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The Creek Crossing
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[image: Millie sits beside Walnut in a field of white and yellow flowers.]

Millie pulled on her boots and picked up her saddlebag before stepping off the veranda. She tiptoed through the morning grass, careful not to wake Gran’s chickens. The air smelled fresh, and the sun was just beginning to peek over the barn roof. 

Walnut was already waiting at the gate, his soft brown nose poking through the rails.

[image: Millie is dressed in a pink shirt, blue jeans, brown boots, and has a cowboy hat on her head. She has long brown hair. She is walking past the barn.]

“Good morning, Walnut!” Millie whispered. She stroked his nose and slipped him a crunchy carrot. “Ready for an adventure?”

Walnut nickered and tossed his head, the carrot crunching between his teeth.

“Let’s go see the wildflowers,” Millie said, clipping on his lead. “They’re blooming today—I just know it.”

She climbed onto his back, and together they trotted past the apple trees, where white petals floated down like snow. 

[image: Millie rides Walnut past the apple trees which are full of white blossoms.]

“Smell that, Walnut? Apples! We’ll have one later.”

They passed the laundry line, where Gran’s sheets flapped like giant sails. Walnut’s ears twitched at the sound. Millie patted his neck. 

[image: Millie rides Walnut past the clothes line where white sheets are blowing in the breeze.]

“It’s just the wind, silly boy.”

Soon, they reached the little wooden bridge over the bubbling creek. Millie leant forward. 

“Come on, Walnut. The wildflowers are just over there!”

Walnut stopped dead. He sniffed the air, took one step back, then another.

[image: a little bridge over a creek ]

“What’s wrong? It’s just a bridge,” Millie coaxed. She patted his neck. “See? Not scary.”

Walnut snorted and shook his mane.

[image: Walnut won't step on the bridge over the creek with Millie on his back]

Millie slid off and splashed her boot in the water. The creek moved over the smooth stones as dragonflies skimmed the surface. 

“Look, I can stand right here. Easy as pie!”

Walnut watched her, ears flicking, but didn’t budge.

“Okay... maybe from this side?” Millie tried leading him, but Walnut planted his hooves. “Oh, Walnut! You’re heavier than a barn door when you do that.”

She crossed to the other side alone, the boards creaking under her boots. “It’s safe! I promise!”

[image: Walnut looks very scared with eyes wide and sweat!]

Walnut let out a low whinny that echoed over the water.

Millie sighed. “All right, I get it. You need a reason.” She tapped her chin. “What’s your favourite reason for anything?”

Walnut’s ears twitched at the word “reason,” as if he knew.

“Aha!” Millie grinned and reached into the little saddlebag.

[image: Millie is standing next to Walnut looking inside her saddle bag.]

She pulled out a shiny red apple. 

“Apple time! Come on, boy! Look what I’ve got!”

Walnut’s ears shot forward. He stepped onto the bridge. One hoof, then the other. The boards creaked, and he froze.

“You’re doing it!” Millie cheered. “Just a little more!”

[image: Millies holds out a red apple to Walnut so he will follow her.]

Walnut hurried across, stretching his neck for the apple. Millie laughed, hugging him. “You did it, Walnut!”

Walnut crunched his prize, juice dribbling down his chin.

With the bridge behind them, they wandered into the wildflower paddock. Yellow buttercups and purple clover swayed in the breeze, and bees buzzed lazily between them.

“Worth it, right?” Millie asked, letting Walnut lower his head to sniff a patch of daisies.

Walnut snorted in agreement, tail swishing.

The sun warmed their backs as they explored, the bridge adventure already becoming one of their favourite stories to share.

[image: Walnut has a yummy red apple in his mouth.]
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The Birthday Surprise[image: Millie and Walnut are sitting on grass with birthday hats on their heads. Millie is holding a bouquet of flowers.]
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Millie leant over the kitchen table, tongue poking out as she drew a big pink heart on a folded piece of paper. 

[image: Millie is sitting at the table drawing a pink heart on the front of a card]

“Happy Birthday, Mrs Barker!” she read aloud, proud of her curly writing. She added a horse wearing a flowery hat and grinned. “Perfect.”

She rummaged through Gran’s ribbon box. 

[image: Millie is kneeling down looking through a craft box. In her hand is a purple ribbon]

“Purple ribbon—your favourite, Mrs Barker,” she said, tying it neatly around the card. She slipped the card into her basket and dashed outside.

Walnut was dozing under the apple tree, his tail flicking lazily. “Wake up, Walnut! We’ve got a birthday to celebrate.”

[image: Walnut is asleep under an apple tree]

Walnut blinked and stretched his neck toward the basket, trying to nibble the card.

“Hey! Not for you,” Millie laughed, pulling it away. “You can help by carrying the flowers.”

They wandered into the garden. 

“Buttercups, clover... and maybe a few bluebells,” Millie said, picking stems. 

[image: Millie is kneeling down picking flowers that are pink, yellow, and purple]

Walnut followed, snuffling and munching on grass. Every time she bent down, he tried to swipe a flower.

“Greedy!” Millie giggled, tucking the bouquet behind her back. Walnut snatched a daisy anyway and crunched it loudly.

“Fine, you can have one,” she sighed. “But that’s it.”

With the bouquet ready—bright yellow, deep purple, and a few pale blue petals—Millie climbed onto Walnut’s back. 

[image: Millie is riding Walnut with a basket with the birthday card inside and holding the bouquet of flowers.]

“Mrs Barker’s going to love these.”

They trotted down the lane, sunlight warm on their shoulders. Birds chattered in the hedges. Halfway there, a sudden gust—whoosh!—snatched the card from the basket.

“Oh no!” Millie cried.

Walnut spun
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