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On a bright Saturday morning, Noah skipped down the gravel
path to the animal shelter. His blue t-shirt with the yellow sun
print glowed in the sunlight. He loved visiting the animals, but
today was special. Mrs. Hale, the shelter owner, had asked for
his help. 'We have a new old friend,' she said with a warm
smile. Noah's hazel eyes sparkled with curiosity. He couldn't
wait to meet the new animal.



Mrs. Hale led Noah to a shady corner of the shelter. There
stood a donkey with a soft grey coat and a lighter muzzle. His
long ears drooped, and his brown eyes looked gentle but tired.
‘This is Barnaby,' Mrs. Hale said. 'He's about twenty-five years
old, the oldest resident here.' Noah noticed the donkey's worn
brown halter with a small brass tag. Barnaby blinked slowly
and gave a soft sigh.
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Noah stepped closer. 'Hello, Barnaby,' he said softly. The
donkey's ears twitched, and he took a slow step forward. Noah
reached out and gently patted Barnaby's neck. The grey coat
felt warm and a little rough. Barnaby leaned into the touch and
closed his eyes. 'He likes you,' Mrs. Hale said. 'Older animals
need extra care and kindness. They deserve a comfortable
place to rest.' Noah nodded, already forming a plan.
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Noah looked around Barnaby's pen. The ground was hard, and
there was only a thin pile of straw. 'He needs a cozy resting
area,' Noah said. Mrs. Hale smiled. 'That's a wonderful idea.
We have some soft hay and old blankets in the barn. Let's build
him a special spot.' Noah's heart raced with excitement. He
couldn't wait to make Barnaby comfortable.
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Noah and Mrs. Hale gathered supplies: fluffy hay, a soft
blanket, and a few wooden boards. Noah carried the hay in his
arms, feeling its sweet smell. Mrs. Hale showed him how to
spread it evenly. 'We'll make a thick bed,' she said. 'Older
bones need softness.' Noah worked carefully, making sure
every corner was cozy. Barnaby watched them with curious,
gentle eyes.




As Noah spread the hay, Barnaby ambled over. He sniffed the
fresh bedding and gave a low, happy snort. 'I think he
approves,' Noah laughed. Barnaby nuzzled Noah's shoulder,
his whiskery muzzle tickling. Noah giggled and scratched
behind the donkey's droopy ear. '‘You're a sweet old fellow,'
Noah whispered. Barnaby's tail swished gently, and he seemed
to smile.




Next, Noah placed the wooden boards to make a low wall
around the resting area. 'This will keep the hay in place,' Mrs.
Hale explained. Noah hammered the nails carefully, his small
hands steady. Barnaby stood close, watching every move.
When Noah paused to wipe his brow, Barnaby nudged his
pocket. 'Are you looking for a treat?' Noah laughed. He found
a carrot and offered it. Barnaby crunched it happily.
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The morning flew by as Noah worked. He spread the soft
blanket over part of the hay. 'For extra warmth,' he said.
Barnaby stepped onto the blanket and circled twice before
lying down. He let out a long, contented sigh. 'He loves it!'
Noah beamed. Mrs. Hale nodded. 'You've done a kind thing,
Noah. Barnaby hasn't been this relaxed in weeks.' Noah felt
proud and happy.
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Noah sat beside Barnaby, who rested his head on Noah's knee.
The donkey's brown eyes were half-closed, and his breathing
was slow and peaceful. Noah stroked the grey-white fringe on
Barnaby's forehead. 'You're a good friend,' Noah said softly.
Barnaby's ear flicked, as if he understood. They sat together in
the quiet, enjoying the warm afternoon.
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Mrs. Hale brought a bucket of fresh water. 'Barnaby needs to
stay hydrated,' she said. Noah held the bucket while Barnaby
drank. '‘Older animals need extra care,' Mrs. Hale reminded
him. 'They can't run and play like the young ones, but they
have so much love to give.' Noah nodded. He thought about
how gentle Barnaby was, and how lucky he felt to know him.
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Suddenly, Barnaby lifted his head and looked toward the gate.
A young goat was bleating loudly, stuck in a corner. 'Oh dear;'
Mrs. Hale said. 'That's Pip. He's always getting into trouble.'
Noah jumped up. 'T'll help!' He ran to the gate and gently led
the little goat back to his pen. Barnaby watched, and when
Noah returned, the donkey nuzzled him proudly.

11




Noah realized that Barnaby had been watching over him.
‘You're a good helper too,' Noah said. Barnaby brayed softly, a
warm, rumbly sound. Mrs. Hale smiled. 'He's not just gentle;
he's also brave and kind. Older animals have so much to teach
us.' Noah hugged Barnaby's neck. 'I'm glad you're my friend,’
he whispered. Barnaby leaned into the hug.
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As the sun began to set, Noah knew he had to go home. 'T'll
come back tomorrow,' he promised Barnaby. The donkey's ears
perked up. Mrs. Hale handed Noah a small bag of carrots. 'For
your next visit,' she said. Noah waved goodbye, his heart full.
He had learned that older animals deserve love and care, and
that friendship can come in the gentlest forms.
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The next day, Noah ran all the way to the shelter. Barnaby was
waiting by the gate, his tail swishing. 'Hello, old friend!' Noah
called. Barnaby brayed happily. Noah gave him a carrot and
then checked the resting area. It was still cozy and warm.
Noah sat down beside Barnaby, and they watched the clouds
drift by. It was the best part of Noah's day.
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Weeks passed, and Noah visited Barnaby often. They became
the best of friends. Noah learned to read Barnaby's moods and
to care for his needs. Mrs. Hale said, 'You have a gift, Noah.
You understand that older animals need patience and love.'
Noah smiled. He knew that Barnaby had given him just as
much as he had given Barnaby.
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One afternoon, Noah brought a small sign he had painted. It
said 'Barnaby's Resting Area' in bright letters. He hung it on
the low wooden wall. Barnaby nuzzled the sign and then
nuzzled Noah. 'It's perfect,' Noah said. And as the sun set over
the shelter, Noah knew that kindness and care had made a
wonderful friendship. Older animals deserve affection, and
Noah was happy to give it.




