


The Girl and the Donkey
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Maya pulled on her mustard yellow rain boots and grabbed her

green canvas bucket. Today was the first day she would help

Gran at the rescue farm. Her curly black puffs bounced as she

skipped down the path. Gran was waiting by the barn, her

straw hat shading her warm smile. 'Ready to meet Pepper?'

she asked. Maya nodded, her heart fluttering with excitement

and a little bit of worry.
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Inside the barn, a soft grey-brown donkey stood quietly. He

had long ears with dark tips and a cream muzzle. A small

white patch marked his forehead. When Maya stepped closer,

his ears flicked back. He took a step away. 'He's shy,' Gran

whispered. 'Rescued donkeys need time.' Maya held her

bucket tight. She decided to be patient, just like Gran said.
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Gran showed Maya how to fill the bucket with fresh water and

hay. 'Talk softly,' she said. Maya spoke in a gentle voice. 'Hello,

Pepper. I'm Maya.' The donkey watched her with big brown

eyes. His ears stayed back. Maya didn't rush. She set the food

down and stepped away. Gran smiled. 'Good girl. Let him come

to you.'
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The next day, Maya came back with her soft brush. Pepper

stood at the far end of the pen. His ears were still back. Maya

sat on an upturned bucket and waited. She hummed a little

tune. After a while, Pepper took one slow step forward. Then

another. Maya didn't move. She let him decide.
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Each morning, Maya followed the same gentle routine. She

filled the water, set out hay, and talked softly. Sometimes she

just sat and watched. Pepper began to watch her back. His

ears flicked forward, then relaxed. Maya noticed. 'Gran, his

ears are up!' she whispered. Gran nodded. 'That means he's

curious. You're learning his language.'
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One afternoon, Pepper's ears went flat against his neck. Maya

started to step closer, but Gran touched her arm. 'Ears back

means he needs space,' she said. Maya nodded and stepped

away. She sat quietly until Pepper's ears relaxed again. Then

she came near. 'Thank you for telling me,' she whispered to the

donkey.
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Maya learned to read Pepper's body language. When his ears

were loose and floppy, he was calm. When they pointed

forward, he was interested. When they went back, he was

nervous. She gave him space when he needed it. She came

close when he was relaxed. Little by little, Pepper stopped

backing away.
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One day, Maya brought a carrot from Gran's pocket. She held

it out flat on her palm. Pepper stretched his neck, sniffed, and

took it gently. His cream muzzle tickled her hand. Maya

giggled. 'You're welcome,' she said. Pepper's ears wiggled

forward, then relaxed. It was the first time he had taken food

from her hand.
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Maya began to brush Pepper's coat. At first, she only brushed

his shoulder. Pepper stood still. The next day, she brushed a

little further. Each time, she watched his ears. If they stayed

relaxed, she kept going. If they went back, she stopped.

Pepper's soft grey-brown coat grew shiny. He seemed to enjoy

the gentle strokes.
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Gran watched from the barn door. 'You have a gift,' she said.

'You listen to him.' Maya smiled. She felt proud. Pepper was

not just a donkey anymore. He was her friend. But she knew

trust took time. She would keep coming every day, with her

bucket and brush, ready to learn more.

10



Then one morning, something was different. When Maya

arrived, Pepper walked to the gate. His ears were forward and

relaxed. He let out a soft, happy bray. Maya's heart leaped.

'Gran! He's greeting me!' She opened the gate slowly. Pepper

stepped close and nuzzled her shoulder. His whiskers tickled

her cheek.
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Maya threw her arms around Pepper's neck. He stood still,

warm and calm. 'You trust me,' she whispered. Pepper

nickered softly. Gran came over with a carrot piece. 'He chose

you,' she said. 'That's the best reward.' Maya felt tears in her

eyes. All those days of patience had brought them here.
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From that day on, Pepper greeted Maya with a nuzzle every

morning. She would feed him, brush him, and talk softly.

Sometimes they just stood together, watching the clouds. Maya

learned that friendship is built one small kindness at a time.

And Pepper learned that Maya was safe. Their gentle routine

had made them true friends.
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Maya still carries her green bucket and soft brush. Pepper still

wears his brown halter. But now, when she arrives, his ears are

always forward. He nuzzles her shoulder and follows her

around the pen. Gran says they are a perfect pair. Maya knows

that trust is a gift. And she is grateful for her donkey friend.
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One evening, Maya sat on the fence while Pepper grazed. The

sun painted the sky orange. 'I'm glad you're here,' she told

him. Pepper looked up and blinked his long lashes. Maya knew

he understood. Gran came out with two carrot pieces. They

stood together, watching the sunset. It was a peaceful, happy

end to a perfect day.
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Maya learned that gentle routines build trust. Every day, she

feeds Pepper, brushes his coat, and speaks softly. She watches

his ears and gives him space when he needs it. In return,

Pepper greets her with a happy nuzzle. Their friendship grew

from patience and kindness. And that is the best kind of

friendship of all.
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