The Girl andthe



The Girl and the Rescue
Goat

Jane MEADOW



A

Hannah skipped down the gravel path in her yellow rain boots,
blue overalls, and green hat with a daisy. Grandpa Joe's rescue
farm was full of animals, but today a new sound made her
stop. A small, shaky bleat came from the barn. "That must be
the rescued goat," Hannah whispered. Her gap-toothed smile
grew wide with curiosity.



Grandpa Joe met her at the barn door, his round glasses
fogged from the morning chill. "This little one is Pip," he said
softly. "She came from a rocky place where she didn't get
enough food or care. She's scared and lonely." Hannah peeked
inside and saw a cream-white goat with grey patches, one
floppy ear, and a red collar with a brass bell.
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Pip stood knee-high to Hannah, thin legs trembling. Her amber
eyes were wide, and she pressed against the barn wall. Biscuit,
the golden-brown farm dog with a blue bandana, lay nearby,
thumping his feathery tail gently. "It's okay, Pip," Hannah said.
“I'll help you feel safe." But when Hannah stepped closer, Pip
skittered away.




Grandpa Joe showed Hannah how to fill Pip's water bucket and
measure her food. "Kindness starts with proper care," he said.
"Fresh water, good hay, and a warm, dry shelter." Hannah
nodded and set everything just right. She spoke softly to Pip,
but the little goat still hid behind a hay bale. "She needs more
than food," Hannah thought.




The next morning, Hannah noticed Pip staring at the big rocks
near the fence. The goat's thin legs twitched as if she wanted
to jump. "She's a climbing goat," Grandpa Joe explained.
"Goats need to climb and play. Without it, they stay sad and
weak." Hannah's large brown eyes lit up. "Then I'll build her
something safe to climb!"



Hannah gathered smooth wooden planks and sturdy boxes
from the shed. Biscuit trotted beside her, his blue bandana
flapping. "We need ramps, steps, and a platform," she said,
sketching with a stick in the dirt. Grandpa Joe checked each
piece with her. "Safe and strong," he said. "You're learning that
real kindness means doing the job right."
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Hannah hammered and stacked until she had a little climbing
course. She placed it in Pip's pen and sprinkled hay on the
steps. Pip peeked from behind her hay bale, amber eyes
curious. Her floppy ear twitched. "Try it, Pip," Hannah
whispered. The goat took one step, then another, and sniffed
the first ramp.




Pip placed a tiny hoof on the ramp. Her thin legs wobbled, and
she jumped back. Hannah sat quietly nearby, patient as a
stone. Biscuit lay at the edge, wagging his tail. “You can do it,"
Hannah said softly. Pip's brass bell jingled as she tried again.
This time, she made it to the first step and stood tall.
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Each day, Hannah visited Pip after breakfast. She fed her fresh
hay, checked her water, and sat by the climbing course. Pip
grew braver. She hopped up the steps and wobbled across the
platform. One morning, she climbed all the way to the top and
let out a happy bleat. Hannah clapped her hands, and her
curly puffs bounced.




Pip started following Hannah around the pen. The goat nudged
her hand and wagged her short tail. "She's not scared
anymore," Hannah told Grandpa Joe. "She's my friend!"
Grandpa Joe smiled under his worn cap. "Friendship and fun
climbing are making her strong," he said. "You gave her more
than food. You gave her joy."




One afternoon, a gust of wind blew Hannah's daisy hat onto
the highest platform. "Oh no!" Hannah cried. She tried to
climb, but the steps were too small for her boots. Pip tilted her
head. Then the little goat climbed up, step by step, and gently
picked up the hat in her teeth. She carried it down and
dropped it in Hannah's lap.




Hannah laughed and hugged Pip. "You rescued my hat!" she
said. The goat's bell jingled as she nuzzled Hannah's cheek.
From that day on, Hannah built Pip a bigger, safer climbing
wall with Grandpa Joe's help. They added wide ramps and a
sturdy rail. Pip climbed it proudly, and Hannah climbed beside
her on the low steps.




Pip grew stronger and happier every week. Her shaggy coat
shone, and her amber eyes sparkled. She greeted Hannah
each morning with a cheerful bleat. Biscuit and Pip played
chase around the hay bales. Grandpa Joe told everyone,
"Hannah learned that responsible kindness means feeding,
shelter, and fun climbing, too."
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On sunny days, Hannah and Pip had climbing races. Pip always
won, but Hannah didn't mind. "You're the best rescue goat
ever," she said. Pip jingled her bell and nibbled Hannah's
overall strap. The farm felt warm and full of friendship.
Hannah's gap-toothed smile showed how proud she was.
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Hannah learned that real kindness takes patience and care.
She fed Pip, gave her shelter, and built safe places to climb. In
return, Pip gave her a loyal friend. "Animals need more than a
hug," Hannah told Grandpa Joe. "They need the right care,
every single day." Grandpa Joe nodded. "And you gave her
that, Hannah."
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Pip still wears her red collar with the brass bell. She climbs
her course every morning, then curls up beside Hannah for a
rest. Hannah knows that being kind means doing the right
things, like feeding, shelter, and fun climbing. And as Pip
jingles her bell, Hannah smiles, happy that her rescue goat is
strong, safe, and loved.
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