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There was only one black and white speckled hen in the farmyard among all the brown and white hens. She was very proud of her black and white speckles, and thought herself superior to all the other hens because of her difference. Her speckles made her stand out from the rest as if she had been chosen to be different in a farmyard of lots of very, very ordinary hens.

She always walked with her head in the air and only stooped to pick up grain with her beak when no-one was looking. Nor did she roost with the other hens in the hen hut by the gate to the farmhouse, but preferred the beams in the cow shed down the lane. Nor did the cockerel make eyes at her. He would have nothing to do with her because, despite her rather attractive speckles, she was a hen that kept herself to herself so much that he thought there must be something wrong with her.

But nevertheless, despite her difference, the black and white speckled hen was still a hen and, in the spring when all the fluffy yellow chicks were running about the farmyard, she suddenly felt very sad and lonely and wished she could bring up a family of her own.

At this time she became very broody and longed for a nest of eggs to sit upon and call all her own. She began to pine for a brood of chicks to lead around the farmyard, and to bring up to become proud hens and cockerels, better than any hen and cockerel that have ever been seen in the farmyard since time began. But she was too proud to admit she was just the same as all the other hens

One fine sunny morning, as she was searching for food far away from the other hens, she had wandered down the farm track, which was lined with bright spring flowers and, from somewhere within the hawthorn hedge she heard a scream and a frantic commotion. She saw a flurry of brown fur and feathers and then there was a loud bang which sent the crows and the jackdaws into the skies with noisy, anxious screams, and the geese in the farmyard behind her joined in because they were always the first to complain about anything.

Then she saw the farmer, with a gun under his arm, pick up a bundle of brown fur and grey feathers. The farmer went away with the bundle, and the crows and the jackdaws settled back down and the geese went quiet again. The black and white speckled hen strutted over to investigate and, when she reached the end of the hedgerow by the old millpond, to her great surprise and delight, she found a nest of warm, speckled eggs and, when she counted them, there were eight in number. And then she realised that the farmer had killed the fox that had killed the mother hen that had been sitting on
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