


Editor's Note
Rook

One of the epigraphs of Robert Southey’s epic The
Curse of Kehama reads: “Curses are like young chicken,
they always come home to roost.” At COOP, we think
curses are also like chickens because they’re perfectly
fitting for the Halloween season.

There is an inherently creepy or haunted quality to
chickens. Sometimes it seems as if their beady eyes stare
deeply into some unknowable plane of existence. On the
other hand, to some, they’re no more than a source of
meat. While unfortunate, this perspective makes these
birds an excellent vehicle for musings on mortality and
death. Chickens can be scary: anyone who has kept them
knows their occasional viciousness. From the perspective
of a bug, they are monstrous. In all, they are an excellent
muse for spooky art and writing!

We love showcasing the many different perspectives
on chickens in our regular issues, but sometimes it’s fun to
examine them from a narrower angle. We received so
many pieces where chickens were viewed from a
perspective of horror that we thought a special Halloween
issue was in order.

There really is something amazing about seeing such a
specific theme emerge in the many submissions we receive
and then getting to create a special issue just to highlight it.
Thank you to all our contributors who were somehow
sharing a wavelength with each other. Special thanks to
the artists I solicited (sometimes rather last-minute) for
their perfectly fitting pieces.
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Editor's Note
alliyah

Somewhere against the pitch black sky of night, a
rooster screams, and the moon rises... This zine edition is a
little different than our usual COOP vibe, in fact you might
even call it downright SPOOKY! Typically each COOP
zine has a few entries that lean towards the dark side of
chickens and since it seems to be part of the recurring
personality of chicken creations, we decided to lean into it
for this edition! If you can find your way through the
darkness by the light of the moon, you're going to find
haunted farms, chilling chicken fights, and eerie meals all
to the tune of a rooster screaming into the void. There
might be parts that make you cringe or feel like looking
away, but isn’t that part of the beauty of literature and art?
It makes us feel something together in a way that can’t be
denied. May this zine be for you a trick and a treat!

Thank you for all of our contributors who made this
zine possible!
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of paranormal stories, The Canine Collection, was released
in 2024. She's a prolific writer and submitter of flash fiction
and the editor of the Flash Phantoms horror fiction site-
www. flashphantoms.net. You can find more about her
work at https:/ /laurashellhorror.wordpress.com.

Loréna Bur was born in Kanaky-New-Caledonia and some
of her uncles used to organized rooster fights.

Makenna is a freelance illustrator with a focus on
character design and visual storytelling. She primarily uses
these powers to subject people to numerous cartoons of
chickens doing silly little shenanigans. You can find her on
tumblr at makenna-made-this, makennamadethis.com, or,
most likely, in the coop with her chickens.

Nikolaj Volgushev's fiction has appeared in the Cafe Irreal,
Hoot, Cleaver Magazine, Cease, Cows, and other journals. He
lives in Denmark where he writes, programs, and does
other things along those lines. He can be found on https://
budgetverse.substack.com/ writing poems with a low
linguistic footprint.

Olivia Mettler is a poet from Minnesota. She spends her
time pretending she can talk to birds and wandering the
cemeteries of Atlanta.

Rachel Turney (she/her) is an educator and artist located
in Denver. Rachel is a Writers” Hour prize winner and her
photography can be found on a few magazine covers. Her
poetry collection Record Player Life is forthcoming with The
Poetry Lighthouse. Website: turneytalks.com Instagram:
@turneytalks Bluesky: @rachelturney

Raymond Brunell writes gothic horror and speculative
fiction. His work appears in Bluebirds Scribe, Manic Author,
and Skeleton Flowers Press. He admires chickens for their
unflinching directness — they don't perform emotions they
don't feel, never apologize for existing exactly as they are,
and respond to the world with ruthless authenticity. www.
unbound-atlas.com

Simon Kaeppeli is a scientist, educator, editor, and writer.
His work was published in Star*Line, Better Than Starbucks,
miniMAG, 50-Word Stories, Discretionary Love, Down in the
Dirt, and Carmina Magazine, among others.
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Contributors

B.C. Byron is an electrical engineer who makes poetry and
drawings when he should be sleeping. He writes poetry
enjoyed by all ages and loves sharing it live at schools and
through social media. He also has a book titled A Cat
Named Lump.

Blake Foster-Wagamon (they/them) is a Denver-based
writer whose work incorporates satirical, speculative, and
horror elements. Their work can be found in Partially Shy
Literary Magazine. While Blake admires and fears chickens,
as a vegetarian, they have consumed very few birds in
their lifetime.

Brittany Redd is a teacher and writer in Thailand. Her
work appears in Corvid Queen, paloma, Funicular Magazine,
and elsewhere.

Cinnamon Shakes is a fan of both puns and chickens, as
evidenced in her art.

Ghostlymatte is a freelance illustrator who enjoys playing
with shapes and textures. While chickens are not the main
focus of his art, chickens have been a constant fascination
for him ever since he first laid his eyes on them at age 8.

Grace Brooks is a writer, strategist, and professional
overthinker of life's fine print. Keep up with her day-to-
day magic at @GracieLBrooks.

Hen is a digital artist and animator who has been drawing
their beloved pet chickens from the moment they could
hold a pencil. Find more chicken art in the “BAWKtober”
series at tumblr.com/blog/a-big-chicken-nerd

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

Laura Shell has been published in NUNUM, Maudlin
House, The Citron Review, among others. Her first anthology
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To Swallow a Rooster
Whole

Nikolaj Volgushev

To swallow a rooster whole:

Beak comb claw

Bone wing feather

Bright beady eye (left)

Bright beady eye (right)

The break of dawn not yet announced
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Threshold

Grace Brooks

In the yard a small body gathers dusk,
beak ticking at stones
as if they were locked doors.

No one names her,

yet her shadow carries a crown,

and in the hush between clucks

the air ripples like water touched by stars.

What seems foolish —

the shuffle, the dusted skirt,

the half-winged struggle of ascent—
is only the earth rehearsing

its oldest gesture of escape.

I keep watching:

she scratches a circle into soil,
steps inside it like a ritual,

as if the ground itself

might split and release her.

=

Nothing happens,
and still —
G rO\/eyO rd the feathers lean toward heaven,
their frayed edges whispering
M Q ke nNa something about flight,

something about forever.

Digital Illustration
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Blood Moon Hen
Brittany Redd

She hatched under the gaze of a full blood moon. A crack
of lightning hit the tin roof of her coop the very same
moment she burst from her shell, feet first. She was an
unusual little thing, the runt of her brood, always going
left when her brethren would go right. She was nocturnal,
always clucking like mad when the moon was full,
scratching strange patterns in the dirt when it was new.

Her true strangeness took a fuller form when she
started laying eggs. When her owners came to collect, they
discovered that every last one of her eggs bore a shiny,
obsidian shell.

Being farmers, they knew eggs came in all sorts, so
they thought little of it until one of the children tried to
make scrambled eggs and gaped in horror as the blood red
yolk hit the pan with an unsettling splat! When his mother
tried to assure him that that happened sometimes, her
words fell silent as every last one of the black eggs
revealed a similar sanguine center.

A birth defect, they thought, as they loaded her into a
wiry cage, hoping to catch a good price for her as a pet. If
her eggs were no good, she would be of little use on the
farm.

In the midday before a blood moon night, the hen
would meet the witch from down the road. She cackled
with glee when she saw the hen in her cage; she knew
exactly what that treasure was worth, hardly believing the
bargain on offer. They even tried to throw in the cage for

2

The Rooster That
Screams

Laura Shell

So there is one rooster in the neighborhood that sounds
normal, emits the typical cock-a-doodle-doo cry in the wee
hours of the morning. Then there is the other rooster, the
one that submits a scream like someone is holding a hand
around its throat. It's like an "Ehhhhhhh," sound. And it's
much louder than the other rooster's call.

So every morning, I hear the rooster that screams and
wish I knew where it lived so I could find out exactly why
it screams.

The rooster belts out its usual "Ehhhhhhh," sound, then
scratches at the scar on its throat.
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Poultrygeist

Cinnaomon Shakes
Traditional Inks, Digitally Colored
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free; she told them not to bother. The witch carried the
Blood Moon Hen off to her new home in her arms.

That night, when the Blood Moon Hen would cluck
beneath the celestial spectacle above her, the witch would
join her, dancing and chanting for an auspicious month
ahead. For the first time in her life, the world made sense.



calling me back through decades, through chickens,

| kee p t ryi N 9 t O Wr i te Q through soil. Now they speak in that other tongue, and I
oem Q b ou ‘t gole) St ers translate every rotting word. They tell me about bones

beneath the garden. About the previous owner who fed

ut write the chickens them so well.
miSSing feOtherS On When they ask me to bring them fresh water, I obey.

When they request scattered corn in a specific pattern, I

M y fO m i ly’ S fO m comply. Small rituals, they explain. Practice for a larger
. philosophy.
instead.

Tomorrow, they say, I will join their seminar.

O livia Mettler I should call someone. Police. Animal control. Anyone.
But grandmother's voice whispers "Viens," and my hands
find the shovel.

The earth is soft and rich. Black soil clings under my

Death’s a shining sun but roosters only see fingernails as I dig where they directed.

Pearly white skull hung from a farmer’s apple tree The bones are exactly where they promised —small,

Animal blood fills memories the children keep of home delicate finger bones that crumble at my touch, releasing

Like unwatched chickens eating egg and bone the smell of old roses and decay. The chickens gather at the
_ fence, watching as I clear more earth. My back aches.

Runt roosters face death to sunburst into men Blisters form on my palms. But the shovel feels right; it

Seek backpay in the bodies of plump hens feels destined.

"Tres bien," says the russet hen, switching back to
French. "Philosophy is best learned through practice."

The dead have been so patient, speaking through
chickens, waiting for someone to finally hear their lessons
about becoming one with the Earth.

They're teaching me that existence doesn't precede
essence.

Decomposition does.



Viens Ici
Raymond Brunell

The chickens next door spoke perfect French. Not tourist
French —university French, debating Sartre while pecking
beetles.

"L'existence précede I'essence," proclaimed the russet
hen. "But what of our essence, confined to this pen?"

I pressed my ear to the window. Their philosophical
discourse was the only conversation worth having. More
profound than colleagues, neighbors, and my ex-husband.
I took notes, filling margins with their insights about
mortality.

But chickens notice watchers.

Mid-sentence, the russet hen's black eye fixed on my
window. The others fell silent. Then they began speaking
something else —not French, not human. Syllables that
crawled into my ears like whispers from open graves.

I slammed the window shut, but the sounds continued
inside my skull.

I recognized it. The same whispers from childhood —
always in that dead language saying "Viens ici, ma petite."
Come here, little one. The French lessons my grandmother
insisted on before she died. Before the whispers started.

The chickens weren't philosophers debating existence.

They were the dead, and found someone who could
hear them.

The French was conditioning — grandmother's voice
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Allce in Bruges
Rachel Turney

Digital Photogrophy



Faorm to Table
imarkanx

This

iron knife,

wooden handled,

from my father’s estate,
stained by sweat,

old chicken blood,
imbued with his memory.

In the farm shed,

we butchered,
reverent silence,
wearing boots of black.
Plucking

ripe odor

of wet feathers,
assorted viscera,
staining the dawn.

Thirty birds,

headless, heartless,
heading to market:
rinsed, wrapped, chilled.

Weighed and priced — Not-so-secret Ingredient

giblets extra.

After market, B.C. Byron

we’d stop at Marta’s,
eggs over easy,

Digital
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Not-so-secret Ingredient
B.C. Byron

The Chicken Shack,

The Chicken Shack,

Favorite place for afternoon snack.
Healthy bird food from the griddle,
Crispy outside,

Chewy middle.

Bless my feathers,

This is good!

I always eat more than I should.
Stuff my beak with both my wings.
What's inside these glorious things?

The recipe is all I wish,

The ingredient in this lovely dish,
The secret to my happy gut...

It's um... (gulp)

Fried WHAT?!
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coffee black as our boots,
clink of cracked plates,
sizzle of iron grill.

Hatching our plans,
to start again.

Author’'s Note

This poem is shaped from memories of growing up on a
farm, sparked by an iron knife from my father’s estate. The
blade, stained with memory, is a symbol of what gets
passed down, quietly and without fanfare.



A Case of Fowl Play

Simon Kaeppeli

Herbert groaned and wrapped his faded purple bathrobe
around his slumped shoulders. On the way out, he
grabbed a shabby fedora - unmistakable lawyer attire,
although long out of fashion.

When he’d agreed to do pro bono work for the
Sorcerers of Law Association, he imagined defending the
weak, reforming the system, and maybe, just maybe,
getting an honorable mention in the quarterly newsletter.

Instead, he spent evenings in seedy bars, bombarded
by wild tales and literal curses. He still had a large, cursed
wart on his forehead that occasionally complained about
the weather.

With a grunt, Herbert sat down in the grimy highway
diner. He attempted to order a baked potato with gluten-
free bread, but one look from the waiter made him settle
for hash browns and toast.

After half an hour, his client finally strutted in. She
hopped into the booth, dusted off her beak, and
immediately launched into a rant - peppered heavily with
words like “discrimination’, ‘conspiracy’, and ‘flight-
incapacitated’.

Herbert nodded while flipping through the court
papers.

“So,” he began, “you’ve been convicted of misuse of
treasure spells, broom-speeding, and public potion abuse.

Your sentence to spend a year as a chicken was recently
extended by two months.”

He glanced at the chicken across the table.

But Josiane dreamed of violence.

On Sundays she vanished into the bushes, training
with stolen roosters, watched by stray chickens scavenging
roadside crumbs.

One night, after the men had returned home to their
wives’ stews, Robert lingered. On his porch, rolling a
cigarette, he muttered about Christmas oranges, fortunes
won on dead roosters, and the sea entering his eyes. By
dawn, he was gone, stiff as stale bread.

After a modest mourning, the fights resumed. A
portrait of Robert hung over the ring. Josiane hesitated,
then one Sunday stepped forward. Eyes turned. No one
was ready for the beautiful chick triumphing over
bleeding carcasses, neck veins twitching like worms. That
day she won twenty-six matches in a row. Josie-the-
Menace was born.

But she was never seen again. Albert, bitter, changed
his recipe. Chewing her breast, gnawing her thighs, he
realized tamarind milk gave a far sweeter flavor than
whiskey ever had.
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Josie-the-Menace
Loréna Bur

Every day on their way to school, the children passed the
statue without a glance. It honored Josiane, though the
elders still called her Josie-the-Menace.

Born with the cry of a storm and fed cow’s milk with
tamarind from her first night, Josiane grew strong and
striking — plump thighs, a heart-shaped chest, a gaze that
pierced. She spent her life near the neighborhood
cockfighting ring, watching men argue under the
stinkwood trees. While they smoked and drank lemonade,
she lay by the geraniums, silent, observing the birds, the
bets, the strategies.

Each old man had his method. Jacques raised free-
range roosters on worms and fruit husks. Emile doped his
with marijuana. Albert offered whiskey and honey - so
that once they were dead, they would taste delicious - and
Roland fed his eggs, creating crazed “cannibals.”

Robert, the ring’s owner at Beeuf Mort, had found
Josiane abandoned and raised her with the same magic
milk he gave his roosters to make them strong. As she
grew, she continued drinking it, though she doubted its
powers.

Over the years, she mastered the art of combat: timing,
precision, weakness. The men greeted her, uneasy under
her gaze, especially Albert, who looked at her strangely.
Robert refused to let her fight —it was a male activity.
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“And now you’ve been arrested again. Jaywalking.
Considering the location of this diner, I can’t help but
assume you have done it yet again on your way here.”

He folded his hands. “Ms Porter, why did you cross
the road?”

She didn’t flinch. “Because the Department of Magical
Transportation still won’t reissue my broom license. And
the sidewalk was hexed.”

Herbert raised an eyebrow. “So, your defense is
bureaucratic incompetence and poor urban planning?”

She nodded solemnly. “Exactly.”

He sighed. “Fantastic. We'll plead entrapment by
infrastructure.”

The wart chuckled.

He stood, adjusting his robe. “Let the record show: she
crossed the road because every other option was cursed,
revoked, or on fire.”

Ms Porter clucked proudly. “That’s the most accurate
legal summary I've ever heard.”

Herbert shook his head. “I should’ve gone into
necromancy. At least the clients stay put.”



Spooky Party -
Chickens Only!

ghostlymatte

Digital Art
10

What Have You Done

Blake Foster-Wagamon

So much depends on the cockfight in the prehistoric yard,
on the chicken that grows teeth faster than I can file them
down. I find myself in its poppyseed pupils that catch
more colors than I do and see a terrible lizard waiting for
me. This chicken laid great, green, cretaceous eggs some
eons ago only to discover that they had all been eaten by
something very large with very sharp teeth. This and
more, I recognize as the bird sits across from me at the
breakfast table, its saber tooth smile puncturing its beak. It
sniffs sweetly, puggish. “What have you done to deserve
color, teeth or eyes?” The bird gives no answer, only eggs,
which I boil, salt, and swallow.
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