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Lucy lived on a farm with her grandfather, Farmer Tom. She

was eight years old, small for her age, with warm light-brown

skin and shoulder-length wavy chestnut hair tied in two low

braids. Her large hazel eyes sparkled with curiosity. She wore

mustard-yellow overalls over a striped red-and-white t-shirt

and green rubber boots. A red bandana held her hair back.

Lucy loved all the animals, but one chicken caught her eye.
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That chicken was Daisy. She had soft cream-white feathers

with ginger-brown speckles, bright amber eyes, and a floppy

red comb. One tail feather was slightly crooked, and a thin

blue band circled her left leg. Daisy was the most curious hen

on the farm. While the other hens pecked at the ground, Daisy

was always investigating something new. She would tilt her

head and stare at anything shiny or strange.
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Farmer Tom, Lucy's grandfather, often chuckled at Daisy's

antics. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with tanned skin,

short greying brown hair, and a thick moustache. He wore

faded blue denim overalls and a straw hat. 'That hen is more

curious than a cat,' he said. Lucy nodded. She noticed that

Daisy's curiosity sometimes got her into trouble. Once, Daisy

wandered into the tool shed and knocked over a bucket.

Another time, she pecked at a shiny button on a scarecrow.
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Lucy decided to keep a closer eye on Daisy. She followed the

speckled hen around the farmyard. Daisy explored everything:

a rusty watering can, a pile of leaves, a forgotten boot. Each

new object made her amber eyes shine. Lucy laughed as Daisy

inspected a shiny spoon. 'You are a curious one,' Lucy said.

Daisy clucked softly, as if agreeing. Lucy felt a warm

friendship growing between them.
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One sunny afternoon, Daisy found a bright red ball near the

barn. She pecked at it, and it rolled away. Daisy chased it,

clucking excitedly. The ball rolled into the vegetable garden,

and Daisy followed. She trampled over the lettuce and

scattered the carrots. Farmer Tom saw the mess and sighed.

'Daisy, you curious chicken!' he said. Lucy ran over. 'I'm sorry,

Grandpa. Daisy didn't mean to make a mess.' Farmer Tom

shook his head but smiled.
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Lucy thought hard. Daisy needed something safe to explore.

'Grandpa, can I make a special place for Daisy to play?' she

asked. Farmer Tom rubbed his moustache. 'That's a fine idea,

Lucy. Let's find some safe things for her.' They gathered old

boxes, smooth stones, and a hanging rope. Lucy arranged

them in a corner of the yard. Daisy watched with bright amber

eyes, her crooked tail feather twitching.
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The next day, Lucy showed Daisy the new play area. Daisy

stepped forward cautiously, then pecked at a smooth stone.

She pushed it with her beak and watched it roll. Then she

investigated a box with a hole in it. She stuck her head inside

and clucked happily. Lucy clapped her hands. 'You like it,

Daisy!' she said. Daisy fluffed her feathers and scratched at

the ground, content.
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Other hens noticed Daisy's fun. Pip, the smallest hen, watched

from a distance. She had fluffy golden-brown feathers and a

tiny pale comb. Pip was shy and cautious. She wanted to join

but was afraid. Lucy saw Pip hiding behind a hay bale. 'It's

okay, Pip,' Lucy said gently. 'Come and see.' But Pip stayed

back, her dark round eyes wide.
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Lucy decided to make games for all the hens. She hung a

string of beads from a low branch. Daisy pecked at it, making

it swing. She created a small obstacle course with logs and

stones. The hens could hop over and around. Lucy also made a

scratching box filled with straw and seeds. The hens loved

scratching for treats. Daisy led the way, showing the others

how each game worked.
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Farmer Tom watched from the porch. He smiled at Lucy.

'You've made a real difference, Lucy,' he said. 'Daisy's curiosity

is now a good thing.' Lucy beamed. She felt proud. Daisy

clucked and strutted, her floppy comb bouncing. The other

hens followed her, eager to explore the new games. The

farmyard was full of happy clucking and scratching.

10



Pip still watched from afar. She took a step closer, then

another. Daisy noticed Pip and walked over. Daisy pecked

gently at a bead, making it swing. Pip tilted her head. Slowly,

she stepped forward and pecked at the bead too. Lucy held her

breath. Pip clucked softly, then joined Daisy at the scratching

box. Lucy's heart swelled with joy. Pip was finally joining in.
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From that day, Pip was part of the group. She was still shy, but

she loved the games. Daisy and Pip became friends. Daisy

would lead the way, and Pip would follow, a little more

confident each day. Lucy watched them and smiled. 'Every hen

has her own personality,' she said to Farmer Tom. 'Daisy is

bold, and Pip is gentle. But they both like to play.' Farmer Tom

nodded. 'Just like people,' he said.
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Lucy continued to care for the chickens. She made sure the

games were safe and fun. She added new objects for Daisy to

investigate: a mirror, a rubber ball, a small bell. Daisy loved

the bell. She pecked it and it rang. The other hens came

running. Lucy laughed. 'You are a noisy chicken, Daisy!' she

said. Daisy clucked proudly, her amber eyes shining.
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Farmer Tom built a small fence around the play area. 'Now

Daisy can't wander into the garden,' he said. Lucy thanked

him. She knew Daisy would still be curious, but now she had a

safe place to explore. Daisy seemed to understand. She stayed

near the games, pecking and scratching. The other hens were

happy too. They had their own space to play and investigate.
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One evening, Lucy sat on the porch with Farmer Tom. Daisy

sat on Lucy's lap, clucking softly. Pip nestled nearby. 'You

know, Lucy,' Farmer Tom said, 'Daisy's curiosity was a problem

at first. But you turned it into something good.' Lucy nodded. 'I

think every animal has its own personality,' she said. 'Daisy is

curious, Pip is shy, and the others are all different. But they all

need friendship and fun.'
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From then on, Lucy and Daisy were best friends. Daisy's

curiosity never faded, but now it led to games and laughter

instead of trouble. The farm was a happier place. Lucy learned

that friendship can grow in unexpected places, even with a

curious chicken. And Daisy, with her crooked tail feather and

floppy comb, was the happiest hen of all. She clucked

contentedly, knowing she was loved.
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