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The Eye 

 

The eye stared at me from the recess of the chicken shed; malevolent and yet scared. I took a step 

forward, my dirty black Nike sinking into the wet mud and straw. The eye disappeared with a clatter. 

My feet felt heavy as I struggled to lift them over the raised doorway into the shed, filled with rusty 

tools, dusty cobwebs and… something huddled in the corner, underneath a low shelf which was 

rotten and discoloured, covered in the leftover remains of mites. And that eye, staring at me. When 

before it was baleful, now it showed only fear. It knew. 

I turned and sat on the thin wooden lintel, my face half covered in sunlight, one eye shut whilst the 

other looked at the dark, rolling clouds slowly making their way across the formerly blue expanse of 

sky, passing into view over the brown tiled rooftops. I sat there, blocking its only exit until the wood 

plank digging into me grew too uncomfortable for me to continue. I stood up, focusing my attention 

on the fire that I had built using scrap pieces of wood and broken pallets. Unwanted things were 

destroyed.  

My mind wandered, going over the short list of food I needed to get once I had completed my tasks 

here. I checked my frayed watch, giving it a shake just to see the hour markers that had fallen off 

rattle around under the scratched glass. Ten o’clock. I ran over my options, turning them over in my 

mind, considering which one would most suit the current situation.  I made a decision, turning back 

to face the darkness of the dilapidated shed, where somewhere in there, it was hiding. I stepped into 

the shed, my face set into an emotionless mask, as I remembered the first time I had done this.  

It had sat on the compost pile, a small mass of monochrome grey with only a small yellow beak 

breaking the pattern. Its eyes were violently kept open, mindless and unable to understand, yet it 

knew, like the thing in the shed knew.   

It was my fault, bringing it back to the small red brick council house after having found it flopping 

around on a leaf-strewn autumn path, squawking weakly. Its wing was broken. It couldn’t have been 

more than a few weeks old. I showed it to my dad, sitting in its small brown cardboard box, quite 

calm, looking up at us with small beady eyes. His mouth widened, as his nose wrinkled and his whole 

body recoiled in his disgust. He was horrified, as was I when I realized my dreadful mistake.  His 

command was absolute. 

And so I found myself kneeling in a pile of mottled leaves, my hair falling across my forehead. It 

quivered in front of me, its little breast rapidly rising and falling. I gently grasped its beak and held it 

there as it struggled, but in vain. And there I paused. Time passed. Eventually, concern for my own 

self took over; as I realized that soon my dad would look out the window to check why I was taking 

so long a time to do what in his mind was a simple and easy task. My right hand moved to join my 

left, while what it held moved through the neck of the thing. After, the only trace of it left was a 

smudge of dark blood on a mottled sliver of steel. 

I remembered this as I held the thing hiding in the shed in my lap, my hand soothingly clamped over 

its eyes, resting on beautiful dark red feathers. It lay across my legs, unwilling and yet still. Waiting. It 

had sharp little spurs on the back of its legs, yet it had not used them as I plucked it, shrieking, from 
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the darkness it had hoped would save it. A spasm of emotion had passed my face as it struggled in 

my arms, beating me about the face with its wings. I held it tilted down, lulling it to sleep as the 

blood rushing to its brain incapacitated it. My hands wandered to its long, thin neck, resplendent 

with colour. My eyes felt sad, whilst it’s were closed by little brown wrinkled eyelids. My hands 

closed and my arms went taut, as a sudden savage burst of power burst through them. Its eyes 

opened as it jolted and passed wind, falling back prostrate onto my lap.  

My task complete, I gently placed it onto the straw, yellow beak agape. My foot landed heavily onto 

the dirty grey concrete slap outside as I made my way to build up the fire with other unwanted 

things. I was busying myself, attempting to happily continue with my tasks, when I heard a rustle of 

straw. To my horror, I saw it standing shakily just inside the shed, its scaled yellow legs struggling to 

keep off the wooden boards that made up the floor. I had made an appalling mistake.  

I rushed to grab it, to end its suffering, filled with a terrible guilt at what I had done, or rather what I 

had failed to do. It screamed and made for a small mouse hole in the corner, the only place it could 

see any light not blocked by my form, bent down, reaching for it. It tried to stuff its head down the 

hole. I picked it up again. This time I wasted no time. 

For the second time, I laid it out on the shed floor, its head hung over the thin wooden lintel, 

dripping blood from its torn skin and from inside the darkness of its mouth.  The ruby red drops fell 

slowly onto the dirty grey concrete, colouring it as steam rose into the air, like it would if hot tea had 

been split on the ground.  

And yet, five minutes later it stood up again. I was sat on the ground, watching the fire die away, 

watching the dark, ruby red of the fire embers hiss and pop, consuming like death. I saw it standing 

there, and I watched it, if only for a moment, before I got up and swooped down on it. I no longer 

had any faith in myself; my attempts to cross one item of the list of this morning’s tasks had caused 

immense, unnecessary suffering. And that was agony. In near tears, I kneeled on it and delivered a 

death blow with the nearest block of wood I found. Its creamy sanded whiteness was despoiled with 

the splattering of hot blood, as I brought it down again and again on the staring eye. The bone 

broke, and spilled its contents onto the straw, steaming heavily as its slow tendrils crept across the 

floor like a river in miniature, carrying its little chunks of cargo. One made its way towards me, 

making a little delta against the tip of my shoe as I watched it in horror. 

I placed it in a hole I had spent half an hour digging. I wanted to bury it deep; so far down I would 

never stumble across it again, so deep I never had to remember it again. I dropped it in, its dark red 

feathers stained with an even deeper hue, wet and shiny. Its only remaining eye stared up at me, 

fixed open, staring up at me, and a sky, it couldn’t see. I began to drop soil on it, filling in the gaps 

between it and the walls of the hole. The soil began to cover up its body with every shovelful I tossed 

in, until only the head remained. I stood, wracked with feeling, unable to hide, unable to push them 

down as the rain began to fall, straight down. One drop fell onto the head, alone now, uncovered 

among the soil. It ran into the eye, running across it and down it like a tear, just as the rain ran down 

my cheeks like tears, mixing with the real ones. I scraped a clump of dirt into the pit, finally covering 

that one, crying eye. 

 



TMA J   Sam Hoskin   18/3/2019  

 


