
The Hen Who Escaped 

 

Fraya lived on Tooty Farm. She was a Black Star chicken, and she looked beautiful. Her feathers 

were jet-black, her comb as red as an apple, and her eyes shone like the sun. Her feet and claws 

were shiny clean, and she was as gentle as a robin. 

 

It was a cool spring day outside. The sun was shining and the white, puffy clouds floated across 

the light blue sky. A gentle breeze blew across her face, smelling of lilacs, and she could hear the 

river splashing about, but she had never seen it. Soft, brown-eyed deer walked quietly in the 

forest, and rabbits bounced about, teasing them. 

 

The rooster crowed. His feathers were also jet-black and his talons were as sharp as a knife. His 

eyes were shiny and brown, his crow so charming that everyone pricked up their ears to listen. 

His name was Cocky, and he could go anywhere he wanted. 

 

Fraya spun around in her little cage and sighed. She was bored. But more than that, she felt 

imprisoned. She looked out and saw all the fresh green grass just out of reach. She had already 

stuck her head out and eaten all the grass beside the cage. The only thing she could do now was 

talk to the Barred Rock in the tiny cage next to her. 

 

“Hi, Spotty,” she mumbled. 

 

“Hello. Why are you in such a bad mood today?” 

 

“I'm bored, and the farmer forgot to give me feed this morning.” 

 

“Oh, too bad. How come your cage isn't closed all the way?” Spotty asked. 

 

Fraya opened her eyes wide with surprise. “I don't know. I'm as free as the deer!” She hopped 

out and fluttered her feathers. 

 



She walked around looking at all the cages. To her great disappointment, there was a short wire 

fence around all of them. To make things worse, she saw Buster, the guard dog, on the other side 

of the fence, growling at her, with his leash tied to a nearby post. 

 

“If you come over the fence, I'll eat you!” he snarled. 

 

Fraya screamed and hid behind the chicken cages. She panted, trying to catch her breath again. 

 

That's when Cocky, the rooster, came up. “Buster, stop teasing my hens!” But Buster went right 

on barking and Cocky left. Fraya stayed hidden, and the rooster didn't see her. 

 

“Humph! I wouldn’t dare to fly over that fence!” Fraya said to herself. 

 

Her tummy growled and she remembered she was hungry. Fraya scavenged for bugs within the 

fence. 

 

She stretched her wings and flapped. “If there’s a will, there’s a way,” Fraya said to herself. But 

the dog? She didn't know if she could do it. Or could she? Hours went by. Soon enough she got 

tired. Then she realized Buster could fall asleep, too. She started humming Twinkle, Twinkle, 

Little Star, and then she began to sing: 

 

“Twinkle, twinkle, angry dog, 

Put your head down like a log. 

Dream about a bone to eat, 

Or a plate full of good meat. 

Twinkle, twinkle, count the sheep, 

Close your eyes and go to sleep.” 

 

She sang until the dog put his head down and closed his eyes. He snored. Fraya was so excited. 

She spread out her wings and flapped. The other twenty chickens gasped as they watched Fraya 



fly over the fence, landing right in front of the dog's nose! She was so surprised that she 

squawked, which made the dog wake up. 

 

“Woof!” he barked, and began chasing her. “Woof! Woof!” 

 

His barking made the farmer run out of the house. 

 

“Hey, you chicken! What do you think you're doing? You...you...you...” The man chased the 

chicken around the yard. He tripped on a root and fell head-first onto the grass! Fraya ran to the 

forest. 

 

She peeked through the leafy branches and saw the farmer bring Buster into the house. 

She felt free, but somehow also lonely and scared. She realized that she wanted to share the 

freedom with her best friend Spotty and with the rooster. 

 

Before she knew it, the sun had gone down. She wondered where it would be safe to sleep. 

 

She decided that near the chicken coop was best, close to the rooster. She slept with one eye 

looking at him. 

 

In the next few hours it was morning. The weather was the same as yesterday, only warmer and 

fresher. The rooster woke Fraya up by his elegant crowing. 

 

“Cock-a-doodle-” the rooster started, but he stopped and looked at her. “How did you get free?” 

he asked. 

 

“I escaped when Buster was barking,” Fraya told him proudly. 

 

“I didn't notice,” Cocky confessed. “I must've been in the forest or by the river.” 

 

“Oh, the river!” said Fraya. “I’d love to see it. Could we go there?” 



 

Together they walked to the river. Fraya thought it was the prettiest thing she had ever seen. 

 

“Why didn't you go to the forest and stay there forever?” Fraya asked. 

 

There was silence as they listened to the river. At last the rooster said, “Why didn't you?” 

 

“I missed my friends,” said Fraya. 

 

“And,” said the rooster, “so did I.” Every day Fraya kept thinking about Spotty, and how much 

she loved her. 

 

“Cocky,” she said, “I want to free the other hens.” 

 

“How?” 

 

“I don't know.” 

 

That night, they watched the man do his chicken chores. It was so dark that the hens in the cages 

were sleeping. The man pulled on a string that opened up all the backs of the cages. 

 

He gathered the eggs. 

 

“I’ve got it!” Cocky exclaimed. After the man had left, Cocky explained his plan to Fraya. 

 

Fraya nodded. They hid in the shadows, waiting for Buster to fall asleep. 

 

After he fell asleep, Cocky looked around and found a ball lying in the grass. He dropped the ball 

behind Buster and then Cocky and Fraya ran to the fence. Cocky cut the dog’s leash with his 

talons, and then Fraya and Cocky flew over the fence with the heavy rope leash and the two 

tangled the leash and the cage string together. Then they flew over the fence again as quietly as 



they could. Fraya kicked the ball away, and immediately Cocky scratched the dog lightly with 

his talons. That made Buster howl and wake up. Then all Buster saw was a ball rolling out into 

the darkness. As he ran off after the ball, the door at the back of the hens’ cages lifted up. 

 

“What is happening?” Spotty asked, opening her eyes from the howling. 

 

The other hens all woke up, too. 

 

“Get out, quick, and fly over the fence. I’ll explain later,” Fraya said. 

 

The hens all raced out of their cages. One by one the hens were out, and one by one they flew 

over the fence. When they were all out, Cocky led the way, and they all walked into the dark 

shadows of the night. 

 


