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Editors’ Note
alliyoh and Rook

As you can tell from this issue’s cover, COOP 11 is
bursting with Summer fun and sun-felt reflections as we
wander the fields, stretch, reach, and find our way back to
the coop! Summer is a season of transition for many
people; moving, traveling, starting new jobs or schools,
some of our poems deal with that theme of liminal spaces,
transitions, and contrasts. COOP is also in a time of
transitioning from one season to the next!

Returning readers with a keen eye may have noticed
that this issue features some fresh formatting, fonts, and
author bios! We’ve made some updates to our submission
process and website that we’re rolling out too in honor of
having completed 10 issues. It felt like the right time to
reach for new horizons with COOP. Even our title has
changed a bit (from COOP: chickens of our poetry, to just
COOP) to reflect what COOP has become throughout these
issues. No longer do we just feature poetry; you'll find art,
stories, interviews and more in our pages. Even though
some things have changed, we still love chickens, we still
love the creative process, and we’re excited about what
this new season will bring!
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Paula Montez, based in South Wales, is part of the vibrant
poetry community and is a member of Swansea & District
Writers” Circle. Her poetry often incorporates rhythm and
rhyme, reflecting her I1<3assion for traditional, accessible poetry.
You can find her work on Instagram @paula_montez_poetry
and her books on Amazon.

Portia Yu's poems have appeared in Strange Horizons, Frontier
Poetry, streetcake magazine and other places. Her micro-
chapbook “Alternative Bus Routes in a City Long Gone” is
forthcoming from Ghost City Press. Sometimes, she believes
eggs are the most perfectly formed objects to have ever been
produced by nature.

Rebecca-Lynn is an illustrator/author on the west coast of
Canada. She enjoys painting with watercolor and it’s inspired
by both the coastline and fairytales. For most of her life she’s
grown up around chickens. She loves hanging out with
chickens, hearing their little clucks, curious looks, and
fantastic feathery cuddles.

An author, poet, and open mic host, Sarah Rooney has
dedicated their work to fostering creative spaces where
storytelling and performance intersect. Sarah is the author of
Mother Media and just completed their MFA in Creative
Writing at EWU.

An Arkansas native, Sarah Watkins is an educator by trade
and a writer by necessity. She currently resides (unfortunately
chicken-free) in northeast Arkansas with her husband. You
can find her on Instagram @sarahwatkinspoetry.

Shraya Singh is an ex-engineer, writer, and teacher from
India and loves frogs, Lord f{ the Rings memes, and epic
fantasy (in no particular order) and she is one of the co-
founders of a frog-themed literary magazine called Croak! You
can find some of her work in the Southern Review, Pacifica
Literary Review, and The Spokesman-Review, amongst others.

Spencer Keene (he/him) is a lawyer and writer from : : : I
Vancouver, BC. His poetry and short fiction have been

featured in a variety of print and digital publications,

including SAD Magazine, Sea to Sky Review, Dog Throat Journal,

and MacQueen's Quinterly. Find more of Spencer's work at

www.spencerkeene.ca. # 1 1
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International license.

Published August 2025.
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Body font: Book Antiqua
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Cover art: “Rick Goes to the Beach”
by Daisy Noelle
Acrylic on Canvas

Haritima Sharma is an aspiring writer from a small town in
India. Having recently completed their postgraduate studies,
they are found hunting for jobs during the day and writing
poetry at night. Refusing to have a dull moment, they also
indulge in clay art and chainmail jewelry-making.

JL Peridot writes love letters to the future on devices from the
past. She lives with a couple of good eggs in Boorloo/Perth,
Western Australia.

Kara Beechler is a Creative Writing student at CWU. She
resides in Spokane with her husband and daughter and finds
inspiration in every aspect of her life.

Kurtis Ebeling is a writer and educator living in Spokane,
Washington, and a founding coeditor for Croak. His poetry
has been published with Art of Nothing Press, Wild Roof Journal,
The Dewdrop, Big Table Press, and others. He also has
forthcoming poetry at Crab Creek Review.

Laween Ismaail is a high school senior with a long-held love
for chickens. He had a chicken coop when he was little,
learned about the food aspects of chickens as he grew up, and
aims to raise chickens in the future —once he has free land of
his own.

Martina Matijevi¢ is a poet from Croatia whose work has been
featured in Under the Basho, Haiku Commentary, Dadakuku, The
Sciku Project, Cold Moon Journal, and others. After she had been
diagnosed with severe anxiety, she decided to spend more
time helping her grandmother in raising chickens. She
definitely didn’t give them any extra food when grandma
wasn’t around.

Miles "Danger" Kennedy is an avid avian admirer and
fledgling poet. They hope for world peace for both humans
and birds!

Paul Hostovsky's latest book of poems is Perfect Disappearances
(Kelsay, 2025). He has won a Pushcart Prize, two Best of the
Net Awards, and has been featured on Poetry Daily, Verse
Daily, The Writer’s Almanac, and the Best American Poetry blog.
He makes his living in Boston as a sign language interpreter.
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Contributors

Cecil Wilde is an award winning, inky-fingered storyteller
based in Naarm (Melbourne, Australia). Their work has
recently appeared in The Slab Press’s Vivid Worlds anthology
and in Tree and Stone Magazine. They're currently having a
mausoleum constructed from their TBR pile.

CJ The Tall Poet is an editor, poet, digital artist, and author
based in Chula Vista, California who recently graduated from
Cal State Univelrsi'?_/l San Marcos with a Literature and Writing
degree. Their fourth book The Paper Snake Cigarette, released by
Wharfinger’s Press, is now available on Amazon.

Daisy Noelle is a writer/artist from Washington. She has
always had a thing for birds, from her ﬂamin%o mug collection
and countless videos of the quail family near her apartment, to
the adorable, crocheted chicken made by her sister-in-law. She
has been published in Northwest Boulevard.

Daniel Z. McKenzie was raised in Peru alongside endearing
yet guileful chickens. Nowadays, when he is not out climbing a
mountain or frying e%gs over a campfire in the American
outdoors, Daniel can be found studying long-dead languages
while enjoying his expansive tea collection.

Dublin Mullen grew up in the Midwest and has always
considered chickens their best friends. They don't currently
have space for chickens in their home, so they live vicariousl
through internet chickens and visiting the ones who live wit
their sister. They also have several budgies.

Dylan Germann is an aspiring writer who works with western
themes and imagery. He relates a lot of his writing with his
own lifestyle and perceptions of Americana, and creates
personal reflections of the americana culture through his work
and other trades.

Emma Williquette is an emerging writer residing in Oregon.
In her spare time, she enjoys crocheting, philosophical chats
with her cat, and listening to her extensive CD collection. Her
Eoem ‘An Ode to Jeff’ appears in Bitter Melon Review. She can

e found on Instagram {é@ewilliquette) and on Substack
(@williquette).
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Be The Rooster

Dylan Germann

In the stillness of the night when all things move
Critters and coyotes scatter dust to their scents
And the cattle sleep and rest their hooves

The rooster restless in its wake sang no dirge of its escape

Under the moonlight and through ocotillo laden fence

The bird trod forward with everything to lose

And now beyond the hands of those whose eyes are now
spent

It follows the cascades of subtle light in the great western
windfalls

From day and night it continues its trek through palo
verde grooves

Bore witness to an ever changing world beyond the coop
tenants

No longer living as complacent nor given, the rooster’s
muse

Is the sunrise of life to foggy dew in pine forests,
understanding the dream

A javelina shares water from a pond, knowing of life's
defiance

A pecking order’s dictation to the bird now knows what it
loses

Rattlesnakes will hiss, lightning will stir fires across the
sky indiscriminate

The rooster stands at a bluff of the Utah verde, the condors
fly by, or was it Tuscany
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An Itinerary of Chickweed
Everything Henrietta Kurtis Ebeling
Can't Remember

Haritima Sharma

sunlight on a blade of grass,

rain drops on the top of her head, in the heavy summer swaths
the ground below her feet, of light and air
dust bathing with her friends, under the limbs of a crabapple

the chirping of her chicks,
the warmth of her mother's breast, tree  shadows stretch

the front of her beak, and bloom against grass

moving around her legs, with small white flowers

pecking on the ground,

spreading her wings to fly,
perching up on white fences,
foraging in the day,

singing at night,

a world outside of this battery cage.

as chickens tiptoe
bob their necks and cluck
quietly along the taller

weeds — growing into
a fence of greening
wood and thin wire

—to peck at the soft flesh
of rotting fruit  sweltering
in the sweet summer air

24 1



Childhood memories
of feeding the
chickens

Saraoh Watkins

my barefoot days were spent
harvesting velvety catalpa worms

catching vibrant green grasshoppers
for the chickens

tossing them red-tinged watermelon rinds from dinner
and watching them snip, snip, snip

until only the darkest green was left
and I swore each time

I caught a grateful glint
in the beady matriarchal eye

of the scissor-beaked chicken
who always got the biggest portion

up on your chests. When I come out
to see you all, you jump up to meet me.
So close to seeing you lay eggs,

tasting the yolk of months of love
and care. I come out to you after
visiting family to check in and find

the coop broken. Someone threw one of the
stones against the wire and the neighborhood
cats and wild animals flocked in delight.

I stand there crying, looking at a path
of fluff leading to lifeless wings spread
across the lawn — white stained red.
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Roost
Sarah Rooney

I hold you in the palm of my hand,
little scrawny creatures —small
tyrannosaurus rexes. Those chirps

from your enclosure and the sweet
way you huddle close before falling
asleep. Barely a whisper of warm

against my skin. A few weeks in,
small feathers molt and descend as
your neck grows and pink shows.

I call your names, crooning out
in hopes to have you feed from my hand;
slowly you begin to understand,

scurrying up to me excited and awkward.
We build your coop from scratch:
an old dog house with a roof that opens,

yards of chicken wire, extra boards
from the shed, and fence the entirety
with large stones we carry back

from the river. Now you're covered in fine

feathers crowned with bright combs.
I am proud of the plumage cropping
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Oh Caobbage Worms
CJ The Tall Poet

Cabbage worms of various sizes

Were ruining my lovely garden

The total amount was eighteen

They were eventually placed in a small cup
I secured the top with another cup

It might be a waste but who cares
Morning abruptly arrives

I dump all these worms

In my front yard

Then a feathered friend

Comes to enjoy the randomly placed fest



Movie Nig

chickens' movie night
they agree on a horror

and choose cooking show

ht

Martina Matijevic

I still remember where her grave is. It's under the big tree
by the old garden boxes.

I dug it myself.

I was quite experienced with death by that point, and I
always wondered.

Do we bury what we love,

because we cannot stop ourselves from plucking memories
from it like feathers?

You can run your hands over fresh dirt or the indent left in
a nest,

but Penny will keep winning at hide and seek for the rest
of your life.
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Penny.
Emma Williquette

Sole survivor of three separate attacks on the chicken coop
on our friends’ farm.

I named her Penny because I was twelve years old, she had
copper feathers, and my creative expertise was quite
lacking.

I was not permitted to have animals inside the house.

Or outside the house.

Or anywhere near the house.

Penny was a compromise.

Penny was mine in the way that my childhood friend
across the ocean is mine.

Inseparable despite being separated.

The three attacks went as follows: a fox through the fence,
a raccoon through the roof, and a cat through a crack in
the wall.

My child self liked to imagine that Penny was the world
champion at hide and seek;

That’s why she never got found in the coop attacks.

I did not understand that the world champion of hide and
seek could not hide from everything.

Penny fell ill soon after I turned fourteen.

Cancer.

She went with such grace, according to our friends.

That first visit to an empty coop was eerie.

The back right corner where Penny slept still had her
feathers and an indent.

I cried and cried and cried.

They handed me a shovel.
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The Real Chicken
Licken

Paula Montez

I'm sure you've heard the story

Of Chicken Licken and the sky —
An acorn hit her head

And she thought the end was nigh.

‘The sky is falling down!”

She squawked with some insistence,
Her pals all rallied round and

Off they went to seek assistance.

The Fox then caught a whiff
Of panic in the air,

Offered them assurance

Of safety in his lair.

We've heard how that one ends
And no-one shed a tear

For the feathered little critters
Led blindly by their fear.

But Chicken Licken didn't die
And here's the reason why:
She didn't really think

That doom was in the sky.

She had made a deal with Fox
To whip up mass hysteria

And help him lead those critters
To his stomach’s soft interior.

We thought they all got eaten,
A version none disputes,

But all's not what it seems —
Her and Fox were in cahoots.



Breaking News: Florida
Man Cares for Coop

Kara Beechler

My father-in-law owns land in a state of delusion
They call it Florida
You know, the one that promised divine conclusion

Each morning he wakes
Eats his homegrown eggs
and leftover pancakes

Soon he is greeted by the leader of the flock
With a loud shout
that echoes throughout

Good grain, grass
green moss
Feathers floating,
Then claws adjust

He said the Gators lost.
Then they had a record frost.

So with the coop now covered in hay,
I can confidently say —

Florida Man Bill named each one with care;
Miss Darla, Jenny, Jack and Bear.

Was it an illusion —
Did the Gators chop off all his hair?

Did he really save each chicken that day with a snarl and a
snare?

realistic expectations
Cecil Wilde

all i really want is:

enough-spaee
for half a dozen chickens

and-someone

to-cooktheegegstor
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Chicken or Egg
Paul Hostovsky

We were talking about chickens and I said,
How did we get onto chickens?

And you said, Why do you always do that?
And I said, Do what? And you said,

Why do you always want to go back

in the conversation and retrace

your steps? And I said, Because I'm curious
about how I got here. And you said, Why not
just be here now? And I said, Because

Ram Dass already wrote that book. I want to write
a different book. Maybe I'll call it Let’s Go Back
or Chicken or Egg. You didn’t know

what to say to that, so you didn’t say anything,
you just got up and walked out of the room
without saying where you were going or why
you were leaving. And I thought to myself,
How did I end up with someone so incurious
and so different from myself?
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What came first
Portia Yu

Consider the egg;:

it has no artifice

it cannot make up for its lack of feathers

so it forms a layer of hard denial

a shell of strict identity

floating in its centre, the yolk sits like an eye held steady
in this way

the egg perceives itself

Consider the chicken:

all noise and movement

every squawk is matched with a flutter

every flap of the wing is memorised in sound

the chicken has its tail in the past and its beak in the future
from the moment it is born, it never stops moving

the chicken can only perceive

what is not itself

And this is my belief:
there are some questions that have no answers.



A Chicken Adventure.

Rebecca-Lynn
Gouache and coloured pencil on watercolour

paper
8

Like an uneasy chicken.
Unwelcome interloper, She cynically
Bawwwwwwwwwk

Baaaaaaaawuwks. ..

The hen complains
With the creaking spite
Of a murderous cassowary,
Somehow both doltish and austere.
It seems even the most tranquil sanctuary
Cannot avert the judgmental leer
Of unwavering ink-dark pupils.
Suddenly I sigh
As I meet that avian eye.
Once my pride has been vacated
Some simple problems are placated,
With last Tuesday’s

Scrap noodles.
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A Homecoming
Détente

Daniel Z. McKenzie

Sinking
In the family couch
I'm sheltered in a humble haven,
Fleeting respite from the clanging
Of cramping mortal subcreation.
Within the mellow country clamor
A final tense, then exhalation,
My soul can bathe

In liberation.

Creak!
My sister rolls the sliding door
And beams a prodding grin.
There nestled ‘neath her nodding chin:
A leghorn-marans
With silk feathers for hands
And a dishonest gleam in her eye.
Abruptly I find myself awakened
From my rumination
By this domestic

Aberration.

Marshmallow,

She calls the bird.

Sweet as sugar to some,

Soft as powder therefrom,

To me she looks up and stares salt.
Nothing under the sun glares judgment
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the other side
Miles “Danger” Kennedy

I've heard you walk for minutes after.

If allowed you’d strut away, but caged

wings cannot fly, only fry. Not that they’d help you: fight

is the only natural response when

your purpose ensconced in sauce or crisp of gold,

disallows your being.

Denuded of snood for fast food or soup for sick kids,

denuded of feather for flu patients under the weather

headless and bereft of brethren your purpose was always
edible and easily consumed.

Like pop music and chocolate, plucked

of tough talk and stuffed.

Baked birds are hard to identify

Kentucky fried.



Old Coop Guard

Laoween Ismaail

Once I had a chicken coop,
In it, a young man.

The young man would crouch down to stoop —
Of the chickens, he was a fan.

I recall this man was particularly fond,
Dressing himself up supreme.

He was the ruler of the chickens
And the devil for the cats,
Ominous.

Yet serene.

For this young man stood guard for the chickens —
His broom was held up high.

He’d eye the roaming cats,
And thwack them in their thighs!

That is, if they snagged a chick,
Or dared to enter his domain.

He stood guard for the chickens —
There, he remained.

His ghost still stands, a young air about the yard, S i St ers
Though the oldness of the man

Has taken him afar. D U bll N M u llen
Digital Photo
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That One Summer
(Chicken Edition)

JL Peridot

Where did you go, my gossamer boy?
You crowed your summer song too soft
and one verse short.

Sunset clucks in your absence:

wistful memory of a voice,

pecking my cheek and disappearing

on the autumn breeze.
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He remembers the chickens fondly,
The days where he was more —

He looks at the days to come

And wonders if chickens are in store.
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Ode to a Hen

Spencer Keene

Another egg slips from you
And you feel half-an-omelette
Lighter — brighter now under
The barn’s single glowing eye
That blinks open with the dusk.

You pluck three chin feathers
And watch them curl down to
Pockets of stale hay like wings
Fluttering to Earth in search
Of Farmer’s empty pillowcase.

Sometimes you wonder about
Mother — her plush breast and
Auburn bloom of plumage
Always the envy of the ladies
Always the rooster’s prize.

Your chick pips to life from
Under the press of your bosom
Whines for its raw-grain meal
And a bit of your attention—
Both are provided lovingly.
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Chicken Curry
Shraya Singh

My mother never touches meat. She never dips her
fingers in the sink where my brother soaks the breasts and
wings and legs, where he washes the blood off each piece,
still warm with waning life. She never carves her knife
along the edges of the soft flesh-the same pink as the inner
corner of rose petals-and never watches as my brother
chops it up, as he caresses its supple divots with the pads
of his fingers. And so, it marinates. In silence, in a mix of
turmeric and garam masala and hing and salt and
whatever else my brother has rummaged from the spice
cupboard-it marinates in a space by the window beneath
the ledge laden with spider plants, their leaves a verdant
waterfall that falls neatly into the space above the sink.

My brother and I never ask her where she goes in the
seconds, minutes, hours, as the scent spreads, of spices and
eventually cooking meat, in the time that the chicken lays
claim over her kitchen. We’ve heard her lecture before, her
hopeless reprimands as she looks away from our mouths,
our teeth tearing at flesh, tongues licking lips stained with
golden masala. In the night we'll hear her praying again,
the bronze temple bell ringing in her hand as she chants
verses for her gods, as she soaks her ring finger in roli and
touches their foreheads with a gentleness she has never
shared with us. In the morning she will tell us the chickens
are our brothers, our sisters, our bodies in another life,
another reincarnation. And we will shake our heads and
say they are not our gods, they are not our chickens, at
least not yet.
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