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The Girl and the Pony

Cinar BIBER



At the edge of a green valley stood a small farm with a red
barn and a field of soft grass. Lila lived there with her family
and a woven basket that smelled of apples. She was seven
years old, with two dark braids and a gap-toothed smile. Every
morning she pulled on her mustard-yellow raincoat and red
rubber boots and went out to explore.
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One misty morning, Lila found a new animal in the far field. It
was a young pony, chestnut-brown with a cream mane and a
snowy white blaze on his face. He wore a simple blue halter
and stood very still near the fence. When Lila took one step
closer, the pony tossed his messy forelock and trotted away.

2



Farmer Tom told her the pony's story. He came from a busy
place where nobody spoke softly, so now he was shy and
scared of everyone. "He just needs time," said the farmer
kindly. Lila looked across the field at the trembling little pony.
She decided she would not rush him, not even a little.
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The next day, Lila filled her basket with three shiny red apples.
She walked to the fence but stopped far away. "Hello, little
pony," she said in a soft, slow voice. She set an apple on the
grass and sat down quietly. The pony watched her with dark,
gentle eyes, his long lashes blinking. He did not come. That
was all right.



Lila came back the next morning and the next. Each day she
brought sweet apples and sat in the same spot, humming a
quiet tune. She never chased him and never called too loud.
The pony began to lift his head when he heard her boots on
the path. Still, he kept his distance, and Lila simply waited.
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One rainy afternoon, the pony took a slow step toward her.
Then another. Lila held her breath and stayed perfectly still.
He stretched his neck and sniffed the apple in her basket, then
grabbed it gently with his lips. "There you are," she whispered,
smiling her gap-toothed smile. The pony's ears flicked forward,
curious and calm.




The next day, Lila brought a soft brush with bristles as gentle
as feathers. She let the pony see it first, holding it out in her
open hand. He sniffed it and stamped one small hoof. Slowly,
she brushed his chestnut shoulder. His coat was warm and

soft. The pony sighed a long, happy sigh and closed his dark
eyes.
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Soon they had a gentle routine. Every morning, Lila arrived at

the same time, said the same kind words, and set out apples in
the same spot. Routines helped the pony feel secure, like a soft
blanket around his day. He knew what came next, and knowing
made him brave. Each day he stood a little closer.
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Lila began to brush him every morning, always in the same
gentle way. She brushed his neck, his back, and his messy
cream forelock. The pony learned her voice and her quiet
humming. He learned that her hands were soft and never
hurried. He started to walk toward her when she arrived, his
small hooves soft on the grass.

9



Then came a windy day when a red bucket clattered across the
yard. The pony jumped and shied away, his eyes wide. Lila did
not chase him. She stood still and hummed their quiet tune.
She waited, patient as a stone. After a while, the pony's ears
came up, and he walked back to her on his own.
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From that day on, the pony followed Lila around the green
field. He walked behind her like a shadow, his cream tail
swishing. When she stopped, he stopped too. When she sat on
the fence, he rested his chin beside her shoulder. He nuzzled
her hand, looking for apples and for the soft sound of her
voice.
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Lila's patience had done its quiet work. Trust had grown
slowly, like a seed in spring, one gentle day at a time. One
morning the pony came all the way to the gate by himself and
pressed his warm nose into her palm. Lila laughed out loud.
"You're my friend now," she said, "my very best friend."
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Now the girl and the pony are the best of friends. They spend
long afternoons in the field, with Lila in her mustard-yellow
coat and the pony close beside her. She tells him secrets and
he listens with his dark, gentle eyes. Her red boots walk the
path and his small hooves follow, always together, never in a
hurry.
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When other children come to visit, the pony hides behind Lila
at first. So she shows them her gentle ways. "Speak softly," she
tells them. "Sit still and wait. Let him come to you." They bring
apples and sit quietly in the grass. Slowly, one by one, the pony
learns their voices too, because Lila taught them patience.
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Lila learned something important in that green field. Trust
takes patience, like a garden takes rain. You cannot hurry a
shy heart, but you can bring it kind words, soft brushes, and
sweet apples every day. You can wait quietly and let it come to
you. And when it does, what a warm and wonderful thing it is.
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So if you ever meet a shy pony, or a shy friend of any kind,
remember the girl with the braids and the red boots.
Remember her basket of apples and her quiet voice. Be gentle,
be patient, and let trust grow at its own slow pace. That is how
the girl and the pony became the very best of friends.
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