6 Piece Chicken

All White Meat

 Extra Side of Mom, Dad and Me
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PART ONE: Funny Nuggets

1. The Other Side

Have you seen those BREASTS?

What I’d do to just lick those LEGS!!!

Still salivating salaciously from those mesmerizing THIGHS…

Time went on tickin’ when I became stricken on the most 

finger lickin’ 

I was addicted to chicken (four chicken clucks)

At first Boston Market would spark it, 

then a quick sashay through Chick Fila, 

As Popeye’s would satisfy my late night cries for Cornish hen, 

At ten, it was Kenny Rogers Roasters that would pacify me then. 

While some feared clogging or a heart attack by thirty, 

I thought 

with chicken inside 

how could my arteries possibly be dirty.

That sumptuous, scrumptious, delicious, suspicious 

golden brown bastard 

I’d eat even faster, if I had two mouths and four hands, 

I’d play all day with drumsticks like I was stuck in 

high-school bands,

Marsala, Picante, Murphy and Parmesan

Alfredo, Sesame and chicken with Wonton

The list would go on and on.

I’d even whisk on over after hours to Roy’s, 

for a two piece and some nuggets, 

I’d always risk it, I’d be king of the cowboy’s, 

YEEEHAAA! lassoing in French fries and a biscuit.  

But fast food wasn’t enough and my hunger pains were rough…

KFC meant to me that I’d kill for chicken 

and that the only good chick was a dead chick… 

the only good chicken was hooked and cooked then in my gut, 

tossed and sauced, 

then straight out my but.

I’d cross roads ahead of time and wait on other sides,

then surprise the sultry poultry with cups of cyanide. 

Or set booby traps in barns and lure them all inside, 

to a separate set of electric chairs, so I could eat them fried.

I was too chicken to admit I had a problem, 

so I told no one and kept on gobbling.

I started reading Chicken Soup for the Chicken Soul,

but soon it became too much for me, and I started to lose hold.

I was a New York Chickerbocker about to fowl out,

a beef rejecting, Purdue inspecting, Tyson pecking, 

Empire wrecking ball of sickened chicken.

So I hatched a plan…

No hen intended, 

I pretended to be 

a chicken.

I woke up hens and family at the crack of dawn,

Cock-a-doodle-doing till every wing was gone.

Chicken Holiday was what I celebrated, 

and truthfully 

I even dated 

a chicken.

But by date three I already ate her, it was getting pointless 

and I could never mate her.

so I dated a vegetarian and tried not to hate her. 

I dreamt always of the honey brown beast, 

that would be my next feast, 

as I started sweating grease- 

my nightmares became day scares and they would never cease. 

(A slow transformation, into a full chicken frenzy)

I could tell which chicken would taste good  

and which were ringers, 

looked down at my hands and I had chicken fingers.

My delusions were getting worse and my sense of smell week, 

looked at the mirror 

even had a beak.

I’d do anything for that chicken fix, 

my obsessions turned my legs into drumsticks, 

grew breasts and had thicker thighs, 

all mixed up deranged and cockeyed. 

I had shanks and shoulders and wanted to go home, 

I tried brushing my hair 

I had a chicken comb. 

I couldn’t stop clucking and plucking 

clocking and plocking 

rocking and rocking this bock bock b’gocking. 

I started Wiggin like Ender…

I could have been 

a chicken 

CONTENDER!!!

But

But

Salmonella!

SALMONELLA!!!!!!!

The Other Side of the Other Side


For six years I would open every show with that poem and I was for lack of a better bird pigeon-holed as “The Chicken Man.” 


To me it became a somewhat clever concoction of covert reverse racism. My spoken word performance trio, The Mayhem Poets were able to get away with me, an obvious white dude representing stereotypical black behaviors without offending anyone in the process. I could perform the poem for anyone, including a roomful of African-Americans and because I was saying “I” was addicted to chicken we would all have a good laugh and scores of men, women and children would approach me with the following comments:


“Dude, I love chicken too!” 


“Do you have any chicken on you right now?” 


“Will you sign my McNugget?”


And let's be honest, if I were to say or even hint at “You are addicted to chicken,” I’d be beaten and bruised, roasted and toasted, tarred and feathered before you could say you could say…Foghorn Leghorn.


I'll be first to admit, when I initially wrote the piece my only intention was to be funny. I wanted to utilize the element of surprise, some onomatopoeia and some Kafka-inspired transformation. I would attribute my manic obsession for what appears to be a bronzed, buxom, sultry and sexy woman only to reveal that I was actually depicting my unhealthy predilection for poultry, with a few pop-culture stabs and some Marlon Brando references thrown in for good measure-but the piece became my signature of sorts and for better or for worse, (Mayhem) found it had universal appeal…with one exception. 


During a show in Sayerville, NJ a PTA member with an axe to grind completely lost her shit at my mere mention of mammaries:



“How dare you open a show for sixth graders with, I love breasts!!! 


“What were you thinking shouting 'I love breasts' to these youngsters?!!” 


“Breasts. Breasts? Breasts! Totally inappropriate.”


Now either this suppressed suburbanite wished to keep repeating the word breasts over and over again or she recently went vegan, I couldn’t tell.  Admittedly, the microphones were a little sketchy (back then we'd use anything to amplify our voices, including funnels, our hands, cups on a string), but the lady clearly misheard the words and failed to grasp the simple conceit of the poem. Our agent from Young Audiences of NJ, Steve Mosel who happened to be in attendance clearly supported our cause and kept insisting, 


“Listen, lady it’s about chicken…it’s clearly about chicken, how could you not see this poem is about chicken!!!” 


So while we were scheduled for two performances that day we were kicked out after one. I’ll never forget our triumphant exit to the parking lot though-- 200 hundred middle schoolers banging on the windows, thumbs in the air, smiles wide as...a pair of big juicy breasts...as we walked with heads high to our car to drive home 45-50 minutes early. 


However, this marked a key moment in the poem’s evolution and the watering down of once mouth-watering words. “Have you seen those breasts” became “Did you see that skin” for grades 5 and 6 and “still salivating salaciously for those mesmerizing thighs” was changed to “wings” for grades K-4. As a result, I could safely perform this single poem for every age-group everywhere and 99 percent of the time it would bring the barn/house/coop down. 


Why even write another poem? Would I ever be able to write another piece such as this with such universal appeal? Truth is I couldn’t escape the poem and it started haunting me. I started counting chicks in my sleep, friends started buying me necklaces, dishware, even birthday cards that when opened would start clucking like a bunch of obnoxious chickens. Rubber chickens, plastic chickens, chicken action figures. Chicken T-Shirts, Chicken salt and Pepper Skakers, all given to me.


I was no longer obsessed with chicken I became obsessed with the chicken poem. I began to hold it sacred, put up a hissy fit when asked to cut it down for size or blaming the crowd for why it hit some nights better than others, not realizing I was slowly becoming sick of chicken. 


Three years into touring as a group we decided to add a part to the end where I transform the other two Mayhem Poets (Kyle and Mason) into chickens and we proceed to attack the crowd in full chickadelic frenzy marking one of the most memorable portions of the show. I like to think this part of the poem as synonymous with our moniker of Mayhem which made it even harder to let go, even though I started hating the poem as much as I once loved it.


So I basically did what anyone would do who was being tormented by a piece of poetry, I wrote a parody of my own poem. 

The first few flatlined. I mean they truly sucked.

There was... 

Have you seen that breaststroke?

What I’d do to just kick those flippers…

Still navigating courageously with those fluttering butterflies

Time kept on ticking and I started trimming

I wanted to be 

an Olympic Swimmer.

Or following a brief fixation on tarot readings and the 1996 Neve Campbell movie The Craft came...

“I was addicted to Wiccans.”

And after brainstorming an idea for a Glove Love Story gone sour was the awful...

“I was afflicted with mittens.”

I soon realized the answer was right in front of my face. Often staring back at me from a computer screen...

