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TWO
WISHES



Various voices were ringing out at the farm. 

“Mooo,” said the cow.

“Oink, oink,” said the pig, 
loud as he could.

“Beh” bleated the goat, full-throatedly.

“Bah!” bleated the sheep, loud and 
clear. She wanted to have her say.

“Honk, honk, honk,” 

nodded the excited goose. 



“Cock a doodle doo!” hollered Benny, 

even though he wasn’t a rooster. 

“They’re going to town again,” 

he said, enviously.

“Ahaaa,” sighed the other 

animals in agreement.

Out of the woods appeared 

the rascally fox.

“But we’ll never get to see it.”



Cinnamon the riding horse trotted by them.

He looked over at the farm and thought:

“Oh, how nice it would be to live here 

and have lots of friends.”

The same thing happened week after week.   
          Every Saturday.



But one day, 
when Cinnamon 
was again trotting 
by the farm and sneeking
peaks at the animals, he 
tripped over a stone and fell.

Michael, his owner, got scared. He wanted 
to help him to his hooves, but Cinnamon did 
not want to go to town that day, and he did 
not want to get up.



Michael went to the farmer for help:
“Can you help me? My horse hurt himself, 
and I really have to get to town.”
“I don’t have a car. And I lent my 
tractor to the neighbour…” 
replied the farmer.

“Do you perhaps have a horse?” 
asked Michael.

Benny the Horse wiggled his ears.

“Well, I do have a horse, but…” 
said the farmer doubtfully.



Michael approached Benny and asked, 
          “Can I ride you?”
   Benny posed importantly before him, 
        and the farmer just shrugged 
                his shoulders.

Benny’s wish came true, 

   and he went to town.

Benny the Horse approached the two
and looked pleadingly 
at the farmer.



Cinnamon’s wish came true, 

   and he stayed at the farm.

And if you look closely, behind the tree you’ll 

once again see an orange snout. But whose?



       Cinnamon enjoyed himself at the farm. 
    The animals showed him the stables, 
the pigsty, the chicken coop…

The curious animals came up to Cinnamon. 
They wanted to know 

what he was doing, 

where he was from, and what 

it was like to see the town.



Benny enjoyed himself in town. 

Michael took him to the doctor’s office, 

to the pharmacy, to a shop…

S h o p

P h a r m a c y



“Yippee! Benny’s gone,”
said the rascally fox, looking out 

from the trees and towards 
the farm. “Now I can look at 
these cute little animals from 

up close,” he laughed.



Suddenly, he felt a strong kick in the bum.

      “Owww!” he howled. 
The chicken he’d snatched flew from the 
fox’s hands, and he was barely able to save 
his skin. He looked around cautiously. There 
was Cinnamon.

“Get out of here! Go back to the woods!” 
ordered the angry horse. 

       The frustrated fox looked at 
                  his lost prey and left. 

“Cinnamon! Cinnamon! Cinnamon!” 
cried the delighted animals.

“You saved us!”



An excited Benny soon returned from the town. 
Michael praised him and thanked the farmer for 
his help. Cinnamon was less excited, since now 
he had to leave his new friends.

Benny approached Cinnamon and whispered, 
“The animals will miss you. If you ever want 
to trade places again… I’ll make sure that the 
stone will always be by the side of the road.”

Cinnamon smiled and gave a quick nod.
“I will remember your promise.”

And who knows? 
Maybe they’ll switch 

roles once again.



S h o p

P h a r m a c y



We often wish for something we don’t have. Benny and 
Cinnamon were two horses that each had a special wish. 
To their great delight, an opportunity arose one day for 
their wishes to come true. In this story, friendships are 
forged. In the end we find out that friendships are what 
gives meaning to life.


