Memory – Picking Eggs (Original)
Sore hands, pecked by hens
Moody face like a slapped bum
Red and blushing for her first egg
Enjoyment of the push of life

Rooster waiting for the call
Ready for the ambush of love
Poor chicken, what a day she had
Thought she’d done well, poor chicken

She laid the egg from that call
Telling tales for what she’d done
Racing to the chicken’s song
Magpie got there first
Took the virgin egg 
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