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For the Classroom
Stories from the Sheep Barn
� by Lyn Barton as told to Lisa Russell and Donna Lee Miele

Mrs. Barton’s kindergarten students had class in 
the sheep barn. You might not think it, but there 
are surprises every day when you have kindergarten 
in a sheep barn. Sometimes there are even magical 
surprises, the kind that no one, neither Mrs. Barton 
nor her helper, Mrs. Russell, can explain.

Butterflies in the Classroom
Butterflies, for instance. Mrs. Barton loved butter-
flies. She loved every living thing that contributed to 
life in the sheep barn, and to life in all the Threefold 
community farms and gardens. Butterflies, as you 
know, sip flower nectar and spread pollen, much the 
same way that bees do. In this way, they help to make 
new seeds for new flowers and fruit. Unlike bees, of 
course, butterflies never sting. They just float beauti-
fully in the sunshine from flower to flower. So Mrs. 
Barton asked Mrs. Russell if she knew how to hatch 
butterflies. 

Mrs. Russell was always bringing surprising 
things to Mrs. Barton’s children. She showed them 
how loofah sponges grow on a vine. She helped them 
grow the gourds that brought rainbow colors to the 
fall garden, and showed everyone how to make a 
birdhouse out of a gourd. She helped to build towers 
out of wood and stone. Of course, she knew how to 
hatch butterflies! 

Butterflies start out, of course, as caterpillars. 
Mrs. Russell brought them in a tiny little cup, where 
they lived quite happily. Every snack time, the 
children could wait their turns to pick up the cup 
and look inside at the caterpillars. Every day, the 
caterpillars got a little bigger. Every day, they wove 
new and thicker webs—not like spider webs, for 
catching other insects, but caterpillar webs, which 
are like practice blankets, fine and silky. The webs are 

practice for the day that each caterpillar will weave 
its cocoon. 

And one day the caterpillars did become 
cocoons. Mrs. Barton gave the children a tiny 
butterfly castle. The children took the cocoons out of 
the little cup, and put them to bed in the castle. 

One rainy day, the cocoons hatched! It was a day 
that any butterfly would be glad to be born in a castle 
rather than outdoors. The children were enraptured 
with the wrinkled, slowly unfolding wings, and the 
butterflies’ long, fine antennae, tipped with soft black 
poufs, like little pompoms. 

Mrs. Barton was ready for that rainy day. She 
knew the butterflies would be hungry. What do you 
feed a butterfly born in a castle? Mrs. Barton decided 
it should be orange juice, straight from a fresh orange. 
Some of the children got right to work preparing that 
orange juice, and not a moment too soon! 

Along with the children, Mrs. Barton opened the 
castle, and the hungry butterflies began to climb out. 
Mrs. Barton squeezed a little orange juice on each 
child’s arm. When the butterfly crawled up the right 
arm, it had a wonderful meal. 

It’s important to be very still and quiet, to make 
your noise and your stillness butterfly-sized, when 
you are feeding a newborn butterfly straight out of 
the cocoon. 

And Mrs. Barton’s children knew this. They held 
perfectly still and watched those baby butterflies 
uncurl their wound-up, curly tongues. The butter-
flies sipped juice, oh so delicately, and they let their 
wings stretch out and dry. With every sip, the butter-
flies became more beautiful, and looked stronger and 
stronger, until. . .

One decided to fly! It could not go outside, 
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because of the rain, but the butterfly didn’t mind. It 
flew down the hall. And that was only the beginning 
of the adventure. The butterfly went into the room 
down the hall, and then into another room, and then 
back to the classroom, and then into the overhead 
light! In the end, he came back for some more juice. 
There was nothing more interesting in the whole 
place than his castle and that good, fresh orange 
juice. 

The rest of the butterflies stayed on the children’s 
arms for a long time. Then the butterflies climbed 
on sliced oranges, and the children carefully passed 
them from hand to hand. 

Everyone had to agree with Mrs. Barton and 
Mrs. Russell that the butterf lies’ curled black 
tongues, sipping juice, their slender legs, and 
their expanding, intricately patterned wings, were 
miraculous. 

The First Hatching of Mantises 
Mrs. Barton also loved another kind of insect, the 
praying mantis. Mantises are good for the farm 
because they are fierce predators of insects that eat 
the farmers’ crops. A farm blessed with mantises will 
be a healthy, well-protected farm. 

“Mrs. Russell,” said Mrs. Barton, “Do you think 
we could have some praying mantis eggs in the 
classroom?” 

What a good idea. Mrs. Russell said, “Of course!” 
Mantis eggs come in a dried-up cluster that looks 

like a leftover piece of a flower, or the stump of a 
peeled stick. But inside are dozens of baby mantises 
just itching to hatch. Mrs. Barton had four of these 
clusters, and on the day they hatched, hundreds of 
babies wiggled out at the same time. 

Mrs. Barton put her hands into the mantis tank 
to help scoop the babies out and into the garden, but 
as soon as the mantises found Mrs. Barton’s hands, 
they didn’t need any help. They wiggled up her arms 
with lightning speed! Then they were on her shirt, 
then on her skirt, and in her hair, and then they were 
all over Mrs. Barton! She was covered in hundreds of 
little mantises, which are very strong and vigorous, 
but gentle, and so tiny that they must have looked 
very funny, prickling and waving from the top 
of Mrs. Barton’s head. The children laughed and 
laughed. No one could ever forget. 

Farmer Josh and Farmer Alexis 
and All Their Animals 
Butterflies and mantises were only the beginning of 
the surprises that came to the sheep barn. Farmers 

Josh and Alexis offered plenty of surprises too. 
Farmer Josh and Farmer Alexis lived across the way 
from the sheep barn, in an old farmhouse, with 
a shed full of animals: ten ducks, two geese, two 
turkeys, two bunnies, and a great big rooster named 
Romeo. The turkeys were named Tom-tom and 
Natasha. 

Every day, Mrs. Barton’s children would 
take their scraps from snack to the animals. The 
turkeys were just babies, no bigger than kittens, 
and they liked the children to hold them in warm, 
gentle hands. 

Romeo, the rooster, was a big, burly, tough 
rooster. He was red, white, and black. Mrs. Barton 
had a doormat welcoming visitors to the sheep barn 
with a picture of a rooster just like Romeo. Maybe 
this was why he thought he was welcome to knock on 
the door any old time he wanted, and ask for a snack. 

Every day, Romeo would come to the door for 
rice, oatmeal, or whatever snack the children were 
having. He looked big and tough, but because the 
children shared their snack every day, he would let 
Mrs. Russell touch him very lightly on the back. If 
his snack wasn’t waiting for him when he came to 
the doormat, he would knock at the door, peck peck 
peck, and the children all knew who was knocking. 

The Sheep in the Road 
One fall, Mrs. Barton asked Mrs. Russell if she would 
like to be with the children and the animals every 
day. Mrs. Russell said yes! She wondered how days 
would be in the sheep barn, surrounded by all of 
those animals. It wasn’t long before she found out. 

Mrs. Barton, Mrs. Russell, and all the children 
were at the greenhouse having circle time when 
Farmer Josh’s and Farmer Alexis’s geese began to 
honk loudly. The sound came from the direction of the 
sheepfold, and sure enough, along with the honking 
came very loud bleating! Someone had left the sheep 
door open, and the geese had gotten into the sheepfold. 

From the greenhouse, Mrs. Barton, Mrs. Russell, 
and the children could see sheep running out the 
sheepfold gate! The geese had chased the sheep out 
of the sheepfold! How silly. The sheep were so scared 
of the geese that they ran right out onto Ackertown 
Road. They kept on running down the road, and they 
didn’t look like they were going to stop! 

Mrs. Barton knew just what to do. “Your car is 
near the sheep barn, Mrs. Russell,” she said. “You 
must herd the sheep!” 

And Mrs. Barton gathered the children close to 
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watch, and to keep out of the sheepfold mischief. 
Mrs. Russell had never herded sheep before. But 

she knew that Mrs. Barton was right. She jumped 
into her car and drove after the sheep. She carefully 
drove around the little flock. The sheep began to slow 
down. Mrs. Russell drove around in front of them, 
and the sheep stopped. But they didn’t turn around 

and go back to the sheepfold. Mrs. Russell knew she 
would have to help the sheep back home, as quick as a 
wink. Cars would soon be coming down Ackertown 
Road, and the sheep would be in danger. 

Mrs. Russell began herding the sheep with her 
car. She drove down the road backward! And the 
sheep turned around and walked in front of the 

It was a long, long winter. Every day there was a 
blizzard. Every night there was a frost. It seemed like 
it would never end. 

All the birds and animals were suffering from the 
long winter. And only Bear was fast asleep in his den. 
He had forgotten, perhaps, that it was time to turn 
over onto his other side.

There is a saying in the forest that as Bear turns 
over to his other side, so the sun will turn towards 
summer. All the birds and animals had been waiting 
for a long time until finally they had completely lost 
their patience. They all came over to Bear’s den to 
wake him up. The patience of all the birds and forest 
beasts had snapped, so they all went to Bear’s den to 
wake him up!

“Bear. It’s time to turn! Everyone is so tired of 
winter. We so miss the Sun! Flip onto your other side!”

Bear did not answer—not even a word. Bear did 
not even move. He just snored.

“I could tap on his head with all my might!” 
exclaimed Woodpecker. “He would immediately 
begin to move!”

“No-o-o,” bellowed Moose. “It should be done 
respectfully, respectfully. Oh, dear Bear,” Moose 
tearfully begged, “ple-e-e-ase hear us. We are begging 
and pleading with you. Turn over! Ple-e-ease! Life is 
so bitter. Everywhere in the woods there is snow up to 
our ears and we moose cannot run away from wolves.”

Bear moved his ears and grumbled, “Why should 
I care? For me deep snow is good. It’s warm in here . . . 
in my den . . . and quiet.”

The White Partridge cried, “Shame on you, Bear! 
All the berries, all the bushes and all the buds are 
covered with snow. There is nothing to peck! Turn 
over, Bear!” 

But Bear kept saying, “It’s ridiculous! If you 
are tired of winter, why should I bother and turn 
over? Why should I care for buds and berries? I have 
enough fat under my skin!”

Squirrel could not bear it anymore and 
screeched, “A-a-a-ah, you are a lazy, wooly mattress! 
You would know how I feel if you ever tried to jump 
from branch to branch all covered with ice until your 
paws were bleeding! Flip, sluggard! I am counting—
one, two, three!”

“Four, five, six,” Bear taunted. “Shoo, shoo out of 
here! I am sleeping . . . “

All the birds and animals grew sad. And then 
all of a sudden, Mouse popped out of the snow and 
squeaked, “Hey, are you all frightened by Bear? I’ll 
turn this short-tailed lazybones in the blink of an 
eye!”

“You? In a blink?” The animals and birds gasped.
“With one left foot!” Mouse bragged.
The next moment, Mouse darted into the Bear’s 

den and started to tickle Bear—running, scratching 
and biting Bear. And Bear began to twitch, jerking 
his feet and squealing like a piglet!

“Stop! Stop!” squealed Bear. “Stop tickling. I am 
turning over!” 

And all of a sudden, a burst of warm air went out 
of Bear’s den like smoke from a chimney. 

Mouse popped out of Bear’s den and squeaked, “I 
told you! I told you! Bear turned over! Hurray!”

And when Bear rolled over on his side, the Sun 
turned towards summer. With each day, the Sun 
got higher and warmer. With each day, spring came 
closer. With each day, it was lighter and happier in 
the woods. 

How Bear Was Turned Over
� Nikolai Sladkov, Translated by Larisa Kuznetsova


