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Snowpone Orlgin Jtorg
y Anongmous

>”G7ather rowm/, little ones, huddle in close [ve got another story to tell”
> T will tell you the story of where you come from.

>/:/\/o," not that story, little one./ Ha/m/ You can ask your parents about
that.

> Tt V\ZﬁS many, many moons a4o.. In those a/ags, the land we lived in was
reen.

%l&mmers were warm, Winters were [m’g/nf, and the grouna’ was not hard
and frozen.

s But it Was not to [ast, jor You see the pomes of the Cyreen ;496 fowg/vt.”
>"Dags were /Wc/, for e\)ergpong, and so pom’es f()fug/)t"

s They turned aWag jrom one anot/rer, and let their hearts grow cold
>'}4n§ just like their hearts, the lands were soon coated in fgost '
>”/\/0W, much like toa/ﬂg little ones, pom’es were foo[[sh."

> You see, When dags got /Wa’er, the pom’es foug/)t harder.”

s And their hearts, {rostg as t/veg were, Were soon turned to ice’
sWarmth et the Tand, and days became bleak”

s'Some pomes Were so bitter mj cold /)emte(/, theg, too jroze.”

s'Tt was in this Wor[c/, that our ancestors lived

>”7-/veg je[t the coldness, shivered from the f[g/vting and saw the winds of
spite descend on pong/a[nd."

s Can you guess what they did? That's rz'g/vt./ T/)eg did what we do when
dags are a’ar/c, t/ieg huddled”

s And huddled toget/)er, t/)eg came With a p[&m ‘[f fz’ghtlng and coldness
Were growing: then theg'a' stick toget/;er and f[n(/ peace.

Y theg, as one qgreat jamllg, bundled wWarm in blankets and huddled
together, lgft to fm(? the peace t/;eg 50 despemtelg needed.”

> It was ong, it was hard. The road to peace was Zong jrozen over, no
pony walked it for a very [ong while”

>”But, our ancestors braved its bitter b[izzara’s, its ngMg m’(q/)ts, its
W/:[ppmg winds. Sustained 6(1; the warmth in their hearts.
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>"Theg openea’ their hearts to one another and the warmth t/;eg felt for
their fe[[ow trlbespomes /&ept t/vem, and gw’c/ea/ them.”

s And after a [ong, cold, Sorrovg[{,f[ journey. Theg found a 6eauz:[ful land
lit by the million stars above”

> [ heir new home, their peace: It spar/c[ea/, and it stretched out for years. ’
> They no [onger felt the co[c/, theg, no longer fe[t weary, t/veg no [onger
felt that [ﬂ'(e was hard.

s No. Now t/veg were warm, t/)eg were rewmlisea’, and t/;eg had joomc/
their home

sAnd over the moons, t/reg [Nea’, theg had joa[s and t/)eg shared the
warmth in their hearts’

. joa[s grew, and moved out, Cfoum/ new homes and settled them
under the stars ?)f the winter a’a# opying, in spirit, the Jjourney of peace
their parents walked

s And their foa[s grew, and walked their way of peace, and that was
/mssea/ down until it became our nomadic tradition to walk in peace and
settle in the winters

s Over the genemtiom their coats grew [ong, and their fam[[[es and
settlements grew and grev\)."

s [ hat fz'rst settlement, the peace joomc/ bg our ancestors, was lost to
time, buried /)g the snow.”

> But their peace leaves on, in the warmth g‘ our hearts.”

/vttps:/ / ponepaste.org/ 56 50






A Poem for Pine Ponder
Bg Solaceon

On a qmet m’g/nf on the ec/ge g‘ the world
In a fmzen hamlet a calm scene is unfurled
In her home [ag Pine Pona’er,

A sweet mare fu// of wonder,
Contemp[atlng the posslbilitg
Of an unknown Wor[a’, one g[ mystery.

”\/D/mt could dwell /7egona’ Jnon[tt?”
She wonders as her home is a[[t,
And in arrives Frosty Flakes
Plus her gooa’ frlena’, till Lake
The mares greet Warmlg and /mg
and Pine Ponder pm\)[c/es both a mug.

As she enjoys a piping cup of a self-named brew
One she cr;jft%c/ W[/Z Zf\)e, fn shareja’[ with her crew,
Pine Ponder asks her {rlend& %lf t/reg enjoy the tea
Theg respom/ in kind wit resouncﬁ{qg glee.

No doubt about it your tea is the best
%bso[wtelg agree, it's no contest./ ’

AniL Pine Pona/?[r 6eadm[s Zn’g/)t
er face Tull of aelignht.
For /)erj;[enjj are{[fullggcontent
And her home has a ZOVelg scent.
They now chat and discuss
What zas Pine Ponder in a fuss
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The unknown world that seems so far away,
One that couldnt be reached in Just a (/ay
Pine Ponder /Jeg[ns to speak eada,er[g
Enthralled @ her /mssion, they listen mtentlg
She cant /)e[p but wonder what lies beyond their /)ome,
Do you think other pom’es live in huts sZape(/ like domes?”

Between sips and snu [es, they speak of possibilities
Pf t/zesf far o pgo(i[es, ang g@ thei#}fst[\)[t[es.
ts a wonderful time shared amongst the three
A heartv\)armmg scene, they all look so /mpp(t/./
The three fr[ena’s Spenc/ the night toget/ler, a lovel [mage.
It's just another comfy night, in this humble \)i(?lage.

https;//ponepmte.org/ 5857

The three friends spend the night together,
a lovely image

\

LA L Al

It’s just another comfy night, in this humble village
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A Crystal Forest /{e;cue
Bj Tgrmnpurp[e

slee Elation lets out a slg/z.

sThe Crgsm[ %rest, even c/wing c/ag[[g/;t, makes her uneasy.

sAnd a storm s on the Wag, a bone-chiller

530 she's ms/:[ng, trying to make it to the other side /7g[ore mghg‘all
>\/Dis/)[ng she didnt im)e to wear the glare—rec/ucmg goggles that make the
dazz[mg reflections tolem/)[e, but also make it hard to tell what's go[ng
on around. You.

ster hooves crunc/)[ng into the m’sp snow and the pant[ng g‘ her breath
the on[g, sounds, the wind in abegmce as the storm approac/ves.

>Ma/u‘ng gooc/ time, per/mps she wi-

sThe abominable walks so tlg for one so [arge. Her mane Woven With
crgsm[ [em)es, her mouth ola’[ng on to small tree [mrnmg at one ena’, a
torch fitting for one o her size

sOhe heard” a shriek in the forest, far off, and even With the sun
6egmmn to set, went out g‘ her cave to rescue the stricken ony
>;4[remi¢ she has had to fem/ gﬁ[ crgsmflme Wo[\)es, and s itter~/)ugs ﬂec/
the flames of her log as t/;eg [eaped from the h[gh branches

sWith true m’g/)t sett[mg in, she is @fmic/, @[mia’ she wont make it in
time

xgudajen[g she hears monmng./

>C/mrgmz forv\)ard as onlg one so xtronhg can in the mpidlg fa[[[ng snow,

tmst[ng er nose and keen hearlng, she opes she is in time.

sTherel A little onel

s You hear me, little pong?ﬂ
slee ﬁroans, and blem[g opens her eyes

sA large hoof prods her
>”U77{E PJA& \/DA/CE U)D./ "4 jmnt[c and loud voice shouts
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Wha-

>”G;ooc/, little pony alive Come, me mrr%”
J?? can't reallg resist and has to be ponghmd[ea’ out g[ the p[t she has
allen into
ji"You in trap, no want meet tmpper"
sThats for sure, thoug/zt Iee
> You 5eec/[ng, strong H/nony, hold on./ '

>]C€ /msses out, S/UI’M on t/)e ﬂ[)Ol’ﬂ[Vlﬁ[JZEIS /mcé

sThe little one is /Wa/g for her /cmal, but even 50, she’s jm'm‘
>T/mn/< the stars she was heard

sMere wolves cou[c/n't have set that tmp...

>T/ie abominable wonders who did while heaa’z’ng back to her cave
Al the while her [og 6eg[ns to sp[wtter and jaa’e...

sJust in time, she reaches her cave, and settles down the little pony.
>/%m0\)[ng her thick and torn coat, the abominable smiles

sThe coat absorbed the worst gf it the blood is jrom a nasty scrape on
the forehead mm‘n[g, and similar on the legs.

>

She 66[14(43 to hum while reac/u’ng for her herbs and medicines

slee wakes. She sees a scarred abominable's jace loo/u'ng at /)er, a crude
eye atch over one eye.
>Z/;)dersmn(/ablg, sge olts in jemr.

stal Little one find me smrg./ '

sBut the abominable looks aside

> Me name Scar Eye. Scary, scar eye. +Hurr hur. But me save gou./ '
sAnd smiles again at Ice

“Thank ou, Jfar E e./ SOrrg for ﬂinch[ng..yow are a /7[1‘, well.”
>”SC;4/&/ " shouts J%ﬂr Ege, Who Jumps up and down.

slee laughs

s You stay in me cave, rest up. Me make new comf./ '

slce sees a "cmt", more like a simp[e cloak with a crude wooden clmp
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s Made from s/vec/(/[ngs, Warm./ ' exp[mns Sear Ege.
slce thS Scar Ege's [eg

sdear ye is the one to J‘Mmp this time.

sBut she crouches down ‘and h(,fgs Iee back.

> Little pony need be mrgfu[ Crgsml wood 1o sa e, no time

T hWoufi/n't have made such a mistake ﬂ[ Wasn't ms/u’ng to beat
nigntrall..

jmjr[ Ege shakes her head

>"<5@[er to camp with Jﬁre than rush. Learn?”

Learn. es, [ve learned”

sdcar ée [mms, and /mgs Iee hard

Ow ow, I'm hurt’

sOh, me Sorry", Scar Ege backs off, mbbmg back of her  head
embarrassed.

And that's W/vg [ lost the coat you made me, Bundle

>"0[)....near[g dgmg excuses gow’i

Oh come on’

>"0nlg tem[ng That  abominable coat  suits you, not  many White
abominables.”

Yeah. Scar Ege wasnt that smrg/

>”Oo/1, did you like her?”

BUNDIET

slee's sister, Cold c%oulc/er, sat [[stenmg to this exc/mnge, J’Mst sm’c/aers,
g[ac/ her sister is S@[e home agm‘n.

/ittps:/ / ponepaste.org/ 8082
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Pine Ponder & the Lost ng‘
By Tgrmnpwple

>\/O/mt a dﬂg it has been. So many new pz’necones co[[ectec/./ thinks Pine
Ponder

sAnd the sun is smrtlng to set, it's time to get home.

sAre those oices [ hear? T/reg sound like f[?[les...

> ~Ways [os[ng your scarf Nil”

s But [ stand out too much Wearmg z't./ [ cant hide with my smg‘ on./ '

s Yeah and now we're loo/u‘ng for your hidden scar-"

>T/v?_f1'llies have walked into the small clearing where Pine is, and hush.
Hello there f[[[[es, E\)ergreen, Niveous, Podzol [oo/u‘ng for Niveous's scarf
ﬁgmn?” says Pine

> Yes Pine Ponder’ theg all assent, Niveous [oo/u'ng abm/)ed, the others
exaspemtea’.

"\/Oe[[, lets try and /_f[m/ it toget/zer, ges?"

s Thank you Pine respona/s /\/z'\), the other two noa/a/mg

‘Come on now, /)elp me With these p[necones"

>[he Jillies help With her baskets.

530 Pine and the f[[[[es /7egm to look, Niveous's lmg/zt red scarf remaining

M;}(/(O(mc/
> Veous is snﬁz’ng, and says "Mg mother s gomg to be a’[mppo- c/[sapp-

‘She won't be c/[mppolntea’ Niveous, we!l flna’ it dont Worrg./ '

>Jm[[[ng agmn, Niveous eagerlg looks arowm/, Podzol rol/mg her eyes but
also sm[[[nda,

>Jﬂc/lg, the sun is nearly set.
>\/Oell, its S[llg but nmgge it will Wor/a, thinks Pine

'ﬁ[[es, lets stop for a moment, [ have an /'c/ea./ '

>[he f[[[[es stop, and look cwiouslg at Pine

sShe begim to sort t/vrou(qh the baskets g‘ pinecones she had co[[ectea/,
shaking her head at some

>Untllg she fz’m/s one that seems to meet her ﬁpprm)al./
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sThe fillies wonder what makes one pz’necane ({[ﬁerent [rom another..
Ok i[[[es, touch your hooves to the p[necone, and thin "smf / '
>G;i\)[ng her puzjea/ [00/&3, the fll//'es comp[g, touc/;mg their hooves to the

p{%cone )

> /mzt[ are  you gzomg to do Miss Ponder?” asks E\)ergreen, a po[[te
Snowri

”\/Dagh glm)a’ see,/ ’ replies Plne, beaming a smile that reassures the hﬁ[[[es.
>Clos[ng her eyes, Pine sp[ns arow:j on her /;[na’/zooVes, and chucks the
cone gem‘lg

sThe cone lands hjacz’ng a collection of snow covered /ogs

Lets g0 check t ere./ ' says Pine

>Z—he fz’[[[es share a look, but follow Pine over.

s'Tts not here’ sighs Niveous

NG is, it [s./ ’ g\)ergreen s/:om‘s, and the merest corner g( the smg‘ s
s/)ovw'ng under a [og

>"\/l70w, thank you Pine/ " Niveous /mgs Pine Ponc/er, and so do the others
You're welcome /\/i\)eows./ Now lets get you f[[[[es /)ome./ '

> Oh no, We re [m‘e/ " the trio c/zoms, [oo/amg at each other in pam‘c
>szng to /ierszg‘, co[[ectm(gz the baskets of pinecones, Pine hfollom the
exuberant f[[[[es ack to the \)[Uage, the moon r[sing over them [[g/zt[ng

their Wﬂg

/)ttps://ponepmte.org/g%;
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Song of Cirrus \/D[s
%gf Snowﬁfg !

sUnder the glow of the mz'c/mg/)t Sun
sOn the ice that OV)[(I/ the steaa’%mt star knows
>\/Dhere the cold malevolent Floewolves run
ster coat, her mane, Were as the snow
stter heart the fire of a hundred hearths
sAnd to /Jer, ancestral winds did show
sPast the revered p[mn, gma/ed bg the scarths
s[ravelled the young mare south
sFollowing the ever em/wrmg e\)emng star
>T/)roug/1 orests With trees grem‘ and routh
sOVer erratics of the frzg/)temng rine
s[o the salmon=brook's marshy mouth
sWhere the thin morning mist does shine
sThere she learnt tze secrets all
%{)W the sp[r[ts and the world combine
sWhat made the m[ghtg mountains tall
>\/D/1g he cresent and sun stay in their place
A/b/mt causes the [[g/)t snow to hfa[/p
sShe learnt all this and saw suc grace
sAnd she looked up to the clouds
>DmW1’ng her breath with Mpwrnea/ face
ster first words she whispered loud
> Teel my love, oh lovdg world of this
, 7} ﬂr’[ée[ m% loVe, cozme orth [am/ abomz’" )
> Teel my love, for love is a Llife-giVing Riss
J%ée/ th{ love, of C[rmjs[ \/gisp'g

/)ttps://ponepaste.0rg/5664
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C[rms \/D[Sp recounts a traditional snonone tale to a curious foa[

69 ’H’éﬁVWOI’Sé

>W/yg do the stars shine in the sky at m’ght? Now that is a questz’on [ never
tire g[ /;earing, little one Be seated zg my ft’re and let me tell Yyou W/)g"

> It Was [on(q, long a 0, when the world was still new and the sun had not yet
roused from its simier to cast its [[g/;t across it Above us, there Was on[g the
endless expanse g[ the m’g/)t séy Dark and co[(/, like our Wor[(/, we thoug/]t
little of it beyond the few times She graced us with Her presence”

> Our ancestors had on[g the lz'g/n‘x g( their fz’res to gw’de them but as the
world S/Llﬁé(]l and s/mpec/ [tseﬁ‘ as it grev\), mountains rose and thick forests
sprowted Fven the m[g/vtiest yres we rose could not shine above t/)em, towards
tired eyes seeking home and em‘/;, kith and kin”

>So what could we a/o, hmm? \/Oe rose our Voices to the heavens and cried out
to the é}reat Pon gf the <5/<g - p[ease, in your kindness and W[sc/om, [[g/n‘ our
way that we might never agm’n be [ost./ '

>7th what co:jal she do?” She was a pony g darkness and qm‘et, cold and
calm. Not {or her was the noisome sun, no. ti[[, on Wing& that carried her
across her beloved mg/n‘ sky, she gazec/ down to us and heard our p[eas."

s And Wept bitter tears that there was mug/)t she m[ght do for Us. 24/1, but do

You think we would still spea/a of her so if she did not come to our aid? Those
tears, little one, were born of the warmth of her love  for us Yet even t/)eg could
not /iope to [ive in this world as we do.”

>"/\/0, the cool winds g( the world blew so hard that theg mepea/ her tears in
an [C(l/ embrace Bgfore ever gmc[ng the [omc/, t/;ey roze in the mght sty and
/M\)% ”remmnea’ there ever since But do You  remember what Bright Emi told
ou!

%"Yes, it is not ow#;[res but our love that warms us enoug/z to live here And it
was 0n[(1/ t/)roug/z er love that Her tears s/:one, even t/zroug/; the ice’

s That s W/:g, the stars shlne, little one”

7

https:/ / ponepmte.org/ 56 5.2#1
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Cirrus \/O[sp answers a foa['s questioning on where snowpone foa[s come
#rom
Bg em)ﬁorse

stello agm’n, little one./ Come, sit With me; [ could use young hooves to
he[p stoke my flre.”

>"Yes, that is W/)g t/zeg gg"t me that wood Sit close to my s[(/e, little one,
and eiyog the scent with me.

>"/\/ov\), what brings you to my hut this dag? Oh? You wish to know
Where you comel_/rom?”

s Did [ not tell" all of you that tale three m‘g/nfs ago?”

>%L7La/m./ O/)o, 50 t/:eg said t/)eg forgot that story and you should ask me,
did t/zeg?"

s Then it is well m memory is so sure, is it not?"

>"Mag [ ask sometﬁ[ng g‘ you in turn, little one’ \/D/u'[e [ recount the
m[e,[Woof"[a/ you p[ease take that comb and brush my mane! [t has been
too lon

>"Yes, your mother /zerseﬁ[ (@[tec/ it to me You see the intricate carans?
They are to thank the great f[s/; from whom she plucked the bone”
”H%Wm, swc”/l gem‘le hooves you have. The mark of a fi[[g who is loved 65/

/)er arents.

> That is where you con%ejrom, little one”

> No, not from }%00\)65./ rom the love of your parents. Because of their
need to love and to gift that love to a foa[”

s But it was not a[vvags so. Not when the world was get young and our
plﬂace within it still unsure”

> Long, Zong a4o, when the land still Spo/ce 50 clear[(t/ to all g( us, that
was who we first turned to, in our need.

s She told us g[ the p[am‘s and the trees, the animals that walked upon
/ler; how all [ﬂ'[e sprun a[from her Warmt/), just as it returns there in
time when it grov\)s coﬁ )

s Our hearts oveg%w, @rem‘ Mot/zer, tell us the secrets g[ [ﬂ'(e that we

might know gf how to create our own and share the boum‘g g‘ our lovel”

>
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>"\/D/mt mother denies her c/z[[c/ren, little one? But our land is too hard
and harsh jor our hooves to Woré, 50 the @]rem‘ Mother W/)/'Sperea' to us
of a secret.

{fﬁ;e a/m[g/)tg Sky blankets her in snow, to ease her to sleep t/)roug/z
the dark seasons of‘z the long moon. [he most [7eam‘3[ful ift he may g[\)e
/ler, a S/mr/c[mg Wonder that renews her beauty an s‘n endour.”

> But snow is not ali\)e, for [g[e is the @rem‘ other’s to direct.”
>”St[/[N_[f our hooves could not shape the land then they could s/mpe the
snow. Not so much to remove her ﬁan/&et, no, so she told us that we
musg onlg create small ponies. 7

>”Vl>/)en their work was c/one, the G;reat Mother was so t[rea’, Wm'tz’ng
into the seasons where she should sleep. She breathed what %’fe she cow[a/,
the little snow ponies awoke and their parents rgoz'cea' for the great gift
they had been given.”

s Hmm? /\/o, ittle one, you are not made 0 snow./ Not all g[ you. /Ceep
bms/)mg and [ will éeep tel/[ng you the tale”

>”/\/0W, the little snow pom‘es [ived and shared in the love g( their parents
but t/veg could no more move than the snow upon the hills and trees
Theg could not sit bg the fires ?‘ their homes and families. And [[\)mda, as
the c/[a’, t/ieg Were mischievous [ittle t/vmgs, unused to the Wﬂgs _of the
\)z'lége. §

>"So we went to the @rem‘ Mother when she rose from her slumber and
we méec/, %eat Mot/)er, W/)g do our children not Follow in our
ho%steps? /zg do t/)eg not share in our huddles?”

5 ow), the Gfrem Mother knows the secrets g‘ [/_[fe but the earth is stz’[l,
is it not? It is the rivers and seas that move, a Wags ﬂov\)m and mnm’ng
and szr[[ng And it was from the ocean that the G;rem‘ Néther was
gﬁea’ With the secrets gf/m()\)ement "

s That is where she told us we must go - to spea/a with the Tish.”

s "No, little one, not the f[s/; of the rivers, the m[g/ztg Fish from whom
all others spring.”

>t was he who knew the tides of the seas, the mysteries of the rivers,
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the gentle sWag[ng h(_)f the oceans. And it was he who we as/&ec/, noble 7’75/:,
you nourish us Wit your s/mv\)n that you send t/)roug/r the rivers, will you
not tell us g[ the secrets gf their movement that we m[ght nourish our
hearts with our children?

s"The Fish spo/ce to us of what we should know - that if our little snow
pomes would try to maove, t/)eg would return to the great blanket g‘ the
earth. Tor the éremf Mother lies still and while she breathes [j"'e into the
Wor/a/, she cannot create all there is alone”

>”/\/0W, have you ever heard the whisper g‘ the rivers? Or the s[ghmg g[
the seas? Qf course, for that is the 7@[5/1 s mémg the secrets of movement
to t/zem, mllmg them unto hz’mseﬁ that t ey m[ght, With the aid of the
alm[ghty J/cg, return to the mountains an ﬂow t/rroug/) the lan )
nourishing it as its prec[ous /7044;/11‘(1; does us.

s And tim‘ was the secret he spoke to us - the Words we must whisper
to our children to teach them ;f movement.”

s"And we re'o[cec/, or when they returned to the little snow pomes, their
parents huddled about them anf W/:[sperea’ the words. The snow moVea’./
Their little pom’es folloWe(/ them to their \)illages, to J'om their homes and
warm their hearts.

s"Ah but do you remember what [ said? You are not W/zo[[g $now, little
one. And you know well what /mppem to the blanket g" the land when
the season g‘ the Zong sun graces the almlg/)tg Jég once more.”

s The little snow ponies took [1'ght from the \)[llages, feag[of[ of how the
j[res would undo them and their pm’ents Wept. Once more, t/;eg were
Without their children.”

s But there was one get that theg did not seek the wisdom g‘. 0n/y one
other whose poWer and /anowledge was great enough to per/mps aid them.”
>”\/f>e took to the p[m'ns, where neither mountain nor forest may rise to
obscure and We turned our Voices towards the heavens.

>”O/7, alm[g/)tg J/eg - you hold a/g‘t the sun and the moon, You guarc/
the treasures g[ your Cgreat Pong, you bless the Gfrem‘ Mother with your
love and kindness, and carry the gifts of the Fish so all may share in

them.”
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>”\/De, your pom’es, /mmblg beseech_you for your wisdom. Our /iearts, once
fu[[, grow wear With emptiness. \/(7% sought the love of the earth and she
gm)e us_new life \/Oe sowg/nf the secrets g[ the Fish and he (zfm\)e us new
hope. \/De seek now your cormse[, that you may iVe us a new future”

> But the alm[g/)t Jég Sits Watc/u’ng above alf little one. He had seen
our plight and m/a%za/ g[ the @reat Mother and the Fish to share their
secrets with us. 11e could not tell us /u'mse%‘, for we should learn where to
seek Wisdom and how to surdive in those places. §

>'So what do Yyou think he told us, little one? That the earth and the
seas had g[\)en us what gﬁs the cou[c/, what /anov\)[ec/ge t/zeg cou[c/, but
the J/cg, as grem‘ as he Is, cou[a# spare nmght that mig/n‘ be of use to us
Not for this.”

>”]mtead, j our children were to tm[g be gf us, we must gi\)e somet/u’ng
of ourselves to them.”

> But what was l_eft? \/Oe had g[\)en them our loVe, our Wlsdom, our homes
and hearths”

> Yet in S/m'te g[ all we had g[\)en, they were still small creatures of snow.
[hat was when a great shaman ca[[ej the pom‘es to herseﬁ[ and told
them of the most ancient tales.”

> How alm[ghtg Ség he[pec/ make us b /Weathing upon the forms that
would become us, the icicles t/mi}formej jrom his breath so tem'ng under
the love g( the @rem‘ Mother. +Tow Fish th’sperec/ to those upon our
heads and at our (mc/&s, to ﬂow and [engt/ven. 7

s"Our coats and tails are what /ze[p protect us from the cold, are t/)eg
not? But our children had none. So what do you suppose t/wg did?”

>”ﬁ‘ our children were to be of us then wWe must give to them of ourselves
- coat and tail”
s"That is wh you look like your parents, little one; t/)eg gm)e to you
your coat and your tm’[, méing onlg the jinest and sgftest hairs (f?
themselves so you mz’ght have only the best g[ them.”

>”/\/”o more were t/veg children of9 the $Now), t/)eg were ours. Just as you
are.
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s " And that, little one, Is Where you come {rom §

> HHmm? Why are my mane and tail so long, then?”

>”7’7La/m/m/ four parents will tell you that it is because we shaman do

not make goa[s of our own and so our manes and tails /ceep growing all

our Lives. But would you like to know the truth?”

»It Is that they sm‘% in the wind that the almighty Sky may speak more

clearlg to us, it is that they lie upon the earth M)O? connect us to the

%rza’z: Mother, it is that t ey ﬂow like the great rivers and seas g[ the
isn.

>"And it is so that our children—for all of you are our beloved children—

may sit at our sides and be with us, to éeep it so long and str,mght for

it is your love that renews it, and our connection to the world”

htf/DS.'///UOVI€,Ud$f€.0fg/5652#i4
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A cute (hopefully) snow pone short
Bg Apprecz’atz’onprgect

sThe colt inhaled S/Wp[g and braced hz’mseﬁ[.

stis hind legs shot like a stone from a sling and z'mpactea’ the stem g(

the tree with an unimaginable force

>0r, at [east, he thought it was so.

sThe stem [tseﬁf tougi and covered in streaks g[ crgsm[[zed rosin, didnt

even ﬂ[nch.

sA couple { pine cones fe[[ from the branches, s[[entlg ma/u'ng shallow

craters in the pu white snow

sFierce strmgz ﬂlrﬁn{g came c/oWrzjfrom the he[g/u‘ g[ the tree

>The colt raised his head and looked up where, among the branches, an
evidentl pissed 0 sqmrre[ showed him her ting fz’st

sOh Im sorry!

ste c/roppec/ g[s ears in embarrassment.

sttey, didnt you hear Baba +tooves telling that we should always check

if a pine is inhabited bgfore buc/u’ng it?"

;An older filly, carrying a large Woven basket full of cones, approached
im.

> know, sis, m sorry”

s Next time [l leave you at the ca p, to he/p with baskets. You c/earlg
need to learn some more d/‘llgence. Vﬁml(/ be a fine time if we angered the
\/\Sooc/[anc/ 5p[r1'ts./ '

sThe colt scowled at her.

sShe was onlg a cowp[e g[ ears older than /zz'm/ And look at /ier,
already_trying to act like she is a full fledged mare!

sBut a)ood[ana’ Sp[/’[ts are a serious busmess, she’s right

7:7% took cones from the snow and carefully put them near the roots of
the tree.

>"7:5rg[\)e me, o child of Woodlan/c/ Splrits, for (/[swr/?mg you Take the
cones as a s[gn g[ our good will’

stte uttered the ritual phrase, bowing to the tree and the squirrel, both
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sThen he retreated to his siter's sz’c/e, trglng to look like a peg[ectlg,
rational adult

>[he sqm’rre[ looked at him with a pemlmr express[on zfor a jeW moments,
then qm’c/aly descended from the tree, gmsping the bar

sShe took one cone, examined it, and 6egm1 to p[wc/& out the nutlets,
st[@‘ﬁnda, her cheeks with them.

5[t seems the woodland spz’rlts were mer@(u[ toa/m%

sLet's 0, We have enough.”

s[he ﬁ%lg told him and walked av\mg, mz’smg her Zegs /)[g/v, to not get
bogged down in snow.

>7gZe colt jo[[ovvec/. He was still shorter than his older sister and had to
an up sometimes, like a snow /ﬂmng, to catch up with her.

>7-[eg traversed a Vast snow fz’e[c/.

sThe white snow was ridden with dark bundles /,Qf either deadwood or
intact /Jus/)es, casting bizarre shadows in the [lg t gf low /mngmg sun.
sThe s/cy was most Y c[ew, With occasional pgffg gray cloud m[[[nda,
through it.

s[heir native land spreac/ wide around t/;em, as /mutj“u[ and stern as
ever.

sThe colt soon has forgotten about the cone—/mc/a[ng iasco. e was
loo/u’ng arowm/, mar\)e[mg at e\)erg,t/zmg —beita copse gf trees, ﬂoc/c gf
birds chz’rp[noa, in a bush or a c[0uc/, loo/u'ng like a fanmstic creature.
I sister, also 1’nsp1'rec/ @ the /mmtg gf the nature moum/, began to

sin

>7}/1e colt jomec/ her.

>\/O/;eg t/zeg [gﬁ the plm‘n behind and approachec/ the s/wre, she aérupt[y
aused.

@’/’e looked at /ier, uzzled

>”Loo/<./ " she pomte with her muzz[e, "The p@‘z’ns has retuned.

>T/le colt traced her gaze.

sOn the steep s[ope runmng down to the sea he noticed them.

>Theg Were indeed poﬂg‘/‘g, adorable blobs of feat/zers, smndmg on two
[m’g/nﬁ red [egs, Webbe for better st’mmz’ng
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sdome gf them were Just smm/mg arowmf, either still or ﬂappmg their
W[ngs, soa/u‘ng in the sun[[g/zt

>0t/1€rs, couplec/ in pm’rs, were dlligentlg a’[gging the s[ope, renomtlng their
cage-like nests

>\/D/z[[e one gf the pmr was c/[gging, the other was smnc/mg aroun(/,
restin
>\/D/ze%) the current di ger rew tlrec/, he or she emergea’ rom thee tunnel
>T/;eg !m‘g[[g mfzzlej eacﬁ other and then the second dived into the cave
><Sozn enough the huddles gf gectea’ earth announced the recommenced
wor

sIt's almost a sprm a[rem/g," noted the sister, ”t/;eg have returned jrom
the sea. #opgfullg they 6roug/1t along a gooa’ f[s/zing for the upcoming
season.

>P@g[[ns, considered to be among the favorite children },Of the Sea Jp[rits,
har [ngers gf the good mtch, were /)[g/llg revered ég the mlga nomads.
sBut the sister t/)oug/)t, that even if t/ieg Werent associated with f[s/:mg,
t/zeg would Ve been still among her z)fau)orlte inhabitants gf the snov\)g
[ands, due to how cute t/)eg ia\)e een.

>”7—/1€g,'re pro[m()[g tired from all the sW[mmMg/ " the colt exclaimed
ste rummagea’ throug/; his ma’c/[ebags and took out a couples of f[s/)es
from his travel ration

>7L‘/'e approac/;ec/ the gffins' slope and S[OW[g ot closer to the nearest
nest just as one o0 t[e a’[ggers was emergm%ffom the nest

>The pwjﬁm pmfsed their nestlng ritual and looked at the colt cwicus[aun
sThe birds werent afraid ;f pomes, Who never did them any harm.

sThe colt lowered his head and put the f[s/;es on the grouna’.

5 Zeme, take t/u’s, Children of the Sea” he said and slightlg pus/)ec/ his
ofgfer[ng towards the pgﬁn am[[%

> he two pgﬁ[ns looked at each ot/ver, then back at /u’m, then

ap roachec/, /mtter[ng with their shortish legs

sUne gf them pec/aec/ at the fish a few times, m\)estzgati\)elg Then tore
apart a long streak of f[s/; meat and gfferea’ his wife

s$he took the gﬁered fooa’ and begm/z to eat.
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sThe male pu in tentativel approachec/ the colt, who was still smm/[nda,
With his hea loWere(/, reacZec/ with his beak and xlightlg nuzzled the
colt's muzzle

sThen he returned to the jls/).

sThe colt smiled 6rzght[%

stte turned around and trotted back to his sister.

s You did od, little /)ro./ " she pmisea’ him.

> T hanks %e could use some luck with f[s/vmg " he said pmdentlg, with a
look of importance on his face, trying to emulate an adult. ‘N-not at all
because theg,'re so cute or Mgt/)[ﬂg..ﬂ

>"Ym/1, natumllg/ '

s[he sister [aug/)ec/.
>TW0 s[é[[ngs continued their Jowneg back to the camp.

https:/ / ponepmte.org/ 5682
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A Poem for Alpine Glow
B}{ggo[ac/ejon G

As the morm‘ng sun looms over the mountains
And the hoW[[ng wind echoes t/)rowg/zout the land
A young pony now descends from the summit
o start on a J‘owneg that few can Withstand

From her /one[g summit home atop the pea/es

To the frosted forests of trees evergreen
;4[/7[/)6 low travels in search g[ aa’gentwre
In search gf places she has get to have seen.

In her heart /ag the fee[[ng of wanderlust
A desire to explore the grem‘ unknown.

T/zoug/r most all can be seen from the mountain pea/c
There is one p[ace hz'c/a’en, a foréia’a’en z0ne.

<S/ze rememéers the MZGZS /zer él‘Vl MSEZG/ to te[[
Qfﬂ ZOST I’€d[/77fd/’ [MyOVIC/ VIO/’/’)M[ fMC/MS.

Throug/: the hail and the ice she goes heading north
In /iopes of fina/[ng the fab/ea}g snow 6mcies.

There is said to be an abundance of f[s/;,
And stmr}ge avian creatures who like to p[ag,
As well as another one known as a seal

ﬁ" all these await then she shouldn't a’e/ag./
Alpine é}low Is strong, she's handled worse before

Ven this f[erce blizzard is no match for her,

Since shes a/Wags got on her faVorz’te poncho
Passed down now  for ages, it beats any fur./
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;4nc/ flm t/)rough the harshest o f blizzards
pme G/Z%W arrives to a szg/n‘ jor sore eyes
The egem/s t/zeg were true, the beach is ng/nf t/zere/

Overcome with Joy the poor mare nearlg mes/

There real g are u ins and even seals too

And look at t/:eh_/ﬁ Jumping out o f the sea
But er/mps what is most swpnsmg f
a pony awai tmg Just Who is she!

;4/1 et/zerea[ g[ovv mc/mtes from /ie/'
Somethi ing sug ests an ot/verv\)orlc/lg presence.
She approacnes a nemlg speec/)[ess Alpine
And imparts her a gﬂ one g[ strange essence,

;4 mgstzm[ Zooémg relzc gmte quwe
\/Olth A curious mark neder seen be ore.

'You have come far and have earned t/ns noW ﬁgo ort/l
z4na’ With her task a’one she Vanished from the shore

Young Al pme @low was still \)erg unaware

/,f what trw she had been entrusted with.
\/D t she hec/ in /)er hog[ was no mere trinket
Bm‘ a éeg once t/vought to have been Just a mgt/)
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