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On a sunny farm, where the grass was soft and green, lived a

happy dog named Rusty. He had warm reddish-brown fur, a

lighter cream chest, and floppy ears that bounced when he

ran. Around his neck was a red collar with a small brass tag

that jingled. Rusty loved to run fast, chase butterflies, and

explore every corner of the farm.
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One morning, Rusty ran all the way to the pond at the edge of

the farm. The water sparkled like tiny diamonds in the sun.

There, paddling in circles, was a little duck named Daisy. She

had soft yellow feathers, a bright orange beak, and plump

round body. She looked up and smiled at Rusty.
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"Hello!" said Rusty, wagging his short tail. "I'm Rusty. Do you

want to play?" Daisy quacked happily and swam closer. "I'm

Daisy. I love to swim and splash in the pond. What do you like

to do?" Rusty said, "I love to race! Let's race around the pond!"

But Daisy shook her head. "I can't run fast on land. I like to

swim."
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Rusty didn't understand. "Racing is so much fun!" he said.

"You just run as fast as you can!" Daisy quacked softly. "But I

have webbed feet, not paws. Running is hard for me.

Swimming is easy and fun!" Rusty tilted his head. He had

never thought about that. He loved to run, but maybe Daisy

loved different things.
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"Let's try racing anyway," said Rusty. "I'll go slow." So they

started at a big oak tree. Rusty bounded ahead, then stopped

to wait. Daisy waddled as fast as she could, but she was very

slow. Her little webbed feet slipped on the grass. She looked

sad. "I told you," she said. "I'm not good at running. I like

swimming better."

5



Rusty felt bad. He didn't want Daisy to be sad. "Okay," he said.

"Let's try swimming. I'll swim with you!" So Rusty jumped into

the pond. Splash! The water was cold and deep. Rusty paddled

with his paws, but he wasn't very good at swimming. He

splashed and snorted. Daisy swam circles around him,

giggling. "Swimming is easy for me!" she said.
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But Rusty didn't like swimming much. The water got in his

nose and made him sneeze. He climbed out and shook his fur

dry. "I like running better," he said. Daisy climbed out too. "I

like swimming better," she said. They sat side by side, not sure

what to do. They wanted to play together, but they liked

different things.

7



Just then, a dragonfly buzzed over the pond. Daisy watched it

zip and dip. "I wish we could play together," she said softly.

Rusty nodded. "Me too. But how?" They sat quietly for a

moment. Rusty's ears perked up. He had an idea! "Wait here,"

he said, and he ran off toward the farmhouse.
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Rusty came back with a big smile and a small red ball. "I have

an idea!" he said. "Let's play a game we both can play. We can

roll the ball and splash in the shallow water!" Daisy's eyes lit

up. "I love splashing!" she quacked. So Rusty rolled the ball

into the pond, and Daisy splashed after it. They both laughed

as the water sparkled around them.

9



Next, Rusty said, "Let's play hide and seek! I can hide behind

the tall grass, and you can hide behind the cattails." Daisy

nodded. She hid behind some tall cattails, and Rusty hid

behind a bush. They took turns finding each other. Daisy

quacked with joy when Rusty found her, and Rusty barked

happily when Daisy found him.
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Then they played a game called "Puddle Jump." Rusty would

jump over small puddles, and Daisy would swim through them.

They made up silly rules and laughed a lot. "This is so much

fun!" said Daisy. "I'm glad we found games we both like." Rusty

wagged his tail. "Me too! Friendship is about understanding

what each other likes."
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From that day on, Rusty and Daisy were best friends. Every

morning, Rusty would run to the pond, and Daisy would swim

to the edge to meet him. They played splashing games, hide

and seek, and puddle jump. Sometimes Rusty would run races

by himself, and Daisy would swim races by herself. But they

always came back together for their favorite games.
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One afternoon, a little duckling got stuck in the reeds at the

pond. Daisy quacked for help. Rusty ran to the rescue. He

carefully pulled the reeds away with his teeth, and Daisy

guided the duckling to safety. "You're so brave!" said Daisy.

Rusty smiled. "And you're so good at swimming. We make a

great team!"
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The sun began to set, painting the sky in pink and orange.

Rusty and Daisy sat by the pond, watching the colors change.

"I'm glad we're friends," said Daisy. "Even though we like

different things." Rusty nodded. "Me too. We learned that

friendship grows when we understand each other." They sat

together in happy silence.
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The farm grew quiet, and the stars twinkled above. Rusty and

Daisy said goodnight. "See you tomorrow!" barked Rusty. "See

you tomorrow!" quacked Daisy. As Rusty walked home, his red

collar jingled softly. He felt warm inside. He had learned that

being a good friend means listening and finding ways to play

together, even when you like different things.
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And so, on the farm, a dog and a duck became the best of

friends. They played by the pond every day, splashing and

laughing. They understood each other, and their friendship

grew stronger. Because true friendship isn't about doing

everything the same. It's about caring, sharing, and

understanding what makes each friend happy.
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