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In a sunny meadow full of tall grass and wildflowers, there

lived a little peacock. He was small and round, with soft

turquoise-blue feathers and a tiny crest of three feathers on

his head. His short tail fanned out in a shiny fan of green and

blue, with eye spots that sparkled like jewels. He loved to show

off his tail to everyone he met.
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Every morning, the little peacock marched to the middle of the

meadow and spread his shiny tail. "Look at my beautiful

feathers!" he chirped. "They are the shiniest in the whole

world!" The other birds smiled, but they had heard this many

times before. The peacock didn't mind; he was proud of his tail

and loved the attention.
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One day, a new bird wandered into the meadow. She had dark

grey feathers covered in tiny white polka dots, a pale grey

head with a red-orange wattle, and a little helmet-like casque

on top. "Hello," she said kindly. "I'm a guinea fowl. What's your

name?" The peacock puffed up his chest. "I'm the peacock with

the most beautiful tail!"
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The guinea fowl smiled warmly. "Your tail is lovely," she said.

"But I bet you have other talents too." The peacock blinked. No

one had ever said that before. He wasn't sure what other

talents he had. Still, the guinea fowl was so friendly that he

decided to play with her. They chased butterflies and pecked at

seeds together.
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As the days passed, the peacock and the guinea fowl became

good friends. The peacock showed off his tail, and the guinea

fowl told funny stories. They shared tasty bugs and sat

together in the shade. The peacock felt happy. He liked having

a friend who didn't just stare at his feathers. But he still

thought his tail was the best thing about him.
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One afternoon, a strong wind blew through the meadow. The

peacock was busy admiring his reflection in a puddle.

Suddenly, a gust of wind swept him into a thorny bush! He

tumbled and squawked. When he crawled out, his beautiful tail

was tangled and torn. Several shiny feathers were bent, and

one eye spot was completely gone.
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The peacock looked at his damaged tail and felt a big lump in

his throat. "My feathers are ruined!" he cried. "Now I'm not

beautiful anymore. I'm just a plain little bird with a messy tail."

He hid behind a bush and didn't want to come out. He thought

his friend would not want to play with him now.
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The guinea fowl found him hiding. "Why are you hiding?" she

asked gently. "My tail is broken," sniffled the peacock. "I'm not

special anymore. You only liked me for my shiny feathers." The

guinea fowl shook her head. "Oh no, that's not true at all. I like

you for you. Come out and let's talk."
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The peacock slowly came out from behind the bush. His tail

drooped sadly. "But what am I good for now?" he asked. The

guinea fowl looked at him with her round dark eyes. "You have

a very loud call," she said. "Remember how you called out to

warn everyone about the storm last week? That was a great

talent!" The peacock blinked. He had forgotten about that.
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"And you have a brave heart," the guinea fowl continued.

"Remember when you chased away that sneaky crow who was

stealing our seeds? You were so brave!" The peacock thought

about it. He had been scared, but he had done it anyway. "Your

kindness matters too," said the guinea fowl. "You always share

your food with me."
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The peacock looked at his friend. "You really think I'm still

special?" he asked. The guinea fowl nodded. "Of course! Your

feathers will grow back, but your loud call, your brave heart,

and your kindness will always be part of you. That's what

makes you my friend." The peacock felt a warm glow inside.

He realized she was right.
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The peacock lifted his head and gave a loud, happy call.

"You're right!" he said. "I am still me, even with a messy tail."

The guinea fowl laughed. "That's the spirit! Now let's go find

some tasty seeds." They walked together through the meadow,

and the peacock forgot all about his damaged feathers.
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In the days that followed, the peacock's feathers began to

grow back, small and new at first, then bigger and shinier than

ever. But the peacock didn't show off as much. Instead, he

spent time with his friend, sharing stories and helping others.

The other birds noticed he seemed happier than before.
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One day, the peacock spread his new tail for the guinea fowl.

"It's beautiful again," she said. "But remember, it's not the

most important thing." The peacock nodded. "I know," he said.

"True friendship values who you are inside, not just pretty

feathers." The guinea fowl smiled, and they pecked at seeds

together.
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From then on, the peacock and the guinea fowl were the best

of friends. They helped each other every day. The peacock

learned that his loud call, his brave heart, and his kindness

were talents just as special as his shiny tail. And whenever he

felt sad, his friend was there to remind him of who he truly

was.
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And so, in the sunny meadow, the little peacock and the guinea

fowl lived happily together. They played, shared, and looked

out for each other. The peacock never forgot the lesson he

learned: true friends love you for your heart, not for your

feathers. And that is the best kind of friendship of all.
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