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Jack and the Big Bad Bull*

By Elizabeth O. Dulemba


Jack headed for his favorite place - his fort deep in the woods. But first he had to sneak past the Big Bad Bull. 


Jack tip-toed through the tall grass hoping the Bull wouldn’t notice, but no such luck.


A voice bellowed, “Where do you think you’re going?” 


Jack’s knees wobbled and shook. “N-n-none of your beeswax,” he said.


“Oh yeah?” The Big Bad Bull stomped his hooves and chased Jack right off the farm.  


Jack jumped the fence, then shook his fist. “You Big Bad Bull, You don’t scare me!” 


The Bull just snorted and walked away.


“What’s got you so upset?” asked Gus. 


“Just once,” Jack said, “I wish I could visit my fort without that Big Bad Bull chasing me off the farm.”


“I understand.” Gus shook his head. “That Big Bad Bull said I’m so big he can’t decide if I need a leash or a saddle. Then he chased me off the farm too.”


“Well, you’re just the right size to my mind,” Jack said. “You want to come along?”


“Sure,” Gus replied. “Want a ride?”


Jack nodded and hopped aboard.


Before long, they came across the farm’s cat. She was howling miserably. Meooowww.

“What’s wrong, Boots?” asked Jack


“That Big Bad Bull.” Boots frowned. “He said I’m a terrible mouse hunter and chased me off the  farm.”


“Well, I could care less about any mice at my fort,” Jack replied. “Want to come along?”


“Sure,” Boots said and hopped aboard.


Before long, they came across the farm’s rooster. He was crowin’ like mad. Cockadoodledoooo!

“It’s way past dawn, Bob,” Jack said. “What you crowin’ about?”


“That Big Bad Bull,” Bob croaked. “He said I can’t keep track of time and chased me off the farm.”


“Well, I could care less what time it is at my fort,” Jack replied. “Want to come along?”


“Sure,” Bob said and hopped aboard.


Jack, Gus, Boots and Bob finally arrived at the fort where they told jokes, played hide-and-seek, and ate peanut-butter sandwiches. When suddenly...


along came the Big Bad Bull plowing through the woods like a freight train. Snort, snort.

He was heading straight for the fort. Gus, Boots and Bob turned to Jack, “What are we gonna do?”


Jack’s knees wobbled and shook, but then he had an idea. “Everybody hide and when I say ‘GO,’ make a mighty ruckus. Together, we’ll scare that Big Bad Bull something silly.”


The Bull skidded to a stop and bellowed, “I claim this fort as my own” ... just as Jack yelled, “GO!”


Gus jumped out of the weeds barking and growlin’, Grrrr! 


Boots leaped out the window slashing and spittin’, Meow!!! 


Jack slammed the door again and again, Slam! Slam!

While Bob crowed, “I’ll give ‘im the time! Throw ‘im up here! Throw ‘im up here!”


That Big Bad Bull’s knees wobbled and shook, then he took off running. In fact, he ran right off the farm and nobody ever heard from him again. 


Which was just fine with Jack, Gus, Boots and Bob. Because that fort was their favorite place. And together, they weren’t scared of anything. 

the end

* Jack and the Bull is an adaptation of the classic Appalachian tale “Jack and the Highway Robbers.”


