


The Boy and the Calf

Çınar BİBER



Tommy lived on a farm with his Grandpa Walter. He was seven

years old, with messy sandy-brown hair and a straw hat with a

frayed brim. Every morning, Tommy pulled on his blue overalls

over his red checked shirt and helped Grandpa with the

animals. The farm was full of clucking hens, sleepy pigs, and

one old horse named Pepper. Tommy loved every corner of it.
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One sunny afternoon, Grandpa Walter drove the truck up the

dusty lane. In the back stood a small calf with a creamy-white

coat and soft brown patches. Her big dark-brown eyes looked

wide and worried. A blue rope halter with a tiny brass bell

hung loosely around her neck. 'She's a rescued calf,' Grandpa

said gently. 'She needs a safe home now.'
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The calf trembled in the corner of the pen. Her floppy ears

drooped, and her thin tail stayed still. Tommy sat on an

upturned bucket and spoke in a soft voice. 'Hello, little one.

I'm Tommy. You're safe here.' The calf blinked her long lashes

but did not move. Tommy decided to call her Buttercup,

because of her creamy coat and sweet face.
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The next morning, Tommy brought a bucket of fresh milk to

the pen. Buttercup backed away, her small nubby horns barely

poking through her fluff. Tommy set the bucket down and

stepped back. 'It's okay,' he whispered. 'I'll wait.' He sat

quietly on the grass until Buttercup crept forward, sniffed the

milk, and took a tiny sip. Tommy smiled a warm, friendly smile.
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Each day, Tommy visited Buttercup with food and soft words.

He told her about the hens and the old horse Pepper. He told

her about the red tractor and the big oak tree. Buttercup

began to lift her head when she heard his boots. Her floppy

ears perked up, and her tail gave a little swish. Grandpa

Walter watched from the fence and nodded proudly.
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Tommy wanted Buttercup to feel happy, so he invented games.

He hung a soft rope from a post with a small empty bucket on

the end. Buttercup nudged it with her pink nose, and it swung

back. She jumped and kicked her heels. Tommy laughed. 'You

like that, don't you?' He made a ball from old cloth and rolled

it gently toward her. Buttercup chased it around the pen.
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One day, Tommy brought a big cardboard box and cut a hole in

the side. He filled it with sweet-smelling hay. Buttercup sniffed

the box, then poked her head inside. She found a few apple

slices hidden in the hay. Her tail wagged fast. Tommy clapped

his hands. 'You're so clever, Buttercup!' The little calf pranced

around the pen with the brass bell jingling.
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Buttercup still felt shy when new noises came. When the farm

dog barked, she ran to the far corner. Tommy sat nearby and

talked softly until she calmed down. 'It's just Rufus,' he said.

'He's friendly.' Buttercup crept closer, her big eyes watching

Tommy's face. She trusted his calm voice. Grandpa Walter

said, 'Patience is a fine gift, Tommy.'
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Tommy made a maze from hay bales in the pen. Buttercup

followed him through the winding paths. Sometimes she got

stuck and gave a tiny, worried moo. Tommy guided her with

gentle taps and kind words. 'This way, Buttercup.' When she

found the end, she got a carrot. Her dark eyes sparkled. She

nuzzled Tommy's overalls as if to say thank you.
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Grandpa Walter showed Tommy how to brush Buttercup's coat

with a soft brush. Buttercup stood still and closed her eyes.

The brush moved in slow, smooth circles. 'She likes that,'

Grandpa said. Tommy brushed until her cream coat shone.

Then he scratched behind her floppy ears. Buttercup leaned

into his hand. Her brass bell jingled softly, like a happy little

song.
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One windy afternoon, a metal gate banged shut with a loud

clang. Buttercup jumped and bolted to the corner. Tommy did

not chase her. He sat down on the straw and waited. 'It's only

the wind,' he said softly. 'I'm right here.' Slowly, Buttercup

walked over and pressed her warm head against his shoulder.

Tommy wrapped his arms around her neck. 'You're safe,' he

whispered.
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From that day, Buttercup followed Tommy everywhere. She

walked beside him to the henhouse and waited while he

gathered eggs. She stood near the fence when he helped

Grandpa fix the tractor. When Tommy sat under the oak tree,

Buttercup lay down with her head in his lap. Grandpa Walter

smiled. 'You've earned her trust with kindness, Tommy. That's

a special thing.'
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Tommy and Buttercup became best friends. They played hide-

and-seek in the tall grass, and Buttercup always found him

with her keen nose. Tommy taught her to come when he called

her name. Her brass bell rang across the farm as she trotted to

him. Even Pepper the old horse seemed to smile when they

passed by. The farm felt warmer with their friendship.

13



Grandpa Walter said, 'A gentle heart can make a frightened

creature feel safe.' Tommy nodded. He had been patient and

kind every day. He had given Buttercup food, soft words, and

fun games. In return, she gave him her trust and love. That

night, Tommy fell asleep listening to the soft jingle of her bell

in the barn. He knew he had a friend for life.
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The next morning, Tommy ran to the pen with a bucket of milk.

Buttercup was already waiting at the gate, her tail swishing.

She gave a happy moo and nuzzled his pocket for a treat.

Tommy laughed and hugged her. 'Good morning, Buttercup!'

Grandpa Walter watched from the porch, his white moustache

curling into a smile. The sun rose warm over the farm.
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Tommy learned that kindness and gentle companionship can

build trust. Buttercup had been scared and lonely, but

Tommy's patience changed everything. Now she was playful

and affectionate, and they were best friends. On the farm,

every day brought new games and new adventures. And every

evening, Tommy whispered to Buttercup, 'You're my best

friend.' The little calf jingled her bell in happy agreement.

16


