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Editor's Note
Rook

Earlier this month I had the opportunity to represent
COOP (and the other, similar publication I am also an
editor for, Croak) at a local literary festival. There I spread
the excellent news that yes, there is in fact a lit mag for
chickens, and I gave away some prints with art we’ve
published on the front and poems we’ve published on the
back. I also participated in a round-table discussion with
other local journals and presses where we all gave our
perspective on what goes into running a magazine or a
press. It was very exciting stuff!

But I remember one interaction well: Someone came up
to our table and, after I had given my little spiel about
what we're doing here, said, “Oh, I mostly just write about
people.” And I so wish this issue had been finalized by
then so I could show it to them, because it feels like this
issue is characterized by its focus on humans rather than
chickens. Sure, each piece at least mentions chickens, but
what are most of them really about? People!

Animals can tell us so much about ourselves and how
we relate with others. I love how many stories we have in
this issue that center around families and how they can be
loving and hateful, soft and hard, amazing and amazingly
difficult. Chickens often serve as a locus for memory
focused on domestic experiences. They are a catalyst for
very human-centered narratives.

We hope this issue will inspire you to try writing your
own chicken memory narrative or poem and see what
truths it may reveal. Thank you as always to all our
contributors. Your wonderful creativity means the world.
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Editor's Note
alliyah

When you are an editor of a zine dedicated to chickens
you really start seeing chickens everywhere you go. As a
self-avowed fan of chickens it makes me happy to see
them! But more than this, seeing chickens everywhere has
started to remind me to pause and look for the poetry,
story, and beauty in those everyday places too.

Some literature and art asks us to imagine a reality far
beyond our daily lives, and some literature and art simply
asks us to dig a little deeper into the emotion and beauty
of what we are already living through. This zine touches
on ordinary everyday life moments of family life,
relationships, our daily tasks, burdens, heartaches, and
dreams. Each piece invites the reader to reflect on the
depth of these ordinary moments .

I hope this issue helps you pause and take the
opportunity to reflect on where the chickens are around
you! Where is there poetry in an ordinary interaction?
Which conversation invites questions for more of the
story? What field, table, farm, or hair-salon is waiting to
become art?

Thank you to this edition’s talented contributors for
giving us your take on these ordinary moments. Keep
writing and creating! Thank you to our readers for
continuing along this journey of chicken-sightings along
with us!

#14
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Olivia Mettler is a poet from Minnesota. She spends her
time pretending she can talk to birds and wandering the
cemeteries of Atlanta.

Paul Hostovsky's poems appear and disappear
simultaneously (ta-da!) and have recently been sighted in
places where they pay you for your trouble with your own
trouble doubled, and other people's troubles thrown in,
which never seem to him as great as his troubles, though
he tries not to compare. He has no life and spends it with
his poems, trying to perfect their perfect disappearances.

Rebecca Stansfield writes: “I was born in West Yorkshire
but live abroad now. Throughout my childhood and
adolescence we always had chickens which inspired me to
reflect on their social behaviours and individual
personalities.”

Siobhan Mulligan is a writer and artist from Atlanta,
Georgia. While she mostly writes about history, fantasy,
and hope, this chicken comic came to her in a vision for
Make a Terrible Comic Day. You can find her newsletter at
buttondown.com/siobhanmull and her Instagram
@siobhanmullwrites.

Sorren Briarwood is a lover of storytelling in all its forms,
and hopes to write in as many mediums as he can before
he is a skeleton (or for longer, provided he can find a way
to hold a pen without muscles.) Find his work at
sorrenbriarwood.com.

Taiwo Hassan is a writer of Yoruba descent, a poet, and a
vocalist. His works have also appeared in Uncanny
Magazine, trampset, The Shore, ANMLY, and several other
places. His first book, Birds Don't Fly For Pleasure, was
published by River Glass Books.
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Contributors

Anisha Mascarenhas writes for fun. She tends to
overthink tiny details and exaggerate their meaning in life.
Other than that quirk, she’s mostly normal — whatever
that means.

Daisy Noelle is a writer/artist from Washington. She has
always had a thing for birds, from her flamingo 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.

Maya-Gawonii Shabazz-Saleh is a Black, Indigenous, and
Egyptian writer whose stories live where love, grief, and
imagination meet. She lives on Ohlone land, known as
Oak%and, California, where she tends to her writing, her
C?mmunity, and the small everyday magics that keep love
alive.

Milli Vedder is a photographer and chicken tender in
Washington, USA. She has over 40 chickens, each has a
name and they come when called in hopes she has tasty
grubs or scratch for them.

Michael Eyre (he/him) writes poetry. A BREW Poetry
Award Honoree, he has been published in numerous
literary magazines and highly commended in poetry
competitions. Based in the UK, he is a graduate of
Liverpool University and the University of Central
Lancashire.

M] Huntsgood is a speculative horror author who enjoys
exploring the use of perspective and deep POV in her
work to find the nightmare not just in a situation, but
within ourselves. She lives in Washington DC with her
ever dwindling number of underwatered plants, 2 cats,
and trophy husband. Find her on Instagram
@mjhuntsgood
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thank you for terrorizing these annoying cockroaches,
and showing lizards that even a predator can be a prey.
thank you for standing under my roof

on days the sky decides to conceive,

for shivering,

crowing,

living, despite.
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to the chicken at the My Father Doesn't
back of my kitchen Know | Wasn't a Bird
Taiwo Hassan When | Was Born

Olivia Mettler

thank you,

for showing up every day,

for being a constant reminder

that my mother’s voice is never too far

to guide me back home,

for picking every grain of rice and dissecting

every bone left unpicked from my kitchen sink,

for diluting all the earnest pleas this big purple room

can’t thin out anymore with your crows.

thank you for standing by my gate

at exactly 7.30 in the morning,

for being a perfect representation of punctuality

when almost every good thing in my life

seems to be blooming late

for flapping your wings so hard before releasing

the entropy in your lungs,

thank you for fluttering over the fence on days

the gate becomes an extended wall,

for showing me that flight is another synonym for fight

for taking the stone pelts, the hot rice water,

the occasional yells,

for the lesson that shame is a universal language

thank you for the dissected heaps of nylon sheets,

plastic bottles, rotting pictures, broken bottles,

for standing tall on them and carrying hope on your
golden beak.

thank you for tearing down these tall dry corn plants

and making me witness the

places your feet can reach when hunger glints in your eyes
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My sisters and
I are chickens waiting for
grain at our father’s manure licked
feet. Starving —afraid to live life clamped
in labor’s jaw. My lips turn beak when I speak
like my father; unsure of what’s made to be shared.
He forgets his children when mouths don’t break open
for food. He’s 53 now or has turned back to a boy who
shoots barn swallows. He told me he ate an ostrich; sick
and large and one of three. I was too young or unborn
to watch my father grip every feather to get to healthy
bones; to remember how resourceful he can make
death be. I skin myself featherless like a sick
ostrich when he visits to prove I
haven't stopped living
off birds.



hatchling writes to
mother hen

Sorren Briarwood

a story we still tell:

you, pregnant, craving, sent my father to Nando’s with
clear instructions: bring back a whole chicken.

he, suspecting hyperbole, familiar with how you pecked at
your food (“you eat like a bird,” people would later say
the same thing about me) came back with half a chicken.

to share.
you (understandably) furious.

you sent him back for the other half.
a song you sang to me to make me laugh:

chick-chick-chick-chick-chicken
lay a little egg for me
chick-chick-chick-chick-chicken
I want one for my tea...

an old wives’ tale:

only set the roundest eggs.
the squarer ones will hatch as roosters.

violence ran its course and changed form. What had been a
threat broke down into calories. The house filled with oil
and salt and heat. The day collapsed inward, becoming
dinner.

My grandmother told the story like it were the most
reasonable sequence of events imaginable. Attack.
Response. Supper. The only part she lingered on was the
speed of it —how fast something could move from
dangerous to handled, from screaming to chewing.

When she told it to me decades later, she laughed a
little. “We didn’t waste food,” she said.

I think about that rooster when people talk about farm
life like it’s gentle. About how quickly meaning rearranges
itself when you don’t hesitate. How fear doesn’t get the
final say —only the first.

Some threats don’t get remembered.

They get consumed.
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Good Meat
Maya-Gawonii Shabazz-Saleh

My grandmother was four when a rooster lunged at her
face.

She lived on a farm in Kansas in 1947, small enough
that some animals stood taller than her, loud enough that
very little startled anyone —except the way the rooster
chose her. Wings first. A violent bloom of feathers and air,
the dry click of a beak snapping where her eyes had been.
The sound stayed longer than the fear. She screamed
because there was nowhere else for that much terror to go
in a body that small.

Her mother came outside immediately. No questions.
No shouting. She caught the rooster by the legs and broke
its neck with a short, practiced turn, the way you might
wring a soaked rag over a bucket. The body slackened at
once. My great-grandfather removed the head cleanly.
Blood darkened the dirt and vanished. The yard returned
to itself.

A threat, alchemized into dinner.

My grandmother helped clean it. The body was still
warm, heat lingering where motion used to be. Feathers
came away in clumps, tugging back before releasing, static
snapping against her skin. They clung to her fingers.
Beneath them, the flesh was pale and puckered, faintly
damp. It wasn't frightening. It was just there. This was
what came next. Nobody explained it.

Nobody asked where the fear had gone.

By evening, the rooster had been reduced to parts. The
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a list of questions I cannot ask you now:

* who sang you that song? (certainly not your mother,
who barely spoke english.)

* surely you didn’t hear it in tanzania?
* what is chicken in swahili?
* what about in gujarati?

* why did you call me chicken? (your parents wouldn’t
have called you that either.)

another story I still tell:

I kicked so much, little talons digging into your eggshell
insides, that you were sure I would be a boy.

how you cried and cried when the doctors told you you
were wrong. not because there was anything wrong with a
girl, you said, but because you felt like you’d lost your son.

a story I try not to tell:

how you cried and cried when I told you you were right.



Can't Chicken Out
MJ Huntsgood

I meet my stepmother's chickens while my father is in the
ICU. They're fluffy and small and smell like the inside of a
sewage system but she puts one in my hands and I smile
for her Facebook photo because that's what you do when a
loved one is dying. You pose.

“ Are you going back to the hospital tonight?” she asks
me.

Inod. “You can just stay in our hotel room if the house
is too much.”

She thanks me and I head down the dirt Tennessee
road towards the only hospital in five hundred miles. Had
the ambulance been faster, my mother might have died
here ten years earlier.

“I'm pretty sure the chickens are the reason he's been
shooting feral dogs out there,” I tell my husband when I
scoot in next to him. “Putting them down. To protect the
chickens.”

“Yikes.”
“He did what he had to do,” I say.
“That's brutal,” he tells me.

We watch my father's heart monitor go up and down.
It’s late and my husband has been watching movies. My
father didn't want to die alone, so I've been tasked with the
overnight shift in case he takes a turn for the worst.
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Squawk
Paul Hostovsky

I don’t think

you should put all your eggs
in one basket, is all

I'm saying, I said.

Easy for you to say,

you said, now that

you rule the roost

and your eggs are all golden.

Detecting more

than a little resentment
on your part, [ reread
the chicken scratch

of the proposal

on the table. I'm not one

to walk on eggshells: Listen,
I said, you're no spring

chicken is all I'm saying.
You gave me such a
reptilian look then,

it gave me goosebumps.

Well aren’t we the mother

hen all high and mighty at the top

of the pecking order? you squawked,
glared, knocked over your chair,

and flew the coop.
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“What does he do with the dogs, after they're dead?”
my husband asks.

I don't know what to say. My father is— or rather, was,
since I know he's not really in the bed we're watching
anymore — brutal, but he's too efficient to have just left
dead bodies somewhere.

“Buried them, I'm sure,” I say. “Away from the
chickens, to deter predators.”

“Twisted.” My husband cues another movie. “Like a
dog-I-killed cemetery.”

“Put down.” I suppose I don't owe my father the
distinction, but it feels wrong, being this kind of tongue in
cheek while he's there, tubes strapped to his every orifice. I
suppose he's beyond really giving him pride. But, well,
there it is.

My husband takes my hand. “What are you going to
do?”

I don't know, not really. But there's only one thing to
do, I guess.

“T'll do what I have to do.”



The Hen

Rebecca Stansfield

They might live in the house with her, those four-
legged hairballs, but I am her favourite. My dinosaur
claws try to scale the carpeted stairs, before my entrance is
impeded, that damn dog always comes out of nowhere
with his dopey face. She’s happier with me, in the garden,
pottering about, looking for eggs, and if it were up to her
I'd be inside by now.

The cat teases me with her long tail, flicking it at my
beak from the log-store roof, just out of reach. She goes in
and out of the house with her feline derision, taunting me
from the upper steps which I have never reached.

It used to be me and the duck, but he died. I apologise
if that seems blunt, we poultry tend towards a quiet
stoicism regarding these matters. In those days it was the
three of us, ambling from the bushes, to the pond and back
to the coop. She adored us, still adores me, what a
wonderful woman.

It's a hot summer day and the men want to leave the
door open. They fashion a barrier that is supposed to fool
me, a curtain over a pole, so that idiot dog can come and
go as he pleases. The cat leapt over the whole thing,
seeming almost bemused at the idea that she could be in
any way detained.

Not long after, I discover the flimsiness of their attempt
and make my first break for the stairs. I am intercepted by
my woman and she gently reminds me that we are both

Hen Party
Michaoel Eyre

We're on a binge,
brace for the cringe-
it's the On-it-till-we-vomit-hen-do.

We'll drink till it hurts
in pink T-shirts
that scream ON-IT-TILL-WE-VOMIT-HEN-DO.

Kiss-me-quick hats,
covered in tatts-
hail the On-it-till-we-vomit-hen-do.

We'll twerk our buns,
lock up your sons-
from the On-it-till-we-vomit-hen-do.

Trout pout injection,
bronzed to perfection-
at the On-it-till-we-vomit-hen-do.

Shot after shot,

pre-tying the knot-
it’s the On-it-till-we-vomit-hen-do.
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Cheryl Gets Her
Lashes Done

10

Daisy Noelle

Acrylic on Canvas

going outside. Therefore I am placated, temporarily. She
also has some seedy breadcrusts which are the perfect
amount of peckable stale, apparently the young man
works in a bread factory. He goes up in my estimations for
this.

All further attempts are also foiled, although I do have
a new personal best: five steps! Later that night, as she
shuts me into my coop, I fluff my feathers up around
myself and look around my empty home. A chicken
shouldn’t be alone, I cluck softly.



If It Laughs, Peck Its
Toes

Anisha Mascarenhas

I've lived long enough to see many humans come and go.
They build their fences, wave their sticks, and believe
they’re in charge. But we hens remember.

My great-grandmother used to say, “If it runs toward
you waving a stick, run faster. If it laughs, peck its toes.” It
sounded silly when I was young, but I learned the truth of
it one summer evening.

I knew the boy would come again. He always did —
loud, clumsy, and overconfident. The first few times, we’d
let it go. A bit of exercise never hurt anyone, and it was
funny watching him trip over his own feet. But that
evening, I'd had enough.

He came charging through the yard, flapping his arms
like a half-grown rooster, eyes fixed on us as if we were
prizes to be caught. The others scattered, squawking and
flustering as usual. I stayed still and glared.

He didn’t take the hint.

So, I turned. I squared my wings, puffed up my chest,
and gave my fiercest war cry, a squawk so sharp it startled
the old man on the porch. And then I ran. Straight for the
boy.

He screamed. Oh, he screeched. I chased him halfway
across the yard until he realized who really ruled this
place. The old man nodded from his chair, the kind of nod
that says, “She warned you.”

After that, the boy didn’t come around much. When he

did, he kept his distance, pretending to toss us feed like he
was being generous. I could still see the flicker of fear in
his eyes.

Sometimes, at sunset, I'd catch him watching from the
fence. Maybe he was plotting revenge. Maybe he just
remembered.

They say humans are at the top of the food chain. But
I've seen enough to know better.

Out here, it's simple: every few years, another foolish
child tries to chase a chicken. And every few years, one of
us teaches them why that’s a mistake.



