Let’s Hoot
By William Snead

For our chickens “Our chickens are gone.”

It was hot that August Monday when tall spare Jim Hoops and his young grandson looked out across the rolling farm country of northwest Illinois.  In the not so far distance, jutted upward, were three blue foothills.

“Young Jim, I’ll be derned, at least a hundred more chicks are missing, and I don’t know what we’ll do now!”  The tall man then wiped his sweated brow with a royal red hankerchief.  The tantalizing smell of green summer corn flitting in the wind momentarily took their thoughts away.
“Gramps!
“Yes?”
“One hundred!”
“We’ve got to find an answer.”
“Son, most of the barnyard is fenced”
“I’m goin’ back to the house.”
“If you go to get eggs, be sure to keep your eyes peeled.”
“Ok Gramps.”
After she called to him: “Pa guk cuk cuk!  Pa guk cuk cuk”
The rest of his barnyard day was finished, and young Jim headed for the house.
“Kak a doodle doo!  Kad a doodle doo!”  Limpy the white leghorn rooster would call, and Hecktor the Rhode Island Re would answer:
“I hear you and a good morning too.”
“Kak a doodle doo!  A good morning to you.”
Young Jim knew his day would be a good day when his buddies called and sang to him each early day.  As Jim headed for the big red barn door, he was startled by the sound and glimpse of a white weasel that glinted only once in the sun and was gone.
“Gramps’s have to know,” the by thought to himself.  Jim then pushed open the big red barn door.
“Pa guk puk puk!  Pa guk cuk cuk!”
Moving towards her nest, Jim noted a huge black-and -brown rooster eating with the leghorns.  “It was a chicken hawk!”
Running for the corner of the barn caused the boy to half trip, but he stayed on his feet.
“Hee Hee Hee! Hee Hee Hee!  Ssssst – Ssssst!”  came his peculiar his and screech.
Up and up he flopped to the second floor and out the open window in the upper loft.  He was gone.
Behind the main barn were crated chickens ready for shipment.  And now a rumpus had started behind the barn.  Johnnie Fox had his right paw on the handle of the door of the crate cage and he was lookin’ right at me  “Gramps’d have to be told!”
The next morning Jim awakened to hear: “Ka ka doodle doo!”  but he didn’t hear “A good morning to you!”  up Jim got and out the front door and he went to look for Hecktor.  The white chicken was gone.
Again today, came the sound: “Puk puk puk!” from behind the big red barn.
Johnnie Fox was caught in the crate cage.  Garmps had trapped him.  Our chickens were everywhere.
“I knew I’d get ‘im.”
“What will you do with him?”
“He’ll probably come back, but I’ll let him loose near Moline, at least forty miles away!”
And Grandpa Hoops sang:  “Well, my bucket’s got a hole in it; I can’t find no beer.”

