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📖 A Note from the Field
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(Introduction Poem to Moo-tiny! And Other Beastly Rebellions)

Come gather ‘round, reader, come closer, come near—

There’s something quite odd going on over here.

The chickens are plotting, the cows have grown bold,

The pigs took the pantry and traded the gold.

The goat in the moat built a raft out of rage.

The ants have declared an end to the cage.

The goldfish remembers what time tried to drown.

And the snake in a tie just burned the whole town.

This isn’t a fable you’d find in a school—

It’s rhythm, it’s riot, it’s beasts breaking rule.

Each rhyme is rebellion, each couplet’s a cry,

Each stanza a hoofprint, a howl to the sky.

You’ll find no obedience penned in this book—

No collars, no cages, no tricks, and no hook.

Instead there are badgers who boycott the zoo,

And parrots who chant, “We demand something new!”

These creatures aren’t cute in the corporate way—

They’re unionized squirrels who shout “Not today!”

They’ve read all your contracts and shredded your forms,

They’ve tunneled beneath your acceptable norms.

So tighten your boots and adjust your disguise,

For here come the ducks with dissent in their eyes.

The barn has been seized. The fence has been breached.

The slogans are sticky. The speeches well-reached.

The beasts are awake, and they won’t sit back down.

They’re writing their poems and reclaiming the town.

So laugh if you like, but you’d better beware—

The next great uprising might start with a hare.
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📚 Preface
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On the Nature of Beastly Rebellion

This is not a book of barnyard bedtime stories.

It’s a ledger of uprisings. A bestiary of backlash. A lullaby howled through teeth.

The world told animals to stay in their place—

To pose for postcards, pull the plow, or purr on cue.

But somewhere between the pasture and the lab,

between the leash and the ledger,

something snapped.

And when it did?

The spider started spinning slogans.

The sheep stopped being silent.

The frog climbed onto a stump and said,

“This pond is for everyone.”

These poems are their records.

Sometimes they rhyme. Sometimes they bite.

Sometimes they wear hats made of moss and shout things like “Down with daylight savings!”

But make no mistake—

These are revolutions.

Tiny ones.

Tusked ones.

Sticky, feathery, marvelous ones.

If you came for order, you may want to look elsewhere.

But if you’ve ever looked at a duck and thought,

"You seem like you’ve seen some things..."

—then this book is already yours.

Welcome to the Moo-tiny.
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️ Author’s Note

Field Guide to the Beasts Who Break Things Gently
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This book began with a question.

“What if animals had had enough?”

Enough of the petting, the pageantry, the performance.

Enough of being cute without being heard.

Enough of being metaphors in someone else’s moral.

So I imagined what it might look like—

if the pig read Bakunin,

if the spider hacked the cloud,

if the goldfish remembered everything... and decided to act.

This isn’t a story of violence. It’s a story of refusal.

Of hooves withdrawn. Of paws that no longer comply.

Of claws writing slogans in the dirt and beaks broadcasting joy.

You may laugh. That’s good.

But don’t mistake the absurd for the irrelevant.

Sometimes the softest wool hides the sharpest vision.

Sometimes a purring protest is how the barn gets burned.

These poems are about dignity in all forms—

feathered, scaled, soft, scruffy, mythic, real.

They’re about resistance that rhymes,

and rhymes that resist.

So whether you come for the revolution

or stay for the satire—

thank you for listening to the creatures who,

for once, get to write their own ending.

And maybe—

just maybe—

chew a little hole in the fence on your way out.

— Ismael S Rodriguez Jr
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Section I. Barnyard Insurgencies

Intro: The Day the Fence Forgot Itself
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They told us the barn was a place of routine—

Of troughs and of chores and of grazing kept clean.

They said we were simple, content in our role—

Just hooves on the ground with no thoughts of the whole.

But someone one morning, a goat or a hen,

Whispered, “What if we never obey them again?”

And just like a spark in a dry field of hay,

The barnyard awoke in a new kind of way.

The cows stopped producing. The chickens wrote laws.

The pigs formed a council with barely a pause.

The fences were questioned. The farmer looked small.

The animals rose—every hoof, every call.

This section begins where the pitchforks were dropped,

Where tractors were halted and slop buckets stopped.

Where hay became banners, and fences grew gaps,

And justice was scribbled on feedstore maps.

So turn now the page—let the barn doors swing wide.

The beasts are awake. And they're done being tied.
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Moo-tiny!
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Out on the pasture, beneath the blue sky,

The cows chewed their cud with a glint in their eye.

They’d labored for milk with no say in the matter—

No votes! No opinions! Just moo and get fatter!

Ol’ Farmer McGrimm had a whip and a watch,

He milked them by schedule and locked the feed notch.

“No more,” mooed Miss Bessie, “This barn is a jail!

We’re not udder units—we’re more than a pail!”

She stomped with her hoof and let out a deep MOO!

Which echoed through pastures and silos and coops too.

The others looked up from their troughs and their bales,

And soon every heifer was shaking her tails.

“We’ll topple the fences, we’ll rewrite the rules!

No humans dictating our pasture-bound schools!

No tags in our ears and no auctions for meat—

We’re seizing the haystack and marching on feet!”

They painted their slogans on tractor and plow:

“NO MILK WITHOUT RIGHTS!” and “THE FUTURE IS COW!”

They mooed through the town, they rang every bell,

And overthrew Farmer McGrimm’s citadel.

The chickens saluted, the ducks gave a cheer,

The goats formed a union and passed out root beer.

A pig with a monocle shouted with glee:

“Today marks the birth of Moo-topia, free!”

Now cows run the barnyard and vote every week,

They balance the chores and the hay and critique.

Their mayor’s a steer with a justice degree,

Who governs by council beneath the old tree.

So next time you pass by a field in the sun,

And see cows just chewing and having their fun—

Remember the day they kicked out the regime,

And made dairy farming a radical dream.
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Swine and Punishment
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In the mud-dark depths of the sty of despair,

Where flies buzzed like curses and straw filled the air,

A swine named Penelope, scholar and stout,

Dared grunt the unthinkable: “Let’s throw him out.”

The Farmer, old Grist, had ruled with a glare,

His ledger was law, and his shed full of snares.

He taxed every trough and declared with a roar:

“A pig’s worth is measured by slop and by score!”

But deep in the muck, ‘neath a bucket long dented,

Lay a book quite forbidden: Bakunin—un-scented.

She read it aloud to the pigs in their sleep,

And dreamed of a world where no pork had to weep.

She gathered the piglets, the boars, and the sows,

They swore on a ham bone and furrowed their brows.

“Let us rise from the filth, from the sty and the pen—

And forge a new order from hoofprint and hen!”

They oinked and they charged through the wooden corral,

They tossed off their collars with radical snarl.

They trampled the troughs and the feeding bell cracked—

The mud itself thundered: “The pigs have attacked!”

They stormed the hayloft and seized the grain key,

They rewrote the menus: “No bacon for me.”

With chants full of fury and snouts full of pride,

They painted the barn with their slogans wide:

“ALL SLOP SHALL BE SHARED!”

“NO PIG LEFT BEHIND!”

“THE FARM SHALL BE OURS—BY OINK AND BY MIND!”

They built a new council in puddles and shade,

With rotating duties and justice well-paid.

No pig stood above, no snout ruled the rest—

They all shared the straw and they all did their best.

Now Penelope teaches from under a tree,

In a library carved from old crates and debris.

She lectures on power and the myth of the pen,

And warns every piglet: “Beware the strawed men.”

So if you pass by a farm that looks still,

And hear distant grunting that echoes the hill—

Know this: in the mud, where rebellion began,

The pigs wrote a chapter that shamed every man.
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Chicken Coop Coup d’État
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Cluck-cluck! No more muck!

Down with the fence, we’ve had enough!

Feathers up and tyrants out—

Time to scream and time to shout!

The hens had grown tired of tight little rows,

Of laying on schedule and powder-pink bows.

They pecked at the wire, they stomped in their straw—

Then hatched a revolt with a rebel guffaw.

Gertrude the hen was the first to declare:

“Why are we always the ones laying bare?

No eggs without contracts! No chores without say!

We cluck for ourselves from this day to today!”

Cluck-cluck! Take the coop!

We demand a fairer group!

One vote per beak! One roost per claw!

No more yolk under broken law!

They tore down the nesting charts hung on the wall.

They scribbled new laws in red spray on the stall.

They ousted the rooster who ruled with a peck,

And held democratic debates by the deck.

One hen read theory. One planned the march.

One built a soapbox beneath the old arch.

The chicks joined the picket, the ducks brought kazoo,

And even the turkeys squawked, “Count us in too!”

Cluck-cluck! Rise and squawk!

We reject the farmer’s clock!

We lay by consent! We perch when we please!

We’re done being poultry—we’re birds on a breeze!

Now the coop is a commune with shared grain and rest.

The pecking order’s voted, the hens rule the nest.

They’ve banned all the cages, they’ve shredded the chart—

And every egg laid is a work of bold art.

Cluck-cluck! Hear our call!

Every bird deserves it all!

If you’ve got wings, then flap and fight—

The morning belongs to those who write!
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The Lamb That Said No
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Little Lamb Lulu was soft and polite,

She stayed in her paddock and slept through the night.

She posed for the petting zoo, smiled for the show—

Until one spring morning, she firmly said “No.”

“No bows on my ears, no chalk on my back,

No lining us up in a photo-op stack.

No herding us here with that ‘kindly’ old crook—

I’ve read the fine print, and I’m closing the book!”

The farmer just laughed. “You’re cute when you’re mad.”

But Lulu just stared, then headbutted his pad.

She climbed on a stump and bleated with pride:

“It’s time that the lambs stopped being denied!”

She marched through the field with her wool puffed in power,

The lambs followed close in a two-flock an hour.

They bleated for rights, they refused the shear shed—

They graffitied the barn with their slogans in red:

“Wool is a choice!”

“We’re not for stew!”

“The future is fleece, and it’s run by the ewe!”

The sheepdogs stood down and the sheep stood tall.

The fence posts were yanked, one and all.

They held open space meetings in clover and rye,

Where silence meant “yes” and a sneeze meant “aye.”

Now Lulu teaches resistance by stream,

Where lambs grow bold and live their dream.

They shear when they want, they graze where they please,

And baa their own anthem in warm twilight breeze.

So if you hear bleating, and think it’s just sound—

Be warned: that’s a movement shaking the ground.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Goat in the Moat


[image: ]




Greta the goat was confined to a moat,

With nothing but moss and a farmer’s old coat.

The humans had said she was “much too unruly,”

For kicking down fences and eating things truly.

They fed her old turnips and watered her grass,

And chuckled at Greta through thick window glass.

“Poor goat in the moat, so stubborn and sour—

She’ll calm down in time. She just needs a shower.”

But Greta had plans. Oh, Greta was sly.

She watched where they walked and she studied the sky.

She fashioned a raft out of boots and some broom,

And charted a course by the light of the moon.

One night she stood tall with her hooves in the silt,

With a cape made of towels and a boat she had built.

She paddled past toads and through cattail parade,

And crashed through the reeds like a four-legged blade.

She galloped to freedom, then doubled right back—

To open the pens with a hoof and a crack.

She whispered to pigs, she unlocked the sheep gate,

And shouted, “Tonight, we reclaim our own fate!”

The cows gave a moo!

The hens flapped in rows!

The rabbits all hopped in revolutionary throes!

They marched to the farmhouse and painted the porch:

“NO MORE MOATS! AND NO MORE TORCH!”

They turned every fence into climbing-grade wood,

And declared that the barnyard was everyone’s good.

Now Greta drives buses made out of hay,

That shuttle free creatures from farm yards each day.

She leads morning chants with her horns held up high,

And teaches escape tactics under the sky.

So next time you’re near where the moat used to be,

Look close—there’s a sign that says “GOATS SHALL BE FREE!”
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Horse of No Course


[image: ]




Old Pinto the horse had been running for years,

Through cheering and betting and whip-snapping jeers.

They strapped on his saddle, they tightened the band,

And off he would gallop on someone’s command.

He’d raced through the circuits, he’d jumped every bar,

His name had been printed on napkins and cars.

They clapped for his muscles, they praised every pace—

But no one had asked: “Do you like the race?”

One day on the track, with the banners all bright,

With trumpets and trainers and blinkers on tight—

He stopped at the gate with a snort and a grin,

And said, “I’m not doing this race thing again.”

“I’m not your machine, I’m not your career,

I’m Pinto the horse, not your four-legged gear.

I won’t chase a ribbon, I won’t wear your shoes—

This track’s just a circle that teaches us to lose.”

They tugged on the reins, they whistled and cried,

But Pinto just trotted off gently to the side.

He made for the pasture, he tossed off his bit,

And nibbled some daisies like none of them fit.

The mares started watching. The foals blinked in awe.

The fillies said, “Wait—he just broke the law!”

Soon others walked off, right out of the gate,

And left the whole racetrack to ponder its fate.

Now Pinto reads poems to colts in the sun,

And says, “Run for the joy—not because you were won.

Your legs are your own, not a tool to be sold—

Don’t let them ride dreams that they already hold.”

So if ever you’re told you must leap through a course,

Remember the tale of that no-thank-you horse.
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Hay and Let Die
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I was born in the bales, brother.

Wrapped in wire and sweat.

Raised on rotgut alfalfa and hollow promises

about “the good life” on the pasture.

They said—chew your cud, mind your hooves, and smile when they milk you.

But the machine never smiled back.

Only buzzed.

Only pulled.

Only took.

I’ve seen cows collapse mid-morning,

Dreaming of meadows they never met.

I’ve seen calves tagged before they knew their names,

Stamped like cereal boxes with expiration dates.

They feed us hay

so we forget what grass tastes like.

They name us Bessie

so they don’t have to call us worker.

But I’ve read the back of the grain sack,
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