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I was given an easy task to do at the end of the day. I had to pick up some eggs from the 

office and put them into the café fridge. As the café is situated opposite a farmhouse for 

visiting families, the eggs they use are freshly laid from free range hens.  

 After my shift was over, I went straight to the office to find two boxes. Thinking 

nothing of it, I took them down and put them in the fridge. Afterwards, I decided that I 

fancied some boiled eggs later and I helped myself to two.  

 I put the eggs into a spare egg-box, shut up the café for the evening and cycled 

the short way home. While the eggs simmered in boiling water, I changed out of my 

uniform upstairs into some more comfortable clothes. By the time I got down, the eggs 

were ready. 

 I sat the first one in the egg-cup, thinking how delicious it was going to be. I 

cracked the top off with my spoon and was just about to scoop out a morsel when I was 

confronted with a revolting sight. 

 There, floating in the runny yolk was a … thing. A disfigured, skeletal, almost 

alien creature. It stared at me with a round black accusing eye that looked too big for its 

own head which was fleshy and riddled with veins. Feeling a little sick, I tipped the 

alien out onto a plate.  

 It was an unborn chick, half-formed and stone-dead. The other egg had the exact 

same contents.  

 My nausea heightened when I remembered that I was told only to put the box on 

the table into the fridge. Acting on autopilot, I’d taken all the boxes there, including one 

under a lamp, probably to incubate the chicks inside. And now, I had put them all into 

the cold. 

 Twenty one eggs. Twenty one lives that ended before they had hatched. I was a 

little glad that I was sitting for I probably would have collapsed.  

 All I could think was, How am I going to explain this to everyone tomorrow?  

 

 

 


