


Bless You!_

Mommy Melody hummed as she 
gathered food from the pantry:

Baulandia sì, Baulandia no… la 
terra dei cani …

(Baulandia yes, Baulandia not… land of 
dogs - is a spoof of a famous italian song)

It was a warm, sunny morning, 
and she wanted to bake a carrot 
cake just like granny pancake 

used to make.
Sugar, carrots and yeast. And 
from the fridge, she took eggs 
and butter too.
But... she couldn’t find any flour! 
How can anyone bake a cake with-
out flour?
She told herself she must have 
flour somewhere.

And so she ended up emptying the 
pantry in her search.
Finally, she found a paper bag 
that might have flour. Excited, she 
opened it, but the bag was empty!
It can’t be! she thought.
She stuck her nose deep in the 
bag to take a closer look, but 
there was only enough to make 
her...

- Atchoooo!!!



Just then, Baguette and Bon-
Ton arrived in the kitchen, and 
together they said: Bless you!
Then they burst into laughter.
Their mother was covered with 
white flour from head to toe.
Her sneeze had blown all the 
flour left in the bag all around 
her, and it had flown all over her!
She would need a shower to 
clean it all off!

All Together for Some Shopping_

Soon after her shower, Mummy 
Melody took Baguette and Bonton 
with her to the Baulandia super-
market to buy some flour.
- Mummy, are you sure we’ll like 
this... carrot cake? - asked Bonton.
- Don’t worry, it’s Granny Plum-
cake’s recipe. 



- Then I’m sure it’s delicious! - 
declared Baguette.

All three of them were fascinat-
ed by the supermarket.
See how their tails wagged!
Mummy was happy to be able to 
buy food. She wasn’t as good at 
cooking as Granny, but she liked 
to bake cakes.
Bonton got lost in the toys’ 
aisle, excited at finding all the 
new toys he’d seen in commer-
cials on television.
Baguette, on the other hand, 
loved the electronics aisle. In 
fact, she dreamed of becoming a 
webmaster (someone who cre-
ates websites) when she grew 
up...

Mummy Melody and Baguette 
stopped to look at some dress-
es, but Bonton was bored, and 
went on to look at the televi-
sions on display.
His mother and sister found 
him, tail wagging with excitement, 
watching a documentary about 
cave-dogs recreated using a 
computer.



Only there was no sound, as of-
ten happened at the supermar-
ket, and the young pup was trying 
to understand everything using 
nothing but the images.
His face, concentrated as it was 
with trying to follow something 
he didn’t understand, had a very 
funny look.

His mother called him, laughing.

- Come on, Bonton, it’s time to 
go. We came to get flour and 
the morning is almost gone... or 
don’t you want any cake?
- I’m coming, I’m coming…

But he didn’t stop watching the 
television, even as he walked, and 
he ran into a man who was asking 
the cashier for advice. The man 
fell over.

The cashier had to throw away the 



price catalog he was holding to 
catch the man as he fell. The cata-
log flew onto a lady who dodged 
it by swinging her purse, which hit a 
boy close to her, sending him fly-
ing into a pile of jars of pickles 
on sale, which collapsed to the 
ground.
The jars of pickles made a mess 
throughout the supermarket, trip-
ping people and making other shop-
pers fall to the ground. For a few 
minutes, it was total panic.
All this because Bonton wasn’t 
looking where he was going!

all ears_

Luckily, no one had been hurt, and 
apart from some broken shelves 
and one pair of torn pants (be-
longing to a shopper who had 
grabbed onto a puppy, slipped 
on some bacon that fell from a 
shopping bag from... anyway, it’s 
a long story), the flour didn’t 
end up costing very much at all.

No more than a meal for the 
whole family at a fancy restau-
rant, that is!
Bonton was so very ashamed, 
and it didn’t help that Baguette 
couldn’t stop laughing, nor 
that Mummy Melody was angry, 
even though on the inside, she 
couldn’t stop laughing either.



It was difficult to stay angry at her 
puppy while thinking of a man running 
in the supermarket aisles, holding 
his torn pantsin one hand and try-
ing to avoid flying pickle jars!

In any case, they could finally 
start baking the cake.
Bonton offered to help his moth-
er to make up for the trouble he’d 
caused.
Baguette wanted to help as well, 
since baking a cake sounded like 
fun.

And indeed it was.

But we’ll let Granny Plumcake ex-
plain how to make carrot cake, 
and instead we’ll catch up with our 
friends a few hours later, at sup-
pertime, as they laugh together with  
daddy nib at the story of their ad-
venture at the supermarket.

- ... and there was a man that kept 
screaming “Help, help, the pickles!”
Bonton was beet red and asked them 
once again to forgive him. But then 
Daddy Nib, who was curious, asked 
him:
- What was on television that had 
you so distracted?
- Daddy, there was a documentary 
about our ancestors, and I wanted 
to know something...
- What’s that?
- Why do we have these long ears!?



The explanation

The entire family was having a piece 
of cake, and Daddy Nib started ex-
plaining that BassetHounds were 

hunting dogs.
- Hunting meant their noses had 
to be very sensitive…
- Yes, to flour! - added Mummy 
Melody, who was no longer angry.



The two pups laughed at her joke, 
but their father didn’t understand 
it. But he still smiled, and went on.

- The most important thing about 
hunting dogs is their sense of 
smell, and so we have large ears.
Baguette and Bonton stopped and 
stared at Daddy Nib in surprise.

- But what do our ears have to 
do with smell? - asked Baguette.
- Yeah, I thought we used our 
noses to smell!
- Ah-ha! - said their father - you’re 
right: we smell with our noses, 
and we call ours a “snout”… but 
how do smells work?
- Uh… what do you mean?
- Have you ever heard that smells 
“propagate”?
- Uh… no…
- I have - said Baguette - but I 

don’t know what it means.
- A smell is like smoke: objects 
block it, but if there’s nothing 
in its way, a smell spreads and 
“propagates”.
- Oh, so that’s why if there’s a 
bad smell in the bathroom, I can’t 
smell it until I open the door!
- Exactly! - said Daddy Nib in an-
swer to the good example given 
by his son.
He went on:
- And have you noticed that cooks 
on television use their hands to 
bring the smell from the foods 
they prepare to their noses?
- You’re right, it’s true! - gasped 
Baguette.
- When our ancestors sniffed 
at the ground to find different 
smells, their ears worked like 
a funnel to guide the smells to 
their noses... and that’s it!



On that note, he smiled, and you 
can imagine how the pups stared, 
eyes and mouths wide open.

Who would have thought that ears 
could be used to smell? 
With this statement the two pup-
pies were amazed.
Who would have imaged to sniff 
with ears?! 


