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Chapter One


Trials of Attila
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All the chickens grew up to be hens.


All but one. Attila!


All the hens were laying their eggs.


But not one egg from Attila!







Attila shook his rooster tail and crowed:


Cockarockarooooo!


Attila’s face was bright as a bugle as he crowed:


Cockarockaroooooooo!







‘We don’t need that,’ said the Farmer.


‘We’ll cook him and eat him!’


He came with a carver. 
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‘Kill me? Cook me? Eat me?’ cried Attila.







He fled. He fluttered. He flew, he flew.


Out of the farm and over the field


And into the wild wood: Whoooosh!







‘Free!’ he gasped, ‘I’m free! I’m – Aaaarghle!’







A fox had grabbed him by the neck.


A greedy fox, with a grin full of grippers


Clamped tight on Attila.


So the fox spoke with his eyes. And his eyes said:


‘I’ve gotcha! I’ve gotcha! Now I’m going to eatcha!’
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‘Oh no!’ cried Attila. ‘Oh no! Let me go!


I’ll call all my hens, the white and the black.


You can eat all my hens. The dappled and the grey.


As for the red ones, you can eat them in threes.


You’ll be eating hens for a week, I tell you.


Just let me live to the end of the thirteenth hen.’







The fox’s greedy eyeballs bulged.


But he’d hardly opened his mouth to say,


‘Call them here quick –’, and Attila was away.







‘I’m free, I’m free!’ cried Attila.


And he flew high out of the wood.


And he saw the clouds like palaces.







But ‘Bang!’ said the sky. And ‘Bang!’ And ‘Bang!’







‘Bang, bang, bang!’ said the earth.










Feathers were floating.


Pheasants were falling. Dead, and dead.


Pheasants to left of him. Pheasants to right of him.







Attila’s fright was a sight, his comb went white.


Suddenly he forgot the art of flight


And he fell on a gunner’s head.







‘Catch him and eat him!’ was the cry.


Attila looked round, and every eye


Was saying: ‘We’ve got you. Now we’re going to eat you.’
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The Cook thought he was dead as a duck.


Attila heard the knives going Skerwhickety-whack!


He ran from the kitchen looking backwards


Straight into the clutch of a gypsy.


The gypsy took him home in a sack.


‘Cook him quick, let’s eat him‚’ cried the Granny.







‘Oh no,’ said the gypsy.


‘He’s worth more as a parrot Up For Sale.


With that shivering, shimmery fountain of tail


He’ll make a lovely parrot.


I’ll clip his wings, so he can’t escape.


Then all he’ll need is a bent beak.’







So the gypsy clipped his wings


And bent his beak, like a parrot’s.







The gypsy took him to sell at a fair:


‘Buy this Parrot – a glorious talker!


He’ll sing the National Anthem!’







Attila was bought by a long-nosed Fool.


He pecked the Fool’s nose, and he ran.
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He flapped the flappers the gypsy had clipped


And he ran and he ran and he ran and he tripped


Down a black hole.
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Bump he fell on his rump among beer-barrels.


It was the cellar of a Pub called ‘The Cock’.







A brewer’s man was rolling barrels down into the cellar.


He found Attila and carried him up to the landlord.


‘We must have knocked your sign off,’ he said,


‘I’m sorry. And it got its nose bent.’







The landlord was overjoyed.


‘A sign from Heaven!’ was what he cried.


‘He looks like a fighter, with his broken nose,


I’ve always wanted to start up some cock-fighting.


It’s good for trade.


He’ll be the challenger. He’ll take on all comers.’







Attila blinked his eyes, and thought: ‘What’s this?’ 
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Attila was the Champ!


He fought every fighting cock that came.


Flurried them, floored them, and defeated them all.


He grew famous. What a fighter!


The crowds guzzled Ale and goggled at Attila.


The Landlord grew rich


With all the prizes he won with his bent-beaked champ.


He re-named his Tavern ‘The Bent-Beaked Cock’


And called Attila ‘The Bent-Beaked Bomber’.
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Attila became so famous


A thieving hand grabbed him by the legs as he slept
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And stuffed him into a black bag


And a voice hissed:







       ‘For Falcons, race-horses and fighting cocks


       The oil-Sheikhs pay in solid, pure gold blocks.’







Stop thief! Stop thief!


Too late.







And Attila cried: ‘After all this


Do I end up a Kebab?’
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A police-car wailed. The thieves’ van skidded in the rain and crashed into a tree. And the black bag shot out through the smashed windscreen.


Attila was free and he ran.







He ran through the land. He ran. He ran. And the day passed.


And the days passed. And he ran.


Every morning he crowed:


He beat his growing wings and he shouted: Cockarockaroo!







And listened for an answer.


No cock shouted back. No cockarockaroo came back. No cocks crowed.


Not one cock! And Attila thought:


There are plenty of pretty houses here


But no cocks and hens. Only broilers.







And he crowed a lonely Cockarockarooo!







       ‘Where is the happy land of cocks and hens?


       Where is the happy land of cocks and hens?’










So Attila came to the sea.







A ship was setting out. Attila flew up into the top of the mast and he crowed:







‘Take me away to the land of cocks and hens!’


But the Captain cried: ‘Catch that stowaway cock!’







The Ship’s Cook crawled up to catch Attila,


With his cleaver between his teeth.


And as he crawled closer and closer his eyes grew larger


And larger and larger. And his eyes were saying:


‘We’ve gotcha! We’ve gotcha! Now we’re going to eatcha!’
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Attila flew to the bow. He flew to the stern.


The whole crew joined in the hunt.


The Cook cried: ‘Slice the onions!’


At that very moment


The ship hit a reef.


The crew cried Help! And the ship went down.


And where there had been sailors, now there were shark-fins.







Where’s Attila, the castaway cock?


There he is, dripping and shivering,


Perched on top of an empty floating egg-box.


But he’s not alone.







All the sharks rear up to show him their tonsils


And all their little pebble eyes are saying:







‘We’ve gotcha! We’ve gotcha! Now we’re going to eatcha!’
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Suddenly the sea opens, and up comes a whale.


Its eyes like screw-holes, its mouth like an aircraft hangar


And Attila is on the long black slide


Into the whale’s belly.  
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In the belly of the whale Attila heard a shout.


Robinson Crusoe stood in the door of his hut


Built on the whale’s liver. ‘Ahoy there!


Welcome!’ cried Crusoe, ‘Just what I need!


A beautiful alarm-clock!’







And so when dawn shone down the whale’s throat


Attila crowed in the echoing belly of the whale:


‘Cockarockaroooooo!


Where is the happy land of cocks and hens?’


And Crusoe got up to catch a mackerel for breakfast.







‘This is the life,’ said Crusoe, ‘Sing it again.’


And Attila sang:


‘Where is the happy land of cocks and hens?’


But after that he moped, with one eye closed.







And Crusoe had to sing for himself:


       ‘There is a happy land


       Far, far away!’ 
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Suddenly the whale was caught in a whirlpool


Then the whirlpool reared up, on its tail,


In the middle of the sea. And the whirlpool swayed,


The whirlpool became a waltzing waterspout.


The waterspout did a big dance over the sea


Leaning and twirling


And the whale whirled in its coils, with corks and bottles,


High up over the sea.







And all in a whirl Attila spun out of the whale.


He spun away over the sea,


Spinning in the waterspout


With whale and corks and bottles,


Spinning over islands of crabs and islands of monkeys,


Spinning more and more slowly







Till the waterspout was weary


And Attila fell at the end of the world


On the island of ghosts.
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The ghosts crowded aghast, to gawp at Attila.


Attila stared at all the ghosts, astounded.







They were a shock of shivering and queer shapes.


But they all cried: ‘A god has fallen!’


(They were simple ghosts.)


‘This is a god,’ they cried, ‘fallen from Heaven!


In all his flying gear! Look at his colours!


Be our King, O god, be our King!’







The simple ghosts did not know what a cock was.


But Attila knew a ghost when he saw one


And his every feather stood up on end.
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Then he remembered: Ghosts are afraid of Cock-crow.







So he crowed at the ghosts: Cockarockaroooooooo!


It worked.


The ghosts scattered in the blast, they scattered like mist,


They twirled away under the ground, into worm-holes.







Attila was more astounded than ever.







The ghosts came creeping out, fingers in their ears.


‘O do not crow at us with your deadly crow.


Be our King.


Lead us against our enemies.


Your terrible trumpet will shatter our enemies.’







‘It’s quite true,’ said Attila, ‘I’m a fighter.


But who are your enemies? Are they ghosts, like you?’







‘Our enemies,’ said the ghosts, ‘are the vampires.’







‘The vampires?’ cried Attila.







‘The vampires!’ cried the ghosts.


‘Lead us against the vampires!’










The ghosts’ fleet of ghostly ships sails out


Crammed with ghosts


And Attila sails in the flagship.







And the vampires are waiting.
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The Island of Vampires is black with vampires.


The trees of that island are hung with vampires.


Their eyes are like the lights of city seen from the night sea,


And the eyes gleam on the fangs


Waiting for the army of ghosts.
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Attila had his secret weapon.


He flies up into the air


And he dives down on to the black mass of the vampires


Shouting COCKAROCKAROOOOOOOOOOOOO!







No vampire can stand a cock-crow.


The vampires set up a howl like a million wolves.


They sweep up into the air


Like a black cloth snatched off a table


And they vanish into an old volcano


Like washing-up water going down a plug-hole.
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Attila cried: ‘The battle’s won’


And looked round for the ghosts.


But they’d heard the cock-crow too


And they’d vanished too. They just couldn’t help it –


Gone like a gasp in their fright at the crowing of a cock!


And their ships bobbed empty.







Attila strolled along the sands of Vampire Island.


He met a lonely vampire.


‘What’s this?’ snarled Attila fiercely. ‘Why aren’t you with all the others







Inside the volcano?


Didn’t you hear my irresistible cock-crow?’







‘Yes, I heard,’ said the vampire.


‘But I’m not really a vampire.


I can’t stand the sight of blood, let alone the taste of it.


I’m a failed vampire.


I don’t want to be a vampire.


I want to get back to the world and become human.’










‘Alas!’ said Attila. ‘I see you nearly are human.


But here you are, human on Vampire Island


Far from the happy land of human beings!


And here am I, a cock on Vampire Island,


Far from the happy land of cocks and hens.


What can we do?’







‘Climb on to my shoulders,’ said the vampire.
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And he flew, did that vampire.


Attila gripped the fur of his neck


Till they came to Jungle-Fowl Island.


‘Here you are,’ said the vampire. ‘Here’s your land.


This is the Happy Land of cocks and hens.’







‘This is the place for me,’ cried Attila.


‘But what about you?’







The vampire had taken off again, alone.


He flew out over the surf.


Like a flag torn off a mast, he blew out over the sea.







‘My story’s only just started,’ he called,







And he flew towards the land of men. 
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