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Inspiration

Late one Saturday morning, I sat at a computer, diligently typing away.  Coding is my favorite 

hobby, but on this occasion I enjoyed it less than usual.  A contrary bit of code evaded my every 

attempt to debug it, and it began to annoy me.    After thousands of different methods failed, I became 

quite reasonably frustrated, and placed my computer down with more vigor than acceptable.

“What a stupid code!” I exclaimed as I marched outside.  “There's no point in trying at that any 

longer.”  As I said it I meant it heartily, but my conscience thought otherwise.

“There's really no use blaming it,” said a small voice, “It's your own fault you didn't succeed in 

making it work...”

“Well, it needn't be so perverse,” I replied, still huffy.  “I can code perfectly well, so it's 

definitely not my fault.”

“You could be more careful, pay attention to details, and such...”

“My, you're preachy today,” I interrupted, not willing to give in.  “You can do something else 

other than start carping on my faults.”

After we finished our discussion thus, I began soaking up the sunshine and renewing my natural

cheerfulness with the fresh spring air.  The sun shone brightly, white clouds floated across the sky, a 

mild breeze blew back my hair, bringing me the smell of growing plants and moist ground, birds 

chirped in their frequent trips to and from their nests, and grasshoppers showered from the grass when 

disturbed.  All was so blithe and fresh that I soon forgot my indoor troubles.  “I'm going to see if 

Bunny's eggs have hatched yet,” I announced to nobody in particular.  



Bunny is our best broody hen, a Cochin with feathers on her legs.   Her peculiar name came 

from her tendency to hop when she was a chick.  As a golden laced Cochin, her feathers are goldish-

brown and with black along the edges.  She is one of my favorite chickens, despite her formidably 

grumpy appearance.

Quietly I entered the coop where she was setting on a nest of twelve assorted eggs.  The smell 

of the fresh hay spread on the ground combined pleasantly with that of the orange oil sprayed on the 

walls, the roosts, and in the nest boxes, a natural way to deter bugs.  

After feeding Bunny a treat of scratch, I gently raised her up and inspected the eggs eagerly.  

“What's the matter?” I asked her, when no eggs exhibited cracks, holes, or chips of any sort.  

“These eggs were due yesterday!”

No response was given other than a gentle cluck.  There then came out of the nest a cheep, the 

tiniest noise, so small that at first I thought I had imagined it.  I sat still, with my head close to the nest, 

and listened intently.  No noise was heard in that coop for almost half a minute, until Bunny clucked 

again and the same soft and feeble chirp echoed her.  

Upon further inspection, I found a minuscule crack in one of the eggs, a large light brown one.  

I tapped it softly and held it up to my ear, nearly trembling with excitement.  Another cheep emerged 

from the egg, and this time there was no doubt.  A chick was in that egg, and it would hatch out shortly.

I returned the egg to the nest, placing it only partially under Bunny so I could watch it.  One 

feature of Cochins that makes them such wonderfully good mothers is that they are so fluffy.  After five

minutes with no action, I pushed the egg all the way under the hen and retired inside for a drink.  

Unavoidable circumstances prevented me from returning immediately, or in other words, I was 

obliged to participate in lunch, and when I did enter the coop I at once checked on the egg.  There was 

a little hole in the egg, and a tiny beak with a small sharp obtrusion on the end was immediately inside. 

Chicks have an egg tooth, as it is called, on the top tip of their beak, to help them hatch, and it falls off 

within a few days of hatching.  I sat down, fed Bunny a bit of bread I had secured while inside, and 



waited for it to hatch. 

Over the next hour that little chick alternately pecked away at the shell and rested.  I longed to 

help, to just pull away that tiny bit of shell, but I would not.  I knew very well what would most likely 

happen.  If the chick hatched too early or had too much help, it would almost certainly die, either from 

loss of blood or other causes.  I did remove the bits of shell from the opening, but only after it had 

detached them.  

After what seemed like an eternity, it pecked all the way around the shell, dividing the top from 

the bottom, a process called unzipping.  I picked it up and held it in my hand.  Bunny seemed worried 

at this, especially as it chirped when I moved it, but I reassured her that it was safe.

“I'll put it right back under in a few minutes, and I'll be really careful.  Have another bite of 

bread.”  

She seemed appeased, and I returned my attention to the chick.  It lay in my hand wriggling 

every now and then.  Quite suddenly it kicked off the lower half the shell so violently that the shell 

flew off my hand.  By moving its head it disengaged from the top half, and lay in my hand, bedraggled 

and exhausted.  I cautiously and exultantly returned it to the cozy nest among the eggs, and as I did so I

heard more chirping and saw more eggs with chips and cracks.  

In my excitement I rushed outside and cavorted with Bruno, our big shaggy dog, who had 

tracked me to the coop and waited patiently outside.  “They're hatching!” I told him repeatedly, “I saw 

one actually hatch!  I can't wait to see them when they dry off and get all fluffy!  I think that the one I 

watched hatch is going to be yellow!”

He shared in my delight, but for an entirely different reason.  I believe now that he thought I 

was delighted with him for finding me, for currently he makes it a game to track and follow me 

whenever I wander about outside.  

When I had tired, I sat down and petted Bruno, and then I heard that little voice again.

“That chick was very determined and didn't give up...” it said.



“So it was,” I replied to myself, uncertain of the point.

“Well...” it responded, and said no more.

This conservation reminded me of my unfinished code, and after petting Bruno some more I 

proceeded inside.  With a new air of resolution, I sat down at the computer and began to order the code 

out and follow the rules for formatting with more diligence that I had ever done before.  

After about thirty minutes I had got my code into a reasonable condition, and surprisingly 

enough my impenetrable problem had resolved itself, with several other minor issues rising in its wake.

More work brought it into a decent state with only one major dilemma left, one that I thought I couldn't

solve.  Shortly afterward, dinner took place.

That evening I proceeded outside to the coop.  I eagerly anticipated seeing those cute little 

chicks so much that I almost forgot to bring a treat for Bunny.  

As soon as I stepped into the coop, Bunny arose to greet me, and immediately a chorus of chirps

rose from the nest.  I placed the treats on the ground, and as she walked over to them she clucked to the

chicks to come and share them.  Several of them tumbled out of the nest and followed her.  The yellow 

one was first in line, scrambling up to the food and snatching it out of Bunny's beak.  Some of the 

others followed more slowly, sitting down for breaks on the way.  

Four eggs were left in the nest, and I began to examine them.  One of them had a hole in it, big 

enough for me to see almost half of the chick's head, but the chick wasn't moving.  When I picked it up 

I could see it barely breathing.  

Quickly I made up my mind.  This chick had quit, probably from exhaustion.  If it was going to 

live I had to help it.  It might die in the process, but this was a risk I had to take.  

Watching carefully for bleeding, I gently broke off a few bits from the side of the hole.  By this 

time, Bunny had returned to the nest, so I put it back under her.  

The chicks who had followed Bunny quickly attracted my attention.  They were cheeping 

pitifully, and I easily saw why.  Although they could hop several inches down onto the ground, they 



couldn't get back up, and they alternately clambered against the edge or sat down and began wailing.  

Bunny kept clucking to them encouragingly, but they just couldn't do it.  I scooped them up one at a 

time in my hand and released them on the edge of the nest, from where they scuttled under Bunny and 

snuggled their heads into her feathers.  Bunny fluffed her feathers and calmly settled down.

Thinking it had been long enough, I gently brought out the chick still in the egg.  I removed 

another few bits of shell, and it seemed to breathe easier.  This process continued for at least thirty 

minutes, with the chick pitching in to help every now and then.  

At last it was almost free, and I waited for the final move.  It did it, kicking apart the shell, but it

lacked the enthusiasm with which the first chick had escaped.  This chick had dark and light stripes on 

it, a pattern I had not seen yet.  Once again, I carefully replaced the chick under the hen, making sure it 

was in the center for optimum warmth.  Unless my eyes deceived me, Bunny wore a relieved look on 

her countenance as I left the coop, satisfied at the outcome.

On returning inside I thought over my coding problem again.  I saw no point in waiting any 

longer, so I went to my father for help.  He set it right in almost no time, and taught me how to fix it 

next time.  I went to bed satisfied with the whole world, or at least my small portion of it.

Early the next morning I was outside, ready for the big day.  The chicks could go outside, and I 

and Bruno would watch them and guard them from hawks and snakes and all other manner of evil.  I 

trusted Bunny to protect them from the other chickens.  First, I brought the yellow chick, properly 

called a buff, and the striped chick, whose markings reminded me distinctly of a chipmunk, in my 

hands and showed them to Bruno.

“Bruno,” I began, as I allowed him to sniff them, “these are not treats or toys.  You must be very

careful with them and not chase them at all.  It's our job to protect them until they grow up.”  I'm glad 

the two chicks were asleep from the warmth of the sun, or they might have been unduly terrified at 

Bruno's huge head towering over their tiny selves.  

I returned them to the coop and opened the door for Bunny.  She walked out, clucking to the 



chicks, walked back in clucked some more, and continued that procedure until they were all outside.  

From there she walked along, scratching the ground and calling them to her whenever she found 

anything to eat, and meanwhile constantly clucking to let them know where she was.  They responded 

by also chirping continually, unless they decided the sun was just too warm to resist laying down for a 

little nap.  It was so cute to see them scratching the ground just like she did.  

Bruno watched from a short distance until the shrill cheeping of lost chick lured him around the 

coop.  At the sight of him it ran around the opposite way, and Bunny, coming around the other way to 

its rescue, met him face to face.  I believe that she thought him the entire cause of the chick's distress, 

for she did not hesitate in immediate aggression.  She ran straight at him and jumped and hit him with 

her body.  In astonishment he retreated a few steps and then turned his head back around toward her.  

Bunny, who had been following him, pecked him squarely on the nose.  This was too much.  He fled in 

consternation and hid behind my legs, to my greatest amusement.  

I comforted him for being treated so poorly and gave him a pork chop bone I had stuck in my 

pocket and forgotten about.  Bruno chewed on it contentedly, keeping an eye on Bunny.  She had 

returned to her little flock of chicks and was taking a dust bath, often accidentally kicking away the 

chicks which came up right beside her in imitation.  

As I continued watching the chicks, I paid special attention to the two I had watched or helped 

hatch; the buff chick and the chipmunk chick.  The buff took lead as the head of the flock, always 

running fastest, exploring furthest, and chirping loudest.  The buff also came up to see what Bruno was 

chewing on, but soon retired to the safety of Bunny.  The chipmunk, on the other hand, was shyer and 

less energetic, content to follow Bunny or merely nap in the sun.  As I sat caressing Bruno and 

watching that happy family of chickens, exploring in the warm spring air, I felt blissful and satisfied.  

Who couldn't have?


