
The Adventures of Boris 

 Boris was bored. All he did was follow his mother around 
all day. He played in the sunshine most days, but there were 
also very cold days in the winter when he and his mother dug 
for blue stem bunch grass under the snow. Oh, did I forget to 
mention that Boris was a bison? Actually he was a bison calf. 
Boris was very polite and when he accidently bumped into his 
mother or another bison, he would say “excuse me!” Of course, 
he would say it in bison.  

 One beautiful summer day, he thought it would be fun to 
see the sights somewhere else other than the Bison Range 
where he lived. He asked his mother ever so politely if that 
would be ok but being the good bison mother she was she said 
no. Of course, she said it in bison.  

When however, he happened to see some children on bicycles 
outside the fence, he couldn’t help himself. Having found a 
bison calf sized hole in the fence, he set out for an adventure. 

 In the town he thought he would see if he could find the 
children he had seen on bicycles first. He walked for a while 
until he came to a school yard where some boys were playing 
baseball. When one of the players hit the ball past the outfield, 
Boris chased it and returned it to the team. Boris said to the 
boys “here you go” in bison.   Wally, one of the players said 
“maybe we could get a ride on him!” So he turned to Boris and 
asked ever so politely “please could we have a ride? “Of course 
Boris, hearing him ask politely, knelt down and the teams took 
turns riding Boris all over the baseball field.  



 When that was over Boris trotted down another street 
until he came to a park. There, several children were riding 
bicycles in a bike park doing tricks and jumps. When they saw 
Boris, they quickly rode over to say hello. After receiving lots of 
pets, a girl named Nadine had an interesting idea. “What if we 
got him to pull us on our bikes?” A boy named Howdy rode 
home to get the lariat from his saddle. He politely asked Boris 
to lower his head and wrapped the loop of the lariat around 
Boris’s calf sized horns and then strung it over his back. The 
boys and girls lined up behind Boris ready for the fun. Someone 
said “giddy up please” and away they went. Down the street 
they went, Boris at a fast trot with ten or twelve boys and girls 
on bicycles behind him. Boris couldn’t remember ever having 
this much fun.  

 Quite soon however, Boris was noticed by everyone in 
town and they were alarmed by the sight of a bison trotting 
down the side walk. Mr. Bosley, the barber, who knew there 
was a bison of Boris’s description missing from the Bison Range, 
called to say “I think we have found your misplaced bison!” 
Now when a bison doesn’t want to be caught, he can be very 
tricky. When Boris figured out that people were looking for him 
he thought it was time to hide. The first thing he did was run 
through as many back yards as he could. He hid among the 
clothes on a clothes line but it’s rather hard for a bison to hide 
his legs. When someone came out to collect the clothes they let 
out such a loud scream that it scared poor Boris very much and 
he ran as fast as he could. There were cowboys on horseback 
with lariats on their saddles as well as Bison Range people 
looking all over town for Boris. He hid from them the best a 



bison calf could but it wasn’t easy. Soon he came to a large 
house with two large looking Great Danes in the back yard. 
Easily enough he jumped the fence and tried to make friends 
and perhaps not be noticed by passersby. The dogs however 
simply turned up their noses and walked away. Disappointed, 
Boris left and headed back to the park. On the way he turned 
the corner just as a cowboy noticed him and began to chase 
him swinging his lariat. Boris hurried into the park and just in 
time noticed several bison statues at the far end of the park. He 
tried to stand as still as he could among the statues. He was 
doing pretty well until a bee decided that Boris’s backside made 
a great target. When he was stung, Boris jumped two feet in 
the air and the game was up. Quickly Boris was roped and 
because he was very tired by now he went quietly to the trailer 
for the ride home. 

 When he arrived home, his mother scolded him for a good 
long time and then gave him a friendly nudge as if to say “I’m 
glad you’re home.” Boris of course apologized politely and 
promised to never leave his home again without permission. He 
felt much better after rolling in a muddy buffalo wallow and 
having a supper of blue stem bunch grass. 


