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Hi, my name is Jessie Jones and I live on a farm. But not just any old farm, our farm grows things that are all the colors in a rainbow. This story is about the Barnyard Bully. Come on in and let’s go see if he just needs a friend.

One beautiful summer day on Rainbow Farm a new bull arrived. He had shiny black hair with patches of orange and big brown eyes. When the bull looked at Cassidy, Cody and I, we were scared. And we never felt that way around any animal. But the bull looked like he did not want us bugging him. So we just looked at him through the fence.

“Boy, he sure has a mean look on his face,” said Jessie. 

Cassidy agreed. “Yeah, he does.”

“Maybe he never had any friends,” said Cody.

“Who would want to be friends with someone that stared at you like that?” Cassidy asked.

“But everybody needs friends,” Cody said.

“I think we better stay away from him,” Cassidy said.
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Cassidy and Jessie walked away to do their daily chores while Cody stood by the bullpen. “He doesn’t look so mean to me.”

“Come on, Cody,” Cassidy hollered. “You have to do chores too. Besides, the bull probably doesn’t like you staring at him.”

Cody ran to catch up with his sisters. 

“We should name him,” Jessie said. “Then he would feel like part of the family.” 

“I don’t think naming him is going to change anything,” said Cassidy.

“I want to call him Bullseye,” Jessie said.

Cassidy and Cody replied, “Bullseye?”

“Yeah, Bullseye.”
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Now back in the bullpen, Bullseye was already being naughty. 

One red pig was rolling around in a mud puddle to cool off. 

“Hey there,” Bullseye said in his gruff voice.

Scarlet got up and went over to the fence. “Are you talking to me?”

“Yeah, you. How about having a little fun with me?”

“Fun?” she asked.

“Yeah, I was just thinking about how much fun it would be to tear up the pile of straw bales and let it blow around in the wind.”

“It doesn’t sound like fun to me. The straw is for our beds and it keeps us warm and snug.”

“What’s the matter? Are you chicken?”

Scarlet looked confused. “No, I am not a chicken. I am a pig.”

“No, no. That means you are scared,” said Bullseye.

Well, she was scared of him. He was so big and he sounded so mean. She knew it was wrong to waste the straw, but agreed anyway. 

1 One
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Two green ponies were galloping around their pen letting the wind blow through their long manes and tails.

“Hey there,” Bullseye said in his gruff voice.

Clover and Lucky trotted over to the other side of the fence. “Are you talking to us?”

“Yeah, you. How about having a little fun with me?”

“Fun?” they asked.

“Yeah, I was just thinking about how much fun it would be to pick the apples off the tree and stomp on them. 

“It doesn’t sound like fun to us. The kids feed us the apples as a special treat.”

“What's the matter? Are you chickens?”

Clover and Lucky looked confused. “No, we are not chickens. We are ponies.”

“No, no. That means you are scared,” said Bullseye.

Well, the ponies were scared of him. He was so big and he sounded so mean. They knew it was wrong to waste the apples, but agreed anyway. 

2 Two
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That ornery bull still wanted to make more trouble and he did.

Three yellow calves were chomping away on lush green grass.

“Hey there.” Bullseye said in his gruff voice.

Buttercup, Sunflower, and Sunshine looked up, “Are you talking to us?”

“Yeah, you. How about having a little fun with me?”

“Fun?” they asked.

“Yeah, I was just thinking about how much fun it would be to run through the field and smash the cornstalks.” 

“It doesn’t sound like fun to us. The farmer feeds us the corn when we go into the barn at night.”

“What's the matter? Are you chickens?”

Buttercup, Sunflower, and Sunshine looked confused. “No, we are not chickens. We are calves.”

“No, no. That means you are scared,” said Bullseye.

Well, the calves were scared of him. He was so big and he sounded so mean. They knew it was wrong to waste the corn, but agreed anyway. 

3 Three
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Four purple bunnies came hopping by and crawled under the fence. They did not know there was a new bull in the pen. 

“Hey there,” Bullseye said in his gruff voice.

Violet, Royal, Lilac and Raisin stopped in their tracks. “Are you talking to us?”

“Yeah, you. How about having a little fun with me?”

“Fun?” they asked.

“Yeah, I was just thinking about how much fun it would be to pull the carrots out of the garden and leave them to rot.”

“It doesn’t sound like fun to us. The kids feed us the carrots in our supper.”

“What’s the matter? Are you chickens?” 

Violet, Royal, Lilac and Raisin looked confused. “No, we are not chickens. We are bunnies.”

“No, no, that means you are scared,” said Bullseye.

Well, the bunnies were scared of him. He was so big and he sounded so mean.  They knew it was wrong to waste the carrots, but agreed anyway.

4 Four
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Bullseye’s day had to come to an end soon. Somebody had to stop him. But who was going to stand up to him and make him behave?  

Five blue chickens were strutting around the barnyard pecking the ground for worms.

“Hey there,” Bullseye said in his gruff voice.

Cobalt, Skye, Rain, Cadet, and Sapphire stopped pecking.  “Are you talking to us?” 

“Yeah, you. How about having a little fun with me?”

“Fun?” they asked.

“Yeah, I was just thinking about how much fun it would be to take the eggs out of the nests and break them.” 

“It doesn’t sound like fun to us. The family uses our eggs for breakfast.”

“What’s the matter? Are you chickens?”

Cobalt, Skye, Rain, Cadet, and Sapphire looked confused. “Well, yes, we are chickens.”

“No, no. That means you are scared,” said Bullseye.

Well, the chickens were scared of him. He was so big and he sounded so mean. But one chicken named Cadet had heard about all the bad things Bullseye had done that day and was tired of his friends being picked on. He wanted to convince the other chickens to agree on talking to Bullseye, maybe together they could get the naughty bull to leave them alone. Maybe he would leave everyone alone. Cadet couldn’t help but wonder why Bullseye was being so mean.

5 Five
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The chickens gathered around Cadet. “We can not do anything to that bull. He is way too big for any of us,” one replied.

“Yeah, and he scares me,” said another.

Cadet replied, “Maybe we should ask him if anything is wrong.”

“Now what makes you think something is wrong with him?” another chicken asked.

“Because I do not think anyone is mean just to be mean, ” said Cadet.

So, Cadet began to strut towards the bull. Everyone was sure Bullseye was going to stomp on Cadet. What was he thinking by going to talk to that bull? He could get hurt, or worse. 

Cadet looked back to see that nobody was coming with him. All the animals in the barnyard watched and waited. He understood they were afraid but someone had to do something. This could not continue to go on day after day. It was no fun being scared. 

As Cadet got closer to Bullseye, he could see some old scars on his shiny black hair.  Cadet was beginning to feel sorry for that bull. 

Bullseye did not like the chicken coming so close. He had always kept everyone away with his scary voice and mean stare, so he stomped his hooves and snorted hard as a warning. “Don’t come any closer, chicken. You wouldn’t want me to stomp on you in front of everyone, would you?”

Cadet started to shake, “I do not want you to stomp on me at all.”

Bullseye lowered his head and snorted again, “Then go away.”

Cadet was not sure what to do or say. He did not want to get hurt or hurt the bull’s feelings. And Cadet knew that everyone’s feelings could get hurt even if they didn’t act like it. 

“Would you like to be my friend?” Cadet asked.

“Chicken, I asked you to go away. This is your last chance.”
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All the barnyard animals stood there. “Maybe we should go help him,” one of the ponies said, “We are bigger than the other animals.” 

“I am not going near him,” answered the second pony, “I would rather have him bully me around than get hurt.”

Cadet decided to try again, “ Would you like to be my friend?”

Bullseye snorted, “No. I do not need any friends. And I really do not want to be friends with a chicken. Now go away!” 

Cadet had an idea. Instead of asking if Bullseye wanted a friend he simply said,  “I would really like to be your friend. We’d all like to be your friend.”

Bullseye could see the chicken was not going to leave him alone. He could fight like he had so many times before, but really, what could a chicken do to him? Maybe he could use a friend. But nobody on the last farm wanted to be near him. He was different and they all teased him and because of it, he had learned to fight. After all, he was a big bull and it didn’t look right to walk away scared. At least that’s what he thought.
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“It looks like you have not been treated very nice,” Cadet said. 

Bullseye never had to worry about anyone seeing his scars because nobody had ever been close enough. He could not cover the scars now and as a matter of fact he was tired of pretending and tired of being mean. It had been so long since he had had a true friend that Bullseye thought it might not be so bad. And yet he was afraid they were just trying to trick him.

“The last farm I lived on did not like me very much. I looked different and some of the animals made fun of me while others stood by and let it happen and did nothing to help me. I thought they were my friends, but I was wrong. They called me names and threw rocks. That’s how I got the scars.”

Cadet waves for the other animals to come forward. “Haven’t you noticed? You fit right in with us on the Rainbow Farm. We are all colors, shapes and sizes and we do not tease each other about it. All of us are different and it’s okay. That is what makes us special. If we all looked the same, it wouldn’t be a Rainbow Farm. 

The other animals came up to meet their new friend and welcome him to the farm. Bullseye looked happy to finally fit in somewhere. It was true. It wouldn’t be a Rainbow Farm if all the animals were the same color. We were all created differently, and that’s okay. 
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   Come back and see us soon in our next story on

                          Rainbow Farm.
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Photography: Jessica Lyn Peiffer; The real Bullseye.

  Trisha Cousineau-Peiffer would like you to meet the real Bullseye. As

you see he does not have orange spots.  But, for some reason he was

constantly picked on by the cows.  Bullseye was a really nice bull to

have around and seemed to take a liking to her horse, Dakota.  They were

together most of the time out in the barnyard and became friends.  You

can look forward to more Rainbow Farm books by Trisha with illustrator

Bonnie-Everett-Hawkes.


                A fun little counting game to play with your children

5 Little jellybeans I wish I had more,

I’ll eat the red one, now there are 4.

4 Little jellybeans tasty as can be,

I’ll eat the orange one, now there are 3.

3 Little jellybeans only a few,

I’ll eat the purple one, now there are 2.

2 Little jellybeans eating them is fun,

I’ll eat the green one, now there is 1.

1 Little jellybean the last one for me,

I’ll eat the yellow one, I’m as happy as can be.

Can you guess the animal shadows?
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