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Marley walked slowly towards the strange pony, trying to get a better look 

at him. His patchy brown and white coat was giving him good camouflage in the 

dappled light under the trees, but as she got closer, she saw that his legs were 

white, his mane and tail black, and his head was brown with a straight blaze. The 

rest of him was a stylish patchwork of brown and white, and he stood still and 

watched cautiously as she approached him. The closer she got, the tenser the 

pony became, yet he still didn’t move until she was within a few metres of him. 

Then he started to try and lift his feet, and Marley realised that he was stuck in 

the broken branches.  

“Easy buddy,” Marley said as she walked very slowly towards him. Don’t 

upset him, she counselled herself. Don’t make him panic. If he tries to move fast, 

he’ll only get hurt more. It wasn’t easy to remain calm, as her heart beat 

frantically in her chest. It had only been a few days since Nimble’s accident, and 

she couldn’t face finding another injured pony.  

She reached his side and gently reached out her hand to the young paint, 

letting him sniff her. She spoke softly to him, reassuring and calm. “Easy boy. 

What’s happened to you?” She looked down at his feet as she spoke, and 

realised that he had trapped his left foreleg between two fallen branches. If she 

could lift the one on top away from him, he would be able to get out, but she had 

to be careful. If she did it too quickly, she could startle him and cause him to try 

and escape before he was able, leading to a much more serious injury. So far 



there was no obvious sign of hurt to the pony, and she wanted to keep it that 

way.  

“Okay mate. You ready?” She skirted around the front of the pony and then 

grabbed the branch. It was heavier than it looked, and took a bit of manoeuvring. 

Marley grabbed the log and lifted, feeling the bark scrape against her fingers. 

Almost there… She lifted it higher, taking the pressure off the pony’s leg. He 

stood still as she worked, holding himself tense but without struggling. Now he 

looked down at his leg as if surprised that it was freed.  

“Come on, move,” Marley said through gritted teeth. The branch was thick 

and was being pinned down by another one, forcing her to work against gravity 

to hold it off his leg. The pony looked at her and then carefully lifted his foreleg 

and pulled it back. He was clear of the trap and Marley released the branch 

thankfully. She looked at the pony again.  

“You okay?” He was still almost knee deep in branches. “What did you come 

over here for anyway, you silly kid? Come on, come out of the branches and let’s 

have a look at you.”  

She walked out from underneath the trees, not really expecting the pony to 

follow her, but giving a hopeful chirrup to him in case. She could hear him picking 

his way through the broken bits of tree behind her, and then his hoof beats 

thudded against solid ground. It wasn’t until Marley turned around that she 

realised he was standing right behind her.  

“You’re not so wild after all, are you?” She reached slowly to his face and he 

allowed her to rub his forehead.  

“Looks like you’ve made a friend already.” 

Marley turned to see Kris standing at the gate watching her. “He got stuck 

under there,” she explained to her sister. “I had to pull a log off his leg.” She bent 

over at the waist and looked down at the pony’s foreleg, knowing better than to 



try and touch it if she didn’t have to. Wild horses needed their legs for survival, 

to flee from predators, and unhandled horses were usually very touchy about 

their legs, for good reason. But the pony stood calmly and still as she looked at 

him, and she forgot herself for a moment, putting her hand on his forearm and 

running it down his leg. The paint pony flinched, and snatched his foot away.  

“Sorry boy.” She held a hand out to the pony again and he sniffed her. She 

let her hand rest on his neck and stroked him gently, then scratched him at the 

base of his mane, just as a friendly horse would do. He understood that, and 

relaxed a little, making licking and chewing motions with his mouth.  

Kris came across the paddock slowly, having put Van’s larger gumboots on 

by mistake and finding them difficult to walk in. “They’re all pretty wild,” she 

cautioned her sister.  

“I know. But he’s smart, this one. And trusting. He let me lift the branch off 

his leg, and waited ‘til the pressure was right off before moving it carefully out.” 

“He has a good sense of self-preservation then. He’s going to need it around 

here,” Kris said wryly. 

“He’s so cute,” Marley smiled. “I think he’s going to be a great pony.” 

“I hope so,” Kris said with a sigh. “We need him to be.” She looked her sister 

in the eye, not believing in beating around the bush. “The Saunders rang today to 

get their deposit back.” 

“Oh no.” Marley’s heart sank, although she hadn’t really expected them to 

wait on the off chance that Nimble made a full recovery. “What if we reduce the 

price?” 

“Still won’t bite. They’ve bought another pony.” 

“That was quick!” Marley was surprised.  

“Yeah, and stupid. They’ve bought Mastermind.” Marley gasped and the 

paint pony flinched.  



“You’re kidding!” 

“I’m not.”  

Marley looked genuinely concerned. “But Gemma will never manage him, 

he’s so difficult! She had a bit of trouble with Nim when she came and rode him, 

and he’s easy.” 

Kris sighed. “I know. Biggest mistake of their lives.” 

“Bet you didn’t tell them that.” 

Her sister cringed. “I wouldn’t have, but Van took the call.” 

“Oh.” Marley pulled a face. “So I guess they won’t be coming to us for 

lessons now either.” 

“I guess not.” Kris’ head started to hurt. Why did their sister have to be so 

tactless? Nobody likes to be told they’re stupid, and her own subsequent 

attempts to placate Gemma’s father had failed. “Anyway, let’s not dwell on that. 

Nim’s swelling has gone down a bit, so that’s good news. And Van left up the 

grids she was jumping this morning, so if you grab a pony I’ll coach you through 

them.”  

“Sounds good,” Marley agreed. “Breeze needs practice at staying straight 

through related distances.” 

The girls left the paddock, heads together in conversation. Neither of them 

looked back to see the paint pony standing quietly by himself, watching them 

leave.  

 


