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I th M t mountains of Spain, a
n e 0 n Sec goatherd lived with his
goats. One day he was having a siesta under a great oak tree
which gave lovely cool shade on hot summer days. His flock was
tired as they had been walking and grazing since six o’clock that
morning. Now the goats had full bellies and the sun was at its
hottest, high in the sky.

Suddenly, there was a whoosh of wind and from nowhere, huge
multi-coloured wings were circling above. The goats became very
agitated and were jumping around in terror. The goatherd was
awake immediately. He always slept with one eye open as he had
to be alert to anything that might be a danger to his flock, such as
wild dogs, eagles or shakes. He looked up and smiled. It was only
a hanglider which had been flying too low and now was forced

to land. The pilot gave an anxious wave to the goatherd. She
was worried that he would be annoyed with her for scaring his
animals. This had happened once before when she was flying in
England. On this occasion the goatherd just gave a friendly wave
as the goats seemed to have recovered and had already returned
to their midday siesta.

The pilot quickly disassembled her hanglider and went over to
apologise to the goatherd who was still sitting under the oak tree.
She was so eager to meet a real goatherd, as in Holland, where
she was born, they had all disappeared.

A few months later, the goatherd who was called José and the
pilot whose nhame was Marina, met once again at the local village
festival where they danced all night. They were so happy and
decided to live together in the mountains where the air was clean
and healthy.









































































