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Friends come in all shapes and sizes,  friends can be two legged or four  legged. I have learned to accept  friendship no matter what form it  comes in. I have always believed that  God created animals for us to love  and care for. I have seen that when  animals are shown love, they are able  to reciprocate. Pets do not have to be  cats and dogs, they can be anything.  So let us love these animals. I dedicate  this book to all the animal lovers out  there.
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Hello, my name is Polly. As you can  see, things are crazy right now because  my chicken Feathers is chasing my bird  Sergio around the house. “Feathers,  stop it!” I shouted and quickly grabbed  her. “Come on, sweetie, we don’t  chase or eat our family members, do  we? No, we love them. 
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Sit still while I  get us something to eat, and don’t try to bite his head off.” 

I said as I walked  into the kitchen. I got out four bowls,  a small one for Sergio, a medium one  for Feathers, and two regular bowls for  my mommy and me. After I dished up  the food, I returned to the dining room  where they were both quiet and still.  I placed the food in front of each of  them and then sat down on the sofa.  A few minutes later Feathers came and  sat on my lap and Sergio sat on my  shoulders. Feathers looked at Sergio’s  head like it was corn. She got off my  lap, went straight to the floor and  started flapping her wings and then  flew towards my head.  

I ducked and she went flat on the sofa,  “Feathers! You shouldn’t have done  that! You could have hurt yourself!”,  I screamed. She stared at me for a  while, and then walked away. Like I  said, it’s very tense. 
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In truth, she’s never  like that, she’s peaceful, very calm and  loving to everyone except people who are mean to me. Since Sergio, my bird,  joined the family, Feathers has become  different and every time Sergio sits on  my head or shoulder, Feathers goes  crazy! This reminds me of the first time  we met Feathers: my mom and I were  walking and saw a woman holding  a chicken and a basket. My mother  started talking to this woman and the  woman told her that she sells chickens  but couldn’t sell the last one because  the wing was broken and the customers  didn’t want to buy it, so she decided  to give the chicken to my mother and  said, “It’s useless to me, you can keep  it or eat whatever you want.”  

When I looked at the chicken, it  looked like it was dying. When I  examined the wing, it was broken and  wounded. So we took the chicken  from the woman, treated the wing, fed  it, gave it homemade medicine and  a comfortable place to sleep, and I  named it Feathers. 

The only problem was that when the  lights went out Feathers would run  wherever she was to come sleep next  to me, I would then have to return her.  We became close, I took her for walks  which she loved and eventually she got  better. Every morning I’d sit with her by  the window and look out at the road  and the cars going by, she enjoyed it  and even forgot she was a chicken.  

One day, while sitting at the window  as we did every morning, we saw a car  speeding and hitting a bird, it fell on  the road. Some little boys came and  saw it, they started throwing stones at  it. I quickly called my mother. Mommy  quickly went to the road and picked  it up. We got medical help and then  took it home. 
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I decided to name the  bird Sergio.  

I took care of Sergio just like I took care  of Feathers. While Sergio was busy  healing, Feathers and I continued to  spend time together. We did pedicures together, I painted her nails with pink  nail polish. People who came to my  house laughed; they had never seen a  chicken with nail polish. Sergio’s road  to recovery wasn’t as easy as Feathers’.  He was badly wounded.  

Every night we wondered if he’d be  alive the next morning. “Polly, come  quickly! I don’t think he’s breathing.”  Said my mother one morning. I was so  hurt that I slowly walked towards the  place where Sergio was sleeping, I  picked him up and started stroking his  head. Suddenly I saw him blink, “He’s  alive!” I said to my mother, wiping the  tears from my eyes. We were both so  happy.

I wrapped him in a blanket and  hugged him to my chest as I sat down  next to the heater. 

I began to sing to him and he fell asleep  in response, but this time I could hear  him breathing. “Poor bird, I didn’t  think he’d make it through the night,”  my mother said in surprise. We tried to feed Sergio, but he wouldn’t eat, so  we had to be creative to feed him, we  did all kinds of tricks and even opened  his mouth to give him food.  

Eventually he started eating on his own.  We also made him drink a lot of water.  He tried to resist, but we were able to  convince him. The nights were always  the most difficult, because it was a very  cold winter. We were worried that he  won’t make it, but he did. 

Meanwhile, Feathers was becoming  more and more jealous. 
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I was so busy  with Sergio that I spent very little time  with Feathers. Whenever I put Sergio  on my lap, Feathers would climb on  top of me and push Sergio aside so  she could sit. When Sergio came near  me, she’d stretch her wings. The days  passed and Sergio got better and  better, finally he was healthy. One  weekend I decided to take them both  to my grandmother’s house. When I  showed up at my grandmother’s front 

door with them, she was overjoyed,  “Oh Polly, you knew how much I  love chickens, and you brought a live  chicken! Said my grandmother, pulling  Feathers away from me.  

Then she looked at Sergio and said,  “Honey, we don’t eat birds in this  family! Let that thing fly away.” “She’s not for cooking, Grandma,” I  cried. 

“Then what is she for?” asked my  grandmother. 

“She’s my pet.” I replied. 

She looked at me confused, “When  you say pet, do you mean something  like a dog or cat?” 

“Yes, Grandma, they’re my little  friends.” 

“Gee, I know I should have stopped  your mom from taking you to the city,  now you’re friends with food.” Said  my grandmother disappointedly. I  grabbed Feathers and Sergio and ran  up the stairs.

“What did I say?” asked grandma  “Mom, the chicken is her pet,” replied  Mommie. 

“I’m sorry, Cupcake! I won’t touch your  pet,” yelled Grandma. 

“Oh, what a bummer! I was just  sharpening the knife,” said my cousin  with a grin on his face. I put Feathers  on the floor and she went straight to  my cousin’s feet and started biting his  toes. When he tried to grab her, she  flapped her wings at him. 

“What’s wrong with this chicken?  
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Animals don’t behave like that,” my  cousin said, screaming. That
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