Black Sheep


A white sheep lived in fear.  The beautiful moor was a dangerous place with cold, biting wind, sharp cliffs, and wolves.  The only way to stay alive was to stay with the flock.  When the ram moved, the ewe followed up craggy rocks and down through prickly bushes with the rest of the sheep.  But she wondered what it would be like to move on her own, to choose her own path up the hill, or eat alone on the moor.  Then she remembered the stories told in the warmth of the flock at night about sheep found frozen after stopping on their own to feed, pregnant ewes devoured by packs of wolves, others falling to their deaths over the cliffs.  She trembled closer to the flock for safety, but she longed to be free.


Only the black sheep stood alone.  He found his own food, water and shelter.  The others said he was foolish, that one day he would be eaten by the wolves; but several times, she saw the black sheep find a smoother path, a greener grass, drier place to sleep. If he could choose his own way and live, couldn’t she?  Should she live in fear or freedom?


One day, while the flock grazed, the sky suddenly grew dark.  The air whipped wildly and streaks of light flashed angrily overhead.  The ram moved.  The flock followed.  The sky roared.  The ram ran faster leading the flock out onto the moor away from the barn, the grove and pasture.  The flock’s hooves beat faster and faster.  The ram leads them on in the thickening darkness and the white sheep followed as she had so many times before, fear pumping through her.


As she rounded a bend, she saw him.  The black sheep stood off to the side, shouting above the hoof beats, “ STOP!”  But the flock kept on, their hooves thundering.  She couldn’t see in the pitch black what was ahead but something was wrong.  It wasn’t just the storm.  There was danger.  She was more afraid now than ever before, but she knew she had to make a choice.  Follow the flock into danger or listen to her own heart and stop.


Again, she heard the black sheep shout, “NO!”


She stopped.  She listened.  In the dark, the clatter grew quieter and quieter.  The flock disappeared into the dark moor; then there was silence.  Only she and the black sheep were left.


When the sky cleared, she stood at the cliff’s edge.  The ram and the rest of the flock had run over the edge in panic.  Following in fear, they had not been led to safety but to their deaths.  She had put her faith in herself.  And lived.

