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M any years ago, my
partner at the time be-
rated me for buying

"caged eggs" in a supermarket. It
had never really occurred to me be­
fore to consider under what condi­
tions the hens might be living who
were donating the eggs I was pur­
chasing. After being "reprimanded"
by my partner for contributing to ani­
mal cruelty, I researched the process
of "battery hen" eggs and was
shocked and revolted to the point
where I am happy to say I have never
knowingly purchased "caged eggs"
again. 

A few years ago, in a bid to be
more eco­friendly I started my own
veggie garden and obtained a couple
of chicks from a local pet store who
grew into lovely fat black hens who
free­range in the yard, devour the in­
sects that live in the veggies and pro­
vide healthy free eggs for my family.
At one point, I was offered the op-
portunity to provide a home for a
"battery hen" or a "caged hen" by a
person who "knew someone" who
"knew someone"... who needed
homes for "rescued" hens. Remem­
bering what I had learned about bat­
tery hens I was happy to offer my
home for as long as required. 

The creature that was delivered
to my home had more resemblance to
a "chicken nugget" than it did to a liv­
ing breathing hen. There was no ap­
parent life in this poor creature,
barely any movement, almost no
feathers to speak of and those that re­
mained fell out like rotting hair when
I first touched her. She looked for all
the world like one of those comedic,
squeaky, "rubber chicken" toys you
see in the stores. 

I was so disheartened I could-
n't stop crying. I laid this poor little
girl down on the ground and my
other girls immediately ran over to
inspect her. Instead of the territorial
pecking I was expecting, they acted as
though they were witnessing a con­
centration­camp survivor. There
seemed to be an air of shock and dis­
belief, of fear even, as though they

more to her than to the others, who
were born to it and never underwent
the privations that she did. 

Recently, I realized I am also a
"battery hen" stuck in a cage made
for me at my birth, where I seem to
have no choice but to be shaped and
contained by it, being fed what they
want me to ingest, participating in
the huge production line that is my
current life, until I am too old to
contribute and therefore useless
and may look forward only to the
mercy of death.

In realizing this, I have realized
that I do not want this life, I have not
chosen it, but rather had it chosen for
me by the "society" that I am a part
of. I am no longer a willing partici­
pant in this "society" . . . where I am
controlled by rules and regulations. . .
at every turn. . . Even worse is the re­
alization that I have brought my own
offspring into this same situation be­
fore ever realizing what it really is
that we are living/existing/impris­
oned in.

How does a battery hen 
escape the cage? 

* * *
What is so interesting about the

hens behavior is how fast the two
happy hens knew what the battery
hen needed and how quickly she was
able to absorb information (con-
sciousness) from both the hens and
earth so that she was able to resume
"normal" hen behavior very fast. This
is what we have to do - get back to
nature as much as we can so that we
start to absorb the information of
LIFE and even more quickly in Do No
Harm Communities (Kindoms). 
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didn't recognize this creature as one
of their own, which, in a way, she
wasn't. 

After a long while of disbeliev­
ing inspection, poking and odd noises
from my girls, they both settled down
next to this poor half­dead creature
and began to have a dirt bath, with
her in the middle. During this entire
event, my new little survivor had her
eyes tightly closed, huddled in on her­
self and seemingly terrified ­ agora­
phobic? It was probably the first time
she'd ever seen the sky, grass or other
creatures with real feathers and flesh
on them. After a while, my girls got
bored and wandered away to forage,
leaving the new hen lying in the dirt
on her own. 

Slowly, slowly, she opened her
eyes and looked around her. She
then stretched out her wings and
lay them on the ground as though
hugging the earth for the first time,
which she probably was. She lay like
that for an hour or so. I thought she
had actually died, but then she sud-
denly folded wings and sat up,
showing the first signs of real life.

After that she went mad in a
frenzy of dirt bathing and started to
hobble around and nibble at the
grass. Watching this hen come to life
over time was the most amazing thing
I'd ever seen. She's a mum now, and
protects her chicks more strenuously,
has more personality and seems to be
more vivacious and life­loving than
my other girls. I put this down to the
fact that she never knew what she
was missing until she had the oppor­
tunity to find out, and it now means

Hi Regina and Yuri! Keep up the good work.
Over the years we have had complaints about our

"negativity" but most people don't realize how they are
contributing to the negative situation they are all in by
the way they think and live their lives. We are just point-
ing this out because, until we learn to change our think-
ing, we will never change the way we are living. As
Jules points out [below], we are indeed battery hens
that, just like the one in the story, don't know any
different. We don't know what it is to be truly living
as LIFE and therefore, we think that the mundane
drudgery of "The System" is the best we can get.
This is what we have been trying to wake people up to

all this time; LIFE without "The System" is not some ex-
hausting, endless toil with a struggle for food. LIFE as
LIFE is peace, freedom, abundance and joy for ALL.
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See: loveforlife.com.au /node/7710 with added
videos about the food industry, battery farming and the
consequences of what we eat on our health. May we all
be inspired to take a good dust bath and start living
again. Let's make a New Year's Resolution that 2011 is
the year we all stop being battery hens! Arthur and
Fiona Cristian; Love For Life

Are We... Battery Hens?
posted by Jules, www.loveforlife.com.au


