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Dedication

For Martin —

my partner in love, life, and

poultry-related disasters.

For the menagerie —

the feathers, the fur, the chaos, and

the emotional damage.

For Sanjay —

the curry-eating drama prince

who runs two households

and judges both.

For Ruanne —

who buys gourmet cat food

only for His Majesty to reject it with eye contact.

To my therapist — 

thank you for your patience, your insight, 

and for gently steering me toward the children’s edition 

when I was drowning in feathers. 

You definitely didn’t sign up for this level

of poultry-related chaos, 

but here we are — and I’m grateful.

And for you, reader —

thanks for stepping into the madness.
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Foreword
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L

et’s be clear: nothing in this book is exaggerated. I wish it were. I wish I could tell you that the turkeys behaved, the chickens made sensible choices, and the dog didn’t attempt another prison break. But here we are.

Book 2 exists because the chaos didn’t stop. It escalated. Dramatically. And because I clearly don’t learn from my mistakes, I wrote it all down again.

If you’re here for serenity, you’ve opened the wrong book. If you’re here for unfiltered mayhem, questionable decisions, and animals who behave like they’re starring in their own soap opera — you’re in the right place.
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THE OLIVE EGGER OLIVE AND THE FENCE OF POOR DECISION
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T

here are moments in chicken keeping when you realise, with absolute clarity, that your birds are not just pets — they are agents of chaos sent to test your patience, your carpentry skills, and your ability to remain calm while removing parts of your own fence.  

(The narrator would like to note that she did not remain calm.)

[image: Smoke‑grey Olive Egger chicken with darker grey tail feathers standing beside a small cluster of olive‑coloured eggs]Olive was, by all outward appearances, the sensible one. Elegant. Smoky grey. Tail feathers like she’d been dipped in charcoal. A hen of class, composure, and — allegedly — intelligence.  

(Allegedly doing a lot of heavy lifting here.)

And yet.

Despite having a luxury nesting box lined with soft wood shavings, cosy feathers, and the general vibe of a chicken day spa, (I spent more on that nesting box than I did on my own pillow. She has used it twice.) Olive preferred to lay her eggs in... creative locations.)  

Creative is one word for it. Ill-advised is another.

Sometimes the middle of the lawn. Sometimes under a bush. Sometimes in a spot so inconvenient it felt personal.

But nothing — NOTHING — compared to the day she chose to lay her precious olive-coloured egg between our fence and next door’s fence.  

(I would like to confirm that yes, this was as stupid as it sounds.)

A gap so narrow even a determined pigeon would think twice.

But Olive? She saw it and thought:  

“Yes. This is the place. This is where greatness happens.”  

Greatness did not happen.

So in she went. Elegant. Graceful. Like a feathery idiot.

And then, of course, she couldn’t get back out.

I found her wedged between the fences, looking mildly offended, as if I had put the fences there just to inconvenience her. She wasn’t distressed. She wasn’t panicking. She was simply... stuck. With the calm dignity of a queen who refuses to admit she’s made a mistake.  

She had absolutely made a mistake.

Thus began the rescue mission.

We removed fence slats. We poked her gently with a stick. We coaxed. We encouraged. We tried to reason with a creature who has the brainpower of a warm crouton. I say this with love. Mostly.

I would also like to point out that reasoning with Olive was doomed from the start.

And then — with all the grace of a startled goose — Olive BURST out of the gap like she’d been launched from a cannon.

She SCREAMED.  

She FLAPPED.  

She RAN around the garden like the grass was lava and the sky was falling.  

I’m impressed she didn’t spontaneously combust.

Absolute pandemonium.

When she finally stopped, chest heaving, feathers puffed, eyes wild... she looked at me like:  

“I cannot BELIEVE what you just put me through.”  

(I would like to remind the reader that Olive caused 100% of this.)

As if SHE hadn’t caused the entire fiasco. (Olive has never accepted responsibility for anything in her life. She is, in this way, consistent.)  

Consistently wrong, but consistent.

And the worst part? She strutted off afterwards with the confidence of a hen who fully intends to do it again — because apparently, common sense is optional when you lay fancy eggs.  

Optional? It’s not even on the menu!

Mini Bio: Olive

Name: Olive  

Breed: Olive Egger  

Colour: Smoky grey with darker charcoal tail feathers  

Special Skill: Laying eggs in the most inconvenient places imaginable  

Personality: Elegant chaos; calm until she isn’t; screams like a kettle when mildly inconvenienced  

Hobbies: Ignoring the nesting box, choosing danger, regretting her choices loudly  

Arch Nemesis: Fences  

Catchphrase: “I meant to do that.”  

(She didn’t)

Lessons Learned — None

	Olive will continue to lay eggs wherever her heart desires.

	Fences remain both a mystery and a challenge.

	Rescue missions are now part of the weekly schedule.

	The nesting box remains unused, unappreciated, and deeply offended. The nesting box and I have a lot in common.

	Olive has learned absolutely nothing.

	And honestly... neither have we.  


(I can confirm that this is correct.)

“Olive and the Lawn Egg Affair”

If there is one thing Olive believes with her whole smoke-grey, dramatic little heart, it’s this:

Nesting boxes are for amateurs.

Why lay an egg in a perfectly sensible, straw-lined, predator-proof box when you could instead choose... the lawn? Or the flowerbed? Or that mysterious gap between the fence and the compost bin where no bird has ever willingly gone before?  

No bird with sense, anyway.

On this particular morning, the sun was soft, the grass was dewy, and Olive had woken up with a glint in her eye — the kind that meant trouble wearing feathers. She strutted out of the coop with the confidence of a hen who had already made a questionable decision and was fully committed to it.  

Commitment is her only strength.

She surveyed the garden like a tiny general planning a military operation. The lawn shimmered. The breeze whispered. And Olive thought, “Yes. Here. This is the spot. The perfect place to deposit my precious, olive-green masterpiece.”  

It was not.

So she settled herself right in the middle of the grass — no cover, no privacy, no logic — and began her work.

Everything was going beautifully until she realised something:

She was alone.  

Alone on the lawn.  

Alone on the lawn with an egg on the way.  

Alone on the lawn with an egg on the way and absolutely no plan for what to do if anything startled her.  

Planning is not Olive’s strong suit. Or her weak suit. She has no suits.

Which, of course, something did.

A leaf blew past.

Just a leaf. A normal, everyday leaf.

But to Olive, it may as well have been a dragon.

She shot upright with a shriek that could have woken the ancestors, wings flapping, legs scrambling, feathers puffed to maximum volume. The egg — her precious, carefully crafted lawn egg — plopped gently onto the grass as she bolted in a panic, squawking like she’d been personally betrayed by nature.  

Nature had done nothing wrong.

That was the moment I stepped outside.

There she was: Olive, halfway across the garden, frozen mid-flap, eyes wide with indignation.  

There it was: the egg, sitting proudly on the lawn like a tiny, pastel crime scene.

I approached slowly, gently, the way one approaches a dramatic actress who has forgotten her lines but refuses to admit it. Olive watched me with the intensity of a bird who desperately wanted help but also wanted to pretend she didn’t.  

(Pride is a hell of a drug.)

I scooped up the egg.  

I scooped up Olive.  

She made a noise somewhere between relief and outrage.

Back in the coop, she settled into the straw with a huff, muttering under her breath in soft, offended clucks. The other hens pretended not to stare. Olive pretended she had always intended to return to the nesting box.  

[image: Photorealistic scene of a startled grey hen reacting to an olive-green egg on grass, wings mid-flutter, feathers in motion, natural daylight, soft-focus background, realistic feather texture, shallow depth of field, no text.]She had not.

And the lawn egg?  

It sat safely in my hands — a perfect, olive-green reminder that some birds are born to be dramatic.

Olive tucked her head under her wing, feathers smoothing, dignity slowly reassembling itself.  

(It was a long process.) Tomorrow, she would almost certainly do it again.   (She did. The following Tuesday. In the compost bin.)
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MILES AND THE PORTAL OF FREEDOM
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S

ome dogs escape because they’re scared. Some escape because they’re bored. Miles escapes because he believes the world is his personal kingdom and fences are merely decorative suggestions.

We have had this conversation many times. He remains unconvinced.

(I would like to note that Miles has never been convinced of anything that wasn’t his idea.)

Miles had been suspiciously quiet.  

Too quiet.

The kind of quiet that makes every hair on your neck stand up because you KNOW he’s either:  

	eating something illegal  

	plotting something illegal  

	or already halfway across the neighbourhood doing something illegal  


(Statistically, it’s usually all three.)

And then it hit me.

The slats.  

The two slats we removed to rescue Olive from her Fence of Poor Decisions.

We’d put them back... but not properly.  

(A phrase that haunts this household.)

To a normal creature, it was nothing.  

To Miles?

It was a portal.  

A gateway.  

A shimmering doorway to destiny.  

Destiny did not ask for this.

He must have spotted it instantly — that tiny misalignment, that whisper of daylight between the boards. And without hesitation, without guilt, without even a backward glance, he slipped through the Olive Gap and vanished like a furry ninja.  

(A ninja who smells faintly of bin juice.)

While I was inside living my life, Miles was out there living his best life — trotting around the neighbourhood like a man doing his morning rounds, sniffing bins, inspecting gardens, and silently judging everyone’s wheelie bin hygiene.  

He is, unfortunately, very judgemental.

By the time I realised he was gone, he was probably already three streets over, casually networking with the local pigeons. 

(Miles has better social skills with strangers than I do. I find this personally offensive.)  

The Panic Spiral (Starring Me and Martin)

The moment I realised he’d escaped, my entire nervous system collapsed.  

(Understandable.)

I didn’t walk. I didn’t jog.  

I launched myself into the car like a woman auditioning for Fast & Furious: Suburban Edition.

Keys shaking, heart pounding, I tore off down the street — windows down, head swivelling like an owl on Red Bull — scanning pavements, driveways, hedges, gardens, ANYTHING that might contain one smug, brown and white idiot.

Up and down the road.  

Round the corner.  

Back again.  

Twenty minutes of pure adrenaline and catastrophic imagination.  

I would like to confirm that none of these imagined scenarios were helpful.

Meanwhile, poor Martin was on foot — power walking the same three streets like a man in a hostage negotiation. Every time we crossed paths, we exchanged that wild-eyed, sweaty look of:

“Have you seen him.”  

“No. Have YOU.”  

“No.”  

“Oh God.”

We must have looked like two frantic parents searching for a toddler who’d escaped soft play.  

Accurate.

And all the while, Miles was probably somewhere sniffing a shrub and thinking about absolutely nothing.

(The audacity! The absolute zen audacity!)  

He has the brain of a monk and the morals of a raccoon.

The Scene Where He Casually Ignored Me

When I finally spotted him, he didn’t run to me.  

He didn’t wag his tail.  

He didn’t even look mildly pleased to see me.

No.

Miles turned his head, looked directly at me, and then — with the confidence of a man who pays the mortgage — wandered up someone else’s driveway.  

He does not pay the mortgage.

Not trotted.  

Not sprinted.  

Just a casual, leisurely stroll.

Then he began sniffing their garden like he was conducting a professional survey:

“Hmm. Hydrangeas. Bold choice. Oh, is that a barbecue? Interesting. I’ll make a note.”

Meanwhile I’m stood in the street like a frantic parent who’s just found their toddler in the frozen food aisle; with my heart doing parkour, imagining every worst-case scenario, and he’s basically returning from his gap year abroad with zero explanation.  

(He will not be providing one.)

The Dramatic Chase Sequence

I called him.  

He ignored me.

I clapped.  

He ignored me harder.

I took a step toward him — and THAT’S when he decided to move.

Not toward me.  

Oh no.

He trotted away, tail swaying, ears bouncing, doing that smug little half-trot that says:  

“You can’t catch me. I am speed.”

So there I was, jogging down the street like an idiot, while Miles weaved between driveways, sniffing every plant, bin, and fence post like he was on a guided tour.  

A tour he did not pay for.

At one point he even paused, looked back at me, and I swear his eyes said:  

“Keep up.”

Eventually — after a chase that felt like a low-budget action film — he slowed down, sighed dramatically, and allowed himself to be caught.

Allowed.  

As if it was HIS decision.  

It was, in every way that mattered, his decision.  

I would like to note that this was humiliating.

The Worst Part (And I Mean the WORST Part)

After all the panic, the driving, the shouting, the sprinting, the sweating, the emotional collapse...

Miles walked over to the car.  

WALKED.  

Over to the car.

Like a man who’d finished his errands and was ready to be collected.

He stood there, tail swaying gently, giving me that expectant look that said:  

“Open the door, driver. I’m ready to go home now.”  

I’m screaming internally.

I opened it (because what else could I do), and he hopped in with the confidence of a dog who believed this entire outing had been a scheduled appointment.

Then he sat down.  

Adjusted himself.  

And sighed.

A deep, satisfied, “Ah yes, take me home” sigh.

Martin, who had been marching the same streets like a man doing laps in purgatory, arrived just in time to witness Miles being chauffeured home like royalty. 

Martin said nothing. He didn't need to. His face said everything.  

(His soul left his body.)

I aged an additional five years on the spot.

And then?  

He strutted back into the garden afterwards like he’d just popped out for milk — completely unaware that I’d aged a total of ten years in twenty minutes.  

[image: Photorealistic scene of Miles the beagle standing beside a sleek black car on a suburban street, natural daylight, realistic fur texture, glossy reflections on the black car, soft depth of field, no text.](He will do it again.)

Mini-Bio: Miles

Name: Miles 

Breed: Pointer/Beagle cross 

Special Skill: Escaping through microscopic gaps and pretending it’s your fault 

Personality: Clever, smug, selectively deaf, professional bin archaeologist 

Hobbies: Wandering the neighbourhood, ignoring commands, self-imposed imprisonment 

Arch-Nemesis: Closed doors 

Catchphrase: “I go where I want.” (He does)

Lessons Learned — Also None

	If there is a gap, Miles will find it.  

	If there is no gap, he will create one.

	Calling him is optional; he won’t respond anyway.

	The neighbourhood is his kingdom.

	The Olive Gap must be sealed with concrete, steel, and possibly holy water.

	Miles has learned nothing.

	And honestly... neither have we.


(We never will)

The Missing Poster I’m Definitely Making
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