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In a sunny village with rolling green hills, a boy named Leo

lived in a small blue house. Leo was seven years old, with

warm brown skin and curly dark hair that bounced when he

ran. He loved to fix things and always carried a rolled-up

measuring tape in his overalls pocket. One morning, Leo heard

exciting news: a little goat had been rescued and needed a

home.
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Leo hurried to the animal shelter with his mom. There he met

Pip, a tiny goat no taller than his knee. She had a soft cream

coat, a brown patch over one eye, and a red collar with a

heart-shaped tag. Her amber eyes twinkled as she nibbled

Leo's yellow shirt. 'She's perfect!' Leo laughed, and Pip's fluffy

tail wagged with joy.
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Leo and Pip became best friends right away. Every day after

school, Leo would race to the garden to play with her. Pip

loved to jump and bounce, and Leo loved to watch. He

measured her little horns with his tape and giggled as she

chased butterflies. 'You're the best goat in the world,' Leo said,

and Pip bleated happily, as if she agreed.
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But Leo soon noticed something. Pip was full of energy, always

looking for something to climb. She tried to jump on the

garden wall, but it wobbled. She tried to leap onto a bench,

but it tipped. 'Whoa, Pip!' Leo cried. 'You need something safe

to climb.' He remembered his measuring tape and a big idea

popped into his head.
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Leo decided to build a special climbing place just for Pip. He

drew a plan with squares and circles. 'We need strong wood,

smooth edges, and safe steps,' he told his dad. Together, they

visited the lumber yard and picked out sturdy boards. Leo

measured each piece carefully, his tongue sticking out in

concentration. 'This will be the best goat playground ever!' he

said.
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Back at home, Leo and his dad worked all weekend. Leo

sanded the wood until it was smooth. He helped hammer nails

and checked every corner with his tape. Pip watched curiously,

sometimes nibbling the sawdust. 'Almost done, Pip!' Leo

called. When the climbing frame was finished, it had ramps,

steps, and a little platform—perfect for a bouncy goat.
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Pip loved her new climbing structure. She hopped up the steps

and leaped from ramp to ramp with happy little kicks. Leo

clapped and cheered. 'You're a mountain goat!' he shouted.

Every day, they played together. Leo would time Pip's climbs

with his measuring tape, pretending it was a race. Pip would

nuzzle his cheek, and Leo felt proud of his safe, fun creation.
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One breezy afternoon, Pip discovered a new challenge. She

climbed higher than ever before, onto a narrow ledge at the

very top. 'Look at me!' she seemed to say, balancing proudly.

But then the wind blew, and Pip wobbled. Her little hooves

slipped, and she got stuck between two boards. She bleated a

worried little 'Maa!' and looked down at Leo.

8



Leo's heart thumped, but he stayed calm. 'Don't worry, Pip! I'll

help you,' he called. He remembered his measuring tape and

quickly measured the gap. 'I need something to reach you.' He

ran to the shed and found a sturdy wooden board. Carefully, he

placed it as a ramp, just the right size. 'Now step down slowly,'

Leo said softly.
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Pip trusted Leo completely. She placed one tiny hoof on the

board, then another. Step by step, she climbed down safely.

When she reached the ground, she buried her head in Leo's

yellow shirt. 'You're safe now,' Leo whispered, hugging her

tight. 'I'll always keep you safe, because that's what friends

do.' Pip's tail wagged, and she licked his cheek.
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From that day on, Leo checked the climbing structure every

week. He measured each board and tightened every nail. 'A

good builder always makes sure things are safe,' he told Pip.

He added soft hay at the bottom and a rail on the highest

platform. Pip tested each new part with a happy hop, and Leo

smiled, knowing he had done his job well.
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Leo learned that caring for a pet means more than just

playing. It means keeping them safe and happy. He made a

little sign for Pip's climbing area: 'Pip's Park—Built with Care.'

His friends came to see, and Leo proudly showed them how he

checked the structure. 'Pip is my best friend,' he said, 'and

taking care of her is my favorite responsibility.'
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Pip and Leo spent many happy days together. They played

hide-and-seek among the hay bales and raced up the ramps.

Pip grew stronger and braver, and Leo grew prouder of his

careful work. Sometimes they just sat together, Leo measuring

Pip's horns as she nibbled clover. 'You're growing, Pip!' he

said. 'Soon you'll be the best climber in the whole village.'
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One evening, as the sun set over the hills, Leo and Pip sat on

the porch. Leo scratched Pip's floppy ears and looked at her

heart-shaped tag. 'You were rescued, Pip, and now I'm your

rescuer too,' he said. 'Friendship is fun, but keeping you safe is

the best part.' Pip bleated softly and rested her head on his

knee.

14



Leo's mom called them for dinner, and Pip trotted after Leo

into the warm kitchen. 'You two are inseparable,' Mom smiled.

Leo nodded. 'Pip is my best friend,' he said. 'And I'm hers.' He

gave her a fresh bowl of water and a crunchy carrot. Pip

munched happily, her amber eyes shining with trust and love.
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That night, Leo fell asleep with his measuring tape on the

pillow. He dreamed of climbing structures and a little goat

with a heart-shaped tag. He knew that every day with Pip

would be full of fun and care. And he was ready. Because a

good friend always shows up—to play, to build, and to rescue

when needed. And Pip knew it too, with all her heart.
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