
The Life of Friends

Now for the story of how I learned  

To appreciate the meek, 

To stop thinking I was the greatest, 

While putting down others more weak.

During the summer on our farm, 

There were three chicks in a grassy pen 

Where the farmer cared for them very well, 

And I decided to be their friend.

While I was flitting from tree to tree, 

With freedom to go where I pleased. 

I thought of myself as one of the best, 

And so the chicks I did tease.

Respect Wins



“Ah, you poor little birds, 

You’re so small and dumb, 

The farmer keeps you cooped up 

Under his protective thumb.”

“But me, I’m always out and about. 

There are no obstacles for me! 

One moment searching the barn for bugs,  

And at a whim, I’m up in a tree.”

“Ah the freedom that one can have 

When one has the gift of flight. 

I fill my day with all sorts of fun 

Because I am so bright.”



 

“We’re truly happy, Beep Beep, 

For a raven friend like you. 

Who travels all over the farm, 

While visiting us here too.”

“You are such a brilliant bird, 

So knowledgeable and clever. 

We admire your ingenuity 

It seems nothing stops you, ever!”

 

“Well, thank you, my little friends, 

I know it’s so unusual 

For one as great and smart as me 

To befriend those who are simple.”



“Because the farmer knows I’m wise, 

I’m free to eat what I please. 

From eating from the dog’s dish 

To nibbling fresh fruit on trees.”

“For you the farmer doles out  

The water and food you need. 

He probably fears that if you were out  

You might eat a poisonous weed.”

“You see, if you were out on your own 

You’re just not capable to find 

A place to rest, or food to eat 

As I can with such a sharp mind.”



“The farmer fears that one of the cats 

Will think you are good for food. 

They won’t think twice before they pounce 

And eat you in a hungry mood.”

Now how do you think that made them feel, 

These friends still young and small? 

Did I help build their confidence? 

You can tell, not at all!

And yet what astounds me 

And humbles me to the core 

Was how they never were upset at me, 

Though I deserved that and more.



Then one day, my dear friend Sid 

Took me aside for a chat. 

He asked if I had ever  

Heard him talk that way to a cat.

I had always been perplexed 

At how they were friends indeed. 

Though enemies they could easily be, 

Both striving to take the lead.

But true as Sid had pointed out 

Best friends they always were. 

At night the cats even offered Sid 

The warmth of their bodies and fur.



These young chickens had themselves 

Been champions of humility. 

They never responded to my proud words 

With cross remarks or hostility.

“I’ve come to offer my apologies 

For my rude unacceptable behavior. 

I wish to ask your forgiveness. 

Though I’m undeserving of your favor.”

 

“You’ll always be our friend, Beep Beep. 

Though your remarks at times did hurt us, 

We had decided amongst ourselves 

To forgive even if you didn’t notice.”



 

“We know the value of true friends, 

As you see, we have each other. 

We didn’t want you to be alone 

Without a close friend or brother.”

“And so we turned away from hurt 

To treat you as our good friend. 

Hoping that one day showing respect for you 

Would your boastful heart fully mend.”

 

And that, my dear reader friends, 

Is how to cross over a divide. 

Offering true friendship is the way 

To overcome hurtful pride.
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