
The Life  
of Friends
Hello, my name is Beep Beep, 
I’m a raven and your host, 

We have accounts from our lives 
That now for you we’ll post.

We, the animals of this farm, 
Are very good friends indeed. 

We wish to present our stories. 
So sit back, enjoy, and read.



Have Friends 
—or Gloat

Last night Betsy returned to the barn 

Her round eyes looking sad. 

Star asked her, “What’s the matter?” 

Betsy pouted and said it was bad.

 

“The other cows in the pasture, 

Made fun of me and laughed.  

Because I return each evening 

To the barn, they said I’m daft.” 

 

“But I return to give the farmer milk, 

For his children to grow fine, 

As well as to my calf, 

Who has looks so much like mine.”



 

“We would certainly miss you, 

If you were to stay away. 

We enjoy your company 

At night and the start of day.”

 

“The cows out in the pasture, 

Don’t get to have evening oats. 

I hope you didn’t tell them… 

Over that treat, did you gloat?”

 

“Well, yes, I did say something 

To that I did allude. 

I told them I must be important 

To receive such special food.”



 

“Tomorrow I’ll go out with you, 

To speak to the cattle herd. 

They will be made to understand 

That you’re not to be disturbed.”

 

“No please, that won’t be helpful. 

They’ll think I brought you along 

To chase them and to frighten them 

Because they treated me wrong.”

 

“I suggest we ask the farmer, 

To tell them to treat you nice. 

Maybe he can persuade them 

It’s not oats you receive, but rice.”



 

“Thank you, my dear friends, 

For your comfort and your counsel. 

Now I need a good night’s sleep. 

Hoping tomorrow I won’t be baffled.”

 

At dawn the Bantum rooster crowed, 

Telling all a new day had begun. 

I flew down to see how Betsy was 

At the rising of the sun.

 

“Good morning my dear friends! 

I slept well and have considered. 

To apologize is what I’ll do. 

My boasting ego was blistered.”



Bravely Betsy walked through the gate 

To seek out her fellow cattle. 

She had prayed and asked for help, 

Because she perceived a battle.

 

“I wish to apologize to each of you 

My friends out in the pasture. 

I boasted of a privilege, 

And caused some hurt to fester.”

 

“We accept your kind apology, 

But we must ask you to forgive us. 

Last night we talked and were ashamed 

That we’d made such an unkind fuss.” 



“For you it is a sacrifice  

To return to the barn each night 

Carrying your heavy bag of milk, 

It takes a lot of might.”

“The farmer and his family, 

Need milk that is nutritious. 

And so he boosts your diet. 

He’s concerned about your fitness.”

“We’re honored to have you as a friend 

And wish to welcome you  

To enjoy the pasture with us; 

Offering friendship is what we do.”



 

Once again they shared a pasture. 

These friends one time offended, 

Now enjoyed each other’s company, 

Their hurts they had now mended.

I was thinking about this story 

And honestly I can say 

To have good friends is more satisfying 

Than to gloat most any day.
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