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  Shrek the Sheep




   




  Part One




  I will never forget my first haircut.




  It was after my first birthday, and boy, did I hate it.




  ‘Come on, Shrek,’ my owner said. The other Merino sheep baaed.




  ‘It isn’t so bad!’ one of the bigger sheep said.




  ‘I don’t want to have my hair cut!’ I cried.




  My owner, who couldn’t understand the sheep language, didn’t listen. He took me into a different barn and cut my hair. For a sheep, it isn’t called a haircut, it is called ‘being sheared’. Whatever it was called, I hated it.




  I hated being sheared!




  I cried and cried as my owner sheared me.




  ‘What’s the matter, Shrek?’ he asked.




  ‘I hate being sheared!’ I tried to tell him, but he didn’t understand.




  ‘You’re a Merino sheep,’ he said, ‘and if I don’t cut your hair, it will grow and grow until you can no longer see.’




  ‘I don’t care!’ I cried, but he didn’t listen. My white hair was on the ground all around me and suddenly, I was cold.




  ‘Let’s return you to your pen now,’ he said. ‘I need to shear five more sheep before lunch.’




  ***




  ‘You look so strange,’ my younger brother said to me.




  ‘Shut up!’ I told him.




  ‘Ha ha! You look like… like a naked sheep.’




  ‘I am a naked sheep,’ I told him. ‘The farmer took all my hair.’




  ‘It is normal,’ said an older sheep named Kurt. ‘When you are young, being sheared is scary. When you are older, it is nice. Our hair is too hot and uncomfortable, especially in summer.’




  ‘Why do humans need our hair?’




  ‘They make clothing out of it,’ he explained. ‘One big sheep can make an entire suit for a human. It’s an honor!’




  ‘A suit?’




  Kurt the sheep smiled. ‘A suit is something humans wear to look professional.’




  ‘Why don’t sheep wear suits?’ my younger brother asked.




  ‘Because we already look professional,’ said Kurt the sheep. ‘Just look at us! We are beautiful, handsome creatures. We have white hair, long noses and big eyes – humans are jealous of us!’




  ‘Are you sure?’ asked my little brother.




  ‘Of course I’m sure! If humans didn’t think we were beautiful, they wouldn’t want to wear our wool.’




  ‘Well, I still don’t like having my hair cut,’ I told the older sheep.




  ‘Oh, come on Shrek, it wasn’t that bad. Why didn’t you like it?’




  ‘Our owner used something strange to cut my hair. It felt… electric.’




  ‘Electric shears. He shaved your hair off, to be exact.’




  ‘Electric? You mean like lightning?’ my little brother asked.




  ‘Exactly like lightning,’ said Kurt.




  ‘How do humans use lightning?’




  Kurt bent down and ate some grass. As he chewed he said, ‘Humans are friends with lightning. They ask the lightning for help and the lightning gives them just a little electricity.’




  ‘You sure are smart, Kurt,’ my younger brother said.




  ‘Thanks.’




  ‘How did you learn all this anyway?’ I asked.




  ‘From my grandfather. He was the smartest sheep in New Zealand!’




  ‘New Zealand?’ my brother and I asked at the same time.




  Kurt the sheep shook his head. ‘You boys need to do some studying! New Zealand is the name of this land, of our home.’




  ‘The farm?’ I asked, looking back at the barn.




  ‘No, no… the farm is in New Zealand. New Zealand is the name of the land.’




  ‘Who gave it that name?’ my brother asked.




  ‘Sheep did,’ said Kurt. ‘Long ago, humans could understand sheep. In fact, we always used to talk to humans. Unfortunately, their language changed and now we can’t understand each other.’




  ‘So New Zealand is… a sheep word?’ I asked.




  ‘Yes,’ said Kurt as he chewed more grass. ‘Although the humans changed it… it used to be New Sheepland!’




   




  Part Two




  I didn’t care what Kurt said about humans and sheep. I knew that I never ever wanted to have my hair cut again. For the next six months, I planned my escape. I noticed that we lived near a few very large mountains. If I was careful, I could run away to the mountains before my owner caught me.




  Of course, I had to be careful in the mountains. There were wolves and other wild animals there. Kurt said there were ghosts, too, but I didn’t believe him. Every day I stared up at the mountains, thinking about my escape. It would be difficult, but if I made it around a few large rocks…




  ‘What are you looking at?’ my brother asked.




  ‘A butterfly,’ I said.




  ‘I don’t see it.’




  ‘It flew away.’




  Finally, the day came to escape. It was a warm day, which was exactly what I was waiting for. I needed time to find shelter in the mountains, and a warm day usually had a warm night. My hair wasn’t thick yet, so I had to watch the weather.




  Our owner approached the flock of sheep and whistled as he always did. ‘Come on!’ he shouted. ‘Get into your pen.’




  The sheep ran towards the pen and in the confusion, I ran the opposite way. There were at least 400 sheep, so disappearing wasn’t so hard. However, the next part was more difficult, but, luckily, my younger brother was willing to help.




  To make sure that our owner didn’t see me, my brother ran into him, knocking him over. ‘Hey!’ our owner shouted as he fell to the ground. My brother pressed his body into the farmer. ‘What are you doing?’




  This gave me the time I needed to get behind the large rocks. I was safe! All I had to do now was wait for our owner to close the sheep pen and go back into his house.




  ‘No more haircuts!’ I said with a smile.




   




  Part Three




  Living in the mountains wasn’t so bad. I woke up early every morning, stretched and ate grass. I found a nice little cave, hidden from the farm below. At night I slept at the back of the cave, which was nice and cozy. Sometimes the wind whistled through the rocks, but it didn’t scare me… I knew it wasn’t a ghost.




  Sure, I missed my little brother, and even Kurt, but I also liked being alone. Being alone was nice. I thought about the world and the other sheep. I thought about the moon and the sky, and if there were any sheep with wings.




  I thought that if I had wings, I would fly around the world and visit other sheep. There must be sheep in other places and sometimes, when I was really lonely, I thought about what the sheep looked like.




  My hair grew and grew. It started around my belly and quickly moved to my back. It grew from my back to my tail and to my face.




  After the first two years, it became difficult to see. I constantly had to squint at things because hair was covering my eyes. It also was harder to walk. The hair added several kilos to my body. One day, I drank from a mountain stream and saw my reflection. I didn’t even recognize myself!




  ‘Who’s there?’ I asked into the water. ‘Oh, it’s you, Shrek, I mean, it is me.’




  Finding food in the mountains was difficult in winter. I had to press my head through the snow to find dead grass. While my hair made my body look fat, I was actually very thin. Sometimes I heard the sound of wolves at night. Wolves were very scary. If they found me, they would eat me. I had to be careful.




  A few more years passed. I lost track of the days. I couldn’t remember how long I had lived in the mountains. Sometimes I looked at the farm below, but usually, I slept or ate. Sleeping was a great way to pass time. I also had dreams, which was nice.




  One night, a wolf entered my cave.




  ‘Hello?’ the wolf called. ‘Are you here, sheep?’




  ‘No one is here,’ I answered.




  ‘Who said that?’ he asked.




  ‘Not a sheep, that’s for sure.’




  The wolf growled. ‘I smell a sheep!’




  ‘No you don’t,’ I said in my manliest voice.




  ‘What are you then?’




  ‘I’m a monster!’ I leapt out of the shadows in front of the wolf. Once the wolf saw how big I was, he ran away.




  ‘There’s a monster in there!’ he shouted as he ran down a mountain. ‘A big, furry cloud monster!’




   




  Part Four




  My hair kept growing, making it difficult to move. I tried to walk, but I couldn’t take more than fifty steps without getting hot and tired. I slept in the same cave, and was frightened one day when I heard the voice of a human.




  ‘I’ve never been up here before,’ said a girl.




  ‘I know,’ said her father. ‘We are always so busy at the farm…’




  I recognized the voice immediately… it was my owner! I tried to hide in the back of the cave, but I slipped on a rock and fell onto my side. A few rocks tumbled out of the cave.




  ‘What was that?’ the girl asked. I heard the sound of a gun being loaded.




  ‘It might be a wolf, stay behind me.’




  My owner entered my cave and I held my breath. It was impossible to get up and I was trapped.




  ‘What in the… ?’




  ‘What is it, Dad?’




  ‘I think… it’s a sheep!’




  I felt a pair of hands turn me back onto my legs.




  ‘It’s… it’s…’ My owner checked a tag on my ear. ‘It’s Shrek!’




  ‘Who?’ the girl asked.




  ‘He ran away when you were just two years old.’

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
TALES 4

a collection of short stories






OEBPS/Images/image.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





