Memory – Picking Eggs
Sore hands, pecked by laying hens, pecked, pecked, pecked
Moody faces, waiting for the gleam, like a slapped bum
Red and blushing for her first egg, I put my hand under
Hot and sticky, I thought it was an egg, but she’d pooped on me

Waiting for the enjoyment of the push of life to come
Rocky Cocky, the rooster, waiting for the call, he’d done his job
Ready for the ambush, love of living, poor chicken, what a day she’d had
Thought she’d done well, with the first virgin days over

She laid the egg and started to sing the hysterical chicken’s call, proud of herself
Telling tales of what she’d done, something came out that was bigger than before
I’m racing to the chicken’s song; father wants an egg for his breakfast from that call
The carrion magpie got there first, took the egg, waving good bye with a magpie’s laughing cackle 
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