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Let Chickens Be Pink
Ariel Langen

Let there be pink chickens
May chicks come pecking and pushing from their shells
Down feathers pasted deep magenta to their skin from the 

egg-goo
Let red-rooster father and white-hen mother groom
Squealing newborn birds into fluffy, rosy dandelion fuzzes

Let there be pink chickens
Not only dyed pink by dragon fruit and pomegranate juice
But may their feathers simply grow freckled and dappled
In blushing tapestries of coral, bubblegum, watermelon
They will be Nature’s finest designs

When chickens become pink, because they surely will,
Let no hunter look upon those colors with hungry eyes
May every coyote, every snake, see cotton-candy feathers
And stay a moment for the pink glimmering quiet in the 

sunlight
Maybe they will take a stray plume, laying on the ground
And turn round, their hunger no longer an objective

To whoever made chickens, back when chickens were 
made,

If you are reading this message, please hear me now,
Let chickens be pink in all their flapping, squawking glory
Let the white-hen mother incubate a cherry colored egg
So pink chickens may run free and wild forever and 

evermore
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The Chickens at the 
Pink House

E.N. Estrada

Beloved,

I hope you are well. 

Cluck cluck. Scritch. Scratch. Cluck cluck.

The sounds of chickens are everywhere, here. I 
sometimes watch them running about from my window, 
but they pay me no mind. The room I inhabit is on the top 
floor, and affords me a lovely image of the fields, of the 
cemetery, but the birds rarely meander into my view. I do 
not interest them the way food does, which I understand. 
To truly indulge, I must leave my room and round the 
corner of the Pink House before resting upon a bench. I am 
sorry to say this winds me. No improvement there. Still, 
their subtle perseverance in the small garden brings me 
comfort. Hope, even? 

They are not many, only six. Hens, a mix of golden 
brown, white, and speckled. My hostess–you would like 
her–has named them the following: 

Cluck

Jane

Rose

Goldie

Augustus

Meadow
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I hope no foxes take interest in them this season–I 
believe that would devastate me. Beautiful things should 
never be destroyed in such a fashion. I also have my dear 
host’s word that these hens will not be eaten, which has 
greatly calmed my nerves.

I am sure you wonder about my recovery–I find it 
difficult to smile, of late. You would not believe how rarely 
my laugh is coaxed to the surface. There are mirrors here 
where I try to practice, but the smile trembles in the 
corners. I do not know if that is because I have become 
weaker, or if the burden simply weighs heaviest upon my 
lips. I grin when the chickens scurry about, though. Small, 
yet so fierce. 

On a happier note, the Pink House has welcomed me, 
as we knew they would. My hostess is a kind soul, with 
the sharpest humor and wittiest retorts to my…rather 
reserved verbiage. We drink tea and discuss the chickens, 
the weather, politics, the chickens again. She has begun to 
feel like a sister. The chickens are our shared heart. 

I realize, now, that this may have served more as a love 
letter to the monotonous beauty the Pink House chickens 
have provided to my retreat from polite society, but alas. I 
hope you see my love for you in my love for creatures. 
Although my body remains unwell, I am in good spirits. 
When you join me, I will introduce you to Rose (my 
favorite). 

Yours,

Polly



Therapy Chicken
Marc Darnell

I expected a little puppy
or a fresh kitten, but… no.
My therapist arrived at my
door, with a farmer. She's 
a good girl, and she don't 
lay eggs no mo.  He held
it like a baby. She'll follow 
you like a duckling.  I said 
nothing.  What can you say?
When they left I researched
what she eats.  Papa Google
said they eat anything. I put 
Cheerios in my dead dog's 
dish. She pecked away. How 
can this relieve my anxiety,
lift my depression? In the 
morning she perched on my 
bedpost, then hopped onto
my crotch. Time to get up.
I gave her a vanilla wafer,
then cornflakes.  She made
me think of my early days,
the farm in Lynch—Boyd
county Nebraska—cattle my
dad drew pictures of to keep
track of them, record their
markings.  We were too poor
for a camera.  We five kids
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played with sticks and corn
cobs, and chickens running
everywhere.  I named this
chicken Oscar Fiddlepoop,
like the family rooster.  Oscar
followed me out to the street
to check the mail; then we
walked the neighborhood, no
leash needed.  I had neglected
to take my morning Lexapro,
but I didn't care.  A Karen
asked if I had permission to
have that chicken.  I said, what
chicken?  I think Oscar was
eating gravel.  I didn't stop 
her.  Maybe it's just something
they do.  Every day Oscar
came to my bedpost, waiting 
for breakfast, and we concluded
each night eating popcorn and
watching a horror movie.  She
liked The Birds and Jurassic
Park.  I tried playing Hide and
Seek but she just ran in circles
around the coffee table.  One
morning she wasn't on my bed-
post: I arose to find her head
deep in the dish of Special K.
She was dead.  I buried her in
the backyard, started taking all
my pills again, booked a needed
appointment.  Maybe it was the
vanilla wafers, or nightmares of
her former henhouse servitude—
(lay or die!).  I had become her
therapist and silent confidant.



Emotional Support
Valerie Hunter

Emylia had Claude
since she was a toddler,
when her tiny hand fit perfectly
around his fuzzy neck.
Her older sister preferred dolls,
but Emylia had her stuffed chicken,
brown, bug-eyed, his wings
so comforting to rub and twizzle
that they developed bald patches,
his red felt comb and wattle
so enjoyable to suck on
despite Mom scolding her
for being disgusting.

Claude went everywhere with Emylia
for years—there are pictures of her
swinging with him at the park,
keeping him safe and dry at the pool,
clutching him on the first day of kindergarten,
perching him on her baby brother’s head.
But tragedy struck 
at Ryan Leoni’s sixth birthday party,
when Emylia only realized Claude was missing
after she got home, her hand
so terribly empty.

Mom claimed she did her due diligence,
calling the venue and Ryan Leoni’s mother,
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though later Emylia wondered if she actually had,
or if she was glad to finally part Emylia
from her ratty toy. Either way,
Claude was gone forever and
Emylia was wracked with guilt,
horrified by her negligence—
she’d had too much fun, forgotten
her responsibility, lost her best friend.
The last time she positively remembered
having Claude was in the ball pit,
and though it seemed impossible
that she’d have let go of him
there, and she was almost sure
he’d been beside her during the cake,
she had nightmares for months after
of Claude drowning in that pit,
a tiny chicken smothered
beneath so much happy plastic.

Years later, when she’s in college,
an anxious young adult pretending
to be well-adjusted, Emylia sees
emotional support chicken nuggets
at the local card store, a collection
of tiny oblong stuffies with ridiculous faces, 
and she laughs and buys them, 
pretending they’re Claude’s descendants, 
or maybe even Claude himself,
slaughtered by her failure
but still finding his way back to her
to lend his quiet support.



This Little Chick of 
Mine

Nyla Singleton

This little egg, oh, how I wish it were mine. This coop I've 
learned to call home is nothing short of lively. Mother hens 
stake their claim, flaunting their perfectly born chicks. The 
cluck of their excitement, the erratic flap of their wings, the 
unbearable sparkle in their beady eyes—I feel nothing 
short of resentment. As a chick, the Old Farmer went 
insane; countless amounts of money were wasted on soil, 
causing crops to die by nightfall. This, paired with the 
departure of Lady Farmer, made our neglect inevitable. I 
could not lay an egg—nay, as a hen, I found myself 
without purpose. I stood outside the coop, cracked corn 
that's usually phenomenal now bitter with self-hatred. I 
deserve an egg of my own, or so I thought. Countless days 
turned into nights, sun into moon, and yet, I was always 
left to ponder: "Why, out of all the hens, am I without 
egg?"

However, unbeknownst to me, my lifelong dream was 
no more. My once unimaginable dream was now a reality, 
flourishing right before my eyes—reachable and within 
my grasp.

An egg, left without a mother.

How could this be?

Knowing this was unmistakably my calling, I sat upon 
the egg. Suddenly, those days couldn't seem shorter. I 
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longed for the sunlight, saddened by the moon. With each 
moon to rise, I knew this egg was closer to breaking.

When the egg finally cracked, it was not despair I was 
met with, but an all-consuming relief. This chick, so tiny 
and loud, relied upon me to become Mother Hen. Without 
a doubt in my mind, I took on the responsibility. I raised 
this chick until it could walk on its own—until the cracked 
corn was no longer difficult to swallow. With my wings 
extra glossy and my cluck obnoxiously loud, I strutted into 
the coop of Mother Hens. I basked in their gawking and 
took pride in their astonishment. As I took my seat 
amongst the elder hens, all I could think to myself was:

"This little chick of mine, I'm gonna let it shine."



Like Dancers
Ashley C Knowlton

they stretch like dancers 

the ducks and chickens

stretching one side at a time

right then left or

left then right

steadily reaching their leg back with

ballerina toes pointed, 

Their wing gracefully fans out and back

allowing their feathers to greet their feet—

about the only time they appear delicate 
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Spring in Iowa
John Grey

It's spring

and its defiant colors,

from the barn roof

to the sods of earth.

Fog spills into rain.

Cattle chew the newness.

Bored horses almost

kick their door down.

Dog rounds up chickens

into someplace dry.

It's time to churn the soil, to seed.

The world rolled over into sleep.

But now it's awakening,

rubbing its eyes

until the sun breaks through.

Cooped up so long,

the family steps outside

and breathes the year ahead.
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Compliment Clouds
Raymond Brunell

Old Bess wasn’t any hen. Her speckled feathers carried the 
dust of a hundred seasons, and her comb was forever dull 
and dusty. But her eggs—well, those had changed. Last 
Tuesday, she laid one glowing like dandelion wine, and 
when it cracked, no chick appeared. Instead, a tiny, perfect 
cloud rose, no bigger than a robin’s egg.

The cloud drifted with a light movement, then released 
a soft mist with a hiss. Old Man Tiber was passing, 
cradling a plate of warm, buttery biscuits. The mist 
brushed his ears, and a delicate voice whispered, “Well 
now, that’s a remarkably good biscuit, Tiber. An excellent 
crumb.”

Tiber blinked, startled. Compliments were rare—he’d 
lived quietly, too shy to ask Mrs. Gable to the Harvest 
Festival. His heart tightened with old fears. What if she 
says no? he thought. He almost turned away, words 
caught in his throat. But the soft praise lingered, warmer 
than the morning sun. He squared his shoulders, took a 
breath, and whispered, Today, I’ll try.

Nearby, Mrs. Grindle, the shopkeeper, watched with a 
skeptical frown. “Nonsense,” she muttered. “Clouds can’t 
speak kindness.” Yet even she paused when a cloud 
brushed past her, whispering, “Your shop brightens the 
village, Mrs. Grindle.” For a moment, the frown softened.

From then on, every egg Bess laid became a cloud. One 
afternoon, Lily came to collect eggs, her small hands 
trembling. She was usually quiet, hiding her drawings. As 
Bess shifted, a feather brushed Lily’s arm, soft as a sigh. A 
cloud floated toward her, wrapping her in cool mist.
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“You’re a bright spark, Lily. Don’t ever dim your 
shine,” it whispered.

Lily’s breath caught. Doubt lingered—could she 
believe it? But something in the mist settled her nerves. 
She ran inside and taped her favorite drawing, a rainbow-
maned unicorn, proudly to the fridge.

The clouds weren’t random; they found the quietest 
corners where kindness was needed—a weary farmer, 
grumbling postman, a lonely scarecrow.

As the sun sank low, Bess laid one last egg. The cloud 
it hatched drifted outward, carrying a shimmering drop 
that landed on a drooping sunflower. The mist whispered, 
“You are still beautiful, even when you bend.”

The sunflower lifted its head, catching the fading gold.
And as twilight wrapped the farm in quiet, the 

whispers promised this was only the beginning.



Mother
Pemily

Maybe I’m just romanticising
The motherhood of it all
But wouldn’t it be just a dream 
To be nestled by her, to be held
To hear her purring in pure joy
While I curl up for the fall

She is broody almost all the time
It’s her purpose and greatest gift 
The gift of loving each in her nest
And not leaving one to neglect

The trills she makes while sleeping
Also a white noise to my dreams
I’ll awaken with my hard shelled clan
To the low rumble of her good morning
While the sun shimmers in
Setting her blazing crown alight 

It’s time to go about her day 
Though keeping eyes on us is a must 
Preen
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Polish 
nourish and nestle
Over and over again

One day the warmth of her love 
and bright red feathers
Will start a little tremble
Then there will be a crack 
And a breaking of the silence
A chirp and then another
‘Til we’re all up and at ‘em 



Murgi’s hymn for the 
weekend

Ruchi Acharya

Courage isn’t in counting chicks
before their fragile shells collapse—
it’s in feeding them hope
when they’re trembling in your hands.
Have you asked yourself this in a while?

Hope is a mother hen;
even in storms she spreads her wings,
a shelter stitched of feathers.
Will you do the same for me?

In fear, the bravest scatter,
like startled chickens at the clap of night.
So let us scatter fear
to its own dark corners,
where it can shiver alone.

Chickens teach us patience—
peck by peck, a belly fills.
(And yes, I confess,
I’m still a meat-eater from Delhi.)
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Kindness is a fragile egg,
but inside, a future stirs.

Even the proudest rooster
was once a trembling chick,
a soft heartbeat in the nest.

Never mock a chicken’s scratch;
it’s a script of survival in the dirt,
a testimony to persistence,
a hymn etched in the earth.



Kozhi
Angel Kolady

Yesterday, I turned vegetarian; 

I looked at the sky,

At the clouds of my past

White feathers, a beak.

What is that?

You asked me. 

I don’t know,

I said.

Your eyes up there, squinting,

Why are you lying?

Four years old, and

Already looking for answers

From things that only produce questions.

Bak, bak, bak.

So, what choice do I have anyway?
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Home Sweet Home
ghostlymatte

Digital



Cage Free
J.K. Levine

All my friends want chickens. 
They ask: have you heard about the bird flu? A 

hundred million chickens infected. They cull the sick. 
That’s why the price of eggs is so high. 

And they appeal to reason: a chicken would pay for 
itself in this economy, and if we sold the eggs, maybe we 
could turn a profit. Rent is high even here in this 
depressing place.

And ethics: did you know that “cage-free” eggs are just 
a marketing trick? There are plenty of ways to confine 
without cages. 

And emotion: we would never be so cruel. 
Our chickens would live well. Our chickens would 

prance in the grass and bask in the sun. Our chickens 
would not know coyotes’ jaws or butchers’ knives or that 
primal brain-stem shock commanding: run. 

We wouldn’t need much. 
Just a little house, somewhere not too close but not too 

far away, with a yard and a coop and a few chickens—
maybe five. We would name them after our favorite 
things: Mad Max, Mothman, Zarathustra, Power-Puff, 
Eudaimonia. We would swoon at their feathers’ 
iridescence. We’d sneak our hands beneath their bulk and 
treasure their warm eggs. We would share the eggs with 
our neighbors and our neighbors would become our 
friends and there would be no more strangers. We’d have 
omelettes for breakfast and bake birthday cakes from
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scratch. We’d plant a garden. On humid summer evenings 
meant for porches we’d sit together laughing, swatting 
mosquitoes, wiping cold can-sweat on our jeans, watching 
fireflies flicker through the life we grew and tended—

And everything would be perfect. 
If only we had chickens! 
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Editor’s Note
alliyah

COOP #13 feels decidedly like a spring issue. There’s 
new life, new loves, new journeys, new-found courage, 
newly-claimed freedoms, and new resolutions! The pieces 
in this edition reminded me of a new chick stretching out 
of its eggshell, emerging into the light, and finding its 
sturdy footing. Spring is a rich time for chickens, literature, 
and art it seems. I hope reading these pieces remind you of 
the newness and strength of a new season and the 
opportunity that exists on every new page. Let the 
hatchling be your muse and see what happens! Thank you 
contributors for trusting us with your work and thank you 
readers for supporting another edition! Happy spring! 

Editor’s Note
Rook

I love the theme of healing and wellness that has arisen 
from this collection of poetry, fiction, and art. There’s 
something soft and warm in these pieces, like the first 
warm breeze of springtime, like the soft warmth of a 
chicken.

I hope this issue warms your heart and makes you feel 
all nice and fuzzy! Thank you to our contributors, as 
always.
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