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The Girl and the Little
Pony

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Mia loved visiting Grandma Rose's farm. It was a place full of
soft neighs, warm hay, and animals that needed care. One
sunny morning, Grandma Rose led Mia to a small paddock.
‘This is Pepper,;' she said. 'He's a rescued pony, and he's very
shy.' Mia peeked over the fence at the little dapple-grey pony
with a white blaze on his face.



Pepper stood at the far side of the paddock. His ears were
flicked back, and his tail swished quickly. Every time Mia
moved, he took a step away. 'He's scared,' Mia whispered.
Grandma Rose nodded. 'He's new here, and he doesn't know
yet that we are gentle. We must move slowly and speak softly.'
Mia promised she would try.



Mia looked at Pepper's big dark eyes and his small, alert ears.
She wanted to help him feel safe. 'I'll be very gentle,' she said.
Grandma Rose smiled, her round glasses catching the light.
‘Watch his ears, his eyes, and his tail,' she said. 'They will tell
you how he feels.' Mia nodded and filled her pockets with soft
apple slices.




Mia opened the gate and stepped in slowly. Pepper's ears went
flat back, and his tail swished fast. Mia stopped right away and
gave him space. 'It's okay, Pepper,' she said in a soft voice. 'l
won't come closer.' She stood still and let him see her. After a
moment, Pepper's ears came up a little, and he stopped
swishing his tail.



Day by day, Mia visited Pepper. Each time, she watched his
ears, eyes, and tail. When his ears went back, she stepped
away. When his eyes were soft and round, she stayed near.
When his tail was loose and still, she knew he felt calm. '"You're
learning his language,' Grandma Rose said. Mia smiled. 'He's
telling me with his feelings,' she said.
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One afternoon, Pepper looked at Mia with calm, curious eyes.
His ears were up and forward, and his tail hung loose. Mia

took a tiny step closer, then waited. Pepper didn't move away.
She reached out her hand slowly and let him sniff her fingers.

'‘Hello, Pepper,' she whispered. "You're doing so well.' Pepper
gave a soft little snort.



The next day, Mia brought a soft green blanket for chilly
mornings. She held it out for Pepper to see. He sniffed it and
then stood still. Mia draped it gently over his back. Pepper
relaxed and let out a long breath. '‘You're learning to trust,’
Mia said. 'And I'm learning to listen to you.' Grandma Rose
watched from the gate and smiled.
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Mia wanted to try a gentle pat. She watched Pepper's ears and
eyes. When he looked calm, she reached out slowly and
touched his neck. Pepper's ears stayed up and his tail was still.
He leaned his head toward her just a little. 'You like that,' Mia
said. 'I'm so proud of you.' Pepper blinked his big dark eyes
and seemed to smile.




Every day, Mia practiced being patient. When Pepper's ears
went back, she gave him space and waited. When he was calm,
she offered a gentle pat. One morning, Pepper walked right up
to her and nudged her pocket. Mia laughed and gave him an
apple slice. 'You're not so shy anymore,' she said. Pepper
followed her around the paddock like a friendly shadow.
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Grandma Rose showed Mia how to brush Pepper's dapple-grey
coat. Mia brushed slowly, watching his ears and eyes. Pepper
stood still and let his eyes close halfway. 'He's relaxed,’
Grandma Rose said. 'You've learned to read his feelings.' Mia
felt proud. She had helped a scared little pony feel safe, one
gentle step at a time.




One windy afternoon, a loud flapping sound made Pepper
jump. His ears went back, and his tail swished fast. Mia did
not rush. She stood still and spoke softly. 'It's just the wind,
Pepper. You're safe.' She waited until his ears came up and his
tail grew loose. Then she offered him an apple slice, and
Pepper took it gently from her hand.
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After that, Pepper trusted Mia more than ever. He let her lead
him with his blue halter on a short, quiet walk around the
farm. Mia walked slowly and spoke softly. 'You're so brave,
Pepper,;' she said. Pepper walked beside her with his ears up
and his tail relaxed. Grandma Rose said, 'Gentle handling
builds trust. You two are a perfect pair.'
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Mia felt warm and proud inside. She had learned to watch for
signs of comfort and stress. She knew that a gentle touch and
kind feelings could help a scared pony feel at home. 'I'm glad
you're here, Pepper,' she said. Pepper nuzzled her shoulder.
Mia giggled and hugged him carefully. It was the best feeling
in the world.
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Now Pepper greets Mia every morning with a soft nicker. His
ears are forward, his eyes are bright, and his tail swings
happily. Mia still watches his signals, and she gives him space
when he needs it. 'You're part of the family now,' she tells him.
Pepper follows her everywhere, happy and safe. Grandma Rose
says they are the best of friends.
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Mia learned that trust grows slowly, like a little seed. It needs
patience, soft words, and gentle hands. When Pepper first
came, he was scared and shy. Now he is curious and
affectionate. 'You helped him feel at home,' Grandma Rose
said. Mia smiled her gap-toothed smile. 'He helped me learn to
listen,' she said. They both felt happy and proud.
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At sunset, Mia sits on the fence and watches Pepper graze. His
dapple-grey coat shines in the warm light. She thinks about
how far they have come. 'Gentle care and kind feelings can
help anyone feel safe,' she tells Pepper. Pepper lifts his head
and walks over to her. Mia pats his neck softly. They are
friends forever, and Mia knows it.
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