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Editor's note
Rook

In COOP #7, our contributors have explored many
different relationships between chickens and humanity.
Sometimes chickens are goofy, loveable outdoor pets like in
A0Ode to Svetlanao or dAlil o
met aphors for danger or f ea
Someti mes theydre our dinne
or ACHI CKEN. 0 Chickens popu
and can be involved in complex relationship dynamics.

T h e y 0 rdanensianialt always appropriate, and full of
meaning. This zine also demonstrates that chickens belong
in every genre. From poetry and flash to comics and
collage.

Thank you to all our contributors for your inspired and
i nspiring submissions. I t 6s
publish your work. And thank YOU for reading!



Editor's note
alliyah

Well COOP readers, we have yet to reach the end of
the road for the chicken genre and continue to be
surprised by the depth and breadth of the content
submitted for each zine! This time collage, comic, and flash
fiction were added to our collection. Just like real chickens
can be ornery and troublesome or fluffy and affectionate
youodll find a variety of moods

Every time Rook and | set out
always a fun challenge to consider which pieces might be
compelling in conversation with each other, which moods
we want to group, and which ones might tell a story paired
together. Wedd | ove to hear ho
you too. What do you find compelling? Have you figured
out why the chicken crossed the road? We always love to
hear reader feedbackcatbp@coopzine.coand would
welcome yours!

Using chickens as a lens provides for a rich variety of
commentary on the world and our own interactions with
them. May this issue let you see the world in a new way
too!

chickens of our poetry

Line #7
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so o0l bring you stuff ev

i1 & guy

pepper piths and carrot tops and onion skins

and i06ll sit with you for
This zine is licensed underGreative Commons because the other chickees keep nipping your bum
Attribution-NonCommerciaNoDerivatives 4.0 and youdre missing feather

International license. (i see them on the mulch)
Distribution Notice: This publication may be reproduced,

distributed, or transmitted in any form including digital youdbre a little dumb, i thi
distribution in part or in whole without the prior written like me

permission of the publisher as long as proper attribution

and original author credit are included. All poems and art _
remain intellectual property of the original author and thatdos a good 1l
may not be reproduced for commercial purposes without i 0l | pet you so Yy
original author permission.
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guy
u know

o

cluck gently for me

First printing edition July 2024. _ R
i1 6 guy

Cover font: Cooper Black

Heading font: Farm House FS by Farz Studio please?

Body font: Goudy Old Style

For submission and publication inquiries please contact so i know id6m doing O.K.
us atcoop@coopzine.com or Visit us on our website,
coopzine.com

When finished, please pass on or recycle!

Content Warning: Some poems portray animal death.

Cover arheDigitdlEil ud &
by Janina Aza Karpinska

Collage on morning pages
M ¢



lil" guy
Nayden Finkelshtain
@rudimentpoetry on Instagram

cluck me gently
11 6 guy

l et me try that again, sorry,
cluck gently for me

il 6 qguy
that 6s better.

cluck gently for me

l i1 6 guy

i dm just a dude visiting an ai
and the airbnb

(unbeknownst to the me from six months ago)

has a coop osite

and that coop has

like

eight chickens inside

-and i 6m not saying i06d have b
knowing thaté

-and i6ém a little overwhel med |

-and the sign (with poop on it) says:

VEGETABLE SCRAPS O.K.

My

Contents of the COOP:

ClucktheDigitatBird by Janina Aza Karpinska  Cover

=

dorothy by Isaiah Sasser

Supermassive Cannibals by Jamie Willden
Shaken by John Young

Chicken Factory by Joana Figueiredo

Hypnotic Stare by Kristin Leprich

o ~N o w N

Song of the Wing by angel
CHICKEN by Janina Aza Karpinska 10

Life Always Springs Out of Death by Jamie Willc 11

PRAYER 4 PREY by Victory Grove 12
Ode to Svetlana by Madeleine Chambers 14
The Anxiety of Loneliness by Katie Cleary 16
Look me in the eyes all7

though you may think mine small, to me itis all |
Cam Mac Lloyd

l il éd guy by Hayden Fi 118

Editorsd Notes 20

S ht



Look me in the eyes and know |'ve
seen the world, though you may think

mine small, to me it is all

Cam Mac Lloyd
@CamMacLloyd on Instagram, @elliottnotyet on Tumblr
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The anxiety of loneliness dorothy

Katie Cleary Isaiah Sasser
Digital

scrabbling around, kicking up dirt;

I toss you a pile of sunflower seeds
and wipe dusty hands on my shirt.
toward the seeds you stampede.

a quizzical l ook i n your di
you bob your feathered head, meeting my gaze;
clucking, gentle, as i f ask

your red plumage shimmers in summer rays.

your corrkernel beak rasps thank you
under fanciful July skies of blue.




Supermassive Cannibals

Jamie Willden
sadgoosecoopweebly.com
Collage

As she navigated the forgegnots, she was often
alone, simply standing stil
intensified by the camaraderie of the other chickens. My
worries eased slightly when we peeked in the hen house to
find all five hens curled up in one nesting box together. At
least they let her sleep with them, let her find warmth
amongst their fuller, plumaged bodies.

Al &m not so sure she can
remarked the other da8vet's crest had grown considerably
over the past weeks, and her long, elggdamivkward neck
had permanently retreated. She was nervous, jumping at
everything, and often got stuck in the hen run. | worried
some more.

Then one afternoon, | found her alone in the nesting
box while the others were having dust baths in the flower
beds. I couldnét | eave her
own poop and wedllepton shavings. | scooped her out and
held her close, wing pressed to chest. | gave her silly hairdo
a kiss and took her inside.

The haircut went better than expected. She sat quietly,
head drooped, allowing herself to be vulnerable. She cooed
as the surgical scissors worked around her eyes, carefully
shaping her feathers.

| hope regular trims are all it takes for her to be
included in the group.

Mp



Ode to Svetlana

Madeleine Chambers

She was the first chicken | saw in the shaded run, the
first animal | had ever chosen myself, beyond a goldfish
here and there over 15 years ago. Small and aimless, she
ran in a panic between the groups of her relaxed
companions, silvery feathers brushing alongside their
plump bodies. | knew it had to be her, although she was
half the size of her friends. She was for me.

When | pointed her out to the gentleman, he gave a
quick nod and lunged, grabbing her deftly before she could
protesti Shedés actwually one of the
really small . o

| laughed at this. | may have inadvertently picked the
runt, but she was mine. When | took her home along with
four other hens, | knew | had made the right decision.

She was sweet, soft, and al er
henpecked at the beginning. Everyone was taken by her
and her pigeotike appearance.

A few days later, | christened her Svetlana.

AARA

Recently, Svet underwent a trip to the hairdressers.

M n

Shaken

| thought you said chicken
when | asked you for your
goto Starbucks drink.

What you actually said was shaken
as in a chocolate shaken espresso
just to set the record straight.

Later, as | dined
with my wife on broiled chicken,
asparagus, and roasted potatoes

| told her that | had mistaken
shaken for chicken earlier.

She was not surprised,

further evidence | never listened.

But | was listening, almost too well
because we laughed when you
blamed your spanish accent, and

| wondered aloud under what
circumstance coffee would

incorporate even a dash of chicken.

When | ordered you a

John Young



chocolate shaken espresso today Feathers sticking from her teeth and my blood coating her

|l coul dndét help but I magine a lips, is carried away
| take a breath
flock darting between the baristas, Full of thankfulness and love and the fear of becoming
cackling from tafapping beaks dinner
leaving loose white feathers in their wake. And | peck away at what | pray for, kept safe for another
day

| delivered your drink to your
empty cubicle and texted that
youdbd find it there.

| insisted that the young, doubtful
blonde barista write the name on the label
with her black sharpie: some chick



PRAYER 4 PREY Chicken Factory

Victory Grove Joana Figueiredo
@heartorchard on Instagram @karmaholict2 on Twitter/X
| feel small today Tiny brownish feathers are clinging to her hair
Like a snail shell or a chicken waiting to be fed while she ties my shoelaces in a pretty bow,
My dog kills the chickens in t tighter than what | would like,
And | imagine that I'm the prey my shoes are suffocating my toes,
but | don't want to complain,
| could hold that kind of glow, grace, and majesty it will only make mommy feel even more sad.
Suddenly, I am as soft as | wish the world to be Her aura is not the glittery purple I love,
| feel my plumage ruffle easily | do miss it when she was a shinny ball of energy,
Half cock, half mothering hen warm and bubbly,
now she is a murky pale lavender,
A rainbow of rich reds and earthy browns sleepless and sick,
Shining white like a knight and her blue fingers are dusty,
| hear a noise from the edge of the coop filled with sandy ash, just like his clothes.
Look up, panicked, squawking as the creature barrels
through "Why is daddy never home?"
"He is busy, honey. Working."
The dog grabs me by the neck, teeth digging in "But why? You work too mommy, and you are here."
I've felt on alert for so long, is this what | was waiting for?
| feel doom incoming and all the stunning beauty My daddy has a chicken factory,
In my body will not save me that's what mommy said.
A factory is a school for growps,
Fighting back, all talons and persistence so daddy must be a teacher,
Bravery in a world that insists on eating me alive the chickens must be learning how to spell,
Somehow, | tear free and how to do multiplications and divisions.
The dog looking wild with I hope they have a birdy playground,

with jumping ropes, trampolines and swings,

M H p



and | hope daddy lets them run and fly
as much as they want.

At the chicken factory,
golden and brown skinned eggs grow in secret,

trapped in between the green leafs and the pink flowers.

When the chickens are really good good girls,
like me,

they go treasure hunting,

trying to find the prettiest oval eggs.

When they are naughty, which is often,
daddy takes away their treasures,

he gives their precious eggs to other people.

"Mommy, why can't the chickens keep their treasures?"
"l don't know, honey. Why don't you ask daddy when he
comes home? | bet he knows the answer."

| don't want to ask him.

If I ask he will say | am being bad,

and he will take away my treasures too,
like he did with mommy's purple sparkles,
and mommy is the goldest of my treasures,
he can't take her away from me,

| don't want that.

| like it when he is not home,

He only sleeps and eats when he is,

he never plays with me,

never takes me to school,

never comes see me dance ballet,

c



