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The Chicken That Wouldn’t Die


“Sir, why don’t you go back into the other room?”


The man with the shockingly orange hair stared at the mindless secretary. He looked at the lady to his left, gaining his composure and energy back. They can see if you’re weak, he thought, then they’ll be on you like, like, I don’t know. “Are you insane? I am not going back in there, not after what they did to me! LOOK – AT – MY – BODY!”


Dirk stared around the room, sweating feverishly. No one was listening. They all thumbed through their magazines, pretending to ignore the loony man. Maybe he’ll go away if we ignore him, one of them thought. 


“I’ve had enough of your loud and rude comments, sir. You’re frightening the other individuals in this waiting room. I’m not going to ask you again. Go back into the room from which you came,” the lady punctuated each of these last words sternly.


He saw that she was in on it, too. “Do these people look frightened?” he screamed. He wheeled his wheelchair out of the room and could hear her yelling after him. He could hear men running as he sped through the halls.


The events that had happened played in his mind. He had gone in there just to get his flu shot. He had fallen asleep after waiting for quite some time. The chair was comfortable, and he remembered thinking about what he would be doing when he got home. Maybe I’ll pick up a 

movie and some Chinese, play some baseball, wash the cow, spend time with the car, and that’s as far as his thoughts went before being lulled into sleep by the pleasant waiting room music wafting in through the open door. 

He had been jerked into consciousness when he felt a needle sliding through his epidermis. The door was shut, and the lights were out. There was no music, no chatter from the waiting room. There were just four men holding him down, and one man holding the needle. He tried to fight the blackness that overcame him, but lost. 

When he came to again, a single man was there. The lights were on, and everything seemed normal. Dirk asked him what they’d done. The doctor laughed.


“Don’t worry, it’s all part of the procedure.”


“What procedure?” Dirk’s heart was speeding.


“We’re going to fix you up, of course. We’ve already started,” he giggled and glanced at Dirk’s feet.


Dirk looked down. His feet had been replaced by webbed rubber feet, like the kind a duck would have. He could see the stitching where his skin had been attached to the ridiculous duck feet.


“You’re joking me. This isn’t real. It’s imaginary. I’m under drugs or asleep or something,” he muttered.


“Think that if you like,” the mad doctor said.


“I will, thank you very much,” Dirk retorted.


“Okay, then.”


“Good.”


“Great.”

“Gone.”


“Excuse me?” the doctor inquired.


“That’s where I’ll be in about two seconds.”


“Oooh. But see, if you are under drugs, we would’ve have knocked you out for such a short time period. But since you aren’t, you won’t be making an escape anytime soon.”


Dirk found that he was not strapped to the chair he was in. 


“Ha! You stupid idiot!” he exclaimed.

He got to his feet, and screamed in pain. He felt as if his feet had collapsed, or turned inside out. The rubber dug at his raw flesh. He sank back into the chair, whimpering. 


“You see? You’re a tad tender from the operation,” the doctor tried to contain his glee. “Tender? Like a … chicken?” the mad doctor snorted.


“You mean like a duck,” Dirk said through his tears.  


“Yes, well, no matter. I will be back once I’ve gathered the materials for your next operation. This duck bill will look fabulous on you,” he uttered a high-pitched laugh as he pranced out of the room.


Dirk flung himself to the floor on his hands, dragging himself to the closed door. His sweaty palms slipped on the cool floor. He tried to use his feet, then screamed aloud. He shut himself up. Maybe my fingernails will help me, he thought. They screeched on the tile, one of them tearing off. He couldn’t utter a sound, otherwise the doctor would hear him and come back, ending his life as a human being. 

He thought about being eaten by another human being, and what that must be like. He wondered if he would be fried first. Hopefully a big bear catches me and swallows me whole, he thought. Yeah right, like you’d fit into a bear’s mouth, another part of him said. 

His mind went back to the door. He was almost there. The doctor, in his insane state of euphoria, had forgotten to lock it, or had assumed Dirk wouldn’t be able to escape on his webbed feet. Dirk pushed open the door, silently. His sweaty face was touching the ground. He was oh so cautious as he carefully made his way out. 

A wheelchair was on the wall. Success! Two minutes later, he climbed in and made his way quickly out. That was when he had been stopped by the secretary. He froze, her voice cutting into his brain. 

And now, as he pumped his arms quickly in effort to escape the pummeling footsteps behind him, he was wishing that he could’ve stayed home and skipped the flu shot. Like that would’ve happened, he thought. They would come for you at your house, when you least expected it, with their needles. They know.


The automatic sliding doors came rushing towards him, opening at the point where he thought he would have a broken face as well as duck feet. I’d be a broken…duck…head…man, he thought, and giggled in his mind. He looked back. No one was after him. He breathed out in relief. His arms felt like they were burning. 

“Please let this be over,” he muttered. Dirk looked around. A black van was at the other end of the parking lot. “I’ll make my escape in that van.” Then he realized his feet weren’t exactly in working order and would protest to him pressing the gas and brake pedals. 

Its lights flashed on, sending terror through his mind. “That’s not good.” It suddenly raced towards him. He found he was surrounded by concrete walls on all sides of him. Desperately he tried to guide his chair out of the path of the vehicle, but it was no use. His arms ached, and there was no escape, not now, not for him, and not for the others that would go in for their flu shots. Besides, he couldn’t imagine looking for shoes to fit his new feet.


The van smashed into him. He didn’t feel a thing. Dirk had forgotten what had just occurred as soon as it happened. 


“I told you that game was stupid,” Ted’s younger brother said, getting out of the van. 


“Come on, it’s fun. Driving at top speeds while we’re both blindfolded in busy parking lots, now that is a good time. Am I right or am I right?” Ted asked and nudged his brother. “Ah? Ah? What’d I tell you?”


“Well, now you got yourself a dead animal on your hands.”


“Yeah.”


They got out and observed their kill. Ted couldn’t speak. They had hit a man. 


A doctor had witnessed the whole thing. “Interesting,” he said as he strolled up. “The effects of our new hallucinatory drug, that is. It made him go straight into traffic. What a tragedy. The man felt he couldn’t walk. He believed he was a duck.”


“That’s funny.”


“Yes, it is. Chickens are great.”


“You mean ducks?”


“Well then, let’s get this mess cleaned up. I’ll send someone out here. Say, have you boys gotten your flu shots yet?” The doctor led the two boys into the building behind them, and turned around to face YOU, the reader, giving his most frightening grin of all and a thumbs up, and completely ruining the ending. How do you like them apples?

Alternate Ending #1:


“I told you that game was stupid,” Ted’s younger brother said, getting out of the van. 


“Come on, it’s fun. Driving at top speeds while we’re both blindfolded in busy parking lots, now that is a good time. Am I right or am I right?” Ted asked and nudged his brother. “Ah? Ah? What’d I tell you?”


“Well, now you got yourself a dead animal on your hands.”


“Yeah, that duck is a goner.”

Alternate Ending #2:

The van smashed into him. He didn’t feel a thing. Dirk had forgotten what had just occurred as soon as it happened. 

The mad doctor and the driver stepped out. 

“Can you imagine what would’ve happened if he’d escaped? We’d no longer be working, that’s for sure,” the doctor said, wiping his hands on his white jacket.

“Mm-hmm,” the driver grunted. His shades hid the glee in his eyes. His smile did not.

“Boy, did you see him? I suppose you could say he froze like a duck in the headlights?” he silently snickered.

“I don’t think so,” the driver looked at him.

“Right. No matter. Get this cleaned up. I’ve got to start all over with a new patient in ten minutes.” 

Alternate Ending #3:

“Right. No matter. Get this cleaned up. I’ve got to start all over with a new patient in ten minutes.” 

The doctor turned around and exploded! 
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