
Hen House 
 
We all know about man flu, 
It’s been here since Adam, 
And we make a fuss, 
But its all right really. 
 
What about bird flu? 
I’ve got a friend who lives in a hen house, 
That’s what she tells me. 
 
Where she goes to escape 
From being a cook and a cleaner 
From remembering for everyone else 
 
To be a bird and not a mum 
To write about our world 
And sometimes just to be 
 
Will she catch bird flu? 
Is it a punishment? 
For trying to be a bird in a world of men? 
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