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Percy the Pony Paints Portraits 

 

By: Kelly Johnson 




Chapter 1: Percy and the Patchy Paintbrush 

Percy the pony had always loved colors, even if most of his days were usually filled with hay, brushing the barn, and the occasional trot around Cloverfield Meadow. He adored the way sunlight spilled across the grass, painting every blade in shades of green that seemed to shift with the gentle sway of the breeze. He loved how morning dew clung to flower petals like tiny sparkling jewels, catching the light and scattering it across the meadow in a thousand little rainbows. The clouds at sunset fascinated him most of all, stretching across the sky in ribbons of pink, orange, and gold that twisted and curled as if the heavens themselves were playing with paint. Even the faint gray of a stormy sky held a quiet beauty that made his heart skip, each drop of rain reflecting the world in miniature, glittering prisms. 

Yet, for all his love of colors, Percy had never held a paintbrush. He had never dipped bristles into liquid hues or imagined what it might feel like to bring his dreams of swirling colors and dancing shapes to life. In the deepest corners of his imagination, he had pictured himself painting landscapes that rolled into infinity, skies that shimmered with impossible stars, and friends captured in perfect, joyous motion—but those were only dreams. The thought of actually trying made his chest flutter nervously, a mix of excitement and fear that made his tail twitch in anticipation. 

That very morning, everything changed. The barn was hushed, the kind of quiet that hummed with possibility, like the soft pause before a story begins. Dust motes floated lazily in the golden beams of sunlight streaming through the tall, timeworn windows, twirling in the air like tiny fairies caught mid-dance. The scent of fresh hay mingled with the faint aroma of pine from the beams, while a subtle whiff of earth from the old wooden floor brought a grounding warmth that made Percy feel both calm and alert. Every creak of the barn, every sigh of the wind through a crack in the wood, seemed to whisper a secret promise: today could be extraordinary. 

Percy’s eyes roamed over the barn with fresh curiosity. Old crates stacked in a corner looked like castles ready to be explored. A forgotten broom leaning against the wall seemed poised to become a mighty staff in some grand adventure. The wooden beams overhead stretched up into golden light, and he imagined them forming endless ladders to the sky, each one leading to a new palette of colors. Even the shadows cast by the scattered hay looked like sketches waiting for a brush to bring them to life. 

A flutter of anticipation tickled Percy’s chest. He trotted softly toward the center of the barn, feeling the worn floorboards beneath his hooves, listening to the subtle echo of his steps, and letting his imagination wander. What if the barn itself could help him paint? What if the sunlight, the dust motes, the scent of hay, and even the creaking beams could somehow guide his brush? A shiver of excitement ran down his spine as he thought about the possibilities—the blank boards stacked along the wall, the old paint pots tucked into corners, and the tiny brushes waiting, bristles stiff with dried color, as if they were eager to dance across a canvas. 

Percy breathed deeply, letting the barn fill him with its quiet magic. He could almost feel the colors calling to him, humming softly, urging him to create, to explore, and to imagine. His ears flicked toward every sound—the distant chirp of a bird outside, the soft rustle of leaves brushing the windowpanes, even the faint drip of a forgotten leak somewhere high above—and each one seemed to join in the rhythm of anticipation. Today, he realized, might be the day his dreams of color could leap from imagination into reality. 

He padded carefully across the floor, ears swiveling at the creaks of the rafters above and the faint rustle of unseen creatures hidden in shadowed corners. Sunlight pooled here and there, warming his fur like golden blankets and highlighting the tiny specks of dust that floated like stars in midair. He sniffed at stacks of crates, each one potentially hiding forgotten treasures: a tin box with faded letters, a spool of old ribbon, or even a shiny button lost long ago. Barrels leaned slightly on one side, worn smooth from years of use, and Percy imagined what they might have held: sweet apples, bundles of straw, or perhaps seeds waiting to sprout in the spring. 

As he explored, he felt a thrill of discovery with every step. His eyes darted to shadowed corners, where beams of sunlight barely reached, imagining all the hidden wonders that might be tucked away. And then, at the farthest corner of the barn, something unusual caught his eye. A soft glimmer peeked out from behind a crate, partially hidden beneath a gentle mound of straw. It was small, yet it sparkled as though it were alive, teasing him with a quiet promise of discovery. Percy’s heart skipped a beat, a shiver of excitement running down his spine. Carefully, he approached, nostrils flaring, ears pointed forward, every muscle tense with anticipation. Whatever lay hidden behind that crate, he knew—it was going to change everything. 

Curious, Percy approached and carefully pawed away the straw. There, resting quietly like a secret waiting to be discovered, lay a paintbrush. Its handle was worn smooth from countless hands—or hooves—that had held it, and the bristles were frayed yet vibrant, covered in splashes of color that hinted at countless adventures. Reds bled into oranges, blues blended into purples, yellows glowed like sunshine, and greens shimmered like spring leaves. It looked as though it had been used to create magic over and over, then tucked away, forgotten, until this very moment. 

Percy nudged it gently with his nose, then lifted it carefully with his hoof. The moment the brush touched his fur, a flutter of excitement raced through him, tiny sparks of joy fizzing along his spine. It was as if the brush itself had a heartbeat, a secret rhythm calling out: “Use me. Create. Bring colors to life.” Percy’s eyes widened, and his ears flicked forward. His tiny hooves trembled with anticipation. He had never felt anything quite like this—a thrill almost like sunlight dancing inside his chest, warming him from the inside out. 

Unable to contain himself, Percy trotted over to the hayloft window, where the light fell in the brightest, most golden stream. He held the brush high, letting the morning sun shimmer across the bristles. Reds glowed like berries, blues twinkled like the morning sky, yellows sparkled like fresh daffodils, and greens gleamed like the leaves in the nearby meadow. For a moment, Percy simply stared, enchanted. The colors seemed to move, to shimmer and shift, as if each hue had a story to tell and a song to sing. 

His heart raced with a mixture of joy, curiosity, and daring. He wanted—no, needed—to try it immediately, to touch the blank surfaces around him with the magic of the brush, to see what wonders could appear if he let his imagination run free. Percy’s tail swished with excitement, his hooves tapping impatiently on the wooden floor. The barn, quiet only moments before, seemed to lean closer, as if it too were holding its breath, ready to witness the first stroke of something extraordinary. 

With a determined flick of his hoof, Percy dipped the brush into a puddle of leftover paint he had found nearby, and the bristles soaked up the colors eagerly. Then, with a deep breath and a thrill running through him, he pressed the brush to the nearest blank wall. A streak of bright, happy color bloomed across the wood, shimmering in the sunlight and filling the barn with a sense of possibility that made Percy’s heart soar. It was just the beginning, he thought with a spark of joy—the beginning of something magical. 

Looking around the barn, Percy’s eyes landed on a clean wooden board leaning carefully against a sturdy post. Its surface was smooth and pale, unmarked by any scratches or stains, full of quiet promise. It seemed to hum softly in the sunlight, whispering of possibilities yet to be discovered—a blank stage waiting for a story to unfold. Percy’s hooves clicked softly against the worn floorboards as he stepped closer, each tap echoing faintly in the high-ceilinged space. A flutter of anticipation rippled through him, a tiny thrill that made his tail lift and his ears twitch. Dust motes drifted lazily through the sunbeams, glittering like flecks of gold as they settled on the edges of the board, as if the barn itself were holding its breath, waiting to see what he would create. 

Percy circled the board, taking in its smooth surface from every angle. He imagined it alive with color—swirling blues that captured the sky above Cloverfield Meadow, vibrant greens for the rolling grasses, gentle yellows for sunlight dancing across the barn floor, and fiery reds for the blossoms that peeked through the meadow fences. His little heart thumped in his chest as excitement and nervousness tangled together, creating a delicious mix that made his mane lift slightly with the sensation. This was it—the moment he had been dreaming of, the moment where imagination could leap from mind to wood, where the energy of his heart could spill into color and shape. 

Taking a deep, steadying breath, Percy reached for the paintbrush, a trusty, patchy tool worn smooth by countless earlier experiments. He dipped the bristles into a small puddle of leftover paint on the old palette nearby. The colors shimmered in the sunlight—ruby reds like the berries he’d nibbled in the meadow, sapphire blues deep as the pond at dawn, sunny yellows warm as the morning light, and soft leafy greens that mirrored the tips of new spring shoots. Tiny flecks of dried paint clinked softly as the brush swirled through the mixture, and Percy felt a thrill of anticipation that made his tiny hooves tingle. The colors seemed to call to him, almost alive, waiting to leap onto the board in joyful arcs and swirls. 

His hoof trembled slightly as he touched the first stroke to the wood. The paint spread like sunlight breaking through morning mist—bright, bold, and shimmering with life. A small squeak of delight escaped him, and a flutter of pure joy raced through his chest. It’s real! I made this! he thought, eyes wide as the colors danced before him. The board seemed to respond to his touch, glowing softly as though it had been waiting for him all along, eager to be transformed. 

Each new stroke added layers of movement and magic. Swirls of red twirled playfully into blues, streaks of yellow sparkled beside lush greens, and tiny splatters scattered like confetti, each droplet catching the sunlight and gleaming like a jewel. Percy stepped back briefly, heart hammering, eyes scanning the emerging scene. He could already feel the energy humming from the canvas, filling the barn with warmth and excitement. The air seemed alive with possibility, carrying the faint scent of fresh paint, hay, and the sunlit wood itself. 

Percy leaned closer again, dipping the brush into a fresh mixture of colors, letting his imagination guide him. Every flick of his tail, every tilt of his head, seemed to add life to the painting. He imagined the meadow outside, the gentle sway of flowers, the laughter of friends, and the playful antics of ducks and goats. With each stroke, the board seemed less like a simple piece of wood and more like a portal—a world waiting to bloom, a story waiting to be told. The barn, the dust motes, the sunlight—all of it seemed to lean closer, eager to see the magic that Percy’s little hooves could bring to life. 

A little squeak of joy escaped him again as the first hints of a meadow appeared on the board, colors colliding and dancing with a spontaneity he hadn’t planned but that felt perfectly right. This is just the beginning, he whispered to himself, tail flicking in delight. Every sweep of the brush, every drop of paint, was a celebration—not just of color, but of imagination, courage, and the quiet thrill of creating something entirely his own. The barn hummed softly around him, alive with possibility, as Percy continued to paint, each stroke brighter and bolder than the last, until the board shimmered with energy, cheer, and the first hints of a masterpiece that had been waiting just for him. 

Percy moved with growing confidence, experimenting with every motion he could imagine. Sometimes he pressed the brush down firmly, creating thick, bold streaks that seemed to thump with excitement. Other times he flicked it lightly, sending tiny droplets flying across the board like stars in a rainbow sky. He tilted the brush, swirled it in circles, and even tapped it gently, delighted by the way colors could twist, twirl, and mix in ways he hadn’t planned. Every movement was a discovery, and every discovery made his heart beat faster. 

As he painted, Percy imagined the barn coming alive with the world he was creating. Perhaps a line of sunflowers would grow along the bottom of the board, or a playful bird might flit across the top, wings spreading in streaks of yellow and blue. Maybe a soft breeze could ripple through the colors, carrying hints of lavender, orange, and pink across the wooden canvas. Each stroke felt like a conversation between Percy and the board, a gentle dialogue where ideas, imagination, and color danced together in harmony. 

By the time Percy stepped back, his little hooves dusted with flecks of paint, he could hardly believe the world he had created. The board before him wasn’t simply painted—it pulsed with life. Swirls of blue curved like rolling hills, streaks of yellow and pink glimmered like sunlight dancing on wildflowers, and tiny dots of purple and turquoise sparkled like hidden stars. Every splash, every swirl, every playful smear seemed to breathe, as if the fence itself were smiling. Percy realized, with a gasp of delight, that his little patchy brush had unlocked something truly magical: a world where imagination could run wild, and where each flick and swirl of color could tell a story only he could dream. 
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