Brandon Farmer


“Think Chicken”


Why did the chicken cross the road? Simple, to get to the other side of course. Isn’t it every creature’s goal when crossing the road to get to the other side. Granted there are other reasons like say if someone threw you there or you tripped. You know, the kind of trip that sends you headlong in front of a car hitting you and throwing you to the other side, but in this case as well the victim is thrown to the other side. 


The real question is what indeed is the underlying motive for getting to the other side of the road? For this answer we should look into the Chicken’s past history and find out. I took the liberty of looking through a few confidential files and have liberated a wealth of knowledge on what he was doing that Thursday morning. 


His name was Bill, Bill Chicken. He was born in a hen house in Augusta County Virginia. Bill led the typical chicken life. He would scratch for food, eat, sleep and crow all that type of stuff. Bill had one problem, however, he was insecure about his manhood. This may sound strange coming from a chicken but Bill didn’t have any confidence when it came to the ladies. This lead Bill to do what most men do in this situation, he joined the army.


Bill spent 10 chicken years in the army and built himself up to the rank of Colonel. Now known as Colonel Chicken he set out for home to make it with the chi…I mean the hens. After he got back he noticed a nice new shiny white and red building had been built where the hen house used to be. Bill didn’t know what to make of this, but being a military chicken, looked for the first thing he could recognize. “Colonel” It said Colonel on the sign! This was good, he’d get his military friend to cook him something and then try and find the hen house with the help of his new friend. 


When he entered the strange clean room, Bill found that the smell was quite familiar to him, but he couldn’t quite place it. As Bill pondered this a man with a white beard in a white suit walked over and tapped him on the shoulder. “By your uniform I see you’re a Colonel like myself.” He said.


“That’s right,” Bill said proudly. “Colonel Chicken, at your service!’


“Well ain’t that nice.” The man in the white suit said with a smile. “Might you help a poor Colonel out.”


Feeling the need to help his fellow officer Bill replied. “Certainly, what can I do you for?” 


“Well you see,” The Man in white said with a sad face. “things haven’t gone too well for me in this here restaurant and I was wondering if you could help me serve.”


“Well of course!” Bill said proudly. “What Colonel wouldn’t think of helping his fellow officer!”


“Follow me then” The man in white said leading Bill through a set of doors. The room smelled of familiar things to Bill but he still couldn’t quite figure it out. 

“What’s that smell?” He asked.

“Why that’s what we is cooking.” Said the Man in white. 

“And what’s that?” Bill asked suspiciously. This man did seem nice of course, but well, there was something not quite right about this place. God! That smell is familiar.

“Chicken of course.” The Man in white said clutching a butcher’s axe in his hands.

Bill pondered this for a moment, he never was the quickest thinker in the coup, but this didn’t seem like a good thing. I mean he was all for helping out a fellow Colonel but something about that look in his eyes and how close the cleaver came to his head after slamming down made him feel the man didn’t have his best interests in mind. This was a good time to run and think about it later. 

“Y’all come on back Chicken, I’m gonna eat you!” The man with the cleaver, yelled as he chased Bill onto the sidewalk. 

The sidewalks are long in Augusta county so Bill had some time to think. There is a man with a meat cleaver after me and this means he probably wants to hurt me. Bill thought to himself. The man in white was gaining on him so he didn’t have much time. Then it hit him. Bill got up and noticed a truck had hit an opossum on the road. Bill quickly got up and saw his chance, he waited for the man in white to close the distance and then he ran across the road just as a truck was passing by. Bill made it just in time, but unfortunately, the man in white had buried his cleaver in the grill of a Mack truck heading down the road. Bill sighed and thought to himself what a rough place, thank god I’m on the other side of the road.
Thus bringing my argument to a close. 
