”, and real loud too. Then I turned on my
tape recorder and said on it very loud: “Bobo GET OFF THAT COUCH!!!” and I said it three times
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in a row and rewound the tape and turned the volume all the way
up. Then I rewired the motion sensor and hooked the wires to the
plug on the tape machine, and wedged the detector into the arm of
the couch. And before going to bed I double checked everything,
and plugged it in.
I had a good book to read and felt fine and dandy. The kids were
in their beds, we were in our bed, and Bobo was sleeping by the
back door – or anyway, pretending to. When I fell asleep I dreamt
about a yellow forest with red trees and white birds, a dream I had
before, a dream that is very nice. I dreamt it for some time when
all of a sudden a huge stranger is shouting in my house with a
MONSTER VOICE and he is yelling at my dog. I shoot out of bed
and almost break my ankle on the book I dropped when I fell
asleep. Then the stranger shouts again, with a voice much louder
than mine “Bobo GET OFF THAT COUCH!!!”, and in another second he does it for the third
time. Then the door flies open even though it is latched, and a two foot tall shadow stands there,
frozen. When I finally hit the light, at the door crouches Bobo, with her hair standing straight up,
which we only ever saw once before.
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I hear grumbling and complaining from the girls’ room and grumbling and complaining from
Diana. Bobo then figures that I have magic powers which is why I can yell at her from the end
of the couch and be in bed at the same time. She slinks off down to the back door, - and to this
day we never had a hairy couch again. Also, I was strongly advised by the humans in the house
that I should probably not experiment with any more amazing inventions. So, you see, you are
much better off sleeping at your own house than at ours, and that is exactly what you should do
right now.
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You have reached the end of this sample

Want to keep reading?

You can buy this book at PageMasterPublishing.ca/Shop
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