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The Cross Shepherd

DICK WHEELED his car out of the shed and got into the driving seat. It was a very nice little car, bright red with silver wheels, and he was very proud of it. It had room for him at the front, and for one more rather small passenger.

The car had a hooter, and two lights in front that you could switch on. Dick worked it with pedals, and could get along very fast indeed. He raced off down the lane at top speed.

‘I’m going to see the lambs jumping about in the field!’ he called to his mother. ‘I’ll be back in good time for lunch.’

He was soon at the big field where the lambs played around the mother sheep. Dick loved to watch them, for they were really very funny. They sometimes jumped on to the top of their mothers – then the big sheep got angry and shook them off.

Dick left his car outside the gate and climbed over into the field. The lambs knew him and came running up. Dick picked one up and cuddled it.

Then a cross voice suddenly came over the field and made Dick jump.

‘Put that lamb down! And get out of the field!’

Dick put the lamb down quickly. He looked to see who was shouting, and he saw a bent old shepherd standing at the door of his hut on the other side of the field. The shepherd was waving his stick at Dick as if he meant to hit him with it.

‘I wasn’t hurting the lamb!’ called Dick. ‘I was only hugging it!’

‘You might drop it and break its leg!’ shouted back the cross shepherd. ‘I haven’t sat up all night long in the cold winter with my lambs just to let a tiresome boy frighten them and hurt them! You get out of the field – you’ll be leaving the gate open next, and letting all the sheep into the road. Be off with you!’

‘I couldn’t leave the gate open because I always climb over it!’ shouted back Dick.

‘Now don’t you stand there talking to me like that!’ said the old shepherd, and he took two or three steps across the field. Dick was really afraid of him, and he ran to the gate, climbed over it, and was soon in his car. He pedalled off down the lane to the hills, thinking that the old shepherd was a very horrid man.

He drove his little car quite a long way, following the paths that ran over the hills. Then he began to feel hungry, so he knew it was time for his lunch.

He pedalled back. It was mostly downhill, so he was soon able to take his feet off the hurrying pedals and put them on the little ledges inside the car, pretending that he really was driving it, just as his father drove the big car.

He came to a little bridge over a stream and stopped for a moment to get out of the car and lean over the side of the bridge to see if there were any fish in the water.

There were no fish – but there was something else! There was a little lamb, struggling to get out of the stream!

‘There’s a lamb fallen into the water!’ said Dick, in surprise. ‘The banks are so steep just here – it must have been a horrid fall. Poor little thing! Whatever can I do to help it?’

Dick ran down to the side of the stream. He looked at the water, which was fairly deep. He could see that the lamb would soon drown if he did not get it out. But the banks of the stream were so steep that it would be very difficult indeed to reach the lamb.

Dick thought for a moment. No – there was absolutely nothing else to do but to jump right into the water, lift up the lamb, and then try to climb out again. He would get very wet but it couldn’t be helped.

So into the water he jumped. Splash! It was nearly up to his waist! The lamb was caught against an old branch that had fallen into the water and become fixed against the bridge. Dick waded to it.

He lifted the lamb up gently and put it round his neck as he had seen the shepherd do when he wanted to carry a lamb and yet keep his hands free. Then he turned to climb out of the stream. It was very difficult.

He lifted the lamb off his shoulders first and laid it down on the bank. Then he tried to scramble up the steep slope. At last he managed to climb up, and he bent over the lamb.

It could not walk. Dick saw that something had hurt its two front legs. Perhaps they were broken. The lamb lay there looking up at him out of frightened eyes.

‘You are begging me for mercy,’ said Dick, ‘but you needn’t. I only want to help you!’

He put the lamb over his shoulder again, meaning to carry it all the way back to the farm and come back for his car later. But the lamb was well grown and very heavy. Dick knew he couldn’t possibly carry it very far. It couldn’t walk – so what was he to do?

‘I know!’ he said suddenly, to the surprised lamb. ‘You shall be the passenger in my car! I can drive you back easily then.’

He put the lamb carefully on the seat next to the wheel. Then he climbed into the driving seat and took hold of the wheel. His wet feet found the pedals and off he went. The lamb lay beside him, feeling more and more surprised, but it trusted this boy with the gentle hands, and was no longer quite so afraid.

People were most astonished to see a lamb as a passenger in Dick’s little car! They turned and stared in amazement.

‘Did you see that?’ they said to one another. ‘That boy had a lamb in his car!’

‘Oh dear!’ said Dick to himself, as he pedalled along. ‘I’ve got to go and see that cross old shepherd now. I can’t just put the lamb into the field and hope he will see it, because he mightn’t notice it was hurt, and it does need its legs mended. But surely he would notice by the evening! Shall I just put the lamb through a hole in the hedge and leave it there without saying anything?’

Dick looked at the lamb. It looked back at him. It had a little black nose and wide-staring eyes. Dick liked it very much, and he suddenly knew quite certainly that he couldn’t push the little creature through the hedge and leave it. He must take it to the shepherd, even though he might be shouted at.

He stopped his car outside the gate. He took the lamb in his arms, opened the gate, shut it behind him, and walked over the field towards the shepherd’s hut. The sheep set up a great baaing when they saw him, and the old shepherd at once appeared at the door of his hut. When he saw Dick carrying one of the lambs again, he went red with rage.

‘Didn’t I tell you to leave my lambs alone!’ he yelled. ‘Didn’t I tell you to get out of my field! You wait till I catch you, you tiresome boy!’

But Dick didn’t run away. He went on towards the shepherd, his heart beating fast. The shepherd raised his stick as if he was going to beat Dick, but the boy called to him.

‘Wait! Wait! This lamb of yours is hurt! I found it in the stream, and its legs are hurt. It must have slipped out of the field and run away.’

The shepherd at once took the lamb from Dick. He looked at its legs. ‘They’re broken,’ he said.

‘Can you mend them?’ asked Dick anxiously.

‘They’ll mend themselves if I see to them now,’ said the shepherd. ‘You can help me if you like.’

‘Oh, thank you,’ said Dick. He followed the shepherd into the hut, and together the two of them gently bound up the little hurt legs. The shepherd made clever wooden splints that he bound fast to each leg. The lamb did not make a sound, but lay quite still, looking up at the two who were caring for it.

‘You’re wet,’ said the shepherd to Dick.

‘Yes. I had to jump in the stream to get the lamb,’ said Dick.

‘This lamb is heavy,’ said the shepherd. ‘Surely you didn’t carry it all the way here from the stream?’

‘No. I couldn’t,’ said Dick. ‘I brought it along in my little car. It was my passenger! But I was afraid of bringing the lamb to you because you shouted at me this morning and were very cross.’

‘Ah! I didn’t know then what sort of a boy you were,’ said the old shepherd. ‘I get boys in here that break down my hedges and frighten my sheep. So I turn them out of my field. But you can come every day, if you like, and you and I will sit here and watch the lambs playing. I can tell you many a strange tale about lambs and sheep.’

‘Oh, thank you,’ said Dick. ‘Now I must go home to my lunch. I’ll come again tomorrow.’

‘You come and have lunch with me tomorrow,’ said the old shepherd. ‘I’ll get my wife to make us a picnic lunch, and we’ll talk together. I could do with a boy like you for company sometimes!’

Dick went home proudly. The cross shepherd wanted him for a friend! No other boy had ever been able to make friends with the old chap – but Dick could go and have lunch with him the next day.

Now the two are fast friends – and the lamb is quite better. It frisks up to meet Dick whenever it sees the boy coming along in his car – and do you know, it lets him take it for a ride once a week down to the village. It sits beside Dick, just like a proper passenger.

You should see how everyone stares!
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