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1 

DREAMING 

A thumping techno beat booms from the car radio 
and I dance.  

My feet scratch at the ground as I step — 
forward, back, forward, back, left, centre, right, 
centre, scratch, scratch.  

My head bobs on my flexible neck — up, down, 
up, down, left, right, up, down.  

My wings flap rhythmically — out, in, out, in, 
and my tail swings, up, down, left, right, up, down, 
left, right.  

I scratch my way around a circle in eight beats.  
In the distance, Peckham and High Tail watch 

and mock me. 
“Nice moves, Brownie!” 
“Move like that and you’ll lay scrambled eggs!”   
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I hear their cackling laugh, as they mimic me, 
swinging their tails and heads and stepping up and 
down in a silly, mocking dance.  

“Look at me. I’m a Wiggle,” says Peckham. 
“She’ll pop her feathers if she keeps that up!”  
Some of the other girls join in the sniggering and 

hurtful comments, but I think they mostly do it to 
impress Peckham and High Tail.  

The music stops and I finish with a shake and 
shiver, fluffing my feathers from comb to hock. I 
strut to a remote part of the yard. Here there are no 
scraggy gum trees. The grass is dry and the heat 
reflects from the sandy ground. But here I am 
alone.  

A short distance in front of me a fence of 
chicken wire stretches like a prison wall. The only 
way out is over the top. After staring at it for a few 
moments, I start to run, building up speed until I 
launch myself into the air, wings thrashing to try to 
carry me over the fence. Someone laughs as I dive 
comb-first into the ground.  

“Oooh! That must hurt!” The voice has a slow, 
nasal drawl.  

Again I run, faster this time. Again I struggle to 
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escape the earth, flying erratically until I hit the 
fence and fall on my back in the dry grass, wings 
quivering, legs trembling.  

“Ah. The dead blowfly look. That’s attractive.” 
More laughter.  

In the distance, Peckham and High Tail are 
watching, laughing and commenting loudly.  

“It’s a high wire act.” 
“She was in attack, now she’s in de-fence!” 
Next time I leap higher, launching my clumsy 

body into the air, moving my wings more slowly 
and powerfully, but I come to a sudden and painful 
halt, left hanging in the chicken wire by my head, 
my wings and legs stretched out uselessly behind 
me.  

“Are you just goin’ to hang around all day?” This 
time the laughter drags out a little longer.  

It is fortunate that I have a small head and a long 
and flexible neck to absorb the impact. Kicking my 
legs lets me drop to the ground. A crow stands 
nearby, his black feathers shining in the sun.  

“Are you tryin’ to break yourself or the fence?” 
He struts closer, staring at me with his white-circled 
black eyes. There are plenty of crows around our 
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farm, and we generally just ignore one another, 
although their rasping call sometimes irritates me. 
This is the first time I’ve actually spoken to one.  

“I’m trying to escape — and I can do without 
your mocking. I get enough of that from Peckham 
and High Tail.” 

“That lot over there?” He points his leg in their 
direction, and tilts his head. “They’re funny.” 

“They’re not funny! They’re bullies.” 
“Oooh, we’re a bit prickly today, aren’t we? And 

by the way, I’m Dave Raven.” The crow dips his 
head politely, but I think he’s being a little sarcastic. 

“I’m Brownie, but I don’t need an audience and 
I don’t need your sarcasm.” 

“My apologies. I’m just curious. Did you say 
you’re tryin’ to escape?” 

“I did.” 
“So why escape? Is it the bullies? The food? The 

one-star accommodation? The ladies pooin’ and 
bathin’ in your drinkin’ water?” 

“It’s none of those things. And there’s no need 
to be personal about our ablutions.” 

“Well help me out here. What’s the problem?” 
“The problem is me.”  
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“What do you mean?”  
I don’t know why I feel a need to explain myself 

to a crow, but his eyes are kind. Behind the sarcasm 
there seems to be genuine friendliness. “I’m just not 
like other chooks. I’m a loner. It’s not that I’m 
unfriendly or snobby. I just like to be on my own, 
to think, to dream, to imagine another life.” 

“Aaah. So you want to be different?” 
“I don’t WANT to be different. I just AM 

different. The simple fact is that farm life is not 
enough for me. I want to see the world.” 

When I feel emotional — happy, sad, excited, 
lonely, worried … I sing. Dave is surprised as I 
stretch my neck and launch into a ballad.  

 
Every day my mind is dreaming, 
Every night my heart is flying. 
In the night they know I’m scheming, 
In the day they watch me trying  
To go 
Where I want to go. 
 
I can’t stop my mind believing 
There’s a world that waits for me. 
One day soon I will be leaving 
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To live the life my heart can see: 
I’ll go 
Where I want to go. 
 
Don’t put a fence around me, 
Don’t tell me I must stay. 
My body may be here, but 
My heart is far away. 

 
I can’t stop my mind believing 
There’s a world that waits for me, 
One day soon I will be leaving 
To live the life my heart can see. 
I’ll go 
Where I want to go. 
I’ll be 
Where I want to be. 

 
“Aaah. That’s beautiful, Brownie,” says Dave. 

He struts closer and looks me right in the eye. “You 
keep chasin’ your dream. I admire that.” Then he 
moves away again, with a series of little jumps, and 
stands up straight, pushing his head back and his tail 
down. “Would you like to hear a little number I 
wrote?” Before I can answer, he starts singing in a 
raspy, out-of-tune wail:  
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Aaaaaaar, aaaaaar, aaaaaar aaaaaaaaaaaaaaar,  
Aaaaaaar, aaaaaar, aaaaaar aaaaaaaaaaaaaaar. 
 

Each note is a little lower than the one before it. 
Dave definitely does not have the X-Factor and I 
screw up my face without realising. Unfortunately, 
Dave notices. He hunches his shoulders. “Some 
birds just don’t appreciate my talents,” he says, and 
swaggers off.  

Although Mum says I think too much and 
imagine too much, that’s how my mind works. She 
joins me at the end of the yard, where I am pulling 
faces, struggling and straining as I exercise.  

“What are you doing now?” she asks. 
“I’m exercising, Mum, to see if I can lay bigger 

eggs. I’ve been eating flowers to see if I lay coloured 
eggs.” 

“Oh Brownie,” she sighs. “Just eat your pellets 
and whatever you can forage.” 

She doesn’t know all the crazy things I do.  
Like roosting by hanging from the fence, toes 

and claws gripping the thin threads of wire, until I 
wake upside-down with a headache.  

Like laying an egg while lying on my back.  
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Like throwing pellets into the air and catching 
them in my beak.  

I think she knows about the dancing, and she 
definitely knows about the flying. “And stop trying 
to fly,” she says. “Crashing into fences is not a good 
look.” 

“I want to fly over the fence, Mum, and see the 
world outside.” 

“Chooks can’t fly over the fence. We can only 
lift a short distance off the ground and we can’t fly 
for very long. Just be content, Brownie.”  

“I’ve tried, Mum, but I can’t.” I shake my head 
and a tear flicks off my beak. “What’s the point of 
wings if I can’t fly? Other birds soar overhead, their 
wings outstretched, hovering, gliding, waving, while 
we buk buk around the chook run.” 

“We’re chooks, Brownie.”  
“Yes, but there are more chooks in the world 

than any other bird, so we ought to be queens of 
the birds, living with flair and style.” Mum just 
shakes her head again and retreats to the other end 
of the yard. She’s embarrassed.  

The ladies foraging near her are holding their 
necks stiffly and their heads are bobbing quickly up 
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and down. I know what’s happening because I’ve 
heard them. Puk puk puk p-duk p-duk! They are 
telling Mum that I am either crazy or wicked and 
she should stop me behaving in such silly ways.  

She sticks up for me, telling them to mind their 
own business, but I know that she is hurting. 

 

 
 
One day, I flap my way onto the corrugated iron 
roof of the chicken coop, then drift to the ground. 
For a few seconds I am really flying. It is wonderful.  

After trying it a few more times, I wonder what 
it would be like to glide from a higher perch. So I 
fly from the roof of the coop to the branch of a 
tree. With my heart racing, I flap from the tree and 
glide over the fence of the chook run.  

There is a terrible hullabaloo.  
The ladies are yelling out to Mum, telling her 

what I’ve done.  
My friends are pointing, some laughing, some 

admiring.  
Standing outside the fence and looking in at 
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them all I am so excited the words just tumble out. 
Brrrrrrk buk buk duk duk buk b-drrrrrrrrrk!  

 In the background I hear Aaar aaaaar aaaaaaar! 
Dave Raven lands next to me. 

“Wow, Brownie. That was impressive — for a 
chook.” But before I can respond, he yells, “Look 
out!” and flies off. 

Unfortunately, the farmer, Rob Fowler (yes, 
really, that’s his name — Rob Fowler who keeps 
fowls. It’s hard to believe, isn’t it?) Anyway, he sees 
what is happening and chases me. Although I run, 
changing direction, dodging, flapping and 
squawking, he catches me.  

Then — wait for it — he disables me!  
Yes, you heard right! Call the RSPCA!  
He takes me to the car, gets a huge pair of black 

scissors from the back and clips the feathers at the 
ends of my wings. It doesn’t hurt because my 
feathers don’t have feeling. They’re made of the 
same stuff as human fingernails and toenails.  

But I am maimed, mutilated, disarmed, 
disfigured, impaired, mangled, damaged, weakened, 
debilitated, handicapped and hamstrung.  

Do I make my point?  
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I can no longer fly. To be fair, I never could 
really, but now I have no chance of flying.  

Jumping and flapping, I fail to even reach the 
roof of the coop.  

I am angry. 
Mum comes to find me and pushes her body 

against me. “Oh Brownie. What next? Look at you. 
Your wing feathers are short and you’re so angry!” 

“Well Rob disabled me. Why would he do that?” 
“Perhaps he was just protecting you, Brownie.”  
“Eh? Protecting me?” 
“Rob knows that outside the yard you could be 

attacked by foxes or eagles. You could be hit by 
cars. You could get lost. It’s not a safe world out 
there for chooks. Think about it.” 

I do. For two seconds. “I still want to see that 
world for myself.” 

“You’re a very unusual chook, Brownie,” Mum 
says. “I worry that you have no friends. You’re 
always on your own.” 

“I can’t help it,” I explain. “Some of the girls 
worry that they’ll catch the ‘weird’ virus. Others 
don’t want to be seen with me in case Peckham and 
High Tail tease them too.”  


