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Ava skipped down the dusty farm path, her green rubber boots

kicking up little puffs of dirt. Her yellow hair clip held back her

curly brown hair as she looked around with wide brown eyes.

Grandpa Joe walked beside her, his straw hat shading his kind

face. 'Today you'll meet our pony, Rosie,' he said. Ava's gap-

toothed smile grew even bigger.
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In the sunny paddock stood a chestnut pony with a cream-

colored mane and tail. A white blaze marked her forehead, and

four white socks peeked out above her hooves. She wore a

blue halter with a small brass name tag that said 'Rosie.' Ava's

heart fluttered with excitement. 'She's beautiful!' Ava

whispered, her round cheeks glowing.

2



Grandpa Joe knelt beside Ava. 'Rosie is gentle, but she has

feelings just like you,' he said. 'We must watch her ears, tail,

and eyes to know how she feels.' Ava nodded seriously. She

wanted to be friends with Rosie more than anything. 'Can I say

hello?' she asked. 'Let's start slowly,' Grandpa Joe said with a

warm smile.
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Ava took a small step toward the paddock, but Rosie's ears

flicked back and her tail swished. Ava stopped right away. 'Her

ears are flat,' she noticed. 'That means she's not sure about me

yet,' Grandpa Joe explained. 'Let's wait here quietly.' Ava stood

still, watching the pony's every move, her brown eyes full of

patience.
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After a moment, Rosie's ears swiveled forward and her tail

hung loose and relaxed. 'Look, her ears are up now!' Ava said

softly. 'That's a good sign,' Grandpa Joe said. 'She's curious

about you.' Ava felt a little bubble of confidence. 'Can I go

closer now?' she asked. 'Slowly,' Grandpa Joe reminded her.

'Always slowly.'
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Ava walked forward with tiny steps, her green boots making no

sound on the soft grass. Rosie watched her with gentle dark

eyes. When Ava was close enough, she stopped and held out

her hand. Rosie stretched her neck and sniffed Ava's fingers.

'Her eyes are soft and round,' Ava whispered. 'She looks calm,'

Grandpa Joe said. 'You're doing great.'
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Grandpa Joe handed Ava a soft brush. 'Rosie loves being

brushed, but only when she feels calm,' he said. 'Watch her

ears and tail.' Ava brushed Rosie's chestnut coat in slow,

gentle strokes. Rosie's ears stayed relaxed and her tail hung

still. 'She likes it!' Ava beamed. 'Her eyes are half-closed,'

Grandpa Joe said. 'That means she's happy.'
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The next day, Ava came back with Grandpa Joe. Rosie's ears

perked up when she saw Ava. 'She remembers me!' Ava said,

her gap-toothed smile wide. Grandpa Joe gave her a lead rope.

'Walk beside her, not in front or behind,' he said. Ava held the

rope loosely and walked next to Rosie, matching her steps.

Rosie's tail swung gently. 'She's calm,' Ava said proudly.
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One windy afternoon, Rosie's ears pinned back and her tail

swished fast. 'She's nervous about the wind,' Ava said,

remembering what she had learned. 'Let's stand quietly until

she feels safe,' Grandpa Joe suggested. Ava stood beside Rosie

and spoke in a soft voice. 'It's okay, Rosie.' Soon, Rosie's ears

relaxed and her tail hung loose again.
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Ava learned to watch Rosie's eyes. When they were wide and

showed white, Rosie was worried. When they were soft and

half-closed, she was happy. Ava also learned that a swishing

tail meant Rosie was upset, and a still tail meant she was calm.

'You're reading her feelings like a book,' Grandpa Joe said. Ava

felt her confidence grow with each passing day.
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One morning, Rosie nuzzled Ava's shoulder with her soft nose.

'She's saying she trusts you,' Grandpa Joe said. Ava's heart

swelled with pride. 'Really?' she whispered. 'Yes,' Grandpa Joe

said. 'You've been patient and gentle, and you respect her

feelings. That's how friendship grows.' Ava hugged Rosie's

neck carefully, and Rosie stood perfectly still.
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Ava helped Grandpa Joe lead Rosie to the barn. She walked

slowly and watched the pony's ears, tail, and eyes. Rosie

followed calmly, her white socks stepping neatly. 'You're a

natural with her,' Grandpa Joe said. Ava smiled, her round

cheeks pink with happiness. 'I just listen to her,' she said. 'And

she listens to me too,' she added, feeling proud and confident.
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From that day on, Ava and Rosie were best friends. Ava would

sit on the fence and watch Rosie graze, and Rosie would lift

her head and nicker softly. Ava learned that respecting Rosie's

feelings made their friendship strong and happy. She felt brave

and capable, knowing she could understand and care for

another creature with kindness and patience.
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Grandpa Joe and Ava walked Rosie back to the paddock as the

sun began to set. 'You've learned something important,'

Grandpa Joe said. 'Respect strengthens relationships.' Ava

nodded, her brown eyes shining. 'Rosie is my friend because I

listen to her,' she said. Rosie's ears swiveled toward Ava's

voice, and her tail swayed gently. Ava felt a warm glow inside.
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That night, Ava told her family all about Rosie. 'I learned that

ponies have feelings, just like us,' she said. 'And when you

respect their feelings, they trust you.' Her parents smiled

proudly. Ava fell asleep dreaming of Rosie's soft nose and

gentle eyes. She couldn't wait to visit the farm again and show

her pony friend more kindness and respect.
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And so, Ava and Rosie's friendship grew stronger every day.

Ava visited the farm whenever she could, always remembering

to watch Rosie's ears, tail, and eyes. She moved slowly and

listened carefully, and Rosie trusted her more and more. Ava

felt proud and confident, knowing that paying attention to a

pony's feelings and showing respect had made their friendship

strong and happy.
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