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Introduction
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This is a “sort-of” true story. I had a rooster named Kellogg and the events in this story actually happened. Of course, I couldn’t know what he was actually thinking. Kellogg was a good example of why I like roosters. It tickled me to watch him.

My flock was attacked by raccoons once and a good rooster carried away by an eagle. So, I built what a relative named “The Chicken Palace.” It was a fortress against predators. Like everyone, it is impossible to keep them completely safe and still give them freedom to enjoy life. I think my chickens had the best of both worlds.

I drew all the pictures in this story of Kellogg and his flock.

Linda L. Rigsbee, Author

The Human Hen
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Chapter One – Leaving the Farm
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I never knew who my actual mother was. It could have been Brownie, Fancy, Feathers or Capricious. They all looked pretty much the same to me. Still, Capricious was always Mom to me. She was the one who sat on me for 21 days and taught me how to feed myself. There was no question about the identity of my father, though. He was the flock rooster and he taught me everything I knew – which was considerable for a young rooster.

I never gave a thought to why there was only one rooster in our flock - other than my brother and me, of course. I spent my days scratching around with Mom and my siblings, searching for grasshoppers and practicing to be a flock rooster like Dad. He never said so, being a chicken and all, but I think he was proud of me in his own way. I tried to do everything he did – even crow. He seemed amused by my antics until I started calling the hens when I found food. Apparently, that was the flock rooster’s job. Who knew? Well, I did after he chased me around the yard a few times and flogged me with his wings. Okay, okay – I get the message already.

If I had a name back in those early days, it must have been Shoo, because that’s all I ever heard anyone call me – except for Mom, of course. I was one of six chicks, and possibly her favorite. I’m only guessing, but she certainly spent more time perfecting me than any of the others.

A human hen came out regularly to feed us and give us water. Everyone went running to her when she arrived morning and night. She always had some kind of treat for us. Mom was cautious of the human hen, though. Every night when she fed us, she would take all the eggs away. Then, when one of the hens decided she wanted to set, the human hen gave some of them back. We never knew what happened to the other eggs. Maybe she gave them to some of the chickens down the road. We could hear them cackle and Dad would have crowing contests with their flock rooster.

From the beginning, I liked to explore. Mom said that I was a throwback. I was a bit concerned about my destiny until she explained that it was a term that meant you were like your ancestors.

I came from good stock. My ancestors immigrated to the United States from Holland way back in 1928. We all looked pretty much the same. We guys are black with blue-green highlights in our feathers, lots of copper and gold feathers on the neck and back. Being so young, I didn’t have all that yet. When I hatched, I was covered with soft fluffy down. I was a tan color with stripes on my back and head. I got my wing feathers first, and they were black. My sisters got their tail feathers about the same time as their wings, but my brother and I had to wait a little longer before we started getting tail feathers. The hens had brown feathers on their bodies and golden feathers on their necks and heads. I was beginning to notice how attractive they were when my world was suddenly changed forever.
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