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Chapter 1: Goat’s Big Wish
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On a sunny hillside farm, where the grass grew sweet and the chickens clucked all day long, there lived a goat named Gilly. Gilly wasn’t an ordinary goat—well, he looked ordinary, with scruffy white fur, pointy ears, and a beard that flopped when he chewed. But inside, Gilly had a restless heart.

While the other goats were happy munching grass, Gilly liked to dream. He dreamed of faraway places, shiny things, and adventures beyond the fence. But most of all, he dreamed of wheels.

Yes, wheels.

Whenever the farmer’s truck rumbled past, Gilly’s eyes sparkled. When the children from town whizzed by on bicycles, his tail wagged with excitement. And when he first saw a group of kids in the distance at the town skate park—jumping, rolling, and flipping on their skateboards—Gilly’s heart almost leapt out of his furry chest.

“That’s it!” he bleated loudly, startling a chicken into laying an egg.
“That’s what I need! A skateboard!”
The other animals laughed.

“Gilly, you’re a goat,” snorted Daisy the cow. “Goats don’t need skateboards. They eat grass and climb rocks. That’s enough.”

But Gilly stomped his little hooves. “Enough? Daisy, my dear cow, climbing rocks is so... yesterday. I want speed, I want style, I want to zoom like the wind!”

The pigs overheard and rolled in laughter. “Imagine a goat on a skateboard! He’d topple right into a mud puddle. Oink-he-he-he!”

Even the horses shook their manes and chuckled.

But Gilly didn’t care. The more they laughed, the stronger his wish became. He pictured himself rolling down the farm lane, sparks flying from his hooves as he zipped past the barn. He imagined doing flips off hay bales, sliding across the chicken coop, and landing with a stylish “baa.”

That night, while the farm grew quiet and the stars twinkled above, Gilly lay awake in the straw.

“Tomorrow,” he whispered to himself, “I’m going to find one. Somewhere on this farm, there must be... a skateboard.”

And so, with dreams of wheels spinning in his goat brain, Gilly drifted off to sleep—already planning the adventure of a lifetime.
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Chapter 2: The Farmer’s Shed
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The next morning, the rooster crowed at the crack of dawn.

“Cock-a-doodle-doo!”

Gilly yawned, stretched his legs, and leapt out of the straw. Today was the day. Today he would begin his quest for a skateboard.

He trotted across the farmyard, past Daisy the cow who was still half-asleep.
“Morning, Daisy!” Gilly said cheerfully.
“Too early,” Daisy mumbled, flicking her tail. “What are you so chipper about?”
“You’ll see,” Gilly said with a mischievous wink.
He skipped past the pig pen, where the pigs were already snorting around for breakfast.
“Oink, what’s the hurry, Gilly?” one of them called.
“I’ve got places to roll!” Gilly answered, leaving the pigs puzzled.
Finally, Gilly stopped in front of the farmer’s shed. It was old and creaky, with a rusty padlock that didn’t quite close anymore. Gilly knew the shed was full of treasures—shovels, buckets, ropes, and mysterious machines that clanked and rattled. If there was anywhere a skateboard might be hiding, it had to be in there.

He pushed his nose against the door. Creeeeak. It opened just wide enough for a goat to slip through.

Inside, the air smelled of oil and hay. Sunlight peeked through cracks in the wood, shining onto stacks of tools. Gilly’s eyes grew wide as he looked around.

“Hmm... buckets. No wheels. Rakes. No wheels. A wheelbarrow—close, but too big.”

He trotted deeper into the shed, bumping his horns against hanging ropes and nearly knocking over a ladder. Then he spotted it.

Against the back wall, under a dusty tarp, something flat stuck out with four round shapes peeking underneath.

Gilly’s heart skipped. “Could it be...?”

With a mighty tug of his teeth, he pulled off the tarp.

Whoooosh! Dust flew everywhere, making him sneeze.
“Baa-chooo!”
When the dust settled, there it was—an old, slightly cracked skateboard. The paint was chipped, the wheels squeaked when he nudged them, but it was still glorious. To Gilly, it was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen.

“My destiny!” he bleated dramatically, striking a pose as if he were a knight who had just pulled a magic sword from a stone.

He climbed onto it with shaky hooves. The board wobbled dangerously. Gilly’s legs trembled.

“Okay... steady now... goats are natural climbers. This is just... a flat rock with wheels. Nothing to worry about!”

He gave a little push with his back hoof.

The skateboard rolled forward an inch.

Gilly’s eyes lit up. “It moves!”

Another push. This time, the board rolled halfway across the shed. Gilly wobbled wildly, his beard swinging left and right.

“Woooooah—goat down, goat down!”

CRASH! He tumbled into a pile of buckets, sending them clanging and rolling across the floor.

The noise was so loud that the chickens outside squawked in alarm. The pigs oinked. Daisy mooed. Even the farmer, half-asleep in the house, muttered, “What on earth is that goat up to now?” before rolling back into bed.

Gilly shook himself off, pulled a bucket off his horns, and grinned.
“That... was... AMAZING! I’m a natural!”
His knees were scraped, his tail was dusty, but he didn’t care. For the first time in his goat life, he had wheels beneath his hooves. And nothing—nothing—was going to stop him from learning to ride.

He looked at the skateboard, tipped it upright with his hoof, and whispered, “From now on, you and I are partners. I’ll call you... Skaty.”

The skateboard squeaked as if in reply.

Gilly’s eyes sparkled with determination. Tomorrow, he would take Skaty out into the farmyard. Tomorrow, the world would see the birth of the very first skateboarding goat.

And tomorrow... well, tomorrow might also involve a lot more crashing.
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Chapter 3: The Wobbly Ride
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The next morning, the farm was buzzing with its usual sounds—clucking, oinking, mooing, and the farmer whistling as he filled the feed buckets. But there was one sound that didn’t quite belong:

Clunk... clatter... squeeeeeak!

It was Gilly, proudly dragging his new friend Skaty the Skateboard out of the shed. The wheels squeaked and the board bumped along behind him.

“Where are you going with that?” Daisy the cow asked, chewing slowly on a mouthful of grass.

Gilly puffed up his chest. “I’m going to ride it! Today, the farm witnesses history—the very first goat on a skateboard.”

Daisy rolled her big brown eyes. “Oh, Gilly. You’ll fall flat on your horns.”

“Or flat on his beard!” snorted one of the pigs, already giggling.

But Gilly wasn’t listening. He pulled Skaty into the middle of the farmyard, where the ground was flat and dusty. Chickens gathered in a curious circle, clucking and flapping their wings. The pigs leaned over their fence for a better view. Even the horses poked their heads out of the stable, munching hay like it was popcorn at a show.

“Ladies and gentle-animals,” Gilly announced with dramatic flair, “prepare to be amazed!”

He placed his two front hooves on the board. It wobbled dangerously. The chickens gasped.

“Steady, Skaty,” Gilly whispered. He hopped his back hooves on. For one glorious second, he balanced.

“Look! I’m doing it!” he bleated.

Then the board rolled forward. Slowly at first... then faster... then too fast.

“Wooooooaaahhh!” Gilly cried as his legs shook like jelly.

BUMP! He hit a small rock. The board jerked sideways.

WHOOSH! Gilly flew through the air like a very confused, very furry bird.

POOF! He landed right in the middle of a haystack. Straws stuck out of his ears and beard.

The animals roared with laughter. The pigs rolled in the mud, snorting so hard they got hiccups. The chickens cackled until feathers flew. Even Daisy the cow chuckled, “I warned you, Gilly.”

But Gilly wasn’t discouraged. He popped his head out of the haystack, hay sticking to his horns like party streamers.

“That... was... AWESOME!” he shouted.

“You call that awesome?” asked Daisy, baffled.

“Of course! Did you see how high I flew? I just invented... Goat Air!”

The pigs squealed even louder. “Goat Air! Hoo-hoo-hoo!”

But Gilly was serious. He trotted back to Skaty, dusted himself off, and hopped back on.

Clunk... squeak... roll!

This time, he managed three whole seconds of balancing before sliding sideways into the chicken coop.

“BAWK! BAWK!” the chickens screamed, flapping out of the way as Gilly skidded across the floor.

When he stumbled out, feathers were stuck to his beard, and one chicken sat proudly on top of his back, looking as if it had won a free ride.

The animals howled with laughter again, but Gilly grinned ear to ear.
“See? Progress! Next time, I’ll last four seconds!”
The truth was, he felt wobbly and sore, but





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Be Proud of Being Different
Dreams Keep Growing

Daniel Erial





d2d_images/image001.png
B¢ :

Believe in Yourself and Never Give Up
Be Proud of Being Different

Dreams Keep Growing

Daniel Erial





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
T4
3 3

The Kids (Goat Gang) ~ The Rival Boy

) §-]

Farmer Joe The Mayor





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





