
Feed the Birds
The Witch of Selvenor
Insert into Chapter 16

 
 

I wiped the remaining drops of water from my face. What a terrible
thing to wake up to. My eyes landed on the man sauntering in front of
me...and narrowed. I’ll get him back for throwing water on me. I don’t
know how or when...

Rhemues glanced over his shoulder, his wide smirk clearly visible in the
morning light. The sun had barely peeked over the mountains, and the air
had a slight chill to it. Or perhaps it was merely because my clothes were
damp. Whatever the reason, my body shuddered.

I followed Rhemues through the village to a small enclosure where the
chickens were kept. Apparently, it was his duty each morning to feed them
and collect whatever eggs they offered. Rhemues opened the gate and
waited for me to step inside.

I hesitated.
I’d never fed chickens or collected eggs. I was a prince, after all,

couldn’t help but wonder what would be involved. One of Rhemues’s brows
shot towards the sky. “Something wrong, Your Highness?”

"No," I answered, attempting to keep my tone even. The last thing I
needed was him taunting me for feeling unsettled over a bunch of chickens.
I stepped inside and feigned indifference...or at least I tried to.

"All right," he said, handing me the bucket of grain he'd brought with
us. "Go ahead and feed them while I rake up this mess." He grabbed a tool
from the side of the coop and began sweeping the loose straw and other
undesirable substances into a pile. After a moment of me not moving, he
glanced up, the smirk returning to his face. "It's not difficult. You just grab a
handful and chuck it to the ground. Scatter it about."

I placed my hand inside the bucket and grabbed the grain, watching as
some of it slid through my fingers and back into the pile. With one quick
swing, I threw the flecks over the ground. Several chickens charged towards
me. I took several abrupt steps backwards, nearly tripping as one
particularly aggressive white clucker followed me. The bird’s intense
flapping sent me into a panic. I quickly filled my hand with the fine grain



and chucked it right at the babbling monster. The wave of particles caught
the animal by surprise, and she let out a loud shrill as she flapped away.

Rhemues's bellowing laughter caught my attention. I scowled at him as
he held his belly with one hand and gripped the edge of the coop with the
other. "That...that was even better...than I thought it would be." He
struggled to get the words out, gasping every few seconds to catch his
breath.

"Well, I am glad you are so thoroughly entertained." I watched the white
hen pecking frantically at the ground. To my relief, she seemed satisfied by
the offering and stayed away from me as I continued to toss more grain to
the ground.

Rhemues approached me, his laughter barely contained and his face
crimson. He grabbed the handle of the bucket and yanked it from my hands.
"That's enough, Anaros. They have plenty to eat."

I folded my arms. "I've never done this before, you know. It's not fair of
you to tease me so horrendously."

Rhemues snorted. "Which is exactly why I did it. I knew you would
react that way. You were never one who handled animals well, except
maybe horses. Anything else gets you all antsy."

“Animals do not make me antsy.” I sounded defensive, mostly because I
realized he was right, but there was no chance I was going to admit to it.
“And you’re being rather hypocritical. You always made a fuss about them
as well.”

He folded his arms and raised his brows. "Is that so? Well, fortunately I
have one more task to complete. You can prove me wrong."

I swallowed hard. One more task? Maybe it would be better to just
admit to my fears. I cleared my throat. "Perhaps this task might be better
left to someone who knows what they are doing."

Rhemues swatted the air with a sly grin. "Don't be silly. Someone of
your caliber can handle a few chickens?"

He was goading me. I knew he was goading me...but my pride kept me
from ignoring him. "Certainly I can. What's the task?"

"Simple. We need to gather the eggs. Since most of the chickens are out
here, it shouldn't be too much of a problem."

There was something about the way he said most that had me
suspicious, but I wouldn't give him the pleasure of watching me squirm.



Inwardly, that was exactly what I was doing, and his crooked smile
suggested I wasn't doing a very good job of hiding it.

I straightened and feigned an air of confidence. "All right. How do I go
about collecting the eggs? I will need some instruction as I've never done
this before."

Rhemues handed me a basket and pointed to the coop. “Just go inside,
pick up the eggs, and put them in the basket.” The mischievous smile he’d
been trying to hide broke through his facade. He made the task sound
simple enough, but I wasn’t naïve. There was something he wasn’t telling
me, and I had a feeling that something was about to cause me a great deal of
embarrassment.

I can handle this. I'll show him that animals don't make me anxious. My
stomach rolled at the thoughts. The only person I seemed to be fooling was
myself.

I took three steps towards the wooden coop before he stopped me. "Oh,
one more thing." I turned to face him. His eyes danced with mirth, doing
nothing to ease my nerves. "Bertha is probably still in there."

My brows knitted together. "Bertha?"  
Rhemues nodded. "Bertha. She is brooding right now. Just keep away

from her and her eggs. You'll be fine."
I knew little about chickens, but the knowledge that brooding hens were

often aggressive had not escaped even me, a prince who would have never
thought he’d be in the situation of collecting eggs from a chicken coop.

“Very well, I shall steer clear of Bertha.” I made my way into the
wooden coop, ducking my head to fit inside the door. The smell inside was
fragrant enough to make my stomach roll a few times. My eyes darted
along the rows of nests, searching for the hen called Bertha. I wasn’t about
to take another step forward until I found the enemy—animal—she was just
an animal.

I spotted her on the very end, fluffing her auburn feathers. Her beady,
black eyes fell on me when I took another step forward. For a moment, we
glared at each other. It was almost as if the small creature was sizing me up,
preparing for an inevitable conflict.

I drew a deep breath and began collecting the eggs near the front of the
coop. I kept a close watch on Bertha out of the corner of my eye. Her head
flicked from side to side as she supervised my work. The closer I came to
the animal, the more anxious she became...and she wasn't the only one.



When I closed the distance to a mere three yards, she let out an almost hiss
at my proximity.

I froze.
I had only two eggs left to collect, and they were within a yard of the

temperamental creature. I slid my hand towards the nest next to her,
keeping my eyes focused on her tiny, black globes. She puffed herself up,
her low clucks matching my pounding heart. Her screech froze me in place.
There was no time to think about it. I lunged forward and grabbed the
remaining eggs. Bertha flapped her wings, her shriek echoing through the
coup and sending chills down my spine.

I wasted no time heading for the door. She chased after me, flapping
hard and screeching. My foot caught on a loose board, and I tumbled to the
floor. A few eggs with cracked shells rolled from the basket. Bertha
launched an attack on the arm I was using to shield my face. She pecked at
my skin as her chaotic movements sent a cloud of straw and dirt into the air.

I forced myself back to my feet and into the sunlight outside the coup.
Rhemues stood by the gate, bellowing with laughter. I gasped to catch my
breath, but there was no time to relax. Bertha had followed me.

The hen pecked at my ankles as I danced around the run. Rhemues did
nothing to diffuse the situation, enjoying his entertainment as I attempted to
maneuver away from the auburn monster. I tripped over another hen,
sending the animal squawking away in terror. My body hit the ground, and I
was certain several more eggs had cracked in the fall. This time, I didn't
bother to keep hold of the basket, leaving it in the dirt as I rolled over to
escape Bertha's beak.

When I finally managed to rise to my feet, I headed straight for the gate.
I slammed it closed before the hen could follow me. She clucked and
growled for several long seconds before returning to the coop. I slumped
against the gate, breathing hard.

"I told you to stay away from Bertha." Rhemues leaned against the
fence from inside the coop. He held the basket over and waited for me to
take it. "You forgot this."

"I forgot nothing. I abandoned it to save myself."
Rhemues chuckled, his eyes darting to the contents of the basket. "Well,

there may be enough in here for breakfast. I think you lost half of them in
your chicken dance."



"You knew Bertha would chase me, didn't you? You're a terrible friend,
Rhemues. Putting your own cousin in danger for a few minutes of
entertainment."

"I suspect you'll survive, Your Highness." He opened the gate and exited
the run. "We had better get you cleaned up or your girl will be all over you
in this condition."

"Zynnera is not my girl," I blurted before thinking.
Rhemues snorted. He used his free hand to brush a mixture of grain and

dirt from my overcoat. "I meant Bertha," he said with one brow cocked in
amusement.

Oh.
Heat crept up the back of my neck and into my cheeks. Naturally,

Rhemues took notice, laughing at the reaction. "But we should probably get
you cleaned up for Zynnera as well. I expect you'll want to impress her
tonight at the celebration."

“Celebration?” Rhemues began walking towards the cottage with the
basket containing the eggs that had survived. “What are you talking about,
and why would you think I would want to impress her?”

I fell into place beside him just as he shrugged. A smirk spread across
his face again.

I rolled my eyes. Rhemues was scheming something, and I suspected it
had to do with a certain beautiful young woman who, admittedly, made my
heart do things it never had before. Perhaps impressing her wasn't such a
horrible notion after all, but there was no way I was telling Rhemues that.

 
 

 


