


Editors’ Note
alliyoh and Rook

To celebrate the changing of the seasons and observe
the shortening of the days (at least in the northern
hemisphere where COOP HQ is located), we are excited to
present our twelfth issue. COOP has reached a full dozen
eggs, and this one is a particularly broody one.

Zine #12 is full of the deep emotions chickens evoke in
us. We often feel sadness and regret when their lives end,
either from sickness or for the purposes of providing
dinner for the table, such as in “Solitary Shade” or “Water
Belly”. We feel rebellious and free when we watch them
strut around, perhaps in places they shouldn’t be, as seen
in “Rock n Roll Chicken” or “Contraband.” They make us
consider aspects of ourselves, from our gender (“self-
educate” and “Prize Capon”) to our own mortality
(“Staying Alive.”) They represent fear (“Hawks
Overhead”), frustration (“The Rooster Next Door”), and a
sense of home, warmth, and belonging (“On chicken and
graduation.”) We hope this zine will send you on a
journey that makes you think and feel something new. We
hope it will be the perfect companion to you during this
time of changing seasons.
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Sabrina Green is a recovering chicken and vegetable
farmer currently writing poetry and vagabonding about
the Montana Rockies.

Shannon McEntee is a creative nonfiction writer who
loves delving into the past, both collective and personal.
She resides in Northern California, about 2 hours north of
San Francisco.

Shira Musicant writes short fiction and creative nonfiction
in the dark morning hours, black cat on her lap, chickens
still roosting. Her girls are a bit bossy, demanding that she
supplement their §1et with apﬁle core and cucumber. Her
stories often contain a cat or chickens. She adores her
animals.

Xiera Younce is an accomplished illustrator, surface
designer, and animator currently completing their
Bachelor of Fine Arts (BFA) in Illustration. Their artwork
features vibrant colors and diverse characters, inviting
viewers into imaginative worlds. Passionate about
storytelling, Xiera fosters meaningful connections through
their creative narratives.
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Emily Burr is an English student at New Mexico State
University. She lives in the desert with her husband, who
supports her publishing endeavors, and their two cats,
who don't read.

Hannah Tendo is a scribbler and doodler located in a
treehouse studio in Hawaii -- where chickens roam free in
parks, parking lots, and recycle centers. She works on silly,
pebble themed projects over at www.pebbleprose.com,
and silly, non-pebble themed projects over at www.
hannahtendo.com.

Ian William Walker is a college student and amateur
writer from Oklahoma City, Oklahoma. His work has
previously been published in the Young Writers Anthology
of Oklahoma. In between his classes, Ian loves to write, play
D&D with his friends, and race down the river with his
rowing team.

Istvan Markan, who writes as imarkanx, is a poet and
short prose writer from Waterloo, Ontario. His work
explores the extraordinary within the everyday, using
spare language and evocative imagery to reveal emotional
undercurrents. His writing can be found at imarkanx.
substack.com

J K Hughes is an Australian veterinarian who writes
primarily scifi and fantasy in her free time. Despite
working with many pet species, the only pet that she has
ever truly desired is a flock of chickens.

mk zariel {it/its + masc terms} is a transmasculine
neuroqueer poet, theater artist, movement journalist, and
BashBack aligned anarchist. it is fueled by tolk-punk,
Emma Goldman, and existential dread. the author of
VOIDGAZING (2026, Whittle Micropress) and BOY
APPARITION (2025, Vinegar Press), it can be found online
at https:/ /mkzariel.carrd.co/, creating conflictually queer-
anarchic spaces, writing columns for Asymptote and the
Anarchist Review of Books, and being mildly feral in the
great lakes region. it is kinda gay ngl.

RF is currently 23 years old, living in Philadelphia, PA,

USA. They enjoy noticing things and writing about them.
Find them on Instagram: @rfwriting
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Contributors

Alexis Ashe

Ashley Pennock is a young writer from New Jersey and
current English Writing major at the University of
Pittsburgh. She enjoys writing fantasy, experimental, and
LGBTQ+ stories. Her work has been included in Alternative
Milk Magazine, Maudlin House, redrosethorns journal and
others.

Bill Brymer lives in Louisville, Kentucky. A Pushcart-
nominated poet, his work has appeared or is forthcoming
in Sheila-Na-Gig Online, Tar River Poetry, Southwest Review,
Poetry South, Yearling, and other publications.

Cela is currently writing from South Florida, where she
was born and raised. A%ifelong artist, athlete, and
naturalist, her down time is spent putting pen to paper
and playing barefoot in the wilderness. Her disdain for
labels and her fascination with the human experience are
recurring themes in her writing.

Chris Mesch is a writer from Chicago whose work
navigates the intersections of labor, spectacle, and the
quiet violences embedded in class narratives. Outside the
coop, his work interrogates class narratives, bureaucratic
absurdity, and the uneasy space between performance and
truth. Sometimes the workers are people. Sometimes they
have feathers.

Chris Wardle (Hamza) works at being happy and grateful,
while writing through his second childhood with an eye
for wonder, and a taste for questions. A Permaculture
practitioner, and Moringa advocate trained in Nepal, he is
currently exploring memoir, while growing a home for
inspiration at penchantia.co.uk

Day Gonzalez has spent his whole life obsessed with
chickens. He is currently a biology student in south Texas,
with hopes to one day study avian ecology.

Dreama Weaver
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Only the needle does it

but takes it drip by drop

too slow to make progress.

Your arms hold her down

when she sometimes wakes and cries out.

She fades as the water cools.

I turn away. Your strong arms circle me
smooth my ragged feathers
murmuring assurances.

You give reprieve from simple tragedy
well-meaning

intervening

in a life that was not mine to take away.
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Water Belly
RF

I see your arms:

tree trunks, deep umber, shell smooth

curved and bulging deltoids

with slender wrists

wrapped around and close and under

a chicken

held with just enough tension to still a ragged wing.

The chicken has water belly.

We are setting up an impromptu operating table
and I am to be the one to drain her

with my inexperienced

premedical hands.

You hold her in the warm water

murmuring and cooing to calm her

with those gentle arms.

I prick a syringe in. The leak is slow.

The knives we found are dirty

nothing that the vodka can’t fix

but devastatingly dull

and we couldn’t find the knife block to hone.

Her eyes do not meet mine. She is lethargic and swollen
so close to death anyhow.

Puncture wounds. More puncture wounds.

No fluid.
No release.
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Solitary Shade
Chris Wardle

How else but inverted,

could this trusting Soul

be brought from the topsy-turvy
of Pokhara's bazaar?

The soft gloom of her down,
now up,

mirroring the dark deed
soon to be executed.

With calm reassurance she is welcomed
to this quiet corner of the food forest,
and thanked,

ahead of prayer.

Bismillah ...

Two hearts suspended,
the blade of separation
must come as such a shock.

One life ebbing

with each fluttering second,
until a new stillness

returns to the shade

I now enjoy

alone.



But what of enjoyment?

Was I gentle enough
in assisting our gratitude
for a joyfully-shared Eid meal?

And between mouthfuls,
who will envision

the regal blue splendour
within this feathery sheen,
now stained

a seeping deep red?

Hawks Overhead
Day Gonzalez

Courageously fighting with no hope for valor,

Honor and death before survival in surrender.

I've never understood why cowards are called “chickens,”
Kings of their domains, every one of them.

Cowards they are not, though foolish might fit,

Ego and pride often outweighing sense,

No chicken I have met has ever died hiding.
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Staying Alive
Bill Brymer

Chickens will survive us.

The true cocks of the walk.

They’ll set the pecking order.
become leaner, craftier

versions of their ‘roided brethren.
Strutting down our desolate streets
like Travolta in platform shoes.
Taking to sagging rooftops,
broadcasting the morning prayer.
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Honnaoh Tendo
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Fried Chicken Haibun
lan William Walker

On a humid day in May, my mom brought home pre-
made fried chicken from the local grocery store.
Obviously, I was ecstatic. It was greasy, salty, and
delicious. All the buzzwords a child loved to hear when it
came to food.

The messiness of the chicken was about to wipe away the
hard work the shower did to get me and my siblings clean.
Of course, we didn’t take those showers to get clean. We
took them to kill the bed bugs that lived on us throughout
the day, carried over from our dad’s house.

It never killed them all.

Usually, we would have a meal cooked by our mom
(whether that be frozen or handmade), but that day she
looked particularly exhausted. On the way home from
school, she was complaining about her boss at work and
how the barking dogs next door woke her up before her
alarm went off for her night shift. So that day, she brought
home fried chicken. And while it tasted good, anything
made by her always tasted better.

After dinner, my dad came to pick us all up and take us
home. The next day at his house he said, as he itched his
hand and arm, “Tonight, for dinner, how about some fried
chicken from Homeland?”

4

Booming Grounds
Chris Mesch

“a reputation as poor man's food for being

cheap

and plentiful

and servants would sometimes bargain with a new
employer to not be given heath hen for food more
often than

two

or three days a week.”

The greater-prairie chicken,
they are booming

at the pasture rose altar

of the oak savanna.

Fire four rounds
and a blank,
a blindfolded can

backstopped by a grain sack.

They are booming

in the trees.

Seed is spilling out

the frayed hourglass hole.

Do they know what is lying
in the tallgrass prairie

for the third time this week.
For the fourth time this week:

four booms. a blink.
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Vale Nutmeg
J K Hughes

Nutmeg is almost perfectly round; like she has stalked out
of Stardew Valley, a chibi drawing, a Disney movie.
Everybody knows what a chicken looks like. A ball of
softness and light, her tail like the bustle on a cartoon
Victorian lady.

But when I pick her up, my fingers disappear into the
shell and I can feel it: the compact bony scaffolding that
lies in the centre of this perfect soft globe, knobbly and
vulnerable. She is hot and alive under my fingerpads. She
protests deep in her tiny chest at the indignity of them
finding her knees and shoulders, the heaviness of her crop.
Who even knew a chicken had knees?

When I put her down she momentarily swells to twice
her size, feathers on end, before the glossy shell settles
back into place. Once more a beachball with two feathered
fans stuck to its base.

But as I watch her trundle contentedly across the grass,
I know. I know she’s hiding knees in there. That she is a
biological machine, levers and pulleys and pumps
ceaselessly working away to animate this: this feathered
ball that rolls away from me.

Her head tilts; uncountable neurons fire, perform
calculations my conscious mind could never begin to
understand. Her beak intercepts the tiny hopping thing in
the grass with ruthless efficiency. Two seconds. Gone.

As she drifts away, distance fuzzes the details until she
is once more a collection of pixels, a swoop of pencil-lines.
Chicken. You've seen a chicken before, haven’t you?
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Pre-made fried chicken
Is sometimes what we need to
Get to tomorrow



Chigguns in the Yard

Shannon McEntee

My parents got chickens about two years ago.

It was unexpected- my family is big on talking shop about
all the great things they’ll do, everything on their platter.
But they rarely get anything done. They overwhelm
themselves with possibility, I think, and then the
opportunity is gone.

It’s a loop we all find ourselves in sometimes.

I visit the chickens when I drive up north to my
hometown; they’re now fully grown. They graduated from
being little peepers in a plastic box in the kitchen, huddled
under a heat lamp. Now they’re egg-producers; bratty too.
They push past you when you open the coop, escaping out
into the expanded run. They jump when you hold a bag of
mealworms, snatching at the plastic with their beaks.

They’re needy, silly, as alive as you or me. My family is
obsessed. “We're chicken people now,” they’ve told me
more than once.

The truth is
I feel disconnected.

I visit my family about twice a year. They beg for more,
but I can’t handle it. Their house is too warm, too dark.
They keep all the curtains closed. There’s no comfortable
desk to sit at. I end up half-crouched on the couch, a laptop
balanced on a cushion, watching repeats of some show-
Mystery Science Theatre maybe. My parents

6

The Nesting Nook

Xiera Younce

Digital
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with her beady little orb.

Obi studies Thelma in her fenced yard, his eyes
tracking her jerky little struts. He could probably climb the
nearby oak tree, get over the fence, but so far he hasn’t.
fantasize putting him in the chicken yard and letting them
have a go at each other.

The next morning, I see that Obi has mastered the
climb up the oak and into the yard. He is drinking from
the chicken water next to Thelma. They are bonding. They
lift their heads in unison and look at me.
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visit the chickens what feels like every half-hour. But all 1
can think about is the hour-and-a-half drive home.

Sometimes you grow apart.
Sometimes you were never close in the first place.

I sit out with the chickens sometimes, but differently than
they do I think. I sit in a lawn chair and listen to their
gentle, contented clucking in the sun. It's a simple thing to
do. So much less complex than my usual every-day.

The truth is
I'm happy I've escaped my family’s expectations.

I'm happier now.

There’s chickens in the yard, scratching at the long grass
and the orange poppies. There’s a blue sky overhead, and-
they’ve taught me that often

life is more about being who you are

than who you were supposed to be.



On chicken and
graduation

Ashley Pennock

I left for college heartbroken. I took my heart in

two pieces

and shredded into

fries.

My parents went back to the home I left behind, and I
wandered into the basement alone. I found

chicken

down there, and decided maybe it wouldn’t be so bad
here. I

battered

my chest in

breadcrumbs, and

fried

it whole again. When I dread leaving home after break, I
remember

chicken

on my tongue. I settle in, and I remember why I love it
here. People say the place is generic—bland —but I tell
them my ex-boyfriend dumped me for hating spicy
food and now I eat

plain chicken

to spite him. They are more

tender

than he ever was. I love them more. No one says they will
miss

chicken

the most when they graduate, but I do. Now where will I

roost

after dark?

The Little Red Hen

Shira Musicant

Thelma glares at me, laser-light little eyes. She is a movie
reference —my husband thought of that. The other chicken,
Louise, had died in the night. It seems Thelma blames me.

“Hey, I'm doing this for you,” I say, when I change her
water. But she pecks my hand, drawing blood, taking little
morsels of skin and flesh. Chickens should have warning
labels attached.

“Thelma misses Louise.” Husband excuses Thelma'’s
behavior. “Just be her friend.”

“Her friend,” I say, as he pats my shoulder, leaving for
work. Our marriage is brand-spanking new, and I already
see problems.

Thelma is guarding the yard, chicken-walking back
and forth in front of the gate, red wattles wobbling.

Animals have never liked me. | have pheromones, or
something. Thelma never pecks Husband. The cat never
bites him. Yes. We now have a black cat he adopted so I
would not be lonely while he works his long hours. Obi-
Wan treats my fingers like tuna flavored crunchies.

“A cat bite is dangerous,” Husband informs me when I
show him my hands. “And chicken bites cause cancer.
Wash with soap.” He is not a doctor but fancies himself
knowing a lot about a lot of things. When my hands swell,
he says, “Hives. Get antihistamines or something. It's a
mind-body thing. Try thinking positive thoughts.”

I smear antibiotic ointment on the wounds and
bandage them. My thoughts are not positive.

I add long sleeves and jeans to my protective
repertoire. And sunglasses. I see Thelma eyeing my eyes
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The Rooster Next Door
Dreama Weaver

Every dayj, it starts again

A warbled screech, my feathered bane.
The sun’s not up, but he sure is,

That rooster lives to scream “showbiz!”
He crows like he’s announcing doom,
And I sincerely hope it’s coming soon.
No gentle coo, no pastoral charm,

Just full-blown barnyard fire alarm.

I've counted sheep, I've begged and pleaded,
But that bird’s ego remains undefeated.

He struts like he’s the lord of dawn,

A fluffy tyrant in the neighbor’s lawn.

The neighbors shrug, yelling “He’s just a bird!”
But I have thoughts that shouldn’t be heard.
He crows at dawn, he crows at noon,

He crows, and crows, and crows, and croons.
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Molt

Sabrina Green

There is one hen in four-hundred who committed to a full
molting

Molding, moulding

Shedding and pulling worn-out, sun

Bleached feathers, like chopping weathered locks

It is a perilous endeavor to do so,

With a flock it is en masse.

Hens do not like new, or different, or bright- my glasses
and invitation

For pecks and investigation.

Against the grain, individualism is a danger, heretic

The naked girl, Diogenene woman, she withdraws.

No eggs, avoiding her sisters in the cloistered nest bars of
the barn

On the furthest, thistle-i-est bones of the August pasture.

What heart she has

If she does not draw the judgmental ire of her flock, the
feathers

Will come in plush and full, and she will be the finest

Of all the unchanged dames and will be warm and flush in
winter.



self-educate
mk zariel

You don't know what's more of a pain—your gender, or
the chicken you're currently attempting to handle. The
way she runs across the lawn at the childrens' museum,
evading your grasp, flapping her wings without purpose,
having a minor freakout. The way you told a toddler,
attempting to be funny, that chickens were dinosaurs —
and then the toddler cried, and you wondered if you
actually might be a horrible person. She's an education
animal, supposedly, but in actuality she just hangs out in
the verdant grass, among the suspiciously faded wood
chips, pecking at the ground and suspicious of all who
surround her. You find that relatable; you too hate
educating people. You long to heal your inner child. You
wish children would be slightly less loud around animals,
but you know that if they weren't here, they'd probably be
watching Cocomelon while their parents doomscroll. You
fancy yourself a harm reductionist, despite the chicken
freakouts that take place on a daily basis. You have serious
concerns about late-stage capitalism, and they're embodied
in the average three-year-old. And you're still chasing a
chicken. "Hey weirdo, can't you just chill, can't you just sit
down, can't you walk toward your coop, can't you stop
pecking at random preschoolers during a field trip" — the
pleas are neverending, and she doesn't understand them,
Your gender vanishes in a blur of anxiety and cast-off
feathers.
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So I've made my own American dream,
no fear, no shame

They think I'm prey,

They’ll start to pray

I'm not here long, but

you'll remember my name

Rock n roll chicken
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Rock n Roll Chicken
Alexis Ashe

When I ignite my American spirit,

I set the peacocks’ hearts ablaze cause
I'm the chick with all the

zippers on my jacket,

stockings and the white feather stripe
I'm the rock n roll chicken

Why be some sorrow dove

when there’s a rockstar on the bird brain?
I know, let’s feast

on my psychedelic chicken feed

until the coop’s pink walls

melt off the long legs ceiling

Horus flies over

Says to be an angel until the sun goes down
But these wings aren’t angel wings

Says no more murder until the sun goes down
But I'm no crow

I'm the rock n roll chicken

Be an elegant belle, you know

Grace of a white swan with her hair slicked back
I've got a wine stained beak,

Foul mouthed fowl

I hoot with the owls

and I could be chickadee royalty,

but they’re too afraid to brawl

with the hawks at the bar
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Prize Capon
imarkanx

Unleashed to strut about,

Tail feathers, wattle, and comb,
Free-ranged,

Unchained,

Deranged —

Cockerel of the run,

Crowing proudly at the sun.

Snickering fills the coop.

All the hens know the truth.
Gelded rooster, you and I
Share this designation:
Prized and emasculated,
Mostly there —but in the end,
Just a dumb mannequin.

No better than plastic,

Like Barbie’s dear Ken,

Not a real rooster at all.

Author's Note:

This poem is a sardonic exploration of what it means to be
masculine. It uses the metaphor of a capon —a castrated
rooster —as a show bird strutting the chicken run. It
examines projected pride and internal emptiness,
exploring the roles we're expected to play.
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Am | The Flashy Bird?
Cela

Loud crowing competes with horns heralding terrible
driving / empty skillet in the kitchen, again I plea for hens
/ Guido’s white plumage once ruled the yard, now barren,
barely more than a grassy courtyard / Ma killed more than
radios when Pa died / the only music now is the static of
old tv screens and cars crashing and crowing across the
block /

Pa went to cockfights at his family’s farms, never fought
his own birds and that doesn’t make it better, but I tell
myself it does / code enforcement would never visit the
house on Edison / a palace on a grove grew from city
streets and I thought of him as a God for it /

chickens are godless I jest / so many flags fly speaking the
same language as mine / clucking and pecking apart my
words / I feel safe in kitchens where red plumage covers
the walls and blue green tail feathers are everywhere ; my
words flow from my tongue like a song / a culture
considered a nuisance so beautiful my eyes brim with tears
/ my car crawls along streets that are flooded with loud
flashy birds / I say Cubans can’t keep their roosters in
their yards and laugh-
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Contraband
Emily Burr

A family of chicks lives in the garage,

Peeping and jostling their cottonball bodies against each
other

They are confined to the wood and wire structure lovingly
assembled by my roommate

Which is confined within city limits

Which is illegal

Which means the family of chicks living in the garage is
already hard at work

Proving that simply existing can be punk rock

13



