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Pip’s Story 

 
	
	

On my eleventh birthday, I got the coolest 
gift in the whole world…a horse! The horse 
was a scrawny, brown colt with a black mane. 
His tail was so long it nearly brushed the 
ground. Each of his legs had a black mark 
that looked like a sock. A white star on his 
forehead peeked out from under his long 
forelock.  

I climbed up onto the pasture fence. “Hey, 
little guy!” I called. “Come here!” 

His ears swiveled toward me, and he gave 
me a quick look, but he didn’t stop nibbling on 
the grass. He acted like I was just a beetle 
crawling by! If only he would raise his head to 



 

 

look at me, I was sure he would come over to 
say hello. But he just turned away, nibbling 
on juicy grass the whole time. 



	

 

I wanted a horse more than anything in the 
world! I also wanted a friend. A best friend. If 
this horse wouldn’t be my friend, he wasn’t 
much of a gift. I was so upset I went back 
inside the house.  

“Hey, Pip,” said Dad. “How’s the horse?”  
When I shrugged, he put his arm around 

me. “What’s wrong?” asked Dad. 
“The horse doesn’t like me!” I said. “He 

won’t even look at me.”  
“Well,” said Dad, “if you want a friend, you 

have to build a friendship.”  
“I just thought he’d like me right away,” I 

sighed.  
“Friendships always take work,” said Dad. 
Later that day I filled my pockets with 

peppermint candy and headed to the pasture. 
The scrawny colt looked up and walked 
toward me. As soon as he got close enough, he 



 

 

nosed my jacket. He frisked my pockets and 
found the candy. I was so happy! 

I took a few peppermints out of my pocket 
and opened my hand. He sniffed them, then 
scooped them up with his lips. He ate them 
and looked for more. Each peppermint I gave 
him he gently took from my hand.  I was 
delighted! He liked me! Now we could be 
friends. After he crunched up the last 
peppermint, he walked away.  Not just a few 
steps, either. He walked almost to the fence on 
the far side of the pasture. That’s when I got 
angry. He wouldn’t even hang around! I went 
back inside.  

“That horse,” I told Dad, “ate all the 
peppermint candy, then walked away. He 
doesn’t care about me!” 



	

 

 
Dad gave me a funny look, the one he got 

before he told me something he thought I 
should already know. He said, “You can’t buy 
friendship, Pip.”  


