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Now listen. I know this is a long story but you have to be patient. If you want to go to sleep, you just go on to sleep while I
am telling it and we will finish up tomorrow. The story is about a city dog named Bobo who made her mark by doing
something very special in a cabin deep in a Canadian forest. There are bears and wolves and a goat in this story too. But
before I get to Bobo the dog, there are a few other things I have to tell you about, things that happened in a country that's so
far away, it isn't even there anymore. If you really want to know all about Bobo the Wonder Dog right away, just start with
Chapter 2 and you can hear the stuff about the goat and the chickens and the rabbits some other time.
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Chapter 1: A Long Time Ago with Betty the Goat
When I was a little boy I lived in a house made out of big stone blocks and dark wood, a house that belonged to my aunt
Aloise. The house had a roof made of slate and old straw bales, and there was an attic under that roof that was full of hay
and it had a door at one end. You had to climb a long rickety ladder from the chicken yard to get all the way up there into
that attic.
My aunt Aloise had four chickens and six rabbits. The chickens were all brown, but
two of the rabbits were white and three were mixed-up brown, and one was black. My
aunt Aloise also had a white goat named Betty, but I will tell you more about that
stubborn goat later on. My aunt did not have a pig right then, but she did have a pig
once, a long time before. His name was Franz Josef and he must have been as big as
an elephant. Sometimes in the evening when my aunt turned down the lamp she told
me stories about Franz Josef the Pig, and all the trouble he caused and all the terrible
things he did.

For example, one night he broke the sticks that made up the gate of his little house
and he waddled behind the outhouse where the fence was the oldest and he pushed it down. He did it quietly so nobody in
the house even heard him. Then he wandered into Mr. Mastera’s apple orchard and butted his head against all the trees and a
lot of the apples fell down and he ate them, but he was still hungry, so he dug up all his potatoes too.
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Franz Josef did that sort of thing all the time and he was so ugly that even the
dogs in the village were scared of him. Good thing we lived quite a way down
the road and he didn't get to the village very often. But my aunt Aloise did not
have a pig any more when I lived with her because pigs are just too big and
they caused too much trouble and they ate too much food. When I asked her
what happened to Franz Josef, she turned the lamp off and told me to put my
head down and stop squirming around and go to sleep.

So there we were, living in the house with the ladder and the goat. In the
summer all the chickens and rabbits lived in the yard. But before winter came
every one of them had to be moved way up into the attic under the roof. So my
aunt Aloise would run around the yard in her dress with the little flowers on it and when she caught a chicken it would fuss
and squawk and she would bring it to me. I was part way up the ladder, and I put it under my arm and climbed the rest of the
way to the attic and into the little door, and I put the chicken there. The chickens kept complaining for a while but when they
were all together up there in the attic you could tell they were happy again.
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Then I went down the ladder and got the rabbits myself and carried them from their
house in the yard and up the ladder where I put them into their house upstairs. Each
house was really just a wooden closet, with the front made of chicken wire, but we
called this the rabbit house, and I think the rabbits did too. So before winter came,
all of the animals were in the attic, except Betty, the goat. Up there in the attic it
was warm and dry, and I went up the long rickety ladder every day twice with their
food and water, and to clean up after them. I liked that job because up there was
also a trunk with a whole bunch of old things like funny hats and coats and boots.

There were also old magazines with cowboy stories from America, and old
newspapers about things that sounded interesting but that I didn't understand, and
even an old ladies' wig and a fake gold chain and shoes that did not fit anybody we
knew, and even a pair of false teeth.
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Betty the goat was not in the attic because she stayed in her own house all winter. Her house was right behind the real house
in which my aunt Aloise and I lived. Betty's house was the same little house that used to belong to Franz Josef the pig, and
Betty was warm there even in the winter because there was plenty of hay and straw, and we hung a blanket over the door so
she would not complain about the weather. Then, in the spring, that blanket had to be washed because it smelled just like
Betty the goat smelled, or maybe even more.

In the warm months of the year it was my job to put a loop of rope
around Betty's horns and over her head and down her neck, and she
didn't like that and sometimes butted me with those funny looking
horns. But she did like what happened next, which was that we went
through the creaky gate, out of the yard, and down the sandy road to the
village green. The village green had grass on it where people kept their
geese. Now, you should know that those geese are supposed to be tame
but they can be pretty nasty and they snap their beaks at a little kid like
me and pinch until you run away, but they were afraid of Betty, so I
was safe if I stood right next to her the whole time as she munched the
grass and smacked her lips.
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But what Betty liked even more than the village green was to go
the other way, down the road that ran along the creek. When we
got to the creek she would munch on the longer and tastier grass
there, and she
was so busy
that I didn't
even have to
hang on to her
rope. Besides,
I was pretty sure I could catch her if she ever tried to run away
somewhere, like for example go see the town of Nymburk, which is
what I always wanted to do. You could see the tall church steeple of
Nymburk from that road, but Betty never did decide to go see it. I liked
going on that road along the creek too. There were trees by that road
that had all kinds of wonderful things on them. Some were cherry trees,
some were plumb trees, some were pears, and some were apple trees.
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The rule about picking cherries was that you had to
whistle while you jumped around the branches with your
basket. If you didn't whistle and you ate too many
cherries you got a tummy ache. Those cherries came
first, right in the spring, then came the plums, and then in
the fall came pears, and the apples came last. Those
apples were also furthest away from the village and very
far from my aunt's house. Anyway, I liked Betty, but I
don't think she liked me a whole lot. I sure liked my aunt
Aloise, and she loved me a whole lot that I know for
sure, except for one time.

That time was when she got seven ducklings, just about when the weather was getting warmer in the spring. Those ducklings
were cute and happy but really hungry all the time. To feed them I had to go to the pond and go barefoot into the cold water.
With my feet I would feel in the mud on the bottom for mussel shells, and then reach down with my hands and sometimes
even put my head into the water and I would pull the mussel shells out and put them in a cloth bag and take them home.
Then I had to break them open and feed them to the ducks. I hated that job.
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