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Maya loved Saturdays more than any other day. On Saturday

mornings, she pulled on her red rain boots and blue

dungarees, slung her green canvas backpack over her

shoulder, and walked to the riding center at the end of the

lane. The air smelled of hay and horses, and her heart felt light

and happy. Today, she hoped to see all the ponies.
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The riding center had a big red barn, a sandy arena, and a

wide green field where the ponies lived. Mr. Hale, the stable

owner, stood by the gate in his green waxed jacket and brown

flat cap. His muddy wellington boots squelched as he walked.

'Morning, Maya,' he called. 'The ponies are out in the field

today.' Maya waved and hurried over.
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Maya climbed onto the wooden fence and looked at the ponies.

There were six of them, all crowded together near the gate.

They swished their tails and pinned their ears. One chestnut

pony with a cream mane and a white blaze stood apart, looking

worried. Maya noticed her red halter with a small brass name

tag. It said Rosie. Maya frowned. Something seemed wrong.
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Rosie the pony kept shifting her feet and glancing at the

others. A small grey pony with a blue halter and a tiny silver

bell stood very close to her, almost hiding behind her. 'That's

Pip,' said Mr. Hale. 'He's the youngest. He follows Rosie

everywhere.' Maya watched the ponies push and fuss. 'They

don't look happy,' she said softly. 'Why are they all bunched up

like that?'
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Mr. Hale scratched his stubbly chin. 'We keep them all

together in one field,' he said. 'It's easier for us. But you're

right—they do seem restless.' Maya climbed down and walked

closer to the fence. Rosie looked at her with gentle dark eyes.

Maya held out her hand. 'Hello, Rosie,' she whispered. The

pony stretched her neck and sniffed Maya's fingers. Her ears

flicked forward, just a little.
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Maya stayed by the fence for a long time, watching. She saw

that the bigger ponies pushed the smaller ones away from the

hay. She saw Pip get chased from the water trough. Rosie

stood in the corner, swishing her tail and looking anxious.

'They need space,' Maya said to Mr. Hale. 'And quiet. And

friends they feel safe with.' Mr. Hale raised his thick eyebrows.

'You think so?'
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Maya nodded. 'At school, when the playground is too crowded,

I feel grumpy too,' she said. 'But when I find a quiet spot with

my best friend, I feel happy again.' Mr. Hale looked at the

ponies, then back at Maya. 'Well,' he said slowly, 'maybe we

can try something different. But I'll need your help. You seem

to notice things I've missed.' Maya smiled her bright, curious

smile.
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Together, Maya and Mr. Hale walked the fields. There was a

small paddock behind the barn with soft grass and a shady

tree. 'This could be a quiet field for Rosie and Pip,' Maya said.

'They're friends, and Pip feels safe with her.' Mr. Hale nodded.

'And the bigger ponies could go in the far field where there's

more room to roam.' They planned and measured and moved

fences all morning.
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While they worked, Maya fetched fresh water and hay. She

talked softly to Rosie and Pip, who watched from the gate.

'You'll see,' she told them. 'It will be much nicer soon.' Rosie

blinked her dark eyes and gave a little nicker. Pip peeked

around her shoulder, his tiny silver bell tinkling. Maya's green

backpack bumped against her back as she carried buckets and

smiled.
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At last, the new fields were ready. Mr. Hale opened the gate

and led Rosie and Pip to the quiet paddock. Rosie stepped onto

the soft grass and lifted her head. She took a deep breath and

let it out in a long, peaceful sigh. Pip trotted beside her, no

longer hiding. He gave a little buck of joy. Maya clapped her

hands. 'Look at them!' she cried.
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In the quiet paddock, Rosie and Pip stood side by side under

the shady tree. Rosie rested her chin on Pip's back, and Pip

closed his eyes. The anxious look was gone from Rosie's face.

She looked calm and content. Maya leaned on the fence and

watched. 'They just needed space and a good friend,' she said.

Mr. Hale smiled. 'You were right, Maya. Kindness and patience

make a big difference.'

11



The next Saturday, Maya hurried back to the riding center.

Rosie and Pip came trotting to the gate to meet her. Rosie

nuzzled Maya's shoulder, and Pip pawed the ground, his bell

jingling. Maya laughed. 'I missed you too!' she said. Mr. Hale

waved from the barn. 'They've been waiting for you,' he called.

'You've made them very happy.'
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Maya spent the whole morning with the ponies. She brushed

Rosie's chestnut coat until it shone. She fed Pip handfuls of

sweet hay. They walked together around the paddock, and

Maya felt a warm, happy glow inside. 'Friendship means

understanding what others need,' she said to Mr. Hale. 'Even

ponies.' Mr. Hale nodded. 'Especially ponies,' he said. 'And

little girls who notice.'
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From that day on, Maya visited the riding center every

Saturday. She helped Mr. Hale check the fields and fill the

water troughs. She learned each pony's name and favorite

spot. The stable was a peaceful place now, filled with

contented ponies and the soft sound of munching hay. Maya's

red boots were always muddy, and her heart was always full.
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One afternoon, Maya sat on the fence with Rosie's warm

breath on her cheek. Pip dozed in the sun beside them, his

silver bell quiet. 'You know,' Maya said to Mr. Hale, 'I used to

think friendship was just about playing together. But it's more

than that. It's about making sure your friend is happy and

safe.' Mr. Hale smiled his warm, crinkly smile. 'That's the best

kind of friendship,' he said.
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Maya walked home in the golden afternoon light, her green

backpack light on her shoulders. She thought about Rosie's

gentle eyes and Pip's happy little buck. She thought about the

quiet paddock and the shady tree. The world felt kind and full

of promise. 'Same time next week,' she whispered to herself.

And she knew the ponies would be waiting, just as happy as

she was.
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