

    
        
          The Pig Who Wanted to Fly an Airplane

        

        
        
          Daniel Erial

        

        
          Published by Daniel Erial, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE PIG WHO WANTED TO FLY AN AIRPLANE

    

    
      First edition. October 2, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Daniel Erial.

    

    
    
      Written by Daniel Erial.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Pig Who Wanted to Fly an Airplane

Chapter 1: A Pig with Big Dreams

Chapter 2: Barnyard Blueprints

Chapter 3: Captain Barker’s Story

Chapter 4: Training Take-off

Chapter 5: Bongo’s Wacky Workshop

Chapter 6: The Airshow Announcement

Chapter 7: Building the Real Plane

Chapter 8: The Test Flight Disaster

Chapter 9: The Big Day Arrives

Chapter 10: When Pigs Fly

Sign up for Daniel Erial's Mailing List


[image: ]

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: A Pig with Big Dreams
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The morning sun spilled golden light across Cloverfield Farm, painting the barns, fences, and rolling pastures in soft warmth. Chickens clucked as they scratched at the dirt, cows lazily chewed cud in the meadow, and the rooster—who always believed he was the most important animal on the farm—perched proudly on the fence to crow.

But one animal wasn’t paying any attention to breakfast, chores, or even the rooster’s bragging voice.

Porky the Pig sat on top of the haystack near the barn, his short legs dangling and his nose pointed toward the sky. His round pink cheeks puffed with every dreamy sigh as he watched the birds soaring high above the farmyard.

“Look at them,” Porky whispered to himself. “Wings out, floating through the clouds... Oh, what a life! One day, that’s going to be me. Not on wings, no sir—but in a real airplane. Flying higher than the geese, faster than the crows, loopier than the barn swallows!”

He squealed with excitement and almost rolled right off the haystack. With a wiggly scramble, he clutched a tuft of hay and steadied himself.

Down below, Daisy the Duck waddled by with her little notepad tucked under one wing. She was on her way to count how many ducklings had wandered into the pond again (she always liked keeping records), when she noticed Porky gazing skyward.

She tilted her head and quacked. “Don’t tell me you’re daydreaming again, Porky.”

Porky slid down the haystack with a dramatic thump and dusted hay off his curly tail. “Daydreaming? Daisy, this isn’t a dream. This is destiny!”

“Destiny?” Daisy raised an eyebrow.

“Yes!” Porky puffed out his chest and strutted proudly across the farmyard like he was already wearing a pilot’s uniform. “I, Porky the Pig, will one day fly an airplane. Not ride in one—fly one. With goggles, a shiny plane, and the wind whistling past my snout!”

Daisy blinked. Then she burst out laughing. Her quacks echoed across the yard. “Oh, Porky, you silly pig! Pigs don’t fly airplanes. They eat slop, roll in mud, and maybe—maybe—jump in puddles. But flying an airplane?”

Porky frowned. “Everyone always says that. ‘Pigs don’t fly.’ ‘Pigs can’t do this, pigs can’t do that.’ Well, one day, I’ll prove them all wrong.” He looked up again, his little pink snout twitching. “You’ll see. I’ll soar above Cloverfield Farm and wave down at you while you’re waddling in circles.”

Daisy tucked her notepad under her wing and softened her tone. She had been Porky’s friend long enough to know that once he had an idea in his head, it stuck tighter than peanut butter on feathers.

“Alright, alright,” Daisy said, trying not to smile. “Suppose you did fly. How would you even start? You don’t have wings. You don’t have feathers. You don’t even have hollow bones like the rest of us fliers.”

Porky grinned, showing off his little teeth. “Who needs bones when you have brains? I’ll build an airplane!”

Daisy quacked so loudly she scared three chickens into a panic. “An airplane? Out of what? Sticks? Feathers? Mud pies?”

Before Porky could answer, Bongo the Monkey came swinging by on the barn door rope. He tumbled into the dirt with a flop, banana peel flying into the air.

“Did somebody say airplane?” Bongo asked, springing up like nothing had happened. His wide grin stretched from ear to ear, and he immediately began making airplane noises—“Vroooom! Zoom! Whoosh!”—while running in circles with his arms out like wings.

Porky’s eyes sparkled. “Exactly, Bongo! That’s the dream! I’m going to fly an airplane!”

Bongo stopped mid-zoom, upside down with his tail tangled in the rope. “Oh-ho-ho, I love it! Count me in! We’ll build the best banana-powered plane the world has ever seen!”

Daisy slapped her wing to her forehead. “Banana-powered? That’s ridiculous.”

“Ridiculously brilliant,” Bongo corrected, juggling three bananas before eating them all at once.

At that moment, the rooster strutted by, puffing out his chest feathers. “What’s this nonsense about airplanes?” he crowed. “Pigs can’t fly. Neither can monkeys. The skies belong to us, the noble birds. Right, Daisy?”

Daisy hesitated. Normally, she would have agreed. But she glanced at Porky, who looked more determined than she had ever seen him, and something inside her whispered, What if he actually does it?

“Maybe pigs can fly,” Daisy muttered.

The rooster nearly fainted. “Heresy!” he squawked, flapping away in horror.

Porky, meanwhile, jumped up on the fence post. “You just wait! One day soon, the sky will see something it’s never seen before: a pig pilot! And when that happens, I’ll fly higher than geese, loopier than swallows, and fancier than the rooster’s feathers!”

The animals stared at him. Some laughed. Some rolled their eyes. But Porky didn’t care. He stood tall, gazing at the wide blue sky as though it was already his.

And deep down, he believed it was.
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Chapter 2: Barnyard Blueprints

[image: ]


The next morning, the barnyard was alive with its usual chorus: cows lowing, goats bleating, chickens clucking like gossiping grandmothers. But over all the noise came the loud scratch-scratch-scratch of chalk on the side of the red barn.

There, under the warm sunshine, Porky stood proudly with a stub of chalk clutched between his hooves. He was drawing what he declared to be the blueprints of the first-ever pig airplane.

The “blueprint,” however, looked suspiciously like a lumpy rectangle with two crooked wings and wheels that resembled donuts.

“There!” Porky announced, stepping back and admiring his work. “The future of aviation!”

Daisy waddled over, peering at the barn wall with her notepad under one wing. She tilted her head so far sideways she nearly tipped over.

“Porky,” she said slowly, “is that supposed to be an airplane? Because it looks like... like a wagon with ears.”

“It’s artistic interpretation,” Porky said, puffing out his chest. “See here—this is the cockpit, where I’ll sit. And this big thing is the engine. And over here are the wings, strong enough to lift me high into the clouds.”

Daisy tapped her notepad with her beak. “Engines don’t look like boxes with smiley faces. And wings don’t look like floppy pancakes.”

Before Porky could protest, Bongo came swinging by on the barn door rope again. He landed with a dramatic thud, sending a shower of hay everywhere.

“Ta-daaa! The engineer has arrived!” Bongo shouted, throwing his arms wide. “What’s this? A plan? A dream? A... doodle of pancakes on sticks?”

“It’s an airplane blueprint!” Porky squealed indignantly.

“Ohhh,” Bongo said, rubbing his chin. “Genius! Pure genius! It only needs one thing...” He pulled a banana from behind his ear and smashed it onto the drawing. “A banana-powered turbo booster!”

Daisy groaned. “Bongo, airplanes don’t run on bananas.”

“They should,” Bongo replied with a shrug. “Think of the snack potential mid-flight!”

Porky ignored them, scribbling furiously on the wall. He added wobbly arrows and labels like GOES ZOOM! and BIG WINDY PROPELLER.

“Now all we need,” Porky declared, “is to build it.”

The farmyard went silent. Chickens stopped clucking. Even the cows stopped chewing for a moment. Build it? A pig? An airplane? This was madness.

From his perch on the fence, the rooster let out a smug laugh. “Ha! Build it? With what? Mud pies and corn cobs? Stick to rolling in slop, Porky.”

Porky narrowed his eyes. “I’ll show you. I’ll build the best plane Cloverfield Farm has ever seen!”

Daisy sighed. “Alright. Let’s say—just say—you’re serious. What do you need to build it?”

Porky tapped his chin with one hoof. “Wheels. Wood. Cloth for wings. A big fan for the front. Oh, and some shiny paint, because every airplane needs style.”

Bongo leapt into the air. “Wheels? I’ve got a wagon! Wood? Plenty in the barn! Cloth? I saw Farmer hang up laundry yesterday—perfect wings! And shiny paint? Easy—just borrow Farmer’s red tractor paint!”

Daisy gasped. “Borrow? You mean steal!”

“Pfft,” Bongo said, waving his tail dismissively. “Borrow forever.”

Porky squealed with delight. “Yes! This is it! Our mission begins today!”

And so, the three unlikely inventors set to work.

Bongo scampered off to fetch wagon wheels. He rolled them across the yard like juggling balls, occasionally tripping and getting flattened like a pancake.

Daisy carefully measured planks of wood with her notepad, though most of the measurements ended with complaints like, “Porky, you can’t sit on a wing to test it! You’ll snap it in half!”

Porky, meanwhile, strutted around the barnyard with a piece of rope tied around his head like a pilot’s helmet, barking orders like a captain.

“Daisy, check the wings!”
“Bongo, more bananas for the fuel tank!”
“Chickens, stand clear of the runway!”
The chickens scattered, muttering nervously about pigs losing their minds.

By afternoon, a “prototype” was assembled.

It was... something.

A wobbly frame made of wagon wheels, crooked planks, and laundry sheets tied as wings stood in the middle of the barnyard. A broken fan had been tied to the front with string. And on the side, Bongo had painted in big yellow letters:

“PORKY ONE”

The animals of the farm gathered to watch.

The sheep bleated in disbelief. The goats snickered. Even the cows looked up from chewing to see what nonsense was happening now.

Porky climbed proudly into the cockpit, which was
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