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Happiness can exist only
in acceptance...as a goat.

- George Orwell -
(maybe)
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Un-happy birthday!

“I can only apologise for the quick dinner,” said Mum,
plonking down a plate of bread and toast. “I'min a
bit of a rush tonight. It’s the first dress rehearsal at
circus training. We've got our big show opening in
just a few weeks!”



Neither Amy nor Colin, Mum'’s new boyfriend,
stopped eating to notice her flitting around. She
pushed another crust of bread into the toaster.

“Injust a few weeks I need to perfect the art of
balancing on my head while riding on the back of a
camel. It’s not as easy as it sounds.”

Colin took a large slice of toast. “Amy, could I
trouble you for some marmalade?”

Amy pushed away from the table, balancing on
the scrawny chair’s back legs. She pulled open the
dusty cupboard behind her.

“Ewww, its use-by-date is 1972,” she said,
inspecting a sticky, orange jar.

Eating stale, forgotten food that lurked in
cupboards was quite normal in Amy’s house. After
Colin moved in following her parents’ divorce, Amy
learnt he was useless at a weekly food shop and
Mum was too busy spending every second doing
her activities. Be it tap dancing, yoga or circus skills,
every evening she'd prance around the kitchen in her
own world. “Everyone should always be striving for
the best, not sat in front of the TV,” she said daily...
even when the TV was off...and no one was in.

Colin swallowed his mouthful. “1972 was an
excellent year for marmalade.”

“But it’s got furry green bits in it.”

“Oh, will you stop moaning, Amy,” said Mum,
pushing up to a headstand in the centre of the
kitchen. Her bottom was right in Amy’s eyeline.

“You're always trying to be different to everyone
else, why don’t you eat the mould.”

Amy glared up at her Mother but was met by
two firm bum cheeks in a blue leotard.



“Nonsense!” said Colin, taking the sticky jar. “We
can both eat around it.”

He rattled the tip of his knife, trying to find a
less mouldy bit.

“Ahh, here we are,” he said, smearing an orange
clump on Amy’s plate.

“Gosh, what a gift that is,” she replied
sarcastically, inspecting the bogey-looking lump.

Suddenly Colin’s heavy thick eyebrows jumped
up towards his hairline.

"Gift! That reminds me!" He dashed out of the
kitchen, stumbling over himself as he pulled up his
trousers that were forever falling down. Moments
later he returned, biting his lips, fighting a big smile.
He was holding a present beautifully wrapped with
a green bow. "Happy birthday, Amy." He bent down
and kissed her head.

This instantly made Amy smile. What a terrible
day she'd had at her new school, St Andrews School
of Controlled Excellence & Unoriginality. It's against
the rules to celebrate birthdays and engraved on the
school's large, iron gates is the motto:

CLOSE YOUR MIND
AND DO AS YOU'RE TOLD

At her school it was very important to Mrs
Moopleton, the headmistress, that all pupils
remained the same and didn't stand out. If they did
stand out, she'd paint them. In thick, grey paint.

Some at Ofsted did question this, but she
believed in a more hands on approach when dealing
with naughty children. You can’t simply speak to
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them when telling them
off, you have to cover and
smother their soul!

However, Amy being Amy,
had challenged this and
worn a flashing birthday
badge she’d made herself.
In the morning assembly,
Mrs Moopleton spotted it
instantly.

“Stop thinking you're
different to everyone else!”

She hissed in Amy’s face, ripping the badge from her
blouse, reaching for her paint brush.

Quickly, Amy tore through the wrapping paper
to shut out the sadness. In her lap sat a bashed-up
box smelling a bit like lemons. She carefully folded
back the lid to see a collection of household cleaning
products. There was a packet of yellow dusters, some
carpet cleaner and a super-saver size bottle of lemon
Fairy Liquid.

Colin grinned at his stepdaughter, trying to
suppress his excitement. “You seem so interested
when I'm cleaning so I thought it'd be nice to do
some together.” There was a twinkle in his eye.

To any other child, this may seem odd, but not
to Amy. Colin tried very hard to build a relationship
with his stepdaughter. He understood it couldn’t
have been easy for her to watch her parents separate
and have her dad move out, and then have him, the
new boyfriend, move in. So, he reached out the way
he knew best: cleaning. He was allergic to almost
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every single thing in the world (dust, animals...even
fish and snails) so he was always vacuuming to keep
off his sneezes. Quickly Amy learnt it wasn’t normal
to vacuum family members as they slept. Nor was it
polite to spray disinfectant into the face of everyone
who stepped into their house.

“Welcome to our home!” he'd shout, then spray
and dash away.

Amy smiled down at the dusters and carpet
cleaner, touched at Colin’s gift.

"Thanks, Colin. That's really...um," she paused,
finding the right words "...hygienic of you."

“Oh goodness!” shouted Mum, jumping down
from her headstand. “Of course, it’s your birthday
today! The big nine...no, 10! Tum...must have left
your present in the car. Yes, that's right, it's in the
car".

“T'll go get it shall I?” offered Colin, a mouth full
of toast.

“No!” snapped Mum, eyes searching for the car
keys. “It'll ruin the surprise! I'll go and get it. What
was it you asked for again?”

Unlike most 10 year old’s, Amy hadn’t asked
for anything. She knew what she wanted couldn’t
be bought with money. What she wanted was quite
simply to be allowed to be herself.

You see, Amy felt people lived painfully dull lives.
And for a 10 year-old girl, she was naturally quite...
different. She thought differently, she felt differently
and she smelt differently (we’ll get to that later).

“Why don'’t people do what they actually want to
do?” She’d mull over while doing something very



different like wearing a dirty saucepan on her head,
and walking around the house backwards.

"Why does everyone at school do the classes they
don’'t want to do but told they have to. And then go to
work...forever?”

“TI've got it!” shouted Mum, interrupting Amy’s
train of thought. “Your present can be to come to my
circus rehearsal tonight. It’s our first dress rehearsal
so you'll be the lucky girl who sees it before all your
new friends. That’s sure to impress the "cool" group at
your expensive school -.”

" - That's alright Mum!" interrupted Amy, her
voice panicked and high-pitched. “I've got -um - a lot
of...alot of homework to do." She slid from her chair,
ready to make a run for it.

Mum disco danced her way to the kitchen door,
blocking the only exit. “Nonsense, it’s your birthday.
You don't have to do your homework." She paused,
regretting such a silly suggestion. "Well, you can get
up extra early and do it tomorrow morning before
school."

“That’ll be a treat!” piped in Colin.

“And you can come t00.”

Colin gulped loudly, swallowing his final crust.

Amy giggled at her stepdad. Recently the two
of them had been dragged to a lot of Mum's shows. It
involved them sitting around bored for hours.

All at once, the front door slammed and in
strutted Sebastian. He dumped his rucksack on
the floor, narrowly missing Stewart the cat, then
dumped himself on a big bean bag slumped in the
corner of the kitchen.

Now, one unimportant person we failed to
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introduce earlier was Amy’s big brother by four
years, Sebastian. He wasn'’t like a normal big brother
who would punch, pinch and fart. Instead, he did the
meanest thing a big brother could do.

He completely ignored her.

He chose to believe Amy didn’t exist.

“I can smell something,” he announced, pointing
the remote at the TV.

“Oh, that'll be the toast burning!” cried Colin,
scurrying to the smoking toaster.

“No, I can smell something like, really
disgustingly bad.”

Amy glared at the back of her brother’s head. He
was talking about her. “Why don’t you say what you
think the smell is?” she shouted across the kitchen.

Sebastian acted out a big, drawn-out, yawn. His
eyes never leaving the screen. This is what Sebastian
did. He communicated with Amy by saying there
was a bad smell. He found her repulsive so never
spoke or looked at her. She was invisible to him. Most
younger sisters would love to be ignored by their
older brothers, just to have a break from the bullying.
But not Amy. She longed to be tripped up or spat at.
Anything that meant he saw her.

He even ignored her at their new school. What
made it worse was he was already the most popular
person there. He never said or did anything different
but the children would flock and wait for him at
the school gates for hours. To be fair, he was rather
handsome for a 14-year-old. He'd had braces at a
young age so his teeth were now perfectly straight.
His hair was confusingly shiny and unlike most
teenagers, he had only a thin covering of pimples

7



across his face. He took no interest in his classmates.
His one focus was the cheerleading team. He had to
become captain and this was his sole purpose for
being alive. Having a smelly younger sister who tried
to be different didn't help.

“Hello my dear, Sebastian!” sang Mum. “How
was school? Did you learn anything that will change
the world?”

Sebastidnignored her.
He was still angry about
Colin moving in so soon
afterDadleft.NotthatDad
was ever around much
before that anyway. He
flicked through the music
channels. Behaviour only
he could get away with.

“That’s excellent,” replied Mum to the
unanswered question. “And shall you be joining me
at my circus rehearsal tonight? I'm not sure if I've
mentioned, but it’s the first dress rehearsal -”

“We know!” shouted Colin wafting the smoking
toaster with a cloth.

“It’s the first dress rehearsal for the Circus
Society before our big day,” she continued like she
hadn’t been interrupted, “and the whole family have
decided to show their support.”

“I'thought it was for my birthday?” questioned
Amy.

“Yes, and that too...I suppose,” Mum squeezed
Sebastian’s left shoulder. “What do you say, My Little
Hero?”

Sebastian wrinkled his nose at the words, ‘My

8



Little Hero’. Mum called him this when she wanted
him to do something for her.

“No. TV.”

“Okay, that’s fine. I'll leave out a big bowl of
crisps and unlimited chocolate for you.”

“That’s not fair!” argued Amy. “It’s my birthday.”

Mum clapped her hands together showing the
matter to be closed. “Right, now where did I hide the
expensive chocolate?”

“But I don’t want to go either, Mum!” said Amy,
waving her hands, desperate to be seen.

“Nonsense, Amy. Now go change into something
dull that doesn’t reflect your personality. I don’t want
you attracting attention away from the clowns like
last time.”

Amy frowned deeply, glaring at the back of
Mum’s head. “I'm wearing my flashing birthday
badge.”

Mum flung round, throwing her arms in the air.
“Absolutely not! These are important members of
the circus we are trying to impress. I can’t have you
turning up, being ‘different’.”

“But _"

“Be gone!”

Mum shooed the girl away like a stray cat. Amy
trudged up the stairs to her room, untying the fun
rainbow ribbon from her bun.

“Ahh, I can finally smell fresh air,” announced
Sebastian loudly to make sure Amy heard.

Amy opened her mouth to shout something back
but quickly felt there was no point. Would she ever
be allowed to be her true self?

She was about to find out...



2
The circus

Amy and Colin sat on the rickety benches
waiting for the show to begin. The tent was huge,
filled with the smell of warm popcorn and donkey
poo. The performers frantically rushed past them.
One had a rubber chicken lodged under her arm,
while another woman wore a heavy wig of purple
afro hair that kept sliding off.

“All seems a bit chaotic,” said Colin, shovelling
salty popcorn into his mouth.

Amy shrugged. She was sulking and much to
her annoyance Colin was too excited to notice. She
wanted the next few hours to go by as quickly as
possible.

All at once the lights dimmed and the audience
hushed. The show was about to begin.

“Here we go!” squealed Colin, waving his
flashing plastic sword (he originally bought this for
Amy).

A very merry ringmaster bounced into the
centre of the ring. His sweaty forehead sparkled
more than his blue sequined blazer.

“Lords and ladies, are you ready to be
entertained!?”

His eyes searched the silent audience of seven
people. All of whom were unlucky family members
that had been dragged along.

“I'said...ARE YOU READY TO BE ENTERTAINED?”

“YeahhhHHHhhhh!” cheered Colin. Alone.

“This is our first dress rehearsal. Soon we will
open our tent doors to the world!” he paused, waiting
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for applause that never came. “Tonight’s show
we have real animals and even a bit of riskeeeey
dancing!”

Amy felt her body cringe at the thought of Mum
wearing something short and sparkly while shaking
her bottom a lot.

“Let’s bring out our first act. It’'s Hulaaaa
Hoooooop Helennnn!”

The lights flashed so bright they stung the
back of Amy’s eyes. As she raised her hand to shield
herself, she froze. Shocked at who was on stage.
“That’s Mrs Dribblebum, my old maths teacher!”
she shouted, jumping up from the bench. “She’s
almost 100! She retired years ago.”
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Mrs Dribblebum skipped to the centre of the
stage like a bouncing antelope. She clearly had a lot
of life left in her. Her body had lots of sharp edges
with wrinkles of skin hanging from them. She
proudly wore a fluffy pink bra and mini skirt.

“Evenin’,” she said with a flirty wink in Colin’s
direction.

She stepped into a large striped hula hoop,
lifted it to her waist then nodded at the young lad
slouched on the DJ desk. Loud music started, and Mrs
Dribblebum sent the hula hoop flying around her
hips. Carefully she rocked back and forth to keep the
hoop spinning in the air.

“Very impressive,” whispered Colin.

Amy stared at the woman. “Is that it?”

She was hoping for something else to happen,
but it didn't. Instead, Mrs Dribblebum held her
chin high and simply smiled out to the audience,
thrusting her hips back and forth...back and forth...
for 40 long minutes.

“Very, very impressive,” said Colin, 41 minutes
later.

“Hmmm,” yawned Amy, checking the empty
box of popcorn. She sunk back on the bench, bored.
“Can we go yet?”

The following acts were very similar. Soon Amy
realised the circus was an odd jumble of people
from town doing everyday things. Mr Bucket,
the postman, came out and took Betsy, his black
labradoodle for a walk around the ring. Then Mrs
Hamedi from the bakery appeared and balanced on
one leg (that was it!) Amy’s own mother, as feared,
wore tight red shorts and shook her bottom a lot.
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By the final act, Amy had to blow into her hands
to keep warm. For three hours she’d been sat in a cold
tent, and on her birthday.

“Let’s get on with it!” she shouted without
looking up, not realising her own mother was still on
stage. And then it happened.

Out marched the
final act: Norman, the
local milkman. Norman
was a short, square man
with chest hair so curly
it looked like a hyper
child had scribbled it on. 3“6‘
On his head he wore the <
most marvellous top hat
which had a long curly
feather pointing out.

The milkman held
his arms above his head
and slowly belly danced.

His stomach rippled up
and then down to the
beat of the music.

“Oh, here we go again,” said Amy, rolling her eyes
like a stroppy teenager. “This is the best one yet!” said
Colin, grabbing Amy’s folded arms and waving them
above her head for her.

After a few minutes of this high-class
entertainment, Norman led a farmyard goat out
from the back curtain. The goat was beautiful. It was
large for its breed with its back reaching up above

13



the man’s shirtless belly. It was completely black
except for a peculiar white line of fur that started
from its hoof, went up its knobbly leg and over
its back to finish on a floppy ears tip. It was as if
someone had held a heavy wet paintbrush and
dribbled white paint over the animal. The goat
looked out at the crowd, met Amy’s eye and gave a
smile.

Amy felt her stomach flip. She pulled at Colin’s
coat sleeve. “Look at that!”

“Oh I wish your mother had warned me, goats
make me sneeze terribly... ACHOOO!”

“Shh, Colin! You're disturbing the show.”

Norman the milkman skipped to the side of the
ring and called, “tip tip tip tip.” The goat was meant
to follow him and crawl through a tunnel then jump
over a big ball. But the goat didn’t move. Somehow
Amy knew it wanted nothing to do with the sweaty
man. Instead, it trotted behind him, pushed up onto
its back legs and with its big, square teeth, plucked
the top hat from the man’s head and put it on its




“Outsmarted by a goat!” giggled Amy as she
watched the animal roll around on its back while
wearing the man’s hat. Amy couldn’t help but think
it looked better on the goat.

This made the milkman look very foolish and as
aresult, he was starting to get angry. He wiped the
sweat from his forehead and marched to the side of
thering to alarge wooden trunk. He clicked it open,
leant in and took out a metal neck chain where a very
shiny, very expensive looking whistle was hanging
from it.

“I'm afraid you're not behaving very well, Mr
Goat!” he said.

At once he blew hard into the whistle.

Weeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeet!!!!

The sound was deafening.

“Ahh, my ears!” screamed Amy, jumping to cover
her stinging ears from the high pitched note.

He blew it harder, making the sound ring around
the tent.

“It’s not too bad for me!” shouted Colin down
at Amy, pointing at his ears. “Something to look
forward to when you're my age!”

“What!?” shouted Amy in response. Her hands
were still protecting her ears so she couldn’t hear
athing Colin had said. “That poor goat! It must be
extra loud for her with her big ears!”

“What!?” shouted Colin back again.

Even with the whistle ringing out every second,
the goat didn’t do the tricks. Instead it was happily
ignoring Norman, busy munching on some tangled
wires. This made the angry milkman really stroppy.
He stomped his feet and kept crossing then
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uncrossing his arms like a child about to have a
tantrum.

“I've had enough of this.”

He stomped across the circus ring and gripped
the whistle so tightly his knuckles turned white.
Sneaking up behind the goat, he bent down so that
the whistle was right next to its large ears. The goat
didn’t suspect a thing. Then, he silently licked his
plump lips, making sure they were nice and moist,
and raised the deafening whistle up to them. He took
along, deep breath in, his hair chest expanding in
size like a bouncy castle being pumped with air.

“No!” screamed Amy, grabbing Colin’s large
hands to shield her ears and eyes.

Then, as he went to blow, the cheeky goat spun
round and ate his whistle in one. The whistle was
never blown. Instead, the goat belched VERY loudly
back into Norman’s face.

Everyone froze.

“Hooray!” cheered Amy, breaking the silence. She
leapt up, clapping so hard she felt her arms would
fall off.

“Wait, what’s happened!?” said Norman, as he
started to rub the goats stomach trying to feel his
whistle inside it.

At once, the show was over.

“Oh my,” wheezed Colin. “Did you know I'm
more allergic to goats than anything in the world.”
He patted down his trouser pockets, searching for a
hanky.

Amy didn't hear him. She couldn't stop
watching the defiant goat, who was now chasing
Norman around the ring like a cartoon.

16



)

“They’ll need to catch it ready for the next show,
continued Colin, stretching his stiff back as he stood.

“Idon’t want them to catch it,” moaned Amy. “It’s
not fair it has to do what Norman says.”

“Oh, well it’s not up to the goat I'm afraid...
achooo.”

“But it should be.”

Suddenly the goat grew bored of chasing
Norman and trotted to the side of the ring. It could
easily jump out and escape, leaving the circus
forever. In fact, the animal was thinking exactly this.

“Don’t even think about it!” said Norman,
squaring up to the creature. “You will be in big
trouble, you hear me!”

“Mehhhhh,” bleated the goat back at the man, still
wearing his hat.

And just like that, the farm animal hopped over
the ringside and trotted out of the tent. But before it
was out of sight, it turned and met Amy’s eye again.

“Look at it go!” said Amy feeling her stomach
jump with excitement.

Colin turned his head to see the tail of the goat
disappear forever. “You were right, Amy,” he said,
gathering up his coat. “What a confident goat.”

“That animal has really opened my eyes. I feel
empowered. I could do anything!”

Colin was busy scanning the tent, looking for
Amy’s mum. “That’s nice, my dear,” he replied with a
slow yawn. “A good theatre show should always get
you thinking about life’s big questions.”

Amy stood staring at where the animal had left.
She had to find that goat. And for some reason she
couldn’t explain, she knew it wanted to be found.
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