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Cruel Summer 

David Estringel   
(@The_Booky_Man on Twitter) 

 

Silly white chickens 

strut across the green grass, 

pecking at black beetles 

‘round a fox hole. 

I yell, 

but they don’t listen. 

So, I sit back, 

sun on my face,  

bring a cold glass 

of lemonade to my lips 

and wait  

for a hard snow. 
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 I’m only wondering how you 

crossed that road 

alliyah 

3 

 

I would say you are  

a very silly goose 

alliyah 
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Chicken Rhyme 

Natasha J McKinley  
(@natasha_gruss on Twitter) 

Chicken Cluck 

Chicken Pluck 

 

Chicken Neat 

Chicken Eat 

 

Rooster Crow 

Sun or Snow 

 

Chicken Egg 

Broken Leg 

 

Gloomy Sun 

Not so Fun 

 

Chicken Bawk 

Chicken Squawk 

Ticking Clock 

 

End of Time 

End of Rhyme 
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Penny the Polish Hen 

 r.e.create.joy 

(@r.e.create.joy on Instagram) 
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Chicken Study 

E. M. Anderson 
(@elizmanderson on Twitter) 
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First flush of enthusiasm 

PHOSITA 

Chickens! 

I love my chickens. 

My chickens are cute. 

The Hens lay eggs. They all do chicken things. 

The Cock flaps his wings and crows: Cockadoodledo 

All chickens look on the ground for things to eat. 

All chickens drink water 

All chickens sleep at night. 

My chickens have lived through another day. 

The End 
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Chicken Memory 

Natasha J McKinley 
(@natasha_gruss on Twitter) 

How does my memory serve? 
Memory like a dream. 
 
Besotted with animals,  
Never to kill them. 
Never to watch them die. 
 
At my Aunt and Uncle’s House 
They chop off the heads of chickens 
so we can eat the bodies for dinner. 
 
I watch fascinated as they cluck, 
without their heads. 
Haven seen them chopped off 
on the cutting block. 
 
A squeamish child, 
A child full of kindness 
This memory, dream like, makes no sense. 
 
Morbid things are fascinating, 
but only in a world of fiction, 
Never Reality. 
 
And always a kind hand to animals. 
Life is full of contradictions. 
 
Memories and Dreams must be relatives. 
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alarmed 

Robin Rich 

 

little dinosaur little dinosaur 

how your black pearl eyes will find me 

little dinosaur little dinosaur 

from your morning call neighbours sleepy 

 

flock to my door 

they 

flock to my door 

 

but I'm with you in the chicken run 

"chicken, run" shouts number ten 
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a portrait of a rooster 

in the shadows 

Siran Terzioglu 

(@sweetbathmat on Twitter)  

˘ 
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Almanac 

Grace Evans 
(@graceevanspoet on Twitter,  

@graceevanspoetry on Instagram) 

Scrape your fantasies into dust, 

Hoping 

They linger until morning, 

 

When, 

Under the dazed cock- 

Crow sun, you spread 

Flight-less wings, 

 

Each day 

An almanac routine, 

Tide-sets 

And moon-rises. 
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Editor’s note 

alliyah 

 Hello fellow artists, poets, readers, and chickens! A 
warm welcome to the third edition of COOP. After a year 
of gathering in chickens, I can hardly believe that COOP 
has been going strong for a whole year now and I remain 
just as amazed by the contributions to our zine. What 
started as just a hatchling of an idea has really grown up 
into an exciting piece of work to be a part of. I also 
continue to see such creativity springing forth from our 
central theme of chickens - from the joyful and humorous, 
to the brooding and philosophical and everywhere in-
between. 
 As you settle in to read through this edition you'll 
find not only a diversity of subjects within our poultry 
theme, but also a diversity of writers - from different ages, 
different countries, different experiences. And here we've 
all come together to build one creative endeavor. To me, 
that is one of the most exciting things about poetry and art 
is its ability to somehow connect people into a shared 
common artistic experience, in being able to read a poem 
someone has shared or view an art piece they've created. 
I'm so pleased that we've been able to continue to offer 
COOP as a platform for sharing those different artistic 
expressions. 
 Thank you to all our contributors to this latest 
edition for sharing your voice and vision regarding the 
many different facets of the noble chicken. We certainly 
haven't exhausted this theme yet, so I'd invite everyone to 
keep sharing your voice and vision, keep experimenting, 
and definitely keep sharing! You have something the world 
just might need!  
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Editor’s note 

Rook 

 There’s a somewhat famous quote by E.B. White 
about poetry and chickens that he wrote in a letter to his 
friend James Thurber in 1938. This was at a time in his life 
when he was getting paid to write articles, but years before 
he’d publish the children’s books or style guide he’s most 
famous for today. 
 In the letter, he had described how his chickens 
were shaking their heads a lot because of some unknown 
malady. He wrote, “Sometimes I stand there and get 
thinking that they are shaking their heads over me. ‘Poor 
old White,’ they say, shaking their heads.”  
 Later, he writes, “My  book of poems has brought 
me a handful of letters … But it is apparent from reviews 
and sales that I will have to write something a whole lot 
better than that if I am to continue in this game.” Then 
comes the quote: “I don’t know which is more 
discouraging, literature or chickens.” 
 During the months between the last issue and this 
one, I’ve received quite a nice set of rejection letters from 
various journals. I began to feel the discouragement that 
plagues most, if not all, writers who send work out for 
publication. But at COOP, alliyah and I believe in a kind 
of radical acceptance. It’s part of the chicken poetry and art 
ethos to us. For every rejection letter I get, it makes me that 
much happier to send out COOP’s acceptance letters.  
 Readers and submitters, your chicken art and 
poetry is good, and it’s worthy of publishing. I hope COOP 
can change that quote, at least in your mind, into: “I don’t 
know which is more exciting, literature or chickens.” 



find more at coopzine.wordpress.com 


