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Çınar BİBER



On a sunny morning, a boy named Leo skipped down the lane

to the pony pasture. His curly dark-brown hair bounced with

every step, and his hazel eyes sparkled with curiosity. He wore

his favorite mustard-yellow t-shirt and blue denim overalls. In

his satchel, he carried a juicy red apple. 'Today I'll make a new

friend,' he said with a bright, open smile.
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In the pasture stood a young chestnut pony with a creamy

white blaze on her face. Her fluffy cream mane had a little red

ribbon tied in it, and her blue halter matched the sky. She

watched Leo with dark, gentle eyes. When he waved, her ears

flicked forward. 'Hello, pony!' Leo called. 'I'm Leo. Want to be

friends?' The pony took a small step back and swished her tail.
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Leo climbed onto the wooden fence and held out the apple.

'Come on, take it!' he urged. But the pony didn't move. Her

ears turned sideways, and she stamped one small hoof. 'Why

won't she come?' Leo wondered. He waved the apple faster.

The pony tossed her head and trotted to the far side of the

pasture. Leo frowned. 'I just want to be friends,' he said.
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Just then, a kind stable hand named Mia walked by. 'That's

Clover,' she said. 'She's gentle, but she likes to take her time.'

Leo sighed. 'I tried to give her an apple, but she ran away.' Mia

smiled. 'Did you notice her ears?' Leo shook his head. 'Her

ears tell you how she feels,' Mia said. 'When they're flat back,

she's worried. When they're forward, she's curious.'
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Leo watched Clover from the fence. Her ears were relaxed,

pointing softly to the sides. Her tail hung loose. 'She looks

calm now,' Leo whispered. He climbed down and walked slowly

toward the gate. 'I'll try again,' he said. 'But this time, I'll go

slow.' He opened the gate with a soft click and stepped inside,

keeping his voice low. Clover lifted her head but didn't run.
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Leo remembered Mia's words. He stood still and let Clover

look at him. Her ears swiveled toward him, then relaxed. He

took one slow step, then another. 'Easy, Clover,' he murmured.

'I'm not going to rush you.' Clover's tail gave a gentle swish,

and she took a step closer. Leo's heart thumped, but he stayed

calm. 'That's it,' he said softly. 'Nice and slow.'
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Next, Leo tried a gentle routine. Every morning, he brought a

small bucket of fresh water and set it down quietly. Then he

stood a few steps away, humming a soft tune. At first, Clover

just watched. But by the third day, she walked over to the

bucket and drank while Leo hummed. 'You like that, don't

you?' Leo whispered. Clover's ears perked forward, and she

nickered softly.
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Leo learned to read Clover's signals. When her tail swished

fast, he stepped back. When her ears relaxed, he came closer.

When she lowered her head, he offered a gentle pat on her

neck. 'You're telling me what you need,' Leo said. 'I just have

to listen.' Clover nuzzled his shoulder, and Leo laughed. 'That

tickles!'
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One afternoon, Leo brought a soft brush. 'May I brush your

mane?' he asked. Clover stood still, so Leo brushed gently,

starting at her shoulder. She leaned into the brush and let out

a happy sigh. 'You like that,' Leo said. 'Me too.' He worked

slowly, and Clover's eyes grew soft. When he finished, she

followed him around the pasture like a friendly shadow.
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Leo decided to try walking with Clover on a lead rope. At first,

she pulled ahead, and Leo tugged back. 'Wait!' he said. But

Clover just tossed her head. Leo remembered to be gentle. He

loosened the rope and walked beside her, matching her steps.

'Let's go together,' he said. Clover slowed down, and they

walked side by side. 'That's better,' Leo smiled.
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One day, a loud noise made Clover jump. A gate had banged

shut in the wind. Her ears flattened, and she danced on her

hooves. Leo didn't pull or shout. He stood still and spoke softly.

'It's okay, Clover. I'm here.' He waited until her ears relaxed.

Then he gently led her to a quiet corner. 'You're safe,' he

whispered. Clover leaned her head against his chest.
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From that day, Clover trusted Leo completely. She came when

he called and followed him everywhere. They played a game:

Leo would hide a small treat under a bucket, and Clover would

nudge it over to find it. 'You're so clever!' Leo laughed. Clover

nickered and nuzzled his satchel, looking for more treats.

'Okay, okay,' Leo said, pulling out a carrot.

12



Leo realized that trust had grown from small, gentle moments.

'I used to think I had to be the boss,' he told Mia. 'But Clover

taught me to listen.' Mia nodded. 'Respect matters more than

control,' she said. Leo smiled. 'And kindness too.' Clover

nuzzled his shoulder as if to agree. 'You're my best friend,' Leo

whispered. Clover's ears perked forward, and she nickered

softly.
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Now Leo and Clover have a special routine. Every morning,

Leo comes with a soft hello and a gentle pat. Clover greets him

with a happy nicker. They walk together, brush together, and

even nap in the sun. 'We understand each other,' Leo says.

'She tells me with her ears and tail, and I listen with my heart.'

Clover swishes her tail and rests her head on his shoulder.
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Leo's friends ask how he trained Clover so well. Leo shakes his

head. 'I didn't train her,' he says. 'We learned together. I watch

her signals, and she watches mine.' He gives Clover a gentle

scratch behind her ears. 'It's about trust,' he says. 'And being

gentle.' Clover nuzzles his hand, and Leo grins. 'See? She

agrees!'
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So if you ever meet a pony, remember Leo and Clover. Move

slowly, speak softly, and watch for signals. Ears forward mean

curious; ears back mean worried. A gentle routine builds trust.

And trust turns into friendship. Leo learned that respect and

kindness matter more than control. And Clover? She found a

best friend who listens. That's the best kind of all.
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