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The Girl and the Ferret

Jane MEADOW



Sophie had always wanted a pet of her own. On a bright
Saturday morning, she and her mom drove to the animal
shelter. Sophie wore her mustard-yellow shirt and teal overall
shorts, and her silver star clip sparkled in her curly ponytail. A
small ferret peeked out from a soft blanket. His creamy white
fur had a dark brown mask around his bright eyes, and his
little pink nose wiggled. Sophie whispered, "Hello, little one."
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The ferret was long and slender, about the length of Sophie's
two hands put together. He climbed onto her arm and sniffed
her freckles. Sophie giggled until her gap-toothed smile filled
her whole face. "He likes me!" she said. Her mom smiled and
adjusted her silver glasses. "He is a young kit, and he needs
lots of play," Mom said. "Are you ready to take good care of
him?" Sophie nodded so hard her ponytail bounced.
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At home, Sophie made a soft bed in a corner by the bookshelf.
She clipped a small blue harness around the ferret's slender
body. A tiny brass bell sang with every step he took. "I will call
you Pip," Sophie said. Pip wiggled and zipped under the couch,
then popped up beside her sneakers. His fluffy tail swished like
a happy flag. Sophie laughed. "You are the wiggliest pet in the
whole world!"



Pip loved to explore every corner of the house. He slid under
chairs and squeezed behind baskets. He climbed into an empty
box and peeked out with his dark round eyes. But one
afternoon, he darted toward a pile of loose wires near the wall.
Sophie's heart jumped. "Pip, no!" she called, scooping him up
gently. Pip squirmed, curious and wiggly. Sophie held him
close and thought hard.



Sophie sat on the rug with Pip cupped in her hands. "You are
fast and curious," she told him. "But some places are not safe
for a ferret." Pip blinked and sniffed her thumb. Sophie looked
around the room and had an idea. "You need your own place to
wiggle," she said. "A place where I can watch you and cheer
for you." She found a long cardboard box and set it on the
floor.




Sophie cut round holes in the box and taped the pieces
together. Her mom helped, holding the tape and smiling her
gentle smile. "Ferrets love tunnels," Mom said. "They zip
through them like little trains." Sophie lined the tunnels with a
soft old towel so Pip's paws would feel cozy. She placed one
end near the couch and the other near the rug. "There!" she
said. "Now you have a safe place to play."
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Pip sniffed the tunnel entrance. His pink nose twitched. Then
he dove inside and wiggled forward, his long body stretching
and bending. The brass bell on his blue harness jingled softly.
Sophie knelt beside the tunnel, her star clip shining. She
watched his fluffy tail disappear into the dark. "He is really
going!" she whispered. Mom stood back with a warm,
approving smile.



Pip popped out the other end! Sophie clapped and cheered.
"You did it, Pip!" He looked up at her with bright, happy eyes,
then zipped back through the tunnel the other way. Sophie
laughed so hard her freckles scrunched. She ran to find a
small ball and a soft toy mouse. "Let's hide these inside," she
said. "Then you can find them!" Pip wiggled, ready for the
game.



Sophie tucked the toys into the tunnel and watched. Pip slid in
and sniffed along the towel. He found the ball first and pushed
it out with his nose. Then he wiggled back and came out
holding the toy mouse. Sophie cheered again. "You found them
both!" Her mom pulled up a chair and sat nearby. "You are
keeping him busy and safe," Mom said. "That is exactly what a
ferret needs."



Some days Pip ran in and out of the tunnels for a whole hour.
Sophie made the games harder and hid toys under cups and
inside small boxes. Pip loved to knock the cups over and dig
out his prizes. His bell jingled and his tail spun like a little
propeller. Sophie kept the tunnels near her, so she could
always see him. "You are safe here," she told him. Mom
watched from her chair, nodding.

10



One evening, Pip seemed restless. He ran to the tunnels, then
back to the toy box. He climbed onto Sophie's shoulder and
sniffed her ear. Sophie noticed he had already found every toy
twice. "You need something new," she said. She looked at her
mom. "Can we make a bigger tunnel path?" Mom thought for a
moment, then smiled. "Yes, but we will build it together and
keep it safe."




Sophie and Mom gathered more boxes and a roll of tape. They
made a winding path with three tunnel entrances and a small
open play area in the middle. Sophie placed a soft blanket
there and a little dish of water. "This is Pip's playground," she
said. When they finished, Pip dove into the first tunnel and
wiggled through every bend. Sophie knelt and cheered each
time he popped out, and her mom clapped softly.
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From that day on, Pip had a safe place of his own. Sophie
played with him every morning, hiding toys and watching him
zip through the tunnels. When he needed a rest, Pip curled in
his blanket nest with his fluffy tail over his nose. Sophie
learned that a pet needs more than food and water. A pet
needs safe spaces and lots to do, and a kind friend who
watches and cheers.
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One afternoon, a neighbor visited with her little boy. He saw
Pip dash through the tunnel and gasped with delight. "Can I
try?" he asked Sophie. "You can hide a toy for him," she said,
"but we must keep him safe, so no loose wires and no running
away." The boy nodded and placed a ball at the tunnel
entrance. Pip found it in a flash, and everyone laughed.
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Sophie sat on the rug with Pip in her lap. His little bell jingled
as he nuzzled her hand. "You are a fun pet," she told him, "but
you need safe spaces and lots to do." Mom sat beside her and
touched her ponytail gently. "You learned something special,"
Mom said. "A happy pet needs a safe place to play, and a
happy girl needs a pet to care for." Sophie smiled her bright,
gap-toothed smile.




Pip popped out of his tunnel one last time and climbed onto
Sophie's shoulder. His blue harness looked smart, and his bell
sang a tiny song. Sophie looked at her safe tunnels, her happy
ferret, and her smiling mom. "We make a good team," she said.
And every day after that, Sophie cheered for Pip, gave him
safe places to play, and kept him wiggly, busy, and loved.
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