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I
t was 

a cold, 

wet 

night at 

Mossy 

Bottom 

Farm. 

The distant 

sound of 

thunder could 

be heard over the soft snores of 

the Flock coming from the barn. 

Everyone was sleeping soundly. 

Everyone apart from Shaun. 

DRIP, DRIP, DRIP, rain was falling onto 

Shaun’s face, disturbing his slumber. 

Looking up Shaun could see a hole in 

the roof above where he slept. Getting 

up and placing a bucket where he’d 

just been lying, Shaun moved his pillow 

and blanket to another haybale across 

the barn.

PLINK, PLINK, PLINK, the sound of 

the rain falling in the bucket wasn’t 

going to stop Shaun falling asleep 

again. But the sound of quacking 

would! Happily swimming in the bucket 

of roof water was a delighted duck. 

Shaun couldn’t believe it; how could he 

get back to sleep with that noise  

going on?

Looking up at the small 

hole in the roof, an idea 

came to Shaun. He 

walked over to 

the box of junk 

in the corner of 

the barn and took out 

a mallet and a bottle. 

Using his teeth, Shaun 

removed the cork 

from the bottle 

and placed the 

bottle back in 

the box.

Outside 

the night is 

as miserable 

as ever 

but Shaun 

persevered 

climbing the roof. He 

pushed the cork into the little hole and 

began to hammer it with the mallet. 

THUNK, THUNK, THUNK. 

But the old roof had been repaired 

before, and the rusty sheet of metal 

Shaun was balancing on rattled and 

gave way. CRRRRACK! 

Leaving an even bigger hole in  

the roof!

The sound was heard by Bitzer 

and the Farmer who were covering 

haybales in the next field. 
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All the Flock inside the barn were 

startled awake. Especially Shirley, who 

was sleeping right below where Shaun 

was. She was now getting wet from 

the rain coming in from the hole in 

the roof above. Her thick wooly fleece 

provided a nice, soft landing for Shaun. 

UNTIL…WHEEEEEE, BONK! The 

mallet landed on his head.

Meanwhile the Farmer and Bitzer 

were walking through the rain to the 

barn. Opening the large barn door, 

the Farmer sees the scene inside. All 

the Flock are circled round something 

broken on the floor. Looking up the 

Farmer gasped, seeing the huge hole 

where rain was streaming in. However, 

the cork Shaun had used to fix the 

smaller hole was still perfectly in place. 

The Farmer then signaled to Bitzer to 

move the Flock, before walking back 

out into the RAINY NIGHT.

Bitzer knew it was his time to shine. 

He blew his WHISTLE loudly, shocking 

the sheep. He ordered them outside. 

The Flock trudged single-file out into 

the rain, carrying their pillows, blankets 

and toothbrushes with them. But once 

they were outside, the rain stopped, 

and the clouds parted revealing a 

beautiful, clear STARRY SKY.

Shaun turned to the Flock 

and was about to lead them 

back towards the barn, but 

it was too late. Bitzer had 

coned and taped off the 

entrance. DANGER! NO 

SHEEP ALLOWED! Blowing 

his whistle again, Bitzer 

began marching the 

sheep away from  

the barnyard.

Meanwhile in the pig pen, 

the three naughty pigs were all 

awake inside their sty. They were 

reading a comic book by the light of 

a torch, snorting and grunting with 

laughter. The sound of Bitzer’s whistle 

interrupted their snorty chuckles. 

Poking their heads out of the 
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sty, they saw Bitzer looking pleased 

with himself, and a confused and 

sleepy looking Flock. 

The pigs scowled at their 

unwelcome guests but Bitzer waved 

the Flock forwards.

Shaun and the Flock took one 

look at the mud and filth the pigs 

were standing in and shook their 

heads. They refused to move… 

until Bitzer growled. With Shaun 

leading the way, the Flock filed past 

the grumpy pigs. As Timmy’s Mum 

passed them, holding Timmy in her 

arms, one of the pigs opened wide 

his mouth and let out a terrible 

squealing laugh. 

The noise and the sight of the 

pig’s filthy teeth made Timmy spit 

out his dummy and cry. Timmy’s 

Mum glared at the pigs but kept 

walking past.

Bitzer stopped the Flock in front 

of the water trough and motioned 

for them to wash before bed.

Timmy’s Mum wasted no time, she 

plonked Timmy onto the raised edge 

of the trough and began scrubbing at 

his face with a pink washcloth until 

it was squeaky clean. The rest of 

the Flock began to wash too. Shaun 

was brushing his teeth standing next 

to Nuts, who had grabbed a bright 

red pair of pants from the side of 

the trough and was using them as a 

washcloth – much to the shock of the 

other sheep next to him. 

Just as Timmy’s Mum snapped 

a pink, frilly shower cap over her 

curlers, there was the sound of 

something whizzing through the air. 

SPLAT – a gigantic glob of mud landed 

right in her face.  

The Flock froze, wondering what 

was going on. Soon more splodges 

of mud started raining down on the 

Flock of clean sheep.

As well as the mud whistling through 
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the air, the sound of grunting could be 

heard. Over at another trough the pigs 

were also washing, but they weren’t 

using water, they were using mud! The 

naughty pigs were making such a mess, 

shoving their faces into the trough, 

they were SPLATTERING mud and muck 

everywhere. They even used mud to 

brush their teeth!

The pigs snorted with laughter 

when they looked across to the water 

trough and saw the shocked and MUD-

SPATTERED sheep looking back at them. 

But there was no time for the Flock to 

wash again as Bitzer was stood by the 

sty pointing at his watch; it was way 

past their bedtime. So the tired sheep 

picked up their pillows and followed 

Shaun towards the sty.

Just as Shaun was about to enter 

the small shelter, the naughty pigs 

barged in front of the Flock and dived 

headfirst into the sty. Shaun then dove 

after them, with the rest of the Flock 

following. It wasn’t long before the little 

sty was COMPLETELY FULL. 

Bitzer could only see a wall of wool, 

with a few tails and legs sticking out. 

The other end of the sty was no 

better, it was a wall of heads and ears.

Bitzer sighed and did his best to push 

the backsides of the sheep further into 

the sty, grunting with the effort. 

POP! Timmy fell out the front end 

of the packed sty and onto the floor, 

still sucking his dummy. Luckily Bitzer 

heard and soon rushed round the sty 

to pick him up. Rolling his eyes at all 

the fuss, Bitzer picked Timmy up and 

stuffed him headfirst into a small gap 

before walking away, yawning. It was 

way past Bitzer’s bedtime too and he’d 

done all he could.

Back in the sty, the Flock were finally 

falling asleep. But the pigs wouldn’t let 

them. Snorts and trumps from both 

ends of each pig made the sheep BAA 

in dismay. 
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The Flock began trying to move in 

the crammed space, but the sty was 

PACKED TOO TIGHTLY. As the Flock 

wiggled and the pigs trumped, the 

shelter itself began to rumble and 

grumble against the strain of being  

so full.

Rivets from the roof 

of the shelter began 

PINGING away from 

the sheet metal, and 

with one last, huge 

bottom burp from 

one of the pigs, the 

sty burst! The Flock 

went FLYING. Sheep 

and pillows landed all 

over the yard. The pigs 

just stood there in the ruins of 

their shelter, looking confused by what  

had happened.

Shaun moved the pillow that had 

landed on his head and looked around, 

dazed. The sight of another sty 

snapped him awake. 

He quickly pointed towards the 

remaining shelter and, quick as a flash 

the Flock grab their PILLOWS and start 

running to the sty. The pigs see what 

the Flock is doing and now the race is on!

Grabbing their own pillows, the pigs 

start SHOVING SHEEP out of their way. 

They reached the shelter at the same 

time as Shaun and Nuts, who are soon 

wacked on the nose by one of the 

PIG’S pillows. 

As the Flock looked up from 

the floor, the pigs stood 

over them shrieking with 

laughter. That’s when 

Nuts lived up to his name.

Nuts lost his cool and 

bumped in to a pig with 

his pillow. The laughter 

stopped, and the pigs 

began advancing towards 

THE FLOCK.

Bitzer was sleeping soundly in 

his kennel but was woken up by the 

sound of an awful racket coming from 

the pig pen. He ran as quickly as he 

could towards the sounds of oinks, 

baas and thwacks. Bitzer, gasped. He 

couldn’t believe what he was seeing. 

The Flock and pigs were having a giant 

PILLOW FIGHT. 

There were sheep on each other’s 

shoulders, bearing down on the pigs. 
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One sheep missed his piggy target 

and ended up hitting his Flock-friend 

in the face. 

The pig giggled, but another 

sheep’s pillow hit him in the back of 

the head. Bitzer blew his whistle to 

try and restore order but was hit by 

a flying pillow. Bitzer had been hit so 

hard his hat was knocked sideways 

and he was seeing double. Now there 

were twice as many pigs and sheep in 

the FIGHT!

Shaun was on the shoulders of a 

bigger sheep, preparing to hit a pig 

over the head with a pillow. Shaun was 

having so much fun, but he was also 

getting very sleepy. Suddenly a fast-

flung pillow launched Shaun sideways. 

He flew through the air, leaving a very 

confused sheep behind. Shaun landed 

on the metal roof of the sty with a THUD. 

From there he could see across 

the fields to the Flock’s old barn. If 

only the roof didn’t have a hole in it 

the Flock could go back there and 

finally get some sleep. He knocked on 

the metal of the sty’s roof and it was 

then that another idea pinged into 

Shaun’s head.

Back amid the CHAOS of the pillow 

fight, the Flock look to be winning 

against the pigs. One pig was lying on 

his back, squealing as the twins are 

about to hit him. 

But before they do, Shaun catches 

their attention. The twins dropped 

their pillows and followed Shaun, 

leaving a still SQUEALING PIG on the 

floor. When the pig realised the twins 

were gone he sat up confused.

Shaun was leading the twins towards 

the Farmer’s house. Telling them to 

keep lookout, he snuck towards the 

door of the house, and in through 

the cat flap. When Shaun reached 

the kitchen, he began rummaging 

through one of the drawers, until 

he found what he came for. A metal 
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tin opener. It wasn’t long before 

Shaun was back on the barn’s roof 

HAMMERING at the metal with one of 

the twins helping him. 

He leaned back to inspect his 

handywork, it’s surprising what can be 

achieved with just a hammer and a tin 

opener! Meanwhile in the pigpen Bitzer 

was blowing his whistle again, though 

he didn’t look like he expected anyone 

to listen to him… which was just as 

well; nobody was.

The PILLOW FIGHT between the 

Flock and the pigs was showing no 

sign of calming down, it looked chaotic 

than ever. 

In one last attempt to gain control, 

Bitzer blew the whistle as hard as he 

could. He blew so hard he passed out! 

Luckily Shaun had arrived. He stood 

over the unconscious Bitzer and took 

the whistle. 

Then, lifting it to his own lips, Shaun 

gave one long, loud blast. Silence fell 

instantly across the pigpen.

Motioning to the Flock Shaun 

SIGNALED for all the sheep to leave. 

With Shaun leading the way, the Flock 

carried the still unconscious Bitzer out 

of the pigpen and across the yard. At 

the gate of the pigpen, the three 

naughty pigs taunted the 

Flock, trying 

to entice them 

back into the 

pillow fight. 

Shaun simply 

laughed and 

kept leading the 

Flock away.

The night had 

become MISERABLE 

and rainy again.  The 

Farmer hummed as 

he made his way out of his 

house into the RAIN, carrying with him 

planks of wood and some sheet metal 

to fix the roof. As he got outside, he 

was astounded to see that the barn 

roof had already been FIXED. Someone 

had placed a square sheet of metal 

neatly over the hole that had been 

there before. He scratched his head 

and groaned in confusion before giving 

up and going back inside out of the rain. 

NAUGHTY PIGS in their sty were 

snoring loudly but the rain was now 

coming down heavily. Large plops of 

rain were landing 
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End of 
Sample


