Bobo’s Cabin II

Bobo and the Wolf
Another bedtime story about
the very best dog in the world,
and her adventures deep
in the Canadian woods.
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CHAPTER 1

Why you need a big fuzzy dog

Maybe you already heard the story called Bobo’s Cabin, and maybe you did not. Either way, you
should probably be sleeping by now anyway, so put your head down, stop your squirming, and get
ready for some dreaming.
In that book called Bobo’s Cabin you met two little kids called
Pumpkin and Munchkin. Their mom and dad were in the
story, and so was a very special, very big, and very hairy dog
named Bobo.
The story happened in a part of Canada called Alberta where
there are big forests, and half the year it is cold and there is
a lot of snow. In some parts of Alberta there are also a lot of
people, but in many parts there is hardly anybody at all, just
trees and meadows, and the animals that live in them.
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This story all happened because of a cabin lost deep in those woods. That cabin was built by
people who aren’t there any more, people who tried to be farmers in the wilderness.
They cleared the woods, built tiny log cabins, and raised their children in that deep forest. But
things didn’t grow right, and the soil was better closer to a big river called North Saskatchewan,
so after a few years of trying, all these people and their children and their horses and their goats
and cows, they all moved away, and only the cabins stayed behind. And the forest grew all
around those cabins and it would all have been forgotten if it was not for a silly idea that our
family had one snowy winter day.
We saw an ad in the paper, and in a big fit of the sillies we bought that cabin lost in those deep
woods, a cabin that nobody had even visited for many many years. We bought that cabin without
seeing it first, just because the very old man who sold it to us said it was there, and we believed
him. After all, he grew up in that cabin, and he should know.
Maybe we thought we wanted a place to run around and have adventures. Or maybe it was
all my fault because I convinced everyone to buy that old cabin. From what the man told us, it
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sounded a whole lot like the cabin that I grew up in when I was little, in a place far away, on
the other side of the world. It is really so far away that you could even dream about it.
And as I told you last time, after we bought that little cabin we had a lot of trouble finding it in
those deep woods. Then there was the bear, and because of that bear we decided to get a very
big, very serious, and very scary dog to protect us in those woods.
But that is not how it turned out. Instead of a serious
brave dog we got a very big but very nice and scardy
dog, a fuzzy dog called Bobo, a dog who would kiss
you all over your face any time you patted her curly
head. That big dog was so afraid in the woods that
she was even worried about the dry leaves rustling in
wind. The only thing Bobo liked about our cabin was
when we were all in there together in the evening,
and the candles were lit, and it was time to eat.
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After that she liked to go to sleep on her piece of
carpet, and even snore a little bit. Just like you are,
right now. Like I said, maybe you heard about all
this before, the other time. I was the dad in that
book, so I am also the dad in this one. And tonight
I will to tell you more about that little cabin, and
about Bobo the special dog, but before I forget,
maybe I should also tell you about another dog, a
much smaller one, called Puntia.

The house of Aunt Aloise
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Painter faces and other jokes,
and all about Puntia
CHAPTER 2

You see, when I was a little kid I lived with my Aunt Aloise, who had a little house much like our
cabin in the woods, except that it was not in the woods but on the edge of a sand hill, and also on
the edge of a little village called Pisty At that time my Aunt Aloise also had a dog , a dog that she
called Puntia. In that place, and in that language, Puntia was a very good name for a boy dog,
especially a dog who is not too big, and not too brave either.
The reason nobody thought that Puntia was a very brave dog
was that he liked to chase cats - but only very carefully. These
chases always ended just the same way. First Puntia put on
a big show and he barked so much that you would think he
ate a whole bunch of red peppers to give himself courage.
Then he would run after the cat very bravely, but just so that
he stayed a nice safe distance away. And the whole time he
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would bark and bark and bark.
The time I am talking about was a Friday, and I saw Puntia chase a
cat into that corner where our stubborn white goat named Betty lived.
The cat he was chasing, that big yellow cat from down the street, that
cat she could not jump up on the high fence, and she could not run up
the wall of Betty the goat’s house either. I knew that cat, and she was
pretty smart. When she could not run anywhere she arched her back
and she hissed and stood sideways and looked even bigger and fatter
than she was already.

Mrs. Novak

And Puntia, the not-so-brave dog, he stopped, he looked at that big
cat, and he thought to himself: "Hmm, that is a bigger cat than I thought.
Maybe I should go visit the eye doctor". That is what he thought to himself.
Then Puntia started to back up, and dogs are not really clever-looking
when they are backing up. Maybe you noticed that yourself.
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That cat’s name was Sharka, and she was the cat who owned the house of Mrs. Novak across the
street and down the road a bit. Well that cat, she decided to teach Puntia a lesson. She took off
after him like a rocket and she chased him back all the way into my Aunt Aloise's kitchen.
So the next thing I know, Sharka is chasing Puntia all over that little kitchen, and the kitchen
is full of pots and pans and stoves and chimneys, and full of us people too. My Aunt Aloise is
wearing an apron over her flowered house dress and right away she is running around with her
broom. She is yelling about having enough trouble with kids and husbands, and not needing any
more trouble because of the Sharkas and the Puntias of this world, and "OUT OUT OUT". That
is what she yelled.
You see, in that kitchen was not only my Aunt Aloise and her flying broom, but also me, my
cousin Paul, and Aunt Aloise's husband, my Uncle Bede. And if you heard about Bobo's Cabin
before, then you know that my Aunt Aloise was a good soul, and always nice, and she would not
hurt anybody or anything any time. My Uncle Bede, well, he was mostly nice , but he was also
very very funny. And just sometimes, he was a little wicked.
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So there we are. Aunt Aloise is chasing Puntia and Sharka around
the kitchen, and my cousin Paul and I are trying terribly hard not
to laugh. We almost choke trying not to laugh. But this has nothing
to do with my Aunt Aloise running around and yelling, or with the
cat or the dog chasing each other, or even with the flying broom. It
has to do with a trick that my uncle Bede pulled last night.
The night before, and I mean the night before the day with the
broom and the cat and the dog, that night, as I was snuggled in
my bed and almost falling asleep, my uncle Bede came in and sat
down. He whispered to me:
"Listen carefully", he said. "Tomorrow morning I am going to play a little joke on your cousin Paul.
Your Aunt Aloise asked me to clean the chimney on the kitchen stove, and so I will do it early on, and then
I will save a little of that black soot. And while your cousin Paul is still sleeping, early in the morning, I
will draw big eyebrows and a moustache and some other things on his face with that black soot. But the
important thing is this: when you see him tomorrow morning at breakfast you must not laugh and you
must NOT give the whole thing away."
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He told me that this will be a really good joke because everybody
knows that Paul hates to go out in the yard in the morning and
pump that cold water into the basin and wash his face properly. And
everybody in the whole village knows that he just pretends that he
washes his face, and then doesn’t tell Aunt Aloise the truth when she
asks him. - Well, I never went out there to wash my face in that cold
water either, but I kept that to myself, and I hoped that my Uncle
Bede didn't know.
So there we were in my Auntie's kitchen on that day when Sharka
chased Puntia. My cousin Paul was sure looking funny. He had a big
black moustache. He had black horns drawn on his forehead. And
he had a big smudged black eyebrow right across his head, and also
a very dirty chin. I was trying so hard not to laugh that I almost peed
myself. For some strange reason, Paul was also trying hard not to
laugh and he almost peed himself too.
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Finally Puntia ran out the door and down the three steps and into the chicken yard. And Sharka
ran down the three steps and into the chicken yard right after him, hissing all the way.
My aunt put down the broom, and my uncle Bede looked like he was trying so hard not to laugh
that he almost choked on the bread he was eating. Then my Aunt Aloise, who was not laughing
at all, she rolled her eyes and she said to my Uncle Bede: "You and your dumb jokes. And who do you
suppose is going to wash two sets of pillows and two sheets and two blankets, huh?"
TWO sets? Two? And I finally figured it out. I bent down and looked into the glass in the front
of the wood stove, and saw my face. I had two black horns drawn on my forehead, a smudged
black eyebrow across my whole head, and a black chin, just exactly like my cousin Paul. And
then I remembered a dream I had last night. That dream was about pushing the mayor’s car, and
then butterflies landing on my face, and about how I did not want to wake up to chase them off.
It was a very strange dream. And right away I understood that uncle Bede told the same thing to
my cousin Paul about me that he told me about him, and that it was not butterflies on my face at
night when I was sleeping, but his sooty finger.
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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

To find more books by Canadian authors or inquire about
publishing your own book, contact PageMaster at:
PageMaster Publication Services Inc.
11340 - 120 Street, Edmonton, Alberta, Canada, T5G 0W5
books@pagemaster.ca
780-425-9303

