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Dedication 

This book is dedicated to my mom. My first teacher, my best teacher, my favorite teacher. Thank you for the life lessons you taught me through your resilience, courage, acceptance, and sacrifice. You inspired me to seek bravery and not be a chicken, to never give up, and to learn what a true hero really looks like. You taught me to accept myself as I am and to understand that true beauty is found in what we’re willing to do for others, no matter the cost. I love you Mom.

Dear Reader,

Welcome to a collection of small tales with big lessons. Here you’ll meet a chicken who inspires true courage when it matters most, a hero who unexpectedly shows the power of resilience, and a tall girl who learns the meaning of acceptance and sacrifice for someone she loves.

Though their stories may seem simple, each one carries a special message about bravery, strength, and the heart’s capacity to give. These fables are for anyone who’s ever wondered what it really means to be brave, to keep going even when times are tough, or to make a sacrifice for those who matter most.

I hope these stories bring a smile to your face, warmth to your heart, and a little extra courage to your step.
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Thank you for sharing these adventures with me.
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With kindness,

Sterling Penn

The Chicken

Lester J. Barnes fought with all his strength, desperate to break free from what felt like the confines of a prison. He didn’t understand what was trapping him, but he knew, deep down, that he had to escape—whatever the cost. Inside his mind, a strange instinct stirred, urging him to... peck. And so he did, Peck, peck, peck. Until finally, crack. The hard shell that had confined him shattered, and Lester was free.

Dazed and disoriented, he stumbled into a world he couldn’t recognize. Everything felt strange, foreign. Where was he? What had happened to him? He looked down toward his feet, confused—talons? He stretched out his arms—feathers? The surface beneath him—hay? It didn’t make sense. Panicking, he reached up with his feathery hands and touched his face. His nose—no, his beak!

Lester J. Barnes was a chicken....

Panic surged through him, quickly followed by disbelief, then a growing flood of fear. The realization struck him, a chill swept over him. His mind whirled with chaotic emotions, too intense and overwhelming to make sense of. Lost and shaken, he let out a cry, his voice trembling. What was happening?

—
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Nestled at the foot of the Rocky Mountains, where jagged peaks fade into sweeping plains, stands the Deguire Ranch—a sprawling legacy passed down through generations of hardworking men and women. Most of the year, the wind—sharp and biting—carries whispers of the past across the vast land. As the seasons endlessly shift, the ranch endures, resilient in its timeless rhythm. But now, it is early summer. The winds have given way to calm and warmth, allowing new life to blossom and frolic in the meadows.

The ranch stretched across over 3,000 acres of rugged, yet fertile land, a mosaic of grassy meadows, rolling hills, and shaded groves where herds of cattle grazed in peace. The Deguire family made their home here for as long as anyone could remember, and the work was as steady and unyielding as the mountains themselves. Robert Deguire, the latest in a long line of ranchers, was determined to uphold that tradition. As he stood on the porch of the family ranch house, looking out over the range, he felt the weight of his ancestors on his shoulders. The cattle, nearly a thousand head, were his responsibility now.

Cattle were the heart and soul of the Deguire Ranch. The ranch had been built on their backs—providing the family with the mainstay of their diet, income and a steady livelihood. Robert had invested heavily in the land, which provided rich resources to support the herd. Wells dug deep into the earth supplied fresh water; fences ran for miles to protect the cattle from predators; and careful management of pastureland ensured that the animals would never go hungry, even during the harshest winters. The climate was unforgiving, but the land was good, and with the right care, it could be bountiful.

Cattle were not the only creatures that populated the Deguire Ranch. Quieter corners of the property held a different kind of charm. In a small but well-maintained pen, tucked away behind the main barn, a pig family rooted happily in the mud, grunting contentedly as they foraged. A few hundred yards away, near the back of the ranch house, a small stable housed several horses, their sleek coats glistening in the sun. Robert’s wife, Emily, spent many mornings there, brushing the horses down, their quiet companionship offering her solace after long hours of ranch work.

But for Jeremiah, Robert’s youngest son, there was one spot on the ranch that called to him: the chicken coop.

The coop was a cozy little structure, built with care yet simple in its design—wooden walls, a sturdy roof, and a narrow entrance that led to the chickens’ domain. Inside, the hens clucking filled the air, and the rooster’s crowing echoed over the fields. The coop was a world unto itself, vibrant with life, yet quiet and peaceful in its own way. Jeremiah had spent countless hours there as a boy, watching the chickens peck at the ground. As he collected the eggs, he learned how to tend to the animals with a patience that seemed far beyond his years.

Jeremiah often snuck away from his chores, running to the coop when his ranch work felt too overwhelming. In the stillness of the coop, with only the chickens for company, he forgot about the weight of the land, the responsibility of the cattle, and the looming expectations of his father. It was in the chicken coop where Jeremiah felt a kind of freedom, a connection to something simple and pure that his young heart craved.

He was, after all, just a boy—twelve years old, small for his age, with the kind of quiet intensity that made him blend into the background when he wasn’t caring for his animals. He wasn’t like his older brother, Luke, who seemed destined to take over the cattle operation one day. Luke had a natural way with the cows—confident, authoritative. Jeremiah, however, had always been more drawn to the smaller, quieter animals, like the chickens–his escape, his secret world.

They were survivors, resilient in ways that even the cattle could never be. They had their own rhythms, their own patterns; skittish one moment and gentle the next. They were unpredictable, in a way that appealed to the restless, curious part of Jeremiah’s soul.

The Deguire family of six was the epitome of a traditional rural ranch family. They lived in harmony with the land and embraced all the expectations that came with small-town life. They went to school, attended church on Sundays, and cheered from the sidelines at local sports games. But for Robert and Emily's four boys, the ranch was more than just a home—it was their classroom, their playground, their laboratory, and their kingdom. They were the young rulers of a vast empire, each boy carving out his own realm within the sprawling acres of the Deguire Ranch. 

Every day was an adventure, every task an opportunity to learn, explore, and grow. The ranch wasn't just where they lived—it was where they thrived, a place that shaped them into something greater than the world outside could ever fully understand.

Liam, the oldest of the Deguire boys, was the undisputed leader of the group. Being five years older than Jeremiah, coupled with his role as the firstborn, made him a natural authority in their world. Jeremiah often looked up to him, drawn to Liam's confidence. Liam was also the go-between when it came to settling the constant squabbles between Luke and Jeremiah.

Brad, the first middle child, was a mechanical genius. If Brad wasn’t tinkering with something—whether it was an old engine, a broken fence, or a random collection of tools—something was definitely wrong. Brad had a knack for planning and strategizing. When there was an important task or mission to be done, Brad was always the one pulling the pieces together, figuring out the best way to get it done.

Then there was Luke. From the moment he took his first steps, it was clear he was destined to be the next generation of rancher. No one doubted it. Luke was fascinated by every aspect of ranch life. Every game, every toy, everything he did revolved around the ranch. For Jeremiah, that meant he often found himself relegated to the role of a mere subject in Luke's imagined ranch kingdom.

As the youngest, Jeremiah was often treated as an annoyance by his older brothers. Liam and Brad, with their much more important tasks, would dismiss him with phrases like, “You’re too little” or “Go play with your chickens.” Luke would sometimes allow Jeremiah to ‘help’, though he never gave him the good chores. Jeremiah’s duties were always the less glamorous ones—scooping poop, or digging out rusty nails from old boards—while Luke claimed the more prestigious jobs, like hand-feeding the cattle their favorite snack, the "oil cakes"—processed grain pellets that the cows loved. The exclusion and the demeaning work slowly, over time, began to chip away at Jeremiah’s sense of self-worth and his confidence. 

The term “town” was generous when describing the small community just three miles east of the ranch. Years of economic decline had slowly eroded any remnants of a once-thriving business district. What few businesses remained were the bare necessities—just enough to get by, like the local grocery store and the US post office. For anything beyond the essentials, however, you’d have to drive at least two hours in any direction. Want the latest music album? Two-hour drive. Craving trendy new shoes? Another two-hour drive.

Though the town itself felt bleak and worn, the life the ranch offered Robert and Emily’s four boys was something no flashy mall, arcade, or upscale entertainment venue could provide. That was why Robert and Emily stayed. The trade-off was worth it.

—
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Every spring, Robert would place an order for a fresh batch of baby chicks. For Jeremiah, it felt like a second Christmas.

“Well, that’s it. The new chicks should arrive in early June—June 6th, it says here,” Robert announced one evening. Jeremiah’s heart leapt with excitement.

And now, that June morning had finally arrived — the one Jeremiah looked forward to all year. He had marked it on his calendar with a big smile: “New Chickens!” As the sun broke through his bedroom window, he leapt out of bed, threw on his clothes, and raced to the living room. Robert was already in his usual spot, the big brown leather chair by the window, reading the newspaper.

"Ready to go?" Robert asked with a grin.

"Ready!" Jeremiah replied, excitement in his voice.

Out the door they went, as they headed out to town to pick up the new arrivals.

The chicks arrived—adorably fluffy, tiny creatures that chirped excitedly as if announcing their arrival to the world. "Chirp, chirp, chirp," they'd say, eager to leave the shipping crate and explore their new home.

The screech of the semi-truck trailer's roll-up gate jerked Lester awake from a dream, the sudden noise shattered the stillness of the dark trailer. In the dream, he commanded a vast army, but things were not going according to plan. He found himself leading a ragtag group of soldiers who were vastly outmatched. Despite their odds, Lester clung to the power of positive thinking. “Come after us you cowards!” he’d shouted in the dream. “We’re not afraid...”

It was right then, amid his battle cry, that the door began to roll up. A rush of daylight poured in, the first sunlight he’d seen in two days, flooding the trailer. It cut through the darkness like a knife.

As Lester's crate was carefully lifted from the truck trailer, he and the forty-seven other chicks filled the air with a chorus of chirps—some nervous, some curious, all wondering the same thing: Where are we? 

But no one had an answer. Lester's crate was gently placed in the bed of Robert's early seventies model sky-blue Chevy Silverado. Inside the cab, Jeremiah, kneeling on the front seat, gazed out the back window with wide eyes, captivated by the sight of the tiny creatures. He was already plotting, in his young mind, how he would help the chicks adjust to their new home, eager to play his part in their welcome.

As the old Chevy truck turned off the highway and onto the winding ranch driveway, Jeremiah’s three older brothers—Brad, Liam, and Luke—quickly jumped onto their BMX-style bikes and raced to catch up. They were almost as eager as Jeremiah to welcome the newest additions to the Deguire ranch. The gravel and dirt roads that crisscrossed the sprawling ranch were nothing more than well-worn paths, carved by years of ranch vehicles making deliveries and handling the everyday business that kept such a large operation running. 

The weather, no matter how harsh, was never an excuse to slow down. Rain? Work. Snow? Work. And as a result, the moisture turned the roads into thick mud, carving deep ruts into the ground that made for a bumpy ride no matter where you went. Today was no different. As the truck bounced its way down the rut-filled road toward the barnyard, its precious cargo was jostled with every bump.

The truck finally came to a halt in front of the chicken coop, a cloud of dust swirling behind it before slowly settling on the dirt. Jeremiah wasted no time—he flung open the passenger door, jumped down, and sprinted to the back of the truck.

Robert, his father, turned off the engine, climbed out, and made his way to the tailgate to lower it. The three older brothers pulled up on their bikes, rolling in like a local gang of muscle.

“Where they at?” Liam shouted with his usual swagger.

“Yeah, where’s the food?” Luke joked, flashing a grin in Jeremiah’s direction. Jeremiah shot him a quick, sharp look back that said loud and clear, mess with my chickens, and you’ll regret it.

Brad, never one to let his brothers have all the fun, leaned in with a mischievous grin. “I’m gonna raise that one right there,” he said, pointing at the crate, “fatten her up and make her my dinner!”

Robert reached into the bed of the pickup truck and pulled out the flat box filled with baby chicks. Jeremiah’s heart raced with excitement, already imagining how he would help the new arrivals settle into their home by building each one a small nest of straw.

Meanwhile, Liam, Brad, and Luke had their own plans, though not as friendly. Luke, in particular, delighted in tormenting his younger brother and the new arrivals. His favorite “game” was to pick a chick, trap it in a corner, then drape a towel over it, watching with a sinister grin as the helpless creature struggled for air. All the while, he’d lock eyes with Jeremiah, savoring the distress on his face as Jeremiah pleaded for the bird’s life.

As Robert lowered the box to the ground and lifted the lid—punctuated with carefully placed breathing holes—he immediately noticed something off. One of the chicks was unmistakably not a female. It was Lester, the rooster.

"That’s strange," Robert said aloud, furrowing his brow. "I ordered 48 hens. How did this rooster end up here?" 

One of the first lessons Jeremiah learned about ranch life was that in the chicken world, there could only be one rooster. Roosters were fiercely territorial; once they claimed a flock of hens, that was it. No other rooster would be tolerated, and they would fight to the death until only one rooster remained.

Fortunately for Lester, the previous king of the roost, Manny—the Rhode Island Red who had ruled the Deguire ranch for a solid eight years—had passed away the previous fall. As luck would have it, Robert had been in the process of finding a worthy replacement for Manny.

“A rooster!?” Jeremiah’s voice shot out in disbelief. The other boys quickly huddled around, their interest piqued. “We have a new rooster?” they chorused in unison.

“I guess so,” Robert said with a shrug. “We do now. Suppose I can stop looking for one,” he added, looking at Jeremiah with a smile.

Before Jeremiah could say anything, Luke jumped in front of Jeremiah. “Can I have him, Dad?”

Jeremiah’s anger flared. “You’re just going to be mean to him,” he snapped and wrestled his way next to Luke, shoulder to shoulder.

“Whatever, you don’t know,” Luke shot back dismissively.

Robert stepped in, trying to keep the peace. “Boys, he doesn’t belong to anyone. Roosters are like cats—they pick their master.”

With a muttered "Stupid... they always like Jeremiah because he’s a chicken like them," Luke stormed off.

Brad and Liam, uninterested in the drama, and quickly bored with the new arrivals, wandered off to find more exciting ways to entertain themselves around the ranch.

Robert placed a firm hand on Jeremiah’s shoulder. “Looks like they’re all yours, son,” he said with a smile before climbing into the truck and driving off. Jeremiah stood there, grinning from ear to ear, absolutely in heaven.

—
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Just two days ago, Lester—was a brave lieutenant in the United States Marine Corps—he had been leading troops as part of the most decorated infantry battalion in Marine Corps history: the Second Battalion, Fifth Marines. But now, he was a helpless baby rooster chick, peeping softly in a cardboard box. 
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