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Chicken Little thought the sky was falling, and for her, it was. She was certain. Something

indeed fell on her head. It was an acorn, but since she did not see what it was that fell on her

head, she filled in the blank with her own fear and concluded that it must have been a piece of

the sky, which makes perfectly good sense. After all, if the sky is above, and if the sky covers the

entire earth, then it is probable that if something falls from above, it is the sky.

In her hysteria Chicken Little gathered together a group of others who too were paranoid. All

they needed was for someone with a testimony, or a healthy suspicion, to give them something to

worry about. After all, tragedy is inevitable, life stinks, and at some point, something bad is

certain to happen. It is guaranteed. These terrorized animals had no common bond but fear. Fear

is a great unifier.

Chicken Little led her band on a trip to tell the king, for surely bureaucracy could solve her

problem. As they raced to see the king they encountered other travelers. These other travelers,

having nothing more substantial than fear, joined the others. Their unity was compelling, and

their passion for preserving creation was noble. Their conviction could not have been stronger.



Their claim was undeniable—Chicken Little had undeniable proof the sky was falling. So with

nothing in common other than fear of the unprecedented, they raced off to see the king.

As the little band of frightened animals ran to tell the king about the impending doom, they

encountered Foxy Loxy. Foxy was not usually welcomed in the company of chickens, geese, and

ducks, but the urgency of the moment changed the rules for building an alliance. These were

desperate times. Anyone with a similar fear, or at least a concern, would certainly be a valuable

partner in this most urgent mission. It did not matter that Foxy had a bad habit of eating other

animals, and an especially bad track record in the hen house. Foxy was concerned, and Foxy

knew the way to the king. Since Foxy appeared to be valuable in advancing the cause, Chicken

Little relaxed all the usual precautions for selecting a comrade, and invited Foxy to join the

chorus. Under the guise of taking them to the palace, Foxy led Chicken Little and her panic-

stricken friends down the wrong path. Foxy had fresh meat for dinner.

Hear the morals of the fable. You will get bonked on the head. It will hurt. It is very easy to

exaggerate your personal experiences and misdiagnose the prognosis. It is easier to spread fear

than to investigate reality. It is also easier to look to others for a solution rather than dealing with

one’s headache. When people are fearful, they often build alliances with those with whom they

have very little in common but fear. These alliances often lead to their demise.


