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bout a year ago, in the small town of Oakey Oaks,
Oza young teenaged chicken of unusually small
proportions' sat contentedly under an oak tree. His name
was, appropriately, Chicken Little, and he was enjoying the
pleasant day when quite suddenly something of rather large
proportions hit him squarely? on the head!

Ouch! he thought as he rubbed the red comb? atop* his
head. “What in the world was that?”

And then he saw it: just a few feet from where he sat,
something shaped a bit like a stop sign, bouncing to the
ground. Chicken Little gasped. It was the same color as the
sky. It had white shapes on it that looked just like clouds.
Chicken Little felt quite sure—no, absolutely positive—this
was a piece of the sky. Then the terrible, horrible truth (or so
he thought) struck him.

THE SKY WAS FALLING!

Chicken Little knew his duty. He had to warn his dad, his
friends, and in fact, the entire town of Oakey Oaks! But how
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could he do it fast enough to protect them from
the falling sky? There was only one answer: he
would go to the school bell tower. It was known throughout
the town of Oakey Oaks that if someone rang the school bell,
there was an emergency—a big emergency.

Chicken Little took off as fast as his tiny legs could carry
him toward the school, where he struggled to the top of the
bell tower. Reaching for the rope that rang the bell, he finally
managed to grasp it. He began swinging back and forth on it
with all his might.

DONG! DONG! DONG! “Run for your lives! Everyone,
run for cover!” Chicken Little yelled. “SOS! Mayday'!
Mayday! Code red! Duck and cover?! YOU'RE ALL IN
DANGER!”

The townsfolk of Oakey Oaks began to scream and panic.
They knew that something must be terribly wrong. A rabbit
mother yanked her many bunny children from their carriage
so she could rush them to safety. Cars overturned and crashed.
Townsfolk ran about, thinking that the world was coming to
an end. The terrible words “Run for your lives!” echoed in
their ears.

The fire truck raced out of the town’s fire station as
Chicken Little screamed, “EMERGENCY! EMERGENCY!”
from the bell tower. It sped down the main street and nearly
hit a car, then swerved so that its ladder swung around and
hit a different car. That car spun out of control and hit a fire
hydrant’, launching the hydrant into the air. The hydrant
smacked against the water tower, knocking the huge round
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water tank to the ground. The tank rolled down
the street, crashed through the movie theater, and
bounced off three cars, causing more panic as townsfolk ran
to get out of its way. The town had been thrown into complete
chaos.

Through the sounds of screeching! tires and crunching?
metal, a firefighter called up to the tower, “Chicken Little,
what is it? What’s going on?”

“The sky is falling! The sky is falling!” Chicken Little
yelled.

Suddenly, everything seemed to stop.

“The sky is falling?” asked a rabbit.

“Are you crazy?” someone else asked.

“No, no! It’s true!” Chicken Little climbed down from the
tower. “Come with me!”

The townsfolk followed him as he ran toward the park in
the middle of the town square. “It happened under the old oak
tree,” he explained to the crowd.

The folks of Oakey Oaks anxiously gathered around as
the little chicken scurried® through the grass near the tall tree.
He was clearly looking for something. He looked everywhere.
He searched the ground frantically. But there was no piece of
the sky.

Chicken Little began to panic. If he couldn’t find the
piece of sky, how would he prove to his friends and neighbors
that they were in terrible danger? Nobody would believe him
if he didn’t have the proof !

“I'm not making this up. I know it’s here!” he said,
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looking into the faces of his neighbors.

Chicken Little looked down and muttered,
“Th-there’s a piece of the sky somewhere . . . somewhere on
the ground . . . here.” Then he looked up and saw a stop sign.
“It was shaped like that!” he shouted, pointing to the sign,
hoping against hope' that that would provide some kind of
proof to the crowd surrounding him.

Every head in the crowd turned. “It looks like a stop
sign?” a puzzled dog asked.

“Yes!” Chicken Little said excitedly. Perhaps they would
believe him after all! “Only it doesn’t say stop. And it’s blue
and it has a cloud on it. And it hit me on the head.” Chicken
Little was nodding enthusiastically’ when an acorn suddenly
dropped from the tree and clunked® the top of his head.

“. .. and it looks like a stop sign,” the little chicken said,
dizzy and swaying®.

Buck Cluck broke through the crowd and picked up the
acorn. “Son, is this what hit you?”

“Wha—?” Chicken Little mumbled, still dazed from the
knock on his head. He looked up at the huge rooster. “Oh, no,
Dad. It was definitely a piece of the sky.”

Buck could see that the crowd was becoming impatient.
He had to do something.

“Piece of the sky,” he mumbled, trying to think of a way
out of this. “It’s okay, everyone!” he added more loudly,
trying to smile. “There’s been, like, a little mistake; it was just
an acorn that hit my son. A little acorn.”

But Chicken Little shook his head. “No, Dad—no!”
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“Quiet, son,” Buck told Chicken Little
in a low voice. “This is embarrassing enough
already.”

Suddenly, a gaggle' of reporters broke through the crowd
and surrounded the flustered’ chicken.

“Chicken Little, what were you thinking?”

“Why would you put your town’s safety in jeopardy®?”

“How could you mistake a stop sign for an acorn?”

The crowd was silent. Everyone waited to hear Chicken
Little’s explanation.
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speak. When he finally opened his beak, all he could
manage to say was “But . . . it was a bigaccorkka . . .” The
chicken was clearly crazy. He was making no sense. He could
hardly even speak! What was wrong with him?

The crowd began to buzz. “What did he say?” asked one
of the reporters.

“But . . . it was a bigaccorkka . . . ,” Chicken Little
repeated, clearing his throat.

“It was a big acorn?” asked a cub reporter’.

“It was an ape throwing coleslaw’?” a dog ventured.

“B-but . . . it was a bigaccorkka . . . !” Chicken Little was
beginning to get flustered.

Someone in the crowd shouted, “Gesundheit’!” No one
could even begin to guess what Chicken Little was trying to
say. An overwhelmed* Chicken Little simply couldn’t manage
to get the right words out.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” a dog reporting the story

@oor Chicken Little was so terrified that he could barely
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announced finally, “it’s just gibberish'.”

Chicken Little cringed”. But things were
about to get worse. The smoke was still rising from the town
of Oakey Oaks, and the residents were now steaming mad.
Every eye was focused on Chicken Little and his dad.

The town had nearly been destroyed. And it was all
because a little chicken had been hit on the head by an acorn?
There was no excuse good enough to get Chicken Little off
the hook for this mistake.

“Aw, come on, Buck!” Mayor Turkey Lurkey gobbled’.
“Your kid went and scared us all half to death.”

Buck threw his arms into the air. “Well, what can I tell
you, folks?”

He followed the crowd as they walked away in disgust.
“My son, you know . . . Kids do crazy stuff. You have kids.”

Chicken Little was still trying to explain as his father
turned to leave. “No, Dad. It wasn’t an acorn. It was a piece of
the sky. Really, it was

But Buck Cluck was not interested in listening to his son.
He simply wanted to go away and hide in embarrassment.
How could his own son have done this to him? Chicken Little
had nearly destroyed the town, thrown everyone into a panic,
talked like a wild chicken, and humiliated* himself, not to
mention Buck.

Meanwhile, Chicken Little was crushed. Not even his
father believed him. Something much bigger than an acorn
had hit him on the head. And it had looked like the sky, and
it had been shaped kind of like a stop sign. Why wouldn’t
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