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The Girl and the Goat

Cinar BIBER



Mira skipped along the dusty path to Gran's farm, her green
rubber boots kicking up little puffs of dirt. Her curly black hair
bounced in two puffy buns, and her canvas satchel swung at
her side. She loved visiting Gran, especially on sunny days
when the farm buzzed with life. Today, she hoped to find
something new to explore.



Behind the barn, Mira heard a soft, lonely bleat. She peeked
around the corner and saw a cream-white goat with grey
patches, standing alone in a small pen. His floppy ears
drooped, and his amber eyes looked sad. A blue collar with a
round brass bell hung loosely around his neck. He let out
another long, mournful bleat.




Mira's heart tugged. She walked slowly to the fence and held
out her hand. "Hello, little goat," she said gently. The goat
lifted his head and looked at her with curious eyes. He took a
step closer, his small beard wiggling. "My name is Mira," she
said. "What's your name?" The goat just blinked and sniffed
her fingers.




Gran came out of the farmhouse, her lavender cardigan
flapping in the breeze. She leaned on her wooden walking
stick and smiled. "That's Pip," she said. "He's two years old,
but he seems restless and lonely. Goats need activity and
companionship, Mira. Without friends to play with, they get
sad." Mira looked at Pip and nodded thoughtfully.
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Mira opened her satchel and pulled out a crunchy carrot. Pip's
ears perked up. She held it out, and he nibbled it gently from
her palm. "You like that, don't you?" she giggled. Pip's tail gave
a tiny wag. Mira noticed his sturdy legs and the way he kept
glancing at the big pile of hay bales nearby. "I think you want
to climb," she said.




Gran nodded wisely. "Goats love to climb," she said. "But they
need safe paths and gentle challenges. We can build him a
climbing course with soft hay and sturdy steps. That will give
him exercise and fun." Mira's big dark brown eyes sparkled.
"Can we start now?" she asked. Gran chuckled. "Let's gather
some hay bales and old crates."
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Mira and Gran worked together, rolling hay bales into a small
hill and stacking wooden crates into a gentle staircase. Pip
watched from his pen, his head tilted. "Come on, Pip!" Mira
called. She opened the gate, and Pip trotted out, his brass bell

jingling. He sniffed the hay bales and looked up at Mira with
curious amber eyes.



Mira led Pip to the first low bale. "Up you go!" she
encouraged. Pip placed one hoof on the hay, then another. He
wobbled a bit, then jumped up. His bell jingled merrily. "You
did it!" Mira cheered. Pip looked proud. She offered him a
small piece of apple from her satchel. He gobbled it up and
bleated happily.



Next, Mira showed Pip the crate steps. They were low and
wide, easy for his sturdy legs. Pip climbed up slowly, one step
at a time. At the top, he stood tall and looked around. Then he
leaped down with a joyful hop. Mira clapped her hands.
"You're a natural climber!" she laughed. Pip pranced around
her, eager for more.
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Every day after that, Mira visited Pip. They played climbing
games on the hay bale hill and the crate steps. Sometimes
Gran added a new gentle challenge, like a small ramp or a low
tunnel. Pip grew stronger and happier. His coat shone, and his
eyes sparkled. He greeted Mira each morning with a happy
bleat and a jingle of his bell.
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One afternoon, dark clouds rolled in, and rain began to fall.
Mira couldn't go outside to play with Pip. She watched from
the window as Pip stood in his pen, looking sad and restless.
"He needs activity even on rainy days," Gran said. "We can
bring some safe climbing fun inside the barn." Mira's face lit

up with an idea.
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Mira and Gran set up a mini climbing course inside the barn,
using soft hay bales and a wooden plank. Pip trotted in, his
bell jingling. He sniffed the new path and then climbed up
eagerly. Mira cheered him on. "You're so clever, Pip!" she said.
They played until the rain stopped, and Pip was happy and
tired.




From that day on, Mira and Pip were best friends. They played
climbing games every day, rain or shine. Gran supervised and
made sure every path was safe. Pip grew strong and playful,
and he loved to nuzzle Mira's cheek. Mira learned that animals
need activity and companionship to be happy. "Small acts of
kindness make a big difference," she told Gran.
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Mira started bringing other animal friends to play with Pip.
The farm cat watched from a distance, and the chickens
clucked nearby. Pip didn't feel lonely anymore. He had Mira,
Gran, and a whole farm of friends. His brass bell jingled
happily wherever he went. Mira's satchel was always full of
treats for her goat friend.




One sunny morning, Mira arrived to find Pip waiting at the
gate, his tail wagging. He bleated a cheerful greeting and
nudged her satchel. "You want to play?" she laughed. They
raced to the climbing course, and Pip scrambled up the hay
bales with ease. Mira cheered and clapped. Their games were
full of fun and laughter, and their friendship grew stronger
every day.
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As the sun set behind the barn, Mira gave Pip a gentle hug.
"You're the best goat ever," she whispered. Pip nuzzled her
cheek and jingled his bell softly. Gran watched from the porch,
smiling. Mira had learned that friendship and play can make a
world of difference. And Pip, the lonely goat, was lonely no
more.
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