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ROCKY THE GOAT
By Ada Brownell

Rocky the goat charged out of nowhere into my historical romance, The Lady Fugitive, which I hope will be published soon. I admit I had to do some research on goats. Jenny, disguised as a man, purchased a farm and the animals came with it.  But it wasn't Jenny but Stu, a homeless orphan, who loves the animal most.
Here are some abridged excerpts.

***
Jenny lifted the stanchion and nudged the cow's hairy body outside the barn. She bent over to pick up the milk when a white blur whizzed toward her. Rocky's head connected with her backside. The bucket flew up, dropped on Jenny, drenching her with warm milk. She landed in a pile of loose hay. 






***
From another chapter
Grouch trotted into the yard and went straight to the barn. He picked up the new shovel and threw it on his wagon.

“Excuse me, sir, but that’s not your shovel.”

Grouch’s face turned red, but he threw it in his wagon.

Jenny flipped her clothes over the line and ran for the cellar, opening the goat pen gate as she passed. She flew down the steps and loaded the shotgun.

Grouch now had his hands full of tools. Jenny opened her mouth to speak, but the goat interrupted. His horns connected dead on. Grouch flew through the air and landed in a mud puddle. The wrenches went the other way, clanking one at a time as they landed.

Grouch caught his breath and his eyes narrowed. “Awk! Look at me. That hurt. That’s one mean goat. Give me that shotgun and I’ll fix ‘im for ye.”

Jenny pointed the shotgun at the white-haired thief. Rocky appeared ready to take after him again. “No, I’m getting so I like this goat. His name is Rocky. If I were you, I’d get in my wagon and trot out of here while I could still walk.”

***
The goat connected with the private investigator's behind. Glen Bastion flew through the air and landed on top the cellar, barely missing the vent.

A youthful giggle burst from behind the peddler's wagon, but William couldn't investigate that now. He bent over to look at the man sprawled on the ground. “You all right Bastion?”

“No, I’m not all right. What hit me? I’ll sue!”

Dirt covered his cocky red face. Weeds and dirt stuck into his slick black hair. His expensive felt hat lay across the way covered with soil, and maybe a little manure.

“Baa!”
Laughter erupted again behind the barn. William could see the same scrubbed young face that sat across from him at breakfast.

“Come on out, Stu. Help me get this goat back in the pen.”

“I love this goat,” Stuart grinned as he propelled himself toward the animal.

William smiled. “Glad you hitched a ride with me. Guess God knew I needed help. I think you need help, too. The Lord and I will see you’re taken care of.”

“You mean it?”
***

