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On a bright sunny morning, a girl named Lily skipped down
the dusty path near her grandmother's farm. She wore her
favorite mustard yellow t-shirt and blue denim overalls with a
patch pocket. Her curly black hair bounced in two short puffs,
tied with a thin green ribbon. Lily loved adventures and
exploring new places, and today the world felt full of surprises.
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Behind the farm's wooden fence stood a small grey donkey
with a cream muzzle and long upright ears. He wore a simple
brown leather halter with a brass buckle. His big dark eyes
with long lashes watched Lily curiously. When Lily waved and
shouted hello, the donkey's ears twitched, and he took a quick
step back.




Lily wanted to be friends right away. She ran toward the fence,
calling out in her loudest, most excited voice. 'Hi, donkey! I'm
Lily!" But the donkey's sensitive ears flattened, and he
scrambled away. In a flash, he galloped to the far corner of the
field and hid behind a big oak tree. Lily stopped, confused and
a little sad.



Lily's grandmother saw everything from the porch. She walked
over and put a gentle hand on Lily's shoulder. 'That donkey is
shy,' she said softly. 'His ears are very sensitive to noise. If you
want to be his friend, you need to be gentle and patient.' Lily
nodded, determined to try again. She wanted to show the
donkey her kindness.



The next day, Lily tiptoed to the fence. She didn't shout or run.
She stood quietly and watched the donkey from a distance.
The donkey peeked out from behind the oak tree, his long ears
swiveling. He took one small step forward, then another. Lily
held her breath and smiled. This felt like a good start.

5)




Lily remembered her grandmother's words. She crouched
down low and opened her hands so the donkey could see she
meant no harm. 'It's okay,' she whispered softly. 'I'll wait right
here.' The donkey watched her with big dark eyes, curious but
cautious. He didn't run away this time. Lily's heart did a happy
little hop.
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Each day, Lily visited the donkey. She walked slowly and spoke
in a soft, calm voice. She never chased him or tried to touch
him. She just sat near the fence and talked about her day. The
donkey listened, his ears relaxed and forward. Sometimes he
even took a few steps closer. Lily felt a warm glow inside.
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One afternoon, Lily brought a handful of fresh grass. She
placed it gently on the ground and stepped back. 'This is for
you,' she said quietly. The donkey stretched his neck, sniffed
the grass, and took a bite. He looked at Lily with soft eyes.
Lily's round cheeks lifted in a big smile. The donkey was
starting to trust her.



Days turned into weeks. The donkey began to walk toward Lily
when she arrived. He still didn't like loud noises, so Lily always
kept her voice low. She learned to read his ears—when they
were relaxed, he was happy; when they flicked back, he
needed space. Lily respected his signals, and the donkey
noticed.



One morning, the donkey walked right up to the fence and
stood close to Lily. She could see the cream fur on his muzzle
and the brass buckle on his halter. 'You're so brave,' she
whispered. The donkey snorted softly and nuzzled her hand.
Lily's dark brown eyes sparkled. She felt like the luckiest girl
in the world.
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Lily decided to open the gate and let the donkey come to her.
She stood still and waited. The donkey took a step, then
another, until he was right beside her. He rested his head
gently on her shoulder. Lily wrapped her arms around his
neck. 'We're friends now,' she said softly. The donkey let out a
happy little bray.
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From that day on, Lily and the donkey were best friends. They
went on walks together, Lily walking slowly and the donkey
following close. She always remembered to be gentle and
quiet. The donkey trusted her completely. Lily learned that
respecting what makes others comfortable is the key to
building trust and kindness.

12



Lily's grandmother smiled as she watched them. 'You see,' she
said, 'kindness and patience can make the wildest hearts
gentle.' Lily nodded, her gap-toothed smile bright. She knew
that being gentle had brought her the best friend she could
ever want. The donkey's ears twitched happily, and he nuzzled
Lily's curly black hair.
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Now, every morning, Lily runs to the field—but not too fast.
She calls softly, and the donkey comes trotting over, his long
ears bobbing. They share secrets and sunny afternoons. Lily's
red sneakers are dusty, and her overalls have grass stains, but
she doesn't mind. Friendship with the donkey is worth
everything.
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When other children ask how she tamed the donkey, Lily
smiles and says, 'l didn't tame him. I just listened and waited.'
She tells them that being quiet and gentle is more powerful
than being loud. The donkey stands beside her, his head
resting on her shoulder, as if to say he agrees. Trust is built
one kind moment at a time.
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And so, Lily and the donkey remain the best of friends. They
understand each other without many words. Lily knows that
respecting comfort builds trust, and the donkey knows that
Lily's kindness will never fade. Together, they explore the
fields, two friends with gentle hearts, proving that patience
and kindness make a wonderful friendship.
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