W




The Girl and the Sheep

Jane MEADOW



Clara skipped down the gravel path in her mustard-yellow
raincoat, her green boots crunching on the stones. She carried
a canvas satchel full of brushes. Beyond the fence, a quiet
sanctuary waited, full of soft sounds and gentle animals. Maya,
the caretaker, waved from the gate. ‘Welcome, Clara,' she said
with a warm smile. 'There's someone special I'd like you to
meet.'




Maya led Clara to a small meadow where a sheep stood alone.
The sheep had cream-white wool, a grey face, and long floppy
ears. A red collar with a little brass bell hung around its neck.
‘This is Willow,' Maya said softly. 'She's shy but very gentle.'
Clara knelt down, her chin-length brown hair falling forward,
and whispered, 'Hello, Willow.'
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Willow blinked her calm amber eyes and took a tiny step
closer. Her nose twitched as she sniffed Clara's outstretched
hand. Clara waited patiently, a gentle smile on her freckled
face. The sheep's bell gave a soft tinkle. 'She likes you,' Maya
said. 'I can tell.' Clara's heart felt warm and full. She knew she
would visit Willow every day.



The next morning, Clara returned with fresh hay and a bucket
of water. Maya showed her how to fill the trough and spread
the hay just so. 'Sheep need careful looking after,' Maya
explained. 'They like things just right.' Clara nodded and got to
work, her small hands moving carefully. Willow watched from
a corner, her floppy ears twitching at every sound.
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After the chores, Clara sat on the grass and watched Willow
eat. The sheep nibbled at the hay, then wandered toward a
patch of clover. 'Oh,' Clara said, 'you like that better!' She
picked a handful of clover and held it out. Willow munched
happily, her bell jingling. Clara smiled. 'T'll remember that,' she
said. 'Clover is your favorite.'



Each day, Clara noticed something new. Willow loved the soft
spot under the old oak tree, where the moss grew thick and
green. She would lie there for hours, her cream-white wool
blending with the shadows. Clara would sit beside her, quiet
and still, and the sheep would rest her head on Clara's knee. It
was a peaceful, special time.
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One afternoon, Clara heard a funny sound. It was a low,
rumbly hum, like a happy sigh. Willow was making it while
Clara brushed her wool. 'What's that noise?' Clara asked
Maya. Maya laughed. 'That's her happy sound,' she said. '‘She
only makes it when she feels safe and loved.' Clara beamed.
She had learned Willow's secret language.
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Clara began to know Willow's ways by heart. The sheep loved
dandelion leaves best of all, but only the young, tender ones.
She liked her ears scratched gently, just behind the red collar.
And she always yawned three times before settling down to
rest. Clara felt proud. She could tell what Willow liked without
even asking.




One day, a group of children visited the sanctuary. They ran
and shouted, and Willow shrank back, her ears flat. Clara saw
her friend was scared. She walked over slowly and stood
beside the sheep. 'It's okay,' she whispered. "They're just
excited.' She stayed close until Willow's ears relaxed and her
bell gave a tiny, brave jingle.



Clara showed the children how to be calm. ‘Walk slowly,' she
said. 'Talk softly.' The children tried, and soon Willow stepped
forward to sniff their hands. Clara felt happy. Her quiet
friendship had taught her something important: kindness
makes a safe space for others. Maya nodded at her from
across the field, proud of her gentle helper.
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That evening, Clara sat under the oak tree with Willow. The
sun was setting, painting the sky pink and gold. 'You know,’
Clara said, 'l used to think playing loud games was the best
fun. But sitting here with you is just as good.' Willow hummed
her happy sound and rested her head on Clara's lap. They
stayed there until the stars came out.
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Clara brought a small notebook the next day. She drew
pictures of Willow's favorite things: clover, dandelion leaves,
the mossy spot, and a little music note for the happy hum.
‘This is our friendship book,' she told Willow. The sheep
nuzzled the pages with her soft nose. Clara laughed. 'I think
you like it,' she said, and Willow's bell jingled in agreement.
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Maya saw the notebook and smiled. 'You've learned so much,
Clara,' she said. 'You noticed all the little things that make
Willow special. That's what good care is.' Clara felt a warm
glow. She had started by just helping, but now she understood:
every small act of kindness had built their quiet, wonderful
friendship.
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As the days grew longer, Clara and Willow spent every
afternoon together. Clara would read aloud from her favorite
books while Willow chewed her cud. Sometimes Clara would
sing softly, and Willow would hum along in her low, rumbly
way. They didn't need words to be happy. Their quiet
companionship was enough.




When Clara's family came to visit the sanctuary, Clara proudly
introduced Willow. 'This is my best friend,' she said. Her
parents smiled as Willow nibbled clover from Clara's hand.
'‘She's lovely,' her mother said. Clara nodded. 'She likes the
soft spot under the oak tree,' she said. 'And she makes a happy
hum when she's content.’
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On her last day of the season, Clara hugged Willow goodbye.
'I'll be back soon,' she promised. Willow pressed her grey face
against Clara's cheek and gave a soft hum. Clara walked home
in her yellow raincoat, her heart full. She had learned that
friendship can be quiet, and that caring for someone small can
make an ordinary day truly special.
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