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i refused to believe in chickens

whatchamacallit
Originally published in COOP Zine 1

with a bright yellow chick

cupped like a scoop of stardust

in my palms,

i can't imagine how dandelion down

can become autumn leaves

of brown red and orange

and though i know even suns have timers
i refuse to believe this fluffy little thing

will one day burst into a supernova.



Blessing

Whitney Gratton
Originally published in COOP Zine 4

| wish you

hens upon hens

upon hengd

to the seventh generation

may your childrenods
childrenédés children
never want

for eggs.

in the egg carton
Tamara Sanjani

Ink on paper, digitally colored
Originally published in COOP Zine 8



Peckings
Olive Greene

@slutforthemoon on Twitter/X
Originally published in COOP Zine 2

We fell asleep in the chicken coop last night

Because it looked like warmth, and eggs, and not being so

fragile all the time

The feathers clinging to my legs like sticky pearls, and |
said Athis is special this
againo and you said nothing

You dreamt of clipped wings and | named the hen
repeatedly, my vegetarianism worn around my neck in
a silver locket, because my mother told me chickens
like shiny things.

| 6m covered in peck marks

instead of good morning, but | always wanted freckles.

Theyoll fade in a week and

sleepwalking back here, desperate to feel wanted.

| spent the night in a chicken coop and the world respun

itself, my body always reclaimed by something
smaller than me.

and watch the geese take flight

Ellie Simmons
Originally published in COOP: Duck, Duck, Goose!

warmth is, especially

on the sunbaked rocks of the river,
a reminder of youth.

i return on occasion in the summer,
dip my feet in the chilling water
and consider how i never feared.

I keep to the shore when i visit,

for the wade to the field

of sun kissed sedimentary

requires a tread through currents
abrading and deep,

seething around my ankles.

the child that i once was

never saw the threat,

never distrusted the waters,
despite the numbness of the limbs
that comes with the cold.

there was no danger in a sweeping current,
no hesitation as she reached

for the geese, who surely

would nip at her fingers

if drawn too close.

i linger on the brink of the waters now,
and watch the geese take flight
from their perches

on the suavarmed rocks



3 Quail Haiku

MA. Dubbs
@madubbspoetry on Instagram
Originally published in COOP: Duck, Duck, Goose!

ABobwhite Quail o
Whistle speech from brush

a throat white, black border chin
breast breathing peeled bark

ACalifornia Quail o
Their black or brown plumes

tilt down on beak, shake with run
marching quail shako

iMont ezuma Quail 0
Stubby fowl between

oaks and juniper forest

eerie cry hidden

Chicken and egg

Teri Anderson

@tinyteri13 on Instagram
Embroidery thread on cotton canvas
Originally published in COOP Zine 4




May
Mia Nelson

internetpoems.substack.com
Originally published in COOP Zine 9

You text me a song about never sleeping together, Eli picked up one black and white hen and cried.

not even that one Sunday afternoon: yes, | think. Sheds so beautiful! He had

Even though all we did was sleep with each other, and he told me and the woman | work with and we said

you got it right. I me an: i foow | know buddy. | know you love the chickens.

then were we ever? Did that afternoon happen? Heds six years old, as ol d

Wobbly table, switching seats with me because of the sun, from when | first spoke to you. And he reminds me of you,

how you pulled me into your orbit, how you gave me or us, or the way we were both somehow the inexplicable

the darkness | needed. Gripped the water glass, took my ani mal of the otherdos | ife.

cold hands and pressed both sides of your face. Yes, sneeze loudly, get hives in grass, not

| took your temperature with my body; lsiek, my official exist. Hereds what | al most

diagnosis. Condensation on my fingers, | traced Punnett that we did love each other enough. The kid is so utterly,
squares utterly you. And life will probably always be like this:

on your kneeap. Our baby would have: pajamas on at noon, not the taste of vanilla, but the experience of it;

strawberry jam on her cheeks, blue eyes. Never will | forget a warm wind cutting through fog; dejain the bookstore;

the delight you felt knowing that it was possible, even likely. your order called out in a cafe ha#fy around the world;

| love biology because it is the study of living things and you hearing my name in the dark or across rooms. Yes, still.

were so alive to me, sleeping on your back, eating the cores Yes, pathetically. Around every man, | fear for my death.

of apples, being woken up by the rain. At the farm this week, | never considered what it would mean to have to keep

a tiny boy named Eli needed to collect eggs or he would die, living:

which is what he told me. He would die. So we ran to the red not a single color that passes me by

coop over the mud hill and past the Holsteins and there were doesndét remind me of you. I

two blue eggs and he held them like you once held my eye really forgotten. Time is still

in those rooms where no one else was in on the joke. the only thing we have.

While the other kids threw hay at each other
or snuck through the baby goat pen,



So Much Depends

Kaleigh D

@kaleighdjpg on Instagram

Digital

Originally published in COOP Zine 5
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BESIDE

Arya Vishin
@thewodensfang on Twitter/X
Originally published in COOP Zine 5

in seminar my poetry prof asks us
what about the chickens? why

are they there? because it is not

as though much depends upon them
or that they were purposefully
placed on the scene. they were just
there, as creatures often are. §say
why not? think of their white bellies
and yellow beaks, the black beads
of their eyes, their red combs &
wattles. think of the water, sliding
down & off their feathers. because
sometimes the periphéry
sometimes the margiisurst with

life, too. because they demanded
to be included.



FREE for the Taking Likes:

ripe Gala apples studded with weevils
Rebeca Dunn-Krahn T np pp

f the pecking order
rebecadk.com 1 pooing in the water dispenser
Originally published in COOP Zine 10 1T flapping |ike a demon ever

placed in the raccogroof sleeping box

Item Summary: Wynonay@aold retired diva hen, look- Dislikes:
ing for her final home. Black and white "Wyandotte" plum- 1 bratty kittens that stalk the coop
age, black eyes, dignified, red, seéaty comb, world class 1 flying
wattles, hideous feet. 1 scaly leg mites
_ _ 1 exercise
Curriculum Vitae: 1 baths
1 Survivor, Coop Massacre of December 2015 1 raccoons
1 Record holder for most likes on a Facebook photo fea- T mink
turing a chicken (65 |ikes),
Beauuf.ul", April 20;6 . Disclaimer: Seller cannot be held responsible for what
1 Blue Ribbon, Saanich Fair 2016 Adult Hen category Wynona may do to eggs. Does not respond to admonish-
(any breed) _ o ments such as "Why the heck did you do that? That was
1 "Fastest Maze Runner" award for science fair project supposed to be my breakfast!"
"Bird Brain or Smart Egg?", 2017
2017 Saanich News cover girl for article about winning Call for address in Saanich. Seller regrets she cannot meet
science fair project . o ' you, she is too busy crying in the garden shed.
1 Grand Champion, "Pwettiest Girl in the Whole Wide
World" Tournament, April 2020 Please see sellerdés other |
1 Survivor, "Heat Dome" extreme weather event, June 1 Book, "Poultrykeeping for Fun and (no) Profit"
2021 i . 1 20Ib bag laying pellets
T 2nd Pl ace, "Whoos afraid of & 1 Hay bale, intact
January 2022 _ 1 40 feet chicken wire
1 3rd Place, Peacock Impression Contest, July 2023 1 Wo me nshis, white, size medium, "Warning: Crazy
. . Chicken Lady"
Demeanor: Moody, entitled. Wynona has experienced a lot 1 Metal novelty sign: "Girls only! No roosters allowed."
of loss in her long life, starting with the untimely demise of 1 90page, fut ol our 2014 Feather |
coopmate Guzel 2 (Silkie) and sister Astronaut (Plymouth Annual Show catalogue
Rock), continuing with many other dearly departed coop- 1 30 Ib composted chicken manure (bring your own bag)

mates, then lifelong companion (the Alice to her Gertrude)
Guzel 1 (Silkie) last winter, and final friend Pangur Ban
(Leghorn) just this morning.



Wings of lcarus, Wings of a Chicken
Alicia Aranyi
Originally published in COOP Zine 8

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,

I | oat he 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.
Ceilingless coop, yet | don

A bluebird lands near my coop.

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.

Mp



The Chicken or the Egg

Paul Karnowski
Acrylic on Canvas
Originally published as cover art for COOP Zine 8

Studies of a Gynandromorph Chicken

Patrick Kuklinski
@todaysbird on Tumblr
Originally published in COOP: Minizine

the thing is,

only the people care if you are a hen or a rooster
the other chickens look at you

and they see you are good at being a

chicken

you can scratch, crow, sit on an egg, pick an
insect off a leaf

and thatoés enough!



Chicken YGl"d

SueB
Originally published in COOP Zine 9

The hendés black barred feather
smoothly along her neck as she bobs her head down

while scratching and searching for scrambling

insects. A quick peck and her beady eyes

seem to gleam with pleasure. She squawks

and sometimes flaps her wings after particular victories

known only to her, queen of the chicken yard.

A summer heat wave demands

shorts and bare feet when | venture

to the backyard to wash off the chickeessy porch
and care for my little flock. Like the hen, my eyes
scan the ground, seeking safe places to walk
through the sunbaked grass.

Although my bangs quickly stick to my forehead
in the Phoenix heat, my ponytail swings

free as | stoop to gently capture the hen

and stroke her back. Grasping her heavy body

in two hands, | point her beak like a weapon
toward black crickets and shiny roaches stirred up
from the hosedff concrete. Together,

we clear the sidewalk of easy prey.

MYy

The anxiety of loneliness

Katie Cleary
Digital
Originally published in COOP Zine 7
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Scout Hydra

Rordam James

@krordam on Tumblr

Digital

Originally published as cover art for COOP Zine 6

H N

Originally published in COOP Zine 7



