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The Girl and the Little
Pony

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Every morning, Mia pulled on her yellow rain boots and ran to
the farm at the end of her street. She wore blue overalls over
her red and white striped shirt, and her two short braids
bounced as she ran. The farm had chickens, a cow, and one
little pony. Mia liked the pony best of all. She wanted to be his
friend.



The pony was small and round, about as tall as Mia's waist. His
coat was the colour of cream, and his mane and tail were
flaxen blond. He wore a red halter with a tiny brass bell that
jingled when he moved. One white sock marked his right front
leg. When Mia came near, the pony stepped back and watched
her with dark, friendly eyes.



Mia decided to care for the pony every day. She fed him fresh
hay and cleaned his stall until the straw was soft and sweet.
She filled his water bucket and brushed his cream coat with
slow, gentle strokes. "There you go, little one," she whispered.
The pony watched her from the corner, his ears flicking back
and forth like small flags.




At first, the pony was shy. When Mia reached out, he stepped
away and his ears went back. Mia did not chase him. She
remembered what her grandpa had told her: "A pony's ears
tell you how he feels." So she stood still and watched. His ears

were back, and his head was high. That meant he was worried.
She waited.




The next day, Mia tried again. She moved slowly and spoke
softly. "It's all right," she said. "I just want to brush you." The
pony's ears flicked forward, then back. He took one small step
toward her, then stopped. Mia held out her hand and let him
sniff it. His soft muzzle tickled her fingers. He did not step
away.



Mia learned to read the pony's body language. When his ears
went back, he was worried, so she gave him space. When his
head was low and his eyes were soft, he was calm, so she came
closer. She learned that a swishing tail meant he was cross,
and a lifted front leg meant he was curious. Every day, she
watched and listened.



One morning, Mia brought a soft brush and a bucket of water.
She set them down and waited for the pony to come to her. He
walked over slowly, his brass bell jingling. His head was low,
and his ears were relaxed. Mia smiled. "You're calm today," she
said. She began to brush his cream coat with gentle hands,
and the pony stood still.



The pony started to follow Mia around the farm. When she
carried hay, he walked behind her. When she cleaned his stall,
he poked his head over the door. His dark eyes followed her
everywhere. Mia laughed. "You're my little shadow," she said.
The pony nickered softly, as if he understood. His flaxen mane
flopped over his eyes.
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Mia wanted to teach the pony to walk with her on a lead rope.
She clipped the rope to his red halter and walked slowly. The
pony took a few steps, then stopped and put his ears back. Mia
stopped too. "Too fast?" she asked. She waited until his ears
came forward and his head lowered. Then she walked on, and
he followed.




Some days the pony felt nervous. When a loud truck rumbled
past, his ears went back and his head shot up. Mia did not pull
the rope. She stood still and spoke in a low, gentle voice. "It's
okay," she said. "I'm here." Slowly, the pony's head came down,
and his ears relaxed. He took a step toward her and bumped
her shoulder softly.
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One afternoon, Mia sat on a bale of straw in the pony's stall.
The pony stood beside her, his head low and his ears soft. Mia
stroked his neck and told him about her day. The pony listened
with his dark eyes half closed. Then he rested his soft muzzle
on her shoulder. Mia felt warm and happy. He trusted her.
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From that day on, the pony let Mia come close without
stepping away. He stood quietly while she brushed him and
cleaned his hooves. He followed her to the pasture and waited
by the gate when she went home. Mia's gentle care had built
something special. "You're my friend," she whispered. The
pony's brass bell jingled softly, as if he agreed.
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Mia smiled as she walked home. She had learned that ponies
talk with their ears and their heads and their tails. She had
learned that gentle hands and a quiet voice can say more than
words. And she had learned that trust grows slowly, like a
garden, when you care for it every day. The little pony had
taught her all of this.
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The next morning, Mia ran to the farm in her yellow boots. The
pony was waiting at the gate, his ears forward and his head
low. He nickered when he saw her. Mia threw her arms around
his neck and breathed in his warm, hay-sweet smell. "Good
morning, little one," she said. The pony nuzzled her braids,
and his bell jingled.
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Now Mia and the pony are best friends. She still feeds him and
brushes him and cleans his stall. But now he walks beside her
without a rope, and he follows her everywhere. When his ears
go back, she knows he needs a moment. When his head is low,
she knows he is calm. She reads his body language like a story,
and he trusts her completely.
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Mia learned that gentle care builds trust. She learned that
watching and listening are just as important as doing. The
little pony taught her that friendship grows when you move
slowly and use kind hands. Every day, she smiles because her
gentle care has made a real friend. And the pony smiles too, in
his own pony way, with soft ears and a lowered head.
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