
My chickens aren’t
laying. And they 
should be. That’s what 
they do. They lay. It’s
their ‘raison d’etre’ – 
(a French expression 
for “I produce eggs in 
order to avoid soup 
production).

When I brought them
home as day-old 
chicks in early April, I 
dutifully counted the 
weeks until they were 
supposed to start 
‘producing’ – (an 
English word for 
“Okay, already! Just 
keep away with that 
axe!”). And, yet, here 
we are more than 20 
weeks after that arrival
and my Leghorns, 
Plymouth Barred 
Rocks and Columbian 
Rocks seem to have as 
much will and interest 
in delivering eggs as 
they do in picking up 
my morning paper at 

the end of my driveway 
and delivering it to my 
front door.

KNOCK KNOCK
ME: Hello! What can I 
do for you?
HEN: I brought you 
your paper.
ME: Well, that’s very 
kind. But it’s only 5 am
…I’m usually still in 
bed at this time.
HEN: Sorry. But the 
rooster wouldn’t shut 
up.
ME: And, frankly, what 
I’d REALLY appreciate
more than my 
newspaper is an egg. 
HEN: Oh, well then 
you’’ll want to flip to 
page 12. They’re on 
sale at the Country 
Market today.

Perhaps, I should 
have kept one of my 
veteran layers in the 
pen, instead of, uh, 
sending her off to the 
make-over spa. Her 
experience in matters of
egg-laying may have 
guided the other new 
conscripts into 
understanding what 
their ultimate roles 
were. As it is now, I 
can’t help but wonder if
these rookie fowl are 
bewildered by the 
roosts that adorn what 
they clearly see as their 
apartment.

Hen 1: Gee, I really
like these new digs. 
Comfy, warm, all the 
fresh water we can 
drink.
Hen 2:  Yeah it’s great.
But what are those 
boxes against the wall 
for?
Hen 3: And why is 
there straw in them?
Hen 1: Maybe they’re
supposed to be our 
overnight bunks.
Hen 2: Maybe. But I 
much prefer sleeping 
ON TOP of them. I just
wish I’d stop sliding 
off in the middle of the 
night.
Hen 1: Yeah, why 
DOES the roof on it 
have to be slanted?
Hen 3: And I was 
really hoping to put a 
flat screen TV where
they are.

It would, of course, 
make much more 
economic sense for me
to simply run down the
road and buy eggs 
from a neighbour 
whose hens clearly did
a better job of learning 
their employment 
duties during 
orientation week. 
Indeed, once I’ve 
figured in the cost of 
feed, housing, straw 
chores – and a 
seemingly inordinate 

amount of patience – 
it’s tough to make a 
case for the viability of
a dozen hens that are 
hesitant to offer up 
eggs – even those 
initial ones that are 
about the size of a 
table hockey puck.

I have, I’m loathe to 
admit, even considered
veiled threats against 
my non-laying hens. 
Likely, though, they 
wouldn’t see my eating
a chicken sandwich in 
front of them as any 
kind of impending 
doom.

They’d probably just
go back to watching 
their giant flat screen 
TV, believing that’s
their REAL ‘raison 
d’etre.’


