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            Chapter One

            Kid

         

         There once was a small goat who lived on a farm, not far from a rugged mountain. The farm had five grassy paddocks separated by wire and timber fences. Cows and sheep grazed on the grass, and in a pen beside the main barn lived a family of pigs. Next to the pen was a chook yard, with a big log for perching and a wooden henhouse in the middle. It was a busy yard. All day long the hens bustled and flapped and scratched the ground. It was here, among 2the feathers and squawks, that the small goat lived.

         He was barely taller than the hens, and not just because he was young. He was a small breed of goat – a miniature – so even when fully grown he would hardly peek over a bale of straw. For now he was still a kid, with gangly legs, ears that stuck out and two bumps on top of his head. He couldn’t see them but he knew they were there, and he dreamt that one day they would grow into big curved horns, strong and majestic.

         The hens had never known the goat’s name, so they all called him Kid.

         ‘Good morning, Kid.’

         ‘What’re you doing there, Kid?’

         ‘Look out, Kid!’

         He got used to the name and he liked living with the hens. The yard was a rough 3rectangle, bordered by a strong wire fence with a timber railing, and it was long enough for him to reach a gallop. Most of all, he loved the hollow log that lay beside the henhouse. It was the trunk of a tree that had fallen long ago, an ancient timber beast, patched with moss. He used it as a tunnel or a shady place to take a nap. Some days he tried to climb it, but he always fell down in a clumsy bundle of legs.

         Late one afternoon, he eyed the log from across the yard. Something felt different. Had his legs grown longer? His bumps a bit bigger? He stamped a hoof, bucked on the spot and charged at the log. He ran through the crowd of hens, who flapped out of the way, scuffing up dust. He reached the log, kicked off from his back legs and flew through the air. He landed with a clatter on top.

         4‘Hey, look at me!’ He stomped and called out to the hens. ‘Look where I am!’

         A few of them clucked but they kept their heads down, pecking at the dirt.

         ‘Audrey!’ he shouted at one hen. ‘Hey, Audrey!’

         She peered up at him. ‘Well, look at you, my dear.’

         ‘I did it!’ He chanced a small bucking jump.

         ‘You sure did.’ She shook her feathers. ‘You look like you’ve conquered a mountain. But you’ll have to get down, you know. It’s almost time for bed.’
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         5The hens bobbed and scratched their way to the henhouse. They clawed up the wooden ramp in twos and threes until the only animal left in the yard was Kid, perched on the log.

         ‘Conquered a mountain,’ he said to himself.

         His hooves click-clacked as he turned and gazed at the real mountain not far from the farm. It was covered in trees, with rocky patches and steep sides near the top. The peak was a jagged point piercing the sky. What would it be like to climb something that big?
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            Chapter Two

            Audrey

         

         Kid trotted into the henhouse and softened his steps. The hens murmured in their nesting boxes as he shuffled through sawdust to the back of the house. It was almost too dark to see, so he counted his steps – nine, ten, eleven – and found Audrey in the last box, clucking to herself. She scratched, spun around and dropped a beakful of straw out of the box.

         Kid rested his chin on the edge and watched.

         7‘Almost ready.’ She fluffed the straw, then tossed another piece over the edge. She fussed for a few more minutes and Kid waited without a word. He liked the way she made the bed. She was the tidiest hen in the coop.

         ‘Okay,’ she said. ‘Climb in.’

         She hopped to the back corner of the box to make room. Kid propped his front hooves on the edge and leapt in. He circled a few times, then curled up in the straw. Audrey gave her wings a final flutter and snuggled down beside him. He felt the warmth of her feathers against his side.
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         The other hens trilled softly until the henhouse was quiet and then the only sounds came from outside. Cows mooed as they settled in the main barn. A pig snored in the next-door pen. An owl hooted from far 8away. Kid blinked at the window near his bed, and he glimpsed the mountain again.

         ‘Audrey,’ he whispered. ‘Can you tell me a story?’

         She opened an eye. ‘The same one?’

         He gave the smallest nod and nuzzled his nose into the straw.

         ‘Of course.’ She spread a wing over him. ‘I’d love to.’
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            Chapter Three

            The Story of Buck and Bess

         

         ‘Not long ago,’ Audrey began, ‘two goats lived in the yard next to ours. Their names were Buck and Bess. They were small but strong, curious – like all goats – and a bit stubborn.’

         ‘Like all goats,’ said Kid.

         ‘That’s right. Now, one moonless night, Buck and Bess were asleep in their pen when a noise outside woke them. Footsteps, soft in the grass. Buck’s ears pricked up and he crept to the door of their shed. He couldn’t 10see anything at first, but then a dark shape caught his eye. It slunk beside the fence, keeping close to the ground. He tracked the shape as it edged closer to the shed. Smooth and silent, it moved like a shadow, then stopped. That was when Buck saw a pointy nose at one end and a big bushy tail at the other.’

         ‘A fox!’ Kid had heard the story many times before but he was still excited.

         ‘Yes, a fox! Just a few paces from the goat shed. And do you know what Buck did?’

         ‘He chased it!’
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         Audrey nodded, wide-eyed. ‘He sure did. He bolted across the yard, bleating at that sneaky shadow. When the fox slipped under the fence and into the next yard, Buck jumped over and chased it.’

         Audrey bounced in the air as she told this 11part, as if she were clearing the fence herself. ‘He followed the fox, through yards and over fences, until they reached the far paddock. They tore across the grass to the very last fence. No goat had ever run so fast. When they reached it, the fox ran up and down until it found a small opening and squeezed through, out of the farm and back into the wild. And what did Buck do?’

         Kid’s ears stuck out straight. ‘He kept going!’

         Audrey flapped. ‘You bet he did! He pushed through the fence and chased that silly fox all the way up the mountain.’ She bobbed her head and clucked.

         Kid’s heart thudded in his chest. Through the window, the hulking mountain was all he could see.

         When Audrey spoke again, her voice was tender. ‘Should we finish it there?’ 12She was as still as a hen could be.

         Kid turned away from the window. He flicked an ear. ‘I want to hear the rest.’

         ‘Okay.’ She sighed. ‘But I’ll make it quick. You need to get to sleep.’

         He nestled into the straw and waited.

         ‘When Buck chased the fox, Bess stayed in the shed, pacing up and down, worrying and wondering what to do. Finally, she couldn’t bear it. She trotted outside and followed Buck’s scent, over fences and across yards, all the way to the far paddock. She found the hole in the last fence, and, on a piece of wire, there was a tuft of Buck’s white coat. So she pushed through the gap and went looking for her mate.’

         Audrey paused – exactly where she always did. But Kid knew there was more, so he said the next bit himself. ‘She never came back either.’

         13Audrey wrapped her wing around him. ‘That’s right, dear. No one saw those brave goats again.’

         He leant into her feathery warmth. Sadness bubbled in his belly. ‘You haven’t told the last part. The part about the hen and the baby goat.’

         ‘But we both know how it goes.’

         ‘Please?’ He nudged her with his soft nose. ‘It’s the happy ending.’

         ‘Okay.’ She blinked and ruffled her neck feathers. ‘Before Bess went to look for Buck, she bleated to the next-door henhouse for help. A very handsome hen—’

         ‘That’s you!’

         ‘Yes, that was me. Now, no more interruptions. A very handsome hen pushed through the henhouse door and flapped over the fence to Bess, who told her all that had happened, then led her into the dark corner 14of the shed. And there, on a pile of warm straw, was a baby goat. The cutest bundle of legs and ears the hen had ever seen.’

         ‘That was me!’

         Audrey squinted. ‘I thought I said no more interruptions.’

         ‘Sorry.’

         ‘Bess asked me to sit beside you. She wanted to look for Buck and promised to come back soon. But, well, she never did.’ Audrey sniffed and wiped an eye with her wing. ‘When the sun hit the goat shed the next morning, I was still there. And you’ve been stuck with me ever since.’

         Kid blinked away a tear and said the words he always saved for the end. ‘Thank you, Audrey. For everything.’

         ‘That’s okay, Kid.’

         Then the hen and the little goat closed their eyes and fell asleep.
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            Chapter Four

            Harriet

         

         The next morning, Audrey nudged Kid awake. He tumbled out of the nesting box and wandered into the yard, leaving her to lay her morning egg. He blinked at the sun and shook his head to wake up a bit more and his ears flapped from side to side. Cheerful noises floated from the paddocks and yards. The next-door pigs snorted. Cows mooed as they followed each other onto the grass. When a group of dogs barked in the distance, Kid twitched an ear 16and tried to listen harder. They were playful growls, probably the young maremma dogs wrestling each other. At least it wasn’t the deep voice of Ma. She was mum to the dogs, protector of the farm, and the boss of all the other animals.

         Kid kicked at the dirt. He chased a march fly and bucked into the air as he snapped at it. Then he pounced on and off some straw bales that had been dropped in the yard that morning. Every time he launched himself off a bale, his bony legs would fling sideways before landing awkwardly together on the ground. The growing crowd of hens cackled as he sprang about in the sun.

         He shook his coat and trotted to the fence that separated the hens and the pigs. It was a strong fence, twice his height, and made of wire that crisscrossed between 17timber posts, with a wooden railing on top. As he approached, a bright, lispy voice called
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