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Jack stepped off the bus and smelled fresh hay and warm dirt.

His grandfather's farm spread out like a green quilt, with

sheep dotting the hills like fluffy clouds. Jack pulled his red

hoodie tight and grinned, showing the gap between his teeth.

Yellow boots crunching, he raced toward the barn, eager to

see everything at once.
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Grandfather waited by the wooden gate, his green flat cap

tilted against the sun. His brown cardigan smelled of

woodsmoke, and his grey moustache twitched when he smiled.

"Ready to meet my best worker?" he asked. Jack nodded so

fast his curly black hair bounced. Behind them, a black-and-

white dog with one black ear and one white-tipped ear sat

perfectly still, amber eyes bright.
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"This is Moss," Grandfather said. The border collie's feathered

tail swept the grass, but he stayed seated, red collar bright

against his white chest. Jack reached out a hand, and Moss

sniffed it politely. "He's a sheepdog," Grandfather explained.

"But he wasn't born knowing his job. He had to learn, just like

you learn your numbers at school."
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Grandfather opened the gate and whistled, a short, clear note.

Moss shot forward like a black-and-white arrow. The sheep

lifted their dark faces, then moved together in a woolly wave.

"Easy now," Grandfather murmured. Moss slowed to a creep,

belly low, eyes fixed on the flock. Jack watched, wide-eyed.

"That looks easy," he said. "Can I try?"
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Grandfather shook his head gently. "First, watch. Moss listens

for my signals." He gave a long, low whistle. Moss circled

wide, guiding the sheep toward the pen. The fluffy bodies

turned as one, calm and steady. Jack frowned. "But he's just

running around them," he said. "I could do that." Grandfather's

laugh lines deepened. "Patience, Jack. Watch closely."
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Moss trotted back, tongue out, and sat at Grandfather's feet.

The old man scratched behind the white-tipped ear. "Good dog.

Same signal every time, so he knows what I mean." Jack

kicked a pebble. "But it's slow," he said. "Can't he go faster?"

Grandfather smiled. "Fast isn't the goal. Clear is. Moss has

learned that steady signals keep the sheep safe."
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Jack tried to whistle, but only a puff of air came out. Moss

tilted his head, ears perked. "Try again," Grandfather said.

"Short and sharp." Jack blew harder, and a tiny squeak

escaped. Moss's tail wagged, but he didn't move. "He's waiting

for the real signal," Grandfather said. "He's patient. Are you?"

Jack sighed and nodded, determined to learn.
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All morning, Grandfather repeated the same whistles. Moss

responded each time, guiding the sheep left, right, and

forward. Jack watched the flock move like a slow river, never

bumping or scared. "They trust him," Grandfather said.

"Because he's consistent. Same sound, same action. That's

teamwork." Jack studied the sheepdog's amber eyes, seeing

the focus there. Maybe it wasn't so easy after all.
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At lunch, Jack sat on a hay bale and shared a sandwich with

Moss. The dog rested his chin on Jack's knee. "Do you ever get

tired of the same commands?" Jack asked. Moss just blinked.

Grandfather chuckled. "He likes the work. It's his job, and he

does it well. Repetition builds trust, Jack. Like when I tell you

the same thing and you finally listen." Jack grinned, gap-

toothed.

9



That afternoon, Grandfather set up a small demonstration for

the neighbors. "Jack, you can help," he said. "Stand by the gate

and open it when I nod." Jack's heart thumped. He clutched his

canvas satchel and took his spot. Moss waited, alert. The

sheep milled about, their ear tags flapping. "Remember,"

Grandfather whispered, "watch for my signal. Patience."
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Grandfather whistled, and Moss sprang into action. The sheep

moved toward the gate, but Jack froze. What if he opened it

too soon? He saw Grandfather's tiny nod and swung the gate

wide. Moss guided the flock through in a calm, steady stream.

Jack let out a breath he didn't know he'd held. "I did it!" he

whispered. Moss gave a quick wag of his tail.
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The neighbors clapped, and Jack felt warm inside. Grandfather

ruffled his curly hair. "You see? Clear signals and patience

make everything smoother. Moss trusted you because you

watched and waited." Jack looked at the sheepdog, who sat

proudly, red collar bright. "I couldn't have done it without

him," Jack said. "And he couldn't without your whistles."
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Grandfather nodded. "That's teamwork. Trust grows when we

communicate clearly and stay patient with each other." Jack

thought about how he'd wanted to rush, but watching Moss

showed him a better way. The sheepdog leaned against his leg,

and Jack scratched the white-tipped ear. "I'm glad I was

patient," he said. Moss licked his hand, as if to agree.
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As the sun dipped low, Jack helped Grandfather lead the sheep

back to the pasture. Moss trotted ahead, a black-and-white

shadow in the golden light. "Same signals tomorrow?" Jack

asked. "Same signals," Grandfather said. "That's how trust is

built. One clear command at a time." Jack smiled, his yellow

boots leaving prints in the soft dirt.
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That evening, Jack sat on the porch with Moss at his feet. The

farm lay quiet under a pink sky. "I thought training was easy,"

Jack said. "But it's about being patient and saying things the

same way." Moss yawned and rested his head on Jack's knee.

Jack felt proud of the small part he'd played in the day's work.
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On the last morning, Jack hugged Grandfather goodbye. "You

can come back anytime," Grandfather said. "Moss will

remember you." Jack knelt and held Moss's face in his hands.

"Thanks for teaching me about teamwork," he whispered.

Moss gave a soft woof, and Jack climbed onto the bus, waving

until the farm disappeared, feeling patient and trusted and

ready to help.
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