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The Boy and the Horse

Jane MEADOW



Ethan lived in a little white house at the edge of a green
meadow. Every morning he packed his small green canvas
satchel and ran outside to play. He loved the smell of fresh
grass and the sound of birds singing. But more than anything,
Ethan loved horses. He dreamed of riding fast across the fields
with the wind in his curly dark hair.
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One sunny day, Ethan's neighbor Mrs. Hart called him over.
“Ethan, I want you to meet Willow," she said with a warm
smile. Behind the red barn stood a large chestnut-brown horse
with a soft grey-white muzzle. Her long grey-streaked mane
hung gently over her neck, and her warm dark-brown eyes
blinked slowly at him.




Willow wore a simple brown leather halter with a shiny brass
ring. Her eyelids drooped a little, and a few faint white hairs
sprinkled her face. "She is a retired horse," Mrs. Hart
explained. "She worked hard for many years. Now she needs a
friend who is gentle and kind." Ethan nodded eagerly. His
hazel eyes sparkled with excitement and curiosity.
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Ethan climbed onto Willow's back and clicked his tongue. But
Willow only walked a few slow steps and stopped with a heavy
sigh. Ethan tried again, but she would not trot or gallop. His
bright smile faded into a frown. "Why won't she run?" he
asked, feeling sad and a little disappointed.
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"Willow is old, Ethan," Mrs. Hart said softly. "Her legs are
tired, and long rides hurt her. She cannot run like she used to.
Ethan slid down from the saddle and looked at Willow. Her
gentle drooping eyelids seemed to say, I am sorry, little friend.
His heart felt heavy. He had wanted so much to ride fast with
her.



That night, Ethan sat by his window and thought about Willow.
He remembered her warm dark-brown eyes and her soft grey-
white muzzle. She looked kind, even if she could not run.
"Maybe riding isn't the only way to have fun," he whispered to
himself. The moon shone bright over the meadow, and Ethan
made a plan.




The next morning, Ethan hurried to the barn with his green
canvas satchel full of surprises. He pulled out a soft brush with
a wooden handle. "I am going to take care of you, Willow," he
said. Willow tilted her head and let out a quiet, gentle whinny:.
Her grey-streaked mane swayed as she turned to look at him.
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Ethan began to brush Willow's chestnut-brown coat in long,
slow strokes. The brush moved gently over her back and her
softly rounded sides. Dust floated away in the sunlight, and her
coat began to shine. Willow closed her eyes and lowered her
head. She loved the gentle grooming more than anything. Her
tail swished happily.




"You like that, don't you?" Ethan laughed. He brushed her
grey-streaked mane until it was soft and smooth. He cleaned
her brown leather halter and polished the brass ring. Then he
picked out her hooves, just like Mrs. Hart showed him. Willow
stood perfectly still, enjoying every minute of the caring and
attention.




After grooming, Ethan clipped a long lead rope to Willow's
halter. "Let's take a slow walk together," he said. They
wandered along a quiet path beside the meadow. Willow
stepped carefully, her grey-white muzzle close to the flowers.
Ethan walked by her side, matching her slow and peaceful
pace. The sun felt warm on their backs.
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On cool days, Ethan brought out Willow's soft blue blanket. He
draped it gently over her back and fastened it with care.
“There you go, friend," he said. Willow nuzzled his shoulder
with her warm nose. They stood together in the quiet morning,
breathing the fresh air. Ethan felt a happy warmth spread
through his chest.
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One afternoon, Ethan sat on a fence rail beside Willow. "I used
to think riding was the best part of having a horse," he said.
"But I was wrong." Willow turned her head and looked at him
with her gentle dark-brown eyes. Ethan smiled his bright open

smile. "Taking care of you is even better. You are my friend, no
matter what."
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Mrs. Hart watched them from the barn door. "You have learned
something important, Ethan," she said. "True friendship means
caring for someone through every stage of life. You do not

need to ride fast to be a good friend. You just need to be kind."

Ethan nodded, understanding her words deep in his heart.
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From that day on, Ethan visited Willow every single morning.
He brushed her coat until it gleamed like copper. He took her
on slow, peaceful walks through the meadow. Willow's eyes
grew brighter, and she whinnied softly whenever she heard his
yellow boots crunching on the path. Their small, happy
moments filled every day.




Sometimes they simply stood together under the big oak tree,
with no words at all. Ethan rested his hand on Willow's warm
neck and listened to her breathing. The quiet company made
them both feel calm and content. Caring for Willow had
become the best part of Ethan's day, and Willow loved him for
it.




One evening, Ethan whispered into Willow's grey-streaked
mane, "We will always be friends." Willow nudged him gently
with her soft grey-white muzzle, as if to say, Yes, we will. Ethan
had learned that caring for a friend means being kind through
every stage of life. And with Willow by his side, every day felt
wonderful.




