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				The pony was sad.	He walked slowly down

			

		

		
			
				the path. His head was hanging down. He did

			

		

		
			
				not notice the butterfly.	He did not see the

			

		

		
			
				sunlight dancing through the trees. He didn’t

			

		

		
			
				even see the fox at first.

			

		

		
			
				“Hi!” said the young fox.	He was excited

			

		

		
			
				to find the pony.	His eyes were hopeful.

			

		

		
			
				“Where are you going?”

			

		

		
			
				“I’m not sure,” answered the pony.	“I’m

			

		

		
			
				just having a bad day.”

			

		

		
			
				“Don’t worry,” said the fox.	“My friend

			

		

		
			
				and I will cheer you up!”
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				The raccoon and the fox hopped up on the moss

			

		

		
			
				covered rocks.

			

		

		
			
				“Tell us about it,” encouraged the raccoon.

			

		

		
			
				“Others in my herd said I run too much, and I

			

		

		
			
				play too rough,” said the pony.	“My mother told me

			

		

		
			
				I need to think of others.”	He shook his head and

			

		

		
			
				nearly cried.

			

		

		
			
				The raccoon spoke with a kind voice.	He could tell

			

		

		
			
				the pony was young.	“Nobody is perfect, but God

			

		

		
			
				loves all of us anyway.	Have you talked to him?”

			

		

		
			
				The pony began to calm down.	“I’m not sure

			

		

		
			
				how,” he said quietly.	He remembered that his

			

		

		
			
				mother had tried to explain it, but he sadly hadn’t

			

		

		
			
				paid attention.

			

		

		
			
				“We will show you,” said the raccoon.
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					They walked along together through the bright

				

			

			
				
					green trees.	The pony was in the middle. The fox

				

			

			
				
					looked up at him.	“You can run REALLY fast!”

				

			

			
				
					the fox told him.

				

			

			
				
					“Thanks!	Would you like to go for a ride?” the

				

			

			
				
					pony asked him. “I would love to run again!”

				

			

			
				
					“That would be AMAZING!” the fox replied.

				

			

			
				
					He quickly jumped onto the pony’s back.	He

				

			

			
				
					couldn’t believe he had the chance to ride a pony!

				

			

			
				
					“Make room for me!” said the raccoon.
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The pony had so much fun running that he hadn’t
even felt the vine. It was wrapped around his leg.
He began stomping around, but it wouldn’t come off.
It made him angry.

“Don’t worry,” said the fox. “I can help you.”

The fox gently chewed off the vine, being careful
not to hurt the pony.

“Thank you very much,” said the pony.

The fox then used his teeth to pull a thorn out of
his own paw.

“You don’t seem upset. Aren’t you mad?” the
pony asked him.

“Why should I be?” the fox answered. “It’s been
a wonderful day.”
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“You must love to run. Would a nice run make you happy?”
the raccoon asked the pony, trying hard to cheer him up.

“Oh, yes!” the pony said with excitement.

“Well, let’s go!” said the fox, with a gleam in his eye. They
all sprinted off through the meadow.

The raccoon was the first to get tired. The fox tried to keep
up with the pony, but was the next to stop. The pony,
however, ran and ran. The raccoon and fox patiently waited,
watching him enjoy the moment. The flowers made a soft
colorful carpet beneath his hooves. Finally, the pony finished
running.

“Doesn’t it upset you that you can’t run fast?” the pony
asked the raccoon.

m No,” replied the raccoon. “There is always something to
" be thankful for. I'm good at climbing trees.”
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“Prayers are how we talk to God,” said the
raccoon. “We pray about lots of things.
Sometimes we pray for others, or ask for help.
Sometimes we pray because we are thankful.”

“We have a special prayer, too,” said the
fox. “We say it every day.”

Then the fox and the raccoon lowered their
heads and said the prayer together.

“Thank you God for all we have.
Thank you for your love.

Help us be kind and gentle,
Guide our paws from up above.”

The pony was curious. “I really like that,” he
told them. He thought it was perfect. It made
him sad that he couldn’t use it himself. After
all, he didn’t have paws.
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The fox led the way to a sparkling waterfall. “This is
our peaceful place,” he told the pony. “We love it
here.”

The pony looked up and all around. He loved the
hidden world. The mist of the waterfall covered his fur.
The water made a soft musical sound as it fell. Fish
darted around in the shallow pool.

The pony had been thinking. “Can you pray about
ANYTHING?” he asked.

“Yes, but we have to trust that God knows best,”
replied the raccoon. “Not all prayers are answered like
we hope.”

“They’re not?” asked the pony.

“No, I prayed to be really big,” said the raccoon.

“And I prayed to run as fast as the wind,” added the

fox. “But I'm not that fast. Our prayer for a new friend
was answered though!”
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It didn’t take them long to find the raccoon.
The raccoon saw them and came out smiling.

“We have the friend we prayed for!” said
the fox.

. “Wonderful!” answered the raccoon.
“Welcome to our forest. Isn’t it a perfect day?
The breeze feels wonderful, and the birds are
singing.” 5

The pony looked around. “Yes, it is a nice {
day, but I still feel sad.”
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