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​Welcome to Green Valley,

This is a place of soft green hills, golden fields, and a silver river that curls through the grass like a ribbon. Foals play by the water, farmers tend their gardens, and most days the loudest sound is the happy thump of hooves on the hillside.

But even in the most peaceful valleys, big problems can arrive.

Sometimes they come buzzing out of a clear blue sky, sometimes they creep along a dark forest road, and sometimes they look so big and scary that grown-ups don’t know what to do.

That’s where the Brave Pony Brigade comes in.

Sparkles, Thunderhoof, Sunny, Willow, and Pepper are not the biggest ponies in Green Valley. They don’t carry swords or wear shiny armor. What they do have are brave hearts, clever ideas, helpful hooves—and a promise to stand together when things go wrong.

In this book, you’ll ride along with them as a locust storm turns the fields bare, as a lonely road hides a band of thieves, and as the smallest ponies in town discover just how big their courage can be.

So find a comfy spot, take a deep breath, and listen closely.

The hooves of the Brave Pony Brigade are already echoing across the hills. Their first great adventure is about to begin.
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​The Ponies of Green Valley
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In a small, peaceful town surrounded by rolling hills and green pastures, there lived a very special group of ponies.

The town was called Green Valley. Every morning, the sun painted the hills gold, birds sang from the trees, and a cool breeze carried the sweet smell of clover through the fields. Foals played by the river, farmers worked in their gardens, and in the distance, the sound of hooves echoed against the hills.

Those hooves belonged to the Brave Pony Brigade.

The Brave Pony Brigade was not just any group of ponies. They were brave. They were kind. And they were always looking for adventure and ways to help others.

At the front of the group trotted a small but mighty pony named Sparkles. Sparkles had a sparkling pink mane that shimmered in the sunlight like a trail of tiny stars. Her coat was soft and white, and her big brown eyes shone with curiosity.

Sparkles might have been smaller than some of the other ponies, but she had the biggest heart in all of Green Valley. She was always the first to say, “We can do it!” and the last to give up when things got hard.

Sparkles never went anywhere without her friends:


●  Thunderhoof, a strong gray pony who could gallop faster than the wind.

●  Sunny, a golden pony who loved to sing and could cheer anyone up with her songs.

●  Willow, a gentle brown pony who knew all the secret paths through the forests and fields.

●  Pepper, a speckled black-and-white pony who was always full of ideas—some very clever and some very silly.


Together, they made the Brave Pony Brigade.

Every day after their chores were done, the Brigade would meet at the top of a grassy hill just outside town. From there, they could see almost everything: the farmers working in the fields, the tiny houses with their red roofs, the sparkling river that wound like a silver ribbon through the valley, and the dark line of the forest far, far away.

“Where should we go today?” Sparkles would ask, her pink mane fluttering in the breeze.

“Let’s race to the river!” Thunderhoof would say.

“Let’s explore a new path!” Willow would suggest.

“I wrote a new song,” Sunny would add shyly. “Maybe I can sing it on the way?”

Pepper would bounce in place. “Or we could do all of that!”

The ponies loved to play and explore, but what they loved most was helping others. If a foal scraped a knee, Sunny would sing a gentle song to make them smile. If a wagon got stuck in the mud, Thunderhoof would pull it out. If someone lost something, Willow always seemed to know just where to look.

Sparkles watched her friends with pride. She knew every pony in the Brigade had something special about it.

One bright, sunny afternoon, the sky was as blue as Sparkles had ever seen it. The air felt warm, and fluffy white clouds floated lazily overhead.

Sparkles trotted up the hill to meet her friends, her heart happy and light.

“Brave Pony Brigade, are you ready?” she called.

“We’re ready!” her friends answered, their voices echoing across the valley.

They set off together at a cheerful trot. The grass brushed against their legs, butterflies fluttered beside them, and crickets chirped softly from the tall weeds.

“I have a feeling today is going to be special,” Sparkles said.

“What makes you say that?” Pepper asked.

“I don’t know,” Sparkles replied, smiling. “Sometimes you can just feel it in your hooves.”

The ponies laughed and kept walking. They didn’t know it yet, but something was happening in Green Valley. Far across the fields, the farmers were beginning to worry. Dark shapes were gathering in the sky—shapes that did not belong to clouds.

The Brave Pony Brigade trotted happily along, not yet seeing the trouble ahead. But Sparkles was right. Today would be special—

—because today was the day the Brave Pony Brigade would have their very first big adventure.
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​The Day of the Locust Storm
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The next morning, Green Valley woke up to the sound of roosters crowing and carts creaking along the dirt roads. The air smelled of fresh hay and wildflowers. It seemed like an ordinary day.

But it wasn’t.

Sparkles trotted out of her cozy stable, stretching her legs and shaking out her sparkling pink mane. Sunlight danced across the dewy grass like tiny diamonds.

“What a beautiful day!” she said to herself.

She clip-clopped through town, nodding to the sleepy shopkeepers and waving her tail at the foals who were chasing each other around the well. When she reached the big oak tree at the edge of town, her friends were already waiting.

Thunderhoof pawed at the ground eagerly. “Race to the hill?” he asked, his gray tail swishing.

Sunny hummed a cheerful tune as she brushed a leaf out of her golden mane. “I made up a new song,” she said. “It’s about sunshine and friendship and—”

Pepper jumped in, eyes sparkling. “And adventures!”

Willow smiled softly. “Let’s go to the top of the hill first,” she said. “From there, we can decide where to explore.”

“Good idea,” Sparkles agreed. “Brave Pony Brigade, let’s go!”

They galloped together, hooves thundering lightly along the dusty path. The grass on either side of the road brushed their legs, and little insects buzzed lazily in the warm air.

When they reached the top of the grassy hill, they all stopped to catch their breath and look out over Green Valley.

From up high, they could see the farmers working in their fields, just like always. Tiny dots of color—shirts and hats—moved between neat rows of green plants. The river sparkled in the distance.

Everything looked peaceful.

Sunny tilted her head. “It’s so quiet today,” she said.

But just as she spoke, a strange sound reached their ears.

Whirrrr. Hummmm. Buzz-buzz-buzz.

Thunderhoof flicked his ears. “Did you hear that?”

Pepper squinted at the sky. “Maybe it’s a big flock of birds?”

The sound grew louder. It was like a faraway rainstorm, but the sun was shining brightly, and there wasn’t a cloud in sight.

Sparkles’ nose twitched. “Something’s wrong,” she whispered.

Willow, who was very good at noticing little things, pointed with her hoof. “Look!”

Far beyond the fields, a dark smudge was moving across the blue sky. At first, it was small, just a tiny shadow on the horizon. But as the ponies watched, it grew bigger and wider and darker.

“That’s not a cloud,” Thunderhoof said slowly.

The strange buzzing sound now filled the air. It grew so loud that Sunny stopped humming and pressed her ears flat against her head.

Pepper took a step back. “I don’t like this,” he said.

Sparkles narrowed her eyes. “Let’s get closer,” she decided. “The farmers are down there. If something’s wrong, they might need help.”

The Brave Pony Brigade trotted down the hill toward the fields. As they got closer, the sound grew into a roar of buzzing wings.

Then the dark cloud reached the farms.

It dropped low over the fields like a living blanket.

The ponies stared in shock. The cloud was not made of fog or smoke.

It was made of insects.

“Locusts,” Willow breathed. “I’ve heard stories about them.”

Thousands and thousands of brown, hopping, flying insects swarmed over the green plants. They landed on stalks and leaves and began to chew. In seconds, bright green leaves turned into ragged stems.

“No!” cried Sunny. “The crops!”

Farmers rushed through the rows, waving their hats, their arms, and even old blankets, trying to scare the locusts away. But the insects were everywhere. They leapt and whirred and buzzed, landing right back where they had been.

One farmer, a kind old man with a straw hat, looked up and saw the ponies.

“Sparkles! Brave Pony Brigade!” he called, his voice full of worry. “We’ve never seen anything like this! They’re eating everything!”

Sparkles’ heart thudded in her chest. She could see the fear on the farmers’ faces, the way their hands shook as they tried to save their plants.

“What will they do if the food is gone?” Pepper whispered.

“They’ll have nothing to sell at the market,” Willow said softly. “Nothing to feed their families.”

Thunderhoof stomped his hoof. “We have to stop them!”

He charged toward the nearest field, snorting loudly. He galloped up and down the rows, kicking up dust and shouting, “Go away! Shoo!”

For a moment, the locusts lifted like a brown wave—but then they simply landed on another patch of green.

Sunny tried singing a loud, bright song, hoping to scare them off with sound. Pepper grabbed an old sheet from a cart and waved it in the air. Willow led them in circles, trying to herd the insects away from the most important crops.

Nothing worked.

The locusts swarmed and chewed and buzzed until, slowly, painfully, the fields grew bare. The rich green rows of plants turned into short, broken stalks.

At last, as suddenly as they had come, the locusts lifted into the air again. The dark cloud drifted away, buzzing over the hills and disappearing into the distance.

Silence fell over Green Valley.

The ponies and the farmers stood together, staring at the ruined fields.

A little girl clung to her mother’s hand. “Mama,” she whispered, “what will we eat now?”

Sparkles felt a lump in her throat. The farmers’ faces were pale and tired. Some of them sat down right in the dirt, holding their heads in their hands.

“We planted those seeds in the spring,” the old farmer with the straw hat said quietly. “We were counting on this harvest.”

Sparkles looked at Thunderhoof, Sunny, Willow, and Pepper. Her friends looked back at her, their eyes wide and worried.

For a moment, no one spoke.

Then Sparkles took a deep breath. Her heart still felt heavy, but a tiny spark of
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