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Chapter 1: The Dreamy Cow
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The farm was quiet that night. The fields were bathed in soft silver light, and the sky sparkled with more stars than anyone could count. The sheep were already snoring, the pigs were curled up in straw piles, and the farmer had gone to bed after double-checking the chicken coop.

But one animal was wide awake.

Clara the cow stood in the middle of the pasture, her big round eyes gazing upward. Her ears twitched every time a breeze rustled the grass, but her attention never left the sky.

“Moo...” she sighed dreamily. “Look at all those stars. They look like sprinkles on a giant cookie. And the moon—oh, the moon! It looks like a big, round wheel of cheese.” She licked her lips. “I bet it tastes delicious. But more than that...I want to go there. I want to visit it.”

Clara wasn’t like other cows. Most cows were perfectly happy to spend their days munching grass, swishing their tails, and chewing cud. But not Clara. She had big dreams. Huge dreams. Sky-high dreams. Dreams that stretched all the way to the stars.

She wanted to be an astronaut.

Every night she practiced “astronaut standing.” She planted her hooves wide, lifted her chin, and pretended she was floating in space. Sometimes she even held her breath until she felt dizzy, pretending she was wearing a space helmet.

The other farm animals thought she was odd.

“Clara, why do you stare at the sky so much?” asked Penny the pig one morning. Penny had mud all over her snout and didn’t understand why anyone would want to go somewhere without mud puddles.

“I’m preparing,” Clara said seriously. “Someday, I’m going to fly to the moon.”

Penny snorted so hard that mud bubbles flew out of her nose. “Fly? You don’t even have wings! You’re a cow, Clara. Cows don’t fly; they flop.”

The chickens clucked in agreement. “She’ll never leave the ground. Cows are too heavy! Cluck-cluck—they’re meant to stay here on Earth.”

Clara’s best friend, Gizmo the goat, trotted over. Gizmo was small, scrappy, and always chewing on something he wasn’t supposed to—like boots, buckets, or blueprints the farmer left lying around. But unlike the others, Gizmo didn’t laugh.

“I don’t know, Penny,” Gizmo said, spitting out a piece of twine he’d been chewing. “If anyone could figure it out, it’d be Clara. She’s got determination. And determination is stronger than wings.”

Clara beamed. “Thank you, Gizmo. You’ll see. One day, I’ll Walk on the moon. I’ll moo so loud, Earth will hear me.”

That night, after everyone went to sleep, Clara tip-hooved to the fence and looked at the sky again. She whispered, “Wait for me, stars. I’m coming.”

And though the other animals laughed, Clara’s heart was full of determination. The dream was planted, and it was growing faster than alfalfa in spring.
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Chapter 2: A Barnyard Announcement

[image: ]


The very next morning, Clara made a decision. If she wanted to be an astronaut, she couldn’t keep it a secret anymore. She needed support. She needed a team. She needed...a barnyard announcement.

She gathered her courage, cleared her throat, and stomped her hooves loudly on the wooden barn floor. Clop! Clop! Clop!

“Attention, everyone!” Clara mooed. “Important meeting in the barn!”

The pigs poked their heads out of their stalls, confused. The chickens flapped and fluttered nervously, as though she’d announced an incoming hawk. The horse, Harold, slowly plodded over with his usual half-asleep look. Even the sheep came stumbling in, still chewing their breakfast grass.

The last to arrive was the farmer. He pushed open the barn door, holding his coffee mug, scratching his head. “What’s all this noise? A meeting? Since when do cows hold meetings?”

Clara took a deep breath. Her tail swished nervously, but her eyes sparkled. “Friends, barnmates, farmer—lend me your ears!” She paused. Then, realizing many animals had pointy or floppy ears that couldn’t actually be “lent,” she clarified, “I mean, listen closely!”

Everyone stared. Gizmo trotted to her side, nodding like a little assistant.

Clara puffed out her chest. “I have a dream. A big one. I want to be...an astronaut!”

The barn went silent. For a moment, even the dust motes seemed to freeze midair.

Then—SNORT! Penny the pig burst into laughter so hard she rolled into a hay pile. The chickens clucked hysterically, flapping their wings until feathers flew everywhere. Harold the horse let out a loud, whinnying chuckle. Even the farmer nearly spilled his coffee.

“You?” Penny squealed between giggles. “An astronaut? Clara, you’re a cow! You can’t even climb the fence without getting stuck.”

“Yeah!” one chicken added. “And your hooves are way too clumsy for pressing spaceship buttons! Cluck!”

The farmer shook his head, muttering, “What will she come up with next? A cow in space? Ridiculous. I should write this down for the newspaper.” Then he wandered back outside, chuckling.

Clara’s ears drooped, but only for a moment. She stomped her hoof firmly. Clop!

“I know it sounds silly,” she said, “but I believe it. Cows don’t have to stay on the ground forever. If humans can go to space, why not a cow? Why not me?”

The laughter died down slowly. Some animals shuffled awkwardly, unsure how to respond. Then Gizmo spoke up, his little goat beard quivering with excitement.

“I believe in her!” Gizmo bleated. “And if Clara says she’s going to the moon, then I’ll help her get there. She’ll need a rocket, right? Rockets are just big tin cans with fire coming out the bottom. Easy-peasy. I can chew through some spare wires and figure out the rest.”

“Rockets?” one of the sheep bleated nervously. “With fire? Isn’t that...dangerous?”

“Of course it’s dangerous,” Clara said boldly. “But dreams are worth a little danger. I’d rather try and fail than never try at all.”

The barn grew quiet again. This time, not because they thought it was funny, but because—even though she was a cow, and even though the idea sounded impossible—Clara’s words rang with a strange kind of truth. Her eyes shone with so much determination that it was hard not to believe...just a little.

Finally, Harold the horse shrugged. “Well, if you do make it to space, Clara, make sure you bring back some moon hay. I hear it’s extra tasty.”

The chickens clucked softly to themselves, less certain now. Penny still rolled her eyes, but she stopped laughing.

Clara smiled. “Thank you. I knew you’d come around. From this day forward, the barn is not just a barn. It’s... The Barnyard Space Program!”

Gizmo leapt onto a hay bale, bleating like a cheerleader. “The Barnyard Space Program! First stop—the MOOOON!”

And just like that, Clara’s impossible dream started to feel a little less impossible.
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Chapter 3: Moo-n Training Begins
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Clara woke up earlier than usual the next morning, her heart pounding with excitement. Today was the day she officially began her astronaut training. She stretched her legs, cracked her neck (which made a sound like two wooden boards bumping together), and stomped her hooves on the ground with purpose.

“This is it,” she whispered to herself. “If I want to fly to the moon, I need to be ready—physically, mentally, and mooo-tionally.”

Her first challenge was exercise. Astronauts needed to be strong, right? Clara figured if she could jump higher than any cow in history, she’d be ready for liftoff. She trotted out to the hayfield, crouched low, and launched herself upward.

Boing!

She managed to hop about six inches before plopping back down with a thud.

“That’s... not very high,” she muttered.

But Clara wasn’t discouraged. She stacked a pile of hay bales into a makeshift trampoline, climbed on top, and bounced. The bales wobbled dangerously. Sproing! Clara went flying—and landed right on her backside in a pile of straw.

“Ooof!” she groaned, straw sticking out of her ears.

The chickens gathered around, clucking and cackling.
“Look at Clara! She thinks she’s a kangaroo now!”
“She’ll break her horns before she breaks gravity!”
Clara got up, brushing straw off her tail. “Laugh all you want,” she said proudly. “But astronauts don’t quit.”

Her next idea was running laps. Astronauts needed stamina, after all. She galloped around the pasture at top
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