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Editor's note
Rook

l Om i mpressed each and eve
perspectives we find in our submissions. The poetry in this
zine explores freedom and drama, love and friendship,
while the art reminds us of the places chickens come from:
eggs, dinosaurs, farms, the wild, and even almack
shop. It overall feels like an introspective, philosophical
zine, and | for one am here for it.

We are also so happy to have had the opportunity to
interview Makenna and hear all about BAWKtober! As |
run COOPG6s Tumblr account a
for cool chicken art to reblog, BAWKtober is something
| 6ve come to | ook forward t
always make a lot of really interesting and beautiful art. It
was fascinating to hear Mak
the origins of BAWKTtober, and her thoughts about art.

Thank you, as always, to our contributors. Your
submissions are so thoughbvoking and wonderful!
Thank you, of course, to Makenna, for your thoughtful
answers and willingness to get the BAWKtober prompts
ready perhaps a little early. And thank you, dear reader, for
taking a little bit of time out of your day to celebrate
chickens with us.



Editor's note

alliyah

|l tds hard to characterize eac
as every feather of a chicken is different, each new zine
brings with it a new personality too! This zine has a
contemplative and timeless feel tont have some broody
poetry and art regarding the ancient Greek philosophers
and myths, we have some modern commentary on chickens
and the passage of time, we have collage and doodles too! |
think youdoll find the combinat
interesting in zine 8. l sndt i
through the medium of chickens and poetry we can have
new commentary on philosophers from over 2000 years
ago? Just imagine what the authors and artists of the future
will think of all this in anot
it neat how poetry and art make things timeless in a way?

This new zine also features a wonderful interview from
the very talented Makenna of i
some great advice for fellow chicken artists and even an
early I|list of this yeards BAWK
get some more art and poetry gears turning for our readers.

Thank you for taking the time to be part of this zine; as
a reader, contributor, or subs
reading this in the year 402Bave you figured out if the
chicken or the egg came first yet?

COOP
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Cover art: iThe Chicken or

by Paul Karnowski
Acrylic on Canvas

Finally, what does chicken art mean to you?

Chicken art, for me, is a way to share how charming and funny

these tiny fluffy dinosaurs

ca

chance to interact with any before. | like to give people a glimpse
of chickens as | see them, and maybe inspire them to look for little

pockets of joy and whimsy in other things they might not have
thought to before. Come take a break and play with me and the

chickens for a while. Scratch around in the dirt with us. The world

looks so vast from down here.
i éé

Interested in participating in BAWKTtober this year?
Makenna has kindly provide

MakennaMadeThis presents:

Wk sber

The Poultry Themed 3034 October Art Challenge

1. Maple 17. Corn Husk Dolls
2. Orchard 18. Cosplay
3. Cider Press 19. Radio

4. Canning 20. Biohazard

§. Coffee & Donuts 21. Lake

6. Chrysanthemums 22. Cottage

7. Leaf Piles 23. Butter

8. Hibernation 24. Hide and Seek

9. Overcast 25. Mystery
10. It Clucken Wimdy! 26. Alleyway
11. Thunderstorm 27. Shadow
I2. Quilt 28. Cockatrice

13. Leaf Rubbings 29. Helter Skelter

14. Flufft 30. Trading Candy
15. Moss 31. Safe and Sound
16. Maze
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What has been your favorite thing about running BAWKtober?

My favorite thing has probably been watching others join in on
the BAWKtobei ng. |1 tdés fun to see som
the same prompts and all the different art styles, or even just reading
peopl eds comments about them. I
taking time out of their busy day just to play in this figurative
sandbox and draw chickens with me. It definitely makes my month,

and | hope it makes other peopl
A funny thing | didnodét expect
it inadvertently became a really helpful exercise in growing my art
skills. I went with a chicken t

them all the time. | can doodle a quick chicken no problem, so they
actually became the perfect subject to use to practice harder
techniques like backgrounds,
perspective, and lighting.
Practicing something difficult

by using something familiar as

a sort of dfAsafet
some of the pressure off while
you explore new territories and
give you the confidence to try
different things.

Any advice for poultry artists?

Dondét get too .. .
the feathers! If you look at
feathers up close, they are
beautifully intricate and full of different textures and patterns, so |
think people have a tendency to want to go into a lot of detail to try
to capture that. Which makes sense, but a lot of the time you can
wind up making a piece so busy
focus on anymore.

I find itds a | ot more i mport
lines of movement when trying to capture any animals, but especially
with birds. Their body language can be very different from mammals
and a lot of their anatomy can be obscured by the bulk of their
plumage. From afar, you see less individual feathers and more the
general sleek shapes and puffy bunches they make while layered ove
each other. Focus on those key shapes and poses that make the
pattern recognition part of you

BN

a chicken! o




A long time has passed since the last of those girls grew too old
and featherlight for their little souls to stay tied down with me any
longer in this mortal world, but | still love and miss each of them
dearly. In the end, | like to think they did me one last kindness in
sending me my new flock to watch over me in their stead. And | like
to pay them back by immortalizing the spirit of their fun, chigken
antics in my art.

What is BAWKTtober, and how did it start?

BAWKTtober is a poultry themed drawing challenge that | run
each year during the month of October, where | do a daily drawing
of my chickens engaging in various seast¢imathed shenanigans
based off a list of word prompts. Fellow creatives and artists are
invited to follow along on social media and encouraged to join in
the fun with their own artistic renditions or by offering prompt
suggestions.

It started almost on accident in 2021 when | was hemming and
hawing over which of the many October art challenges | should join
that year. | was tired and burnt out and by the time | got around to
feeling creative, it was alrebdyfway through the month. To

avoid feeling |ike 106d wasted intheeggcqrton

of leaving silly little chicken doodles around the house on o
loose pieces of paper, and drew a quick pic of one of my Tamara Sanjani
chickens on a pumpkin (with some bdtad to make it Ink on paper, digitally colored

Spooky). | shared it on my art blogs and jokingly called it
BAWKTtober. People got a kick out of it, and | decided |

would be stickinbé to the chick
It snowballed from there, and
BAWKT{tober every year since.
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Wings of lcarus, Wings of a Chicken
Alicia Aranyi

Every now and then | brush against brilliance,

My brain, my body, this life: | feel the immanence,
Turn that internal voice into background chatter.
And in this time:

This time when the greens are beyond lush.
And 1 6m fine with a hush,
At these times:

| take flight

These wings of mine carry me up,

New skies just in sight,

| gaze upon the glorious world

And not a single criticism is heard.

But then | remember that my wings can barely carry me,

My flight is only temporary,

And | come hurtling to the ground.

Wings of Icarus, wings of a chicken,

| |l oathe myself for believing

| fall back into the chicken coop,

With a door forged to bring about my sense of security yet
really crushes it instead.

The lush greens revert to grays.

There, my voice reverberates around my room and haunts me.

For this editionds special
artist behind makenmaadethis on Tumblr, Makenna_Made_This
on Instagram, and the creator of BAWKtober! You can also find

her work on her website, makennamadethis.com.

What is your history with chickens?

When | was a kid, one of my classmates brought something in
for showandtell, and it was love at first sightith their chickens. |
dondét know what sort of magic
but it was enough to permanently alter the brain chemistry of an
anxiety riddled mess of a first grader obsessed with the very
important duties a sevgpraiold has such as Drawing Horses Good
and Not Getting Yelled At By the Teacher, and pretty soon | was

f

instead BEGGING my parents to raise some chickens of our own.

My mom always had a hard time saying no to animals, and my

e

t

dad always had a hard time saying no to my mom, so by springtime

of that year, | came home to find a box filled with the little chirps
and peeps of my new feathered friends: six spunky little barred

Plymouth Rock chicks.

Those chicks grew up quick and | grew up along with them,

albeit slower. They taught me a lot about life and looth the

easy and the hard pdrsnd were probably my most unwavering
companions throughout my entire childhood and adolescence.
There were many times they patiently let me wipe my dramatic

preteen tears into the soft feathers of their neck, or kept me

company while | sat with my sketchbook, pretending they were
feather clad models posing as my artistic muse. My flock was a
soothing, lively presence for
thank them enough for being my safe place during those formative

years.
M P
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Special Feature
BAWKtober!

Interview with Makenna

from makenna-made-this

My

Ceilingless coop, yet | don

A bluebird lands near my coup.

It looks at me with sympathetic brown eyes before taking
flight.

We both have wings,

Yet | can never seem to escape my trappings,

As the bluebird explores vast skies that | see only in my
midnight dreams.



The one cawing above my head,
whose wings

are colliding
with the invisible air?
The one | call

Freebird
as | search for a lighter
to hold up a flame.

&

all chickens are poets, but some are

Camping

also philosophers qeocycles
alliyah qcocycles on Tumblr and @q.cocycles on Instagram
Photograph Watercolor



While Housesitting | Name the

Chickens

Michelle Meyer
@meeshmeyerwrites on Instagram

| call them
Brownie, Blackie, Blanca,
and Feather Foot.

Hello girls! I cry
when | enter
their pen.

Blackie is impatient,
thinks sheds in charge,
pecks & bullies me for food.

She hates to wait, wants it all
to hersel f. Donét you know
how to share? | ask.

That 6s when she rushes me,
hollering like the child
who wants the doll

only because some other child
has it. Mine! she seems to be saying.

Mine! Mine! Mine!

Or was that the crow?

Gertrude Stein & A Socratic Wind Egg

Pamelyn Casto

nAl as a dirty woro

Al as a dir{

d Gertrude SteinTender Buttons

Cluck clucking chickens, clucknaicking chickens, dirty

little chickens that pass the beido fowl. Chickens eat
midges, chickens eat fleas, chase mangy underdogs, then
eye bold roosters strutting home to roost. They root out the
gray goose and in the flying feather storm, dying old
Socrates, that ironic old tease, peeps beneath his blanket,
drops his crowing jaw, and shouts he owes Asclepius a
cock. Call it a wind egg, this ancient ead&odledo, then

of f theyol | -bellied rodsteryand melow s e
smellied hens, clucking, pecking, pluckatignuck a

rucking round the coops of the hens.



Chicken Drama

Zoe Lincoln
@zlwrites on Instagram

ltés a little known fact,
but any barnyard can be a castle courtyard if you really
look hard enough, if you believe;

here, every afternoon,

plays out my "Game of Thrones".

Unpaid eternal admission

to Shakespeareds classic
Serving telenovela realness.

Empire ruled by the codk

sounds familiar.

Il n todayds episode,
Elizabeak caught her rooster

Cluck Norris

crowing up another hen,

her best friend Henrietta.

AHow could you?!0 she tuts

and wails (in my mind.)

A never meant

to hurt you. o

AYou dirty traitor!o

Scuffle, scufféeoh boy.

Feathers go flying
in @ microcosm mirror. | snort.
The women, divided, turning on each other,

trage

Counting Chickens

Annelies Mohle
@jottingthingsdown on Instagram

He tells me that on the weekend
The beansol | be ready to
And | could come join him in the combine

He tells me that in a few months
The barnsol | be empty for

And we can go away for the weekend

He tells me that two years from now

a

The field beside the housebd

And we can chase the dog between the stalks
So | know, in his mind, I

As the seasons change and the crops rotate
And | cannot wait

Mp



due to a maé
this really says a lot
about society. Tsk tsk.

| can make the world so

much more fun for myself

by imagining them

with British accents.

AWoul d you | i ke to take

a proper gander ?0 MANo,
obviously not.

We're chickens. 0 Hee hee.
We have fun here.

Donét yow forget that
we *can* have fun here!

Give me more of this

while 1 dm on t®®is sunlit pl
more Chicken Drama

and less human.

Blessed is the barnyard

classroom and every

speckled teacher.

Giﬂgel" SWGQ And if the flying feathers
Mouli Sharma tickle your nose and heart
@the_voice_express on Instagram as intended, if you caught
Pen sketch, vectorized the same episode of simple wonder as | did,

if you care for the Chicken Drama, too,
blessed are you.



porcelain chicken

Patrick Kuklinski
todaysbird on Tumblr
Digital

Neighbors

Lisa W
@readwriterevise on Instagram

The chicken next door
Shunned by her peers

She struts alone

Through tall blades of grass

The herding dog across the fence
Pants in anticipation

Perhaps in another world

They could be friends



Age in Human Years
Nowie Good

Whoever it was that took the woman and the kid, they left
the dog. | spoke to him as | would a person, but he was still

a dog with old dogbdés di sease.

had to carry him up and down the stairs despite my back.
He showed his appreciation by going on the floor. There
was a scary moment when | got the urge to kick him. The
sun bobbed about like a balloon on a string. Somewhere a
guy was remembering a guy he used to know who kept
chickens before it was a thing to keep chickens.

The Beaks that Broke us Apart

Shristi Dayal

It was a trip I didn't want to go on
Summer of last year when we met

You were feeding clucking hearts

While mine was fluttering out of my chest

| asked you if you wanted help

| 6d only be here for
With a slick smile and warm look,

You invited me into your feathery world

| did as you told me to

| was a mere volunteer after all
They all trusted you

Just like 1 did up till fall

That was when | had to make my choice
Should | speak now or forever hold my peace?
But your wings had long taken off

You had other plans without me

Even now, | wonder if we had more

Than what these roosters and hens had seen
We met in the summer of last year

And | still wonder if we were meant to be

a

mo nt






