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			How many wild chickens have you seen? A chicken flock in the forest of California has been looking for a new home since the forest fire a year ago. They named themselves the “Wild Beaks.” Every chicken flock in the wild has names like that. 

Six months ago, they found a tree to perch in while a lightning storm was above them. In the morning, the lightning storm was gone and the Wild Beaks moved on. 

Now, the Wild Beaks are perched in a pine tree for the night.
       “Why do we have to be homeless? Why can’t we just settle in a bush and stop wandering?” asked a rooster named Sterling.

“We are thankful for what She has given us,” responded the Wise One, also called Yellow Sparkles. “She” was Chickera, the god of all chickens. All 56 chickens puffed up and closed their eyes to sleep. Except Sterling. “I don’t think that Chickera has given us what we deserve,” he thought.
A hen referred to as Mary quietly flew over to Sterling and said, “Sterling, you should never be ungrateful for what Chickera has given us. Soon Chickera will reward us with kindness, I know it.” Mary was Yellow Sparkles’ chick. Like Yellow Sparkles, Mary was always full of words, and wise with them, too. With that, Mary flew away and perched on to another perch, while Sterling thought about the preaching he’d just endured. 

The next morning, Sterling thought he saw a brown tail twitching in the bushes. 
      “What’s that?” he asked.
      “What’s what?” responded Mary.
      “That brown tail-like thing in the bushes below the pear tree.” But Sterling was too late. The tail had disappeared in to the brush. “Never mind,” sighed Sterling.

In the afternoon, the Wild Beaks moved on, but everybody had the strangest feeling that something was following them. Finally Tom, Mary’s brother, got the nerve to turn
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			around, only to see a brown blur dive in to the bushes.
       “Come on Tom! Don’t slow us down!” shouted Mary, not turning around. Obeying his sister, Tom quickly turned away and ran after his family. Typical Mary, always pushing to move onwards. Unfortunately, Mary hadn’t noticed Tom’s head tilted sideways. When a chicken tilts their head sideways, it means they’re curious. 
     “What is it, Tom?”  asked a rooster named Matthew.
      “Nothing, I just thought I saw something following us,” Tom responded. Matthew suddenly looked worried. Knowing Matthew, Tom realized that the “something” was not a good something, as Tom always knew what was on Matthew’s mind. Tom thought that he should tell The Wise One. Tom decided otherwise, but who he did decide to tell his little sister, Mally. 
      “Mally! Did you see that?” he whispered to her. Mally stopped her marching behind Yellow Sparkles, looked around, decided that nobody had said anything, and resumed her marching. 
      “Ugh,” groaned Tom and he followed the other chickens.

In the evening, the chickens found an oak tree to perch in. Tom looked extremely worried. When he looked to the right, he found Mary eyeing him suspiciously, so he quickly

looked away and feigned a smile. 
      “What’s wrong?” questioned Mary.
“Nothing,” responded Tom. Mary gave Tom a knowing look. Tom sighed, looked at Yellow Sparkles, who was also looking. 
      “A predator is following us!” he blurted out without thinking. 
      “What do you mean?” asked Yellow Sparkles.
      “A predator,” Tom repeated. Mary and Yellow Sparkles fell silent. They turned away and looked at the 53 chickens that were puffed up and sleeping on all the other branches. Some chickens were slightly poked by oak leaves and others had feathers falling silently. Tom easily understood that this was the end of their conversation.
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			In the morning, Yellow Sparkles and Mary did their usual round of waking up the other chickens, hopping from branch to branch. They had a small breakfast of ants, bees, and flies. Most times they would find some peanuts, an old watermelon in someone’s backyard, and goldfish, especially goldfish. When Mary woke Mally up, Mally opened up her eyes and asked Mary, “What were you, Yellow Sparkles, and Tom talking about last night?”
      “Who says we were talking last night?” Mary questioned. 
      “Sterling. He heard you guys last night,” Mally answered. Mary didn’t answer. She hopped to the next chicken. Mally knew something suspicious had happened, but what? 

As the chickens were walking while quickly stopping for some 

Chapter 2

Predators 

brunch, Yellow Sparkles suddenly stopped them all.
      “Just sit quietly,” she explained. As all the chickens sat down, birds flew into a valley oak above them while deer and turkeys gathered around them. Many of the chickens fell asleep. Others quietly scratched in the dirt. One particular turkey came up with her eight polts and sat down by Yellow Sparkles with her polts under her. The chickens who were scratching in the dirt were now staring a the turkey as she turned her head to Yellow Sparkles. Yellow Sparkles was smiling as she looked at the mysterious turkey. 
      “Will someone tell us what is going on?” Mally’s sister, Rosemary, finally asked. Every chicken stared in the turkey’s direction, expecting her to say something; instead, the turkey got up and strode away with her polts trailing behind her. 
      “What was all that about?” asked Sterling. Yellow Sparkles looked back at turkeys and smiled. She looked at Mary who was shaking her head. Yellow Sparkles nodded and started walking, which meant that they were moving on. As the chickens followed Yellow Sparkles and Mary with confused faces, Mally turned sideways, walking forward but facing left. Then, as fast as she possibly could, she turned to face behind her. Mally shouted for everyone to fly into the nearest tree. Without knowing what they were doing, they suddenly flew to a willow tree above them.
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			“Help!” It was Mary. She had been swatted down to the ground by a bobcat’s paw. Clearly, Mally had found out what the three chickens where talking about so late in the night. Tom immediately flew down, determined to save his favorite and only sister. As Mary felt feathers being ripped out, she knew this was going to end tragically. Tom perched on the bobcat to distract it and started ripping fur out with his beak. The bobcat stopped, frustrated with Tom. Tom smiled coldly at the bobcat. It must’ve meant that the the bobcat was lucky that he didn’t get swiped by Tom’s spurs. As Tom walked up the bobcats back, it swiftly ran away, leaving Tom flapping in the air. Once bobcat was out of sight, Tom helped Mary into a bush. Yellow Sparkles and Mally flew down and walked into the bush. Mary had a scratch on her back that was bleeding and Tom was trying to stop it. After he did stop it, the Wild Beaks moved on. Sterling and Tom let Mary perch on their backs. They did it by walking side by side, wing by wing.

Chapter 3

The New Home

After nine more months of predators, hurt chickens that recovered, and goldfish, the chickens finally found a bush to call home. It was right next to a sky blue colored river. 

On their second day here, Sterling, Mally, and and a chicken named Anna walked along the river, talking amongst themselves. Mally and Anna stared at orange and yellow stuff rising up the trees and on the ground.
      “What is that?” asked Anna.
      “I don’t know, but Yellow Sparkles probably will,” answered Mally. They all ran back shouting,
      “Orange and yellow stuff is rising from the trees and the ground! Orange and yellow stuff is rising from the trees and the ground!” It became embarrassing when everyone looked at them like they were from another planet.
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			“What’s going on?” asked Yellow Sparkles, walking toward them. She had been out collecting berries. 
      “Orange and yellow stuff is rising from the trees and the ground,” repeated Anna. 
      “It’s another fire,” sighed Yellow Sparkles. Yellow Sparkles directed every chicken across to a  bush on an island surrounded by the river. As the chickens shoved their nests inside the bush, they heard cracking. Looking back, they saw their home bush burning to ashes. When all the chickens were inside their bush, Mally took a chance to punish the fire. 
      “You failed!” she yelled at the fire, watching it roar and move on.  

For lunch, a chicken named Hunter found blackberries. Nobody felt like eating that much. Mary was much better now. She and Yellow Sparkles tried to sooth the chickens. It didn’t help. The fire had now moved on. Sparks popped up now and then, but they had forgotten all about the bush after they heard howls. More. A coyote came bounding up to the bush, stopping to sniff the ground. Yellow Sparkles called quietly to Mally who was standing outside looking at the ashes. “Come inside now!” Yellow Sparkles sounded strict and nobody liked it when she was strict. Mally hurried in, now knowing what was going on. The reason she did

come in was because she didn’t want to get in a fight with the Wise One. Nobody said anything. They had seen coyotes before and they didn’t want to risk being killed. Every chicken knew the drill. Matthew, Tom, and Sterling went out to fight off the coyote. They did it before, so they could do it again. They swiped the coyote’s tail and ran off, hiding behind a different bush then their home. The roosters heard a low growl and turned around. To their horror, they saw another  coyote staring them in the eye. Matthew, Tom, and Sterling retreated up to the tree above them, panicked. Of course, Yellow Sparkles was watching and found that this wasn’t gong to be as easy she thought. Yellow Sparkles stepped outside. Every animal knew about Yellow Sparkles. 
      “I, Yellow Sparkles, order you to leave my family in peace!” she shouted clearly. The coyotes stopped growling, squinted at Yellow Sparkles, then slunk off. As Yellow Sparkles proudly walked back in, she noticed that most of the chickens had disappeared. They had gone off to find berries, goldfish, and other stuff to reward the Wise One. The little amount of chickens lied that the rest were going on a walk. Confused, Yellow Sparkles took a nap in her nest. 

When Yellow Sparkles awoke, all the Wild Beaks were standing around her. Yellow Sparkles could easily see that 
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			they were hiding something big. Whatever they were hiding barked. The chickens stepped aside and there was the smallest, cutest little four-legged animal standing in Mally’s nest. It was a puppy, an Australian Cattle dog mix. It hopped toward Yellow Sparkles and bent down wagging its tiny tail. 
      “What shall we call her?” asked Mary. When Yellow Sparkles was touring England, she had her great grandmother with her. She was named Sybil. Sybil had been hit by a car in York. 
      “Sybil,” answered the Wise One. “I want to call her Sybil.” Sybil was still wagging her tail as Yellow Sparkles walked up to her. 
       “Can you finally tell us who the turkey that sat down with us was?” asked a chicken named Cheek Feathers.
      “Her name is Bernice. She saved Sterling from a car when he was a chick,” answered Yellow Sparkles, still staring at Sybil. All the chickens turned toward Sterling. 
      “I remember now,” Sterling said. “She pushed me away from the road with her wing.”
      “I remember that too,” said Tom quietly. Mary and Yellow Sparkles smiled and turned toward Sterling who was still in a trance trying to remember the whole story.

Once the Wild Beaks had introduced Sybil to the family,
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played with her and fed her, they made her her very own nest, reinforced with leaves over the nest so that if it rained she it wouldn’t get wet. The Wild Beaks were happy as they now had a home and a protector, along with a great family including Sybil.
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