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Escape To Long Hill

Short Stories from Long Hill Book 1


Written by Janice Wee
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Yvette

“The hound, twenty times bigger than any rooster, stalked us,” Uncle Freddy shuddered. “One snap from its massive jaws can kill the strongest of us, chickens.”

“How did you survive?” Little Chico’s beak gaped so big a fly could fall in.

“Uncle Monroe and his friends jumped him,” Chico’s Mummy butted in. “The dog was so shocked, he forgot about Fred here.”

“Can a mongoose beat a dog?” Yvette imagined her hero, Uncle Monroe in action.

“No, dear.” Mummy preened Chico’s feathers. “One bite from a dog, snaps even a strong mongoose in two.” 

Yvette swallowed pangs of jealousy. She missed Mom. She’s lucky Chico’s Mummy took her in after Mom disappeared.

“So how did you get away,” Chico tilted his head.

“I flew up a tree where the hound couldn’t get me. Then Uncle Monroe and his friends climbed the nearest tree,” Uncle Freddy replied.

“So, dogs can’t fly or climb,” Yvette concluded from the lesson.

“Exactly,” grinned Uncle Freddy. “When your wings grow big and strong, practice hard so you can fly to safety.”

“Fly where?” Jojo asked.
“To Long Hill, of course,” Yvette replied. The adults had talked so often about this chicken paradise that every chick should know. “The land of plenty for the happy and free.”

“Why can’t we go there now?” Jojo pouted. “Why must we stay in this prison?”

“It’s not a prison,” Mummy chided. “The humans bring us food and water every day. We have a nice compound we can run in and scratch for worms.”

“Why do the humans give us all this?” Chico, Yvette’s naïve friend asked. “What do they want in return?”

“We give them our eggs,” Mummy replied. “That’s how we chickens pay for our food and lodgings.”

“Is that all?” Yvette eyed the red brick shed with suspicion. Mom went in there last week and has never been seen ever since.

“I guess so,” Mummy said, though uncertainty laced her voice. “Let’s not think too much about this. Don’t worry. Be happy.”

“Ignorance is bliss,” echoed Chico’s Daddy as he strutted towards the group. 

All this didn’t sit well with Yvette. The adults hid something from the kids. What was it that they  were hiding?

The sky darkened. 

Thunder rumbled. 

Blinding lightning crashed from the sky, striking a tree, setting it on fire.


Chico
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“EVERYONE, RUN TO SHELTER,” Daddy hollered over the storm.

The wind was too strong.

Chico’s little heart raced as the wind blew them further away from the safe chicken coop.

The roosters and hens blocked the wind with their wings, giving the little ones a chance to hobble towards the coop.

The humans came out of their house

“Get the chicks to safety!” One of the humans yelled as he scooped Chico in his hand. He recognised this big man’s scent. This fella was nice. He often played with Chico and gave him fresh worms.

Relaxing in the safety of the big warm hand, Chico peeked between the thick fingers and watched the other humans carry his fellow chicks into their strong chicken coops where the storms couldn’t hurt them.

“See,” Mummy nodded when the man deposited Chico in the poultry house, “the humans keep us safe.”

“Yeah,” Yvette mumbled. She didn’t look convinced.

Chico could sense his friend’s tension. The headstrong pullet often jabbered on about her conspiracy theories regarding humans. He was beginning to believe Yvette’s theory that humans ate the chickens who followed them into the red brick shed. He shuddered at that thought, eyeing his protectors or jailers with suspicion. Maybe other humans might, but not the nice man who saved him.

Even if Yvette were right, as long as they stayed away from that brick shed, they’ll lead safe and happy lives.

“The storm will pass,” Mummy cooed as she took the little chicks under her wing. “Sleep well sweethearts. Tomorrow will be a bright sunny day.”

The thunderstorm didn’t abate. Instead, it worsened.

Howling winds, shrieking like banshees tore off pieces of the roof. Through the windows, the chickens watched in horror. The gale uprooted the trees, blowing away plants and small animals that got in its way.
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“DON’T WORRY,” HUSHED Mummy. “We are all safe in here. The draught can’t get through the walls of our little house.”

Mummy spoke too soon. 

A loud ripping sound hurt little Chico’s ears. 

In a sudden show of force, the tempest tore the roof off the chicken coop.

*
[image: ]


WITH THE ROOF GONE, the walls came down under the storm’s relentless attack. Chilly tentacles reached beneath Mummy’s wings, freezing the chicks.

Daddy crowed.

Uncle and the other roosters responded in unison.

“That’s the signal,” Mummy whispered. “The wind is blowing everything towards Long Hill.”

“You mean?” Yvette’s eyes widened.

She must realise what Mummy’s getting at.

“Yes, honey. It’s time to fly to paradise!” Mummy laughed. “As soon as I release you, follow the wind. We’ll meet in Long Hill.”

Excitement thrummed within Chico’s veins as Mummy slowly lifted her wings. Behind the shelter of his Mummy’s body, Chico took a tentatively step. 

The breeze was stronger than he’d expected.

A gust of wind knocked him off balance.

He fell down flat on his face.

The gale threatened to blow him away. 

With his feet and beak, he clung to a top of a strong metal that was stuck to the ground.

“Jojo!”

A flurry of feathers and sand whisked their baby brother away.
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MUMMY FLEW AFTER LITTLE Jojo, catching their youngest in her claws. “The rest of you head for Long Hill! I will carry Jojo there.”

“Why can’t Mummy carry all of us?” Angel looked hurt. She’s the sensitive one in the brood. “Doesn’t she love me too?”

“Of course she does,” Chico retorted.  “She trusts us to make it there on our own. We can and we will.”

“We’re too big for her to carry anyway,” Yvette shrugged a wing even as she gripped on to her anchor. “Shall we let go and let the wind blow us there?”

“I’m scared. What if we don’t make it?” Angel sobbed.

“Never try, never know.” Yvette let go, spread her tiny wings and let the wind carry her. “Wheeee!!!”

“C’mon Angel, you can do this,” Chico encouraged his sister.

Angel took a deep breath and squeezed her eyes shut. The draft carried her off after Yvette, in the same direction it had taken the roosters and hens.

“Daddy, Mummy, we’re coming,” Chico laughed as he released his hold, only to be whisked away.

Flying’s like nothing Chico had ever experienced. 

He found himself soaring above the trees, carried by the powerful draft, heading for paradise. Then the winds dissipated.

“Uh oh.”

The sand, debris, uprooted plants and animals lost their new power of flight as the ground drew closer at breakneck speeds.

“We’re going to die!” Angel cried as she lost altitude.

“Quick, stretch out your wings and glide to the moss,” Chico cried. He’d seen the big birds do this. Chicks are birds so they can too.

It didn’t work. They couldn’t glide. Instead, they dropped like rocks.

“Gotcha!” A wild boar caught him, Yvette and Angel on his back, breaking their falls. “Aren’t you chicks too young
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