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discover a reason for Half Moon’s fleece growth by tomorrow. 

Tonight you come, relieve me and take over the first night 

watch. Then I’ll take over for the second half of the night.”

Yumi nods, feeling the rising insecurity at the thought of being 

out alone with the sheep for half the night, “Alright. I’ll talk to 

our parents later. Hopefully they won’t mind us being out all 

night.”

Their mother, however, is less than thrilled when Yumi ap-

proaches her about their plans. “Why, by all good spirits, do 

you want to keep vigil? Even though your brother is already 

twelve years old, you’re both still too young to needlessly 

spend half the night outside in the cold instead of in a warm 

tent!”

But their father says, appeasingly, “Let’s let them have a go, it 

will certainly be an exciting experience. I’ll let Silent Tree know. 

He is going to keep vigil for our camp tonight. At the same 

time, he can keep an eye on our children and the surroundings 

of the barn from time to time.”

Everyone agrees with this suggestion – even Yumi now feels a 

little better at the thought of keeping watch at the sheep shel-

ter all alone in the dark. Silent Tree can be relied upon; under 

his watchful eye, no uninvited guest will be able to slip into the 

camp. 

Several hours later, Yumi sits in the dusk close to her sheep 

and is watching Adjun disappearing toward their teepee to go 

to sleep. So far they have not been able to observe anything 

unusual. Half Moon is still out in the pasture with about half  

of the flock, while the other sheep have already retreated into 

the barn. Shortly before the sun’s last rays disappear under  

the horizon, the remaining sheep are also wandering into the 

shelter. 

Shivering, Yumi covers herself with a warm woolen blanket  

because it has become unpleasantly cold. She is able to watch 

Half Moon closely through a gap in the wooden planks as he 

squeezes in between the other sheep. “It’s gotten cramped in 

there,” Yumi is worrying. When they had built the barn, the 

sheep had been much smaller and slimmer and still had had 

plenty of room. Yumi is listening to the soft, soothing animal 

sounds, hears the crunching of the straw, the soft sounds of 

her sheep chewing their cud, and now and then a soft “Baa!”
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Meanwhile, the birds are ending the day with their many-voiced 

evening twittering. Then the birds’ voices also fall silent and it 

becomes still – very still and very dark. Yumi whispers to her-

self: “Just because it’s dark doesn’t mean I should be afraid! 

Silent Tree keeps vigil and will keep coyotes and other preda-

tors away from our camp.”

All of a sudden she is startled, hearing a cracking sound in 

the bushes. Is there something there? But she doesn’t 

see anything. Inside the barn, the sheep begin to lie 

down for their night’s rest – time and time again one 

keeps moving, causing commotion throughout 

the flock. 

Suddenly, almost silently something large 

and dark flits over Yumi’s head – causing 

her heart to pound wildly. What was 

that? As the shadow lands in one of 

the branches of the nearby tree, she 

can make it out: It’s a night bird – an owl! 

“You scared me!” scolds Yumi in a 

half-spoken whisper. She tries to calm 

down again, but then she can’t 

take it anymore. Quietly, 

she creeps toward the 

teepee and slips in-

side the family 

home through a 

gap between the 

sewn-together bi-

son hide skins. Not till 

she lies down next to Adjun 

does her heart regain its 

composure. Should she wake 

her brother? He would know right 

away that she has been too 

scared of the dark – and 

might laugh at her.

“What are you doing here?” 

Adjun suddenly whispers, “We should 

be watching Half Moon!”

Yumi avoids his gaze and quietly admits: 

“An owl scared me!”

Adjun looks at her searchingly, sighs, but then 

whispers, “You know what, we’ll just both go outside.”

Yumi nods in relief and follows him out of the tent. Together 

with Adjun, she’s feeling more than twice as strong – and dares 

to continue keeping vigil now. 

“Look how crammed our sheep have it in the barn,” Yumi says 

quietly to Adjun as they sit in their watcher’s post. Just as they 
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both are peeking through the gap into the 

barn, it happens: because of the cramped 

quarters the scramble increases, and one ani-

mal after another jumps up. Curiously, the 

siblings are witnessing a scrum – pushing, 

crowding, shoving and groaning as the sheep 

try to make room for themselves. But there just 

isn’t enough space. Finally, one lamb gives in 

to the pressure, is pushed out of the barn by 

the others, and finds itself out in the open. It’s 

Half Moon! 

The sheep inside the barn are gradually lying 

down again until the entire barn floor, in-

terspersed with dry straw, is filled with the 

sheep’s bodies – just not quite as tightly as 

before. The children are watching in amazement as Half Moon 

is squeezing himself under the small canopy on the outside 

wall of the hut next to the barn entrance and lies down there to 

rest for the night – they themselves are shivering from the cold, 

but Half Moon doesn’t seem to mind. 

“Wait here, I’ll be right back,” Adjun says. He hurries to Hama’s 

teepee at the western edge of the camp to wake him. Hama 

doesn’t seem to be surprised at the nocturnal disturbance  

and follows Adjun to the sheep through the stillness of the 

night. 

Together they gaze at the resting Half Moon. Yumi whispers, 

“See how he has to lie there in the cold without being able to 

warm himself by the others. Well, now nothing surprises me 

anymore: when we built the hut, there was enough room for all 

the sheep. Then the lambs grew in size and, about a month 

ago, the other sheep drove poor Half Moon outside when the 

space inside became too crowded. So that’s why he had to 

sleep alone in the cold every night. And that’s why he grew as 

much dense fleece.”

Hama smiles and softly says, “And so you have solved your 

first mystery, and you are beginning to comprehend why our 

bodies and those of our animal friends produce some chang-

es. And you see, just because we sometimes don’t know the 

reason doesn’t mean it’s a curse, a flaw, a defect, or some 

disease.”




