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Lily pulled on her yellow rain boots and skipped down the lane
to Farmer Moss's rescue farm. She loved the smell of fresh hay
and the sound of soft moos. Today, a new animal had arrived: a
creamy cow with brown patches and one slightly crooked horn.
The cow stood quietly in the corner of the barn, her big dark
eyes watching Lily. Lily smiled her warm, open smile and
whispered, "Hello, cow. I'm Lily."

1



Farmer Moss tipped his straw hat and said, "That's Daisy. She
came from a place where she didn't have enough space or
friends. She's shy and needs gentle care." Lily nodded, her
hazel eyes wide. She noticed Daisy's red collar with a small
brass bell and the straw bits in her tail. "Can I help?" Lily
asked. "Of course," said Farmer Moss. "But remember, cows
are herd animals. They feel safest together."
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Lily watched Daisy from a distance, not wanting to scare her.
The cow shifted her weight and let out a low, soft moo. Lily's
heart went out to her. She saw how Daisy's droopy ears perked
up when other cows mooed from the field. "She misses her
herd," Lily thought. She decided to be patient and quiet, just
like Farmer Moss said. Slowly, she took a step closer, holding
out a handful of fresh grass.



Farmer Moss explained, "Daisy needs to meet the other cows
soon. A herd gives her comfort and company. But first, she
needs to trust us." Lily spent the morning sitting on an
upturned bucket, humming softly. Daisy edged closer, curious.
Lily didn't rush. She let the cow sniff her hand. "You're safe
here," Lily whispered. Daisy's big, gentle eyes softened, and
she took a bite of the grass. Lily felt a warm glow inside.
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The next day, Lily brought a soft brush from the barn. "Can I
brush you, Daisy?" she asked. The cow stood still as Lily ran
the brush along her creamy white coat. Daisy's tail swished
happily, and she leaned into the gentle strokes. "You like that,
don't you?" Lily giggled. Farmer Moss watched from the fence.
"Brushing helps cows relax," he said. "It's good for their well-
being." Lily beamed and kept brushing.
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After brushing, Lily filled a rack with fresh, sweet hay. Daisy
munched contentedly, her bell jingling softly. "Fresh hay makes
a big difference," Farmer Moss said. "And she needs room to
roam. Cows love to wander and explore." Lily opened the gate
to a small pasture. Daisy stepped out, her hooves sinking into
the soft grass. She looked around, then took a few happy
steps. Lily clapped her hands. "Look at her go!"
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Lily noticed Daisy gazing at the far field where the other cows
grazed. "Can she meet them now?" she asked. Farmer Moss
nodded. "Let's introduce her slowly. Cows have friends they
like to stand near and groom." Lily led Daisy to the fence. The
other cows ambled over, curious. Daisy's ears flicked forward.
She let out a soft moo, and a brown cow mooed back. Lily
smiled. "They're saying hello!"



Day by day, Daisy grew more confident. She stood close to a
spotted cow named Buttercup and a big grey cow called
Storm. They ate together and swished flies away with their
tails. Lily watched them and learned. "Cows really do love
being with their herd," she told Farmer Moss. "Daisy seems
happier now." Farmer Moss nodded. "You're right.
Companionship is important for animals, just like for people."
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One afternoon, a loud tractor rumbled past, and Daisy startled.
She ran to the far corner of the pasture, her eyes wide. Lily
followed slowly. "It's okay, Daisy," she said softly. "I'm here."
She sat down on the grass and waited. Daisy crept closer, her
crooked horn tilted. Lily gently stroked her nose. "The herd is
right there," she pointed. "They'll keep you safe." Daisy
relaxed and walked back with Lily.
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Lily began to understand that gentle care meant more than
food and brushing. It meant quiet time, too. She brought a
book and sat near Daisy while the cow grazed. Sometimes she
sang a little song. Daisy would chew her cud and blink slowly,
peaceful. "You're a good friend," Lily whispered. The cow's
warm breath tickled her cheek. Lily felt calm and happy, and
she knew Daisy did too.
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Farmer Moss showed Lily how to check Daisy's water and
make sure her stall was clean. "A healthy cow needs fresh
water and a dry place to rest," he said. Lily filled the trough
and spread clean straw. Daisy watched with interest. "You take
good care of her," Farmer Moss said. "And she takes care of
you, too. Your quiet kindness helps her well-being." Lily
smiled, her freckles crinkling.




The next morning, Lily found Daisy standing with the herd, her
bell jingling as she walked. Buttercup licked Daisy's neck, and
Daisy leaned into the grooming. "They're best friends now!"
Lily laughed. Farmer Moss joined her at the fence. "See how
her herd helps her feel safe? That's enrichment for a cow—
friends, space, and gentle care." Lily nodded. "I'm glad she's
happy." She felt proud of the part she played.

117



Lily brought a special treat: a handful of dandelions. Daisy
munched them happily, her pink nose twitching. "You're
welcome, Daisy," Lily said. She sat beside the cow, and they
watched the clouds drift by. Lily thought about how much she
had learned. "Friendship makes everyone feel better," she said.
Farmer Moss overheard and smiled. "That's the best lesson of
all, Lily."
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As the sun began to set, Lily gave Daisy one last brush. The
cow's coat gleamed, and her bell chimed softly. "I'll be back
tomorrow," Lily promised. Daisy nuzzled her shoulder. Lily
wrapped her arms around the cow's warm neck. "You're my
best friend," she whispered. The herd mooed softly in the
background, a happy, safe sound. Lily knew Daisy was exactly
where she belonged.




On the walk home, Lily thought about everything she had
learned. Cows need their herd to feel safe. They need gentle
care, like brushing and fresh hay. And they need quiet, kind
companionship. "Just like people," she said to herself. She
couldn't wait to tell her family about Daisy. Her yellow boots
splashed in puddles, and her heart felt full. Gentle care makes
the world better for everyone.
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That night, Lily drew a picture of Daisy with her crooked horn
and red collar. She hung it on her wall. "Goodnight, Daisy," she
whispered. She knew the cow was sleeping soundly in the
barn, surrounded by her herd. Lily fell asleep smiling,
dreaming of the farm. The next day, she would bring more
dandelions and maybe a new song. Friendship and gentle care
made every day brighter for both of them.
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