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To Ilias, my son,

and to Dionysis, who’s like my son, 

to fight sorrow 

and dare happiness.
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Once Upon a Time, 

but Which Time?

There have been many times, 

of course, 

but once upon one of them ….



Once  Upon a Year, but Which Year?

There have been many years, of course, 
but in one of the many years,
she was born.

It didn’t even wait to come out of the egg, 
not even push its beak through; 
and there it was, dancing with all the grace of a ballerina 
on a perch made from an old broomstick, with just its 
two legs poking through the shell; and then  it walked 
along the top of the hen-house fence, 
with the confident air and graceful movements 
of a brilliant acrobat.

‘If this chick can dance so gracefully, 
it’s sure to be a female,’ said Father Cockerel, 
spreading his plumed tail in satisfaction. 
And he tied a pink ribbon round one of the protruding 
legs, thinking, 
‘In a few weeks she’ll be another charming hen 
to grace my chicken run.’
  
‘With a step as proud and steady as that, 
it can only be a cockerel that’s walking on the fence. 
There’s no doubt that it’s male,’ 
said Mother Hen with joy, 
and she tied a blue ribbon round the other leg. 
‘In a few days I’ll be pressing a handsome little cockerel 
to my breast.’



Yet one day passed after another 
and the little chick could not make up its mind to come out into the world.
 ‘When is that egg going to hatch at last?’ 
the tenants of the chicken run kept asking, 
so curious to see what was inside 
that they were in danger of bursting before the egg did!
‘When on earth is that egg going to hatch?’ 
asked Mother hen impatiently.
‘Why is it taking so long?’ 
Father cockerel worried.

‘I don’t know when it’ll come out of the egg, 
or whether it’ll be a boy or girl,’ 
said Old Hen, 
the great-grandmother of the chicken run, 
who had been born wise 
and who had seen 
and heard everything. 
‘But what I do know is 
that I’ve never set eyes on such a dumbcluck in my life.’

That’s how its name came about; 
and from that moment on, everybody called it Dumbcluck.



One Day, but Which Day?

One day 
of all the many days, 
the egg finally hatched.

‘When on earth is this eggshell going to crack, 
so I can see myself in the mirror?’  
Dumbcluck wondered anxiously. 
And it went off to ask 
the great-grandmother of the chicken run, 
who had been born wise 
and had seen 
and heard everything.
‘Oh, Dumbcluck, Dumbcluck, it isn’t time yet,’  
she told it kindly. 
‘First of all, you must feel very, very warm.’
‘Who else can warm me better than the sun?’ 
said Dumbcluck happily. 
And next morning, before even the cockerel was properly awake, 
it started sunbathing. 
What’s more, so as not to lose a moment it set an alarm clock 
to rouse the sun before his usual hour.
 
Many days 
and nights 
went by 
but the eggshell showed no signs of cracking.

One hot day, 
tired out by all its dancing, 
Dumbcluck fell asleep on the perch.
   
‘It’ll be roasted alive out there!’ Mother hen exclaimed, 
and ran to protect it from the burning sun.
She spread her wings, 
settled down on top of it 
and sang a gentle lullaby 
until the last rays of the sun had sunk 
below the horizon.

A ‘’crrraaackk!!’’ so loud had not been heard in years.
It was such an explosion 
that the shell burst into tiny fragments.
‘The egg has hatched! The egg has hatched!’ 
rose a babble of squawks 
that made the whole chicken run shake.
   
‘You see? The greatest warmth is in a mother’s embrace,’ 
smiled the wise great grandmother of the chicken run.



A Tomorrow, but Which Tomorrow?

On one of the many tomorrows, 
Dumbcluck saw herself in the mirror.
So this was what she looked like?

Dumbcluck peered around. 
All the other little chicks that were following their mother looked 
so different. 
‘I want to be an egg again!’ she  cried 
and hid beneath the wing of Old hen, 
the great grandmother of the chicken run. 
‘I want to be an egg again!’ she shouted, 
stamping her foot stubbornly against the ground.
‘To become an egg, you must first grow up,’ she replied, 
stroking Dumbcluck’s head.
‘And when will I grow up?’
‘Don’t be in such a hurry; 
it’ll happen in the course of time.’
‘But when will that time come?’ 
demanded Dumbcluck, 
stamping her foot against the ground again.
‘It’ll come in its own good time,’ 
the old hen  answered, 
continuing to stroke her head.

After that, 
many days, 
many nights 
and many afternoons 
went by.



One day, when Time was passing, 
Dumbcluck asked him impatiently, 
‘When am I going to become an egg again at last?’
‘You’re in too much of a hurry,’ Time replied 
and continued on his way.

The days grew shorter,
the nights grew longer,
the days grew longer,
the nights grew shorter
and time went by.

‘When am I going to turn back into an egg at last?’ 
Dumbcluck asked the great-grandmother of the hen run once again. 
‘Don’t you think Time’s running late? 
Maybe he stopped somewhere to rest and has forgotten all about me.’

‘Time never stops to rest,’ said Old Hen.
‘Then perhaps he’s lost his way,’ said Dumbcluck anxiously..
‘Time’s never lost, my little one, so don’t you worry,’ she reassured her. 
‘There’s no such thing as lost time.’

More days, 
more nights, 
more afternoons went by 
and then - at last! -  
one midday Time arrived.

‘Now you can leave the chicken run,’ Old Hen said.
‘But when did Time go by?’ asked Dumbcluck, looking puzzled.
‘Time never stops going by, 
but he passed on tiptoe and you didn’t notice him.’
‘And when will I become an egg?’

‘Ah, that I don’t know, little one,’ 
said Old Hen kindly. 
‘But you have all the time in the world before you to find out. 
Sometimes he will be kind to you and sometimes cruel. 
Follow him to the land where it rains yet does not rain.’
‘And where is that land?’ asked Dumbcluck.
‘It’s waiting for you at the end of the river road. 
Follow the river which flows through the forest,’ 
said Old Hen.
Dumbcluck didn’t know whether she should laugh or cry.
‘So will I really manage to become an egg?’ 
she asked nervously.
‘But of course you will!’ Old Hen reassured him, 
shedding a tear at the thought she was about to lose her 
Dumbcluck. 
She took off the chain with  the green-gold feather 
her own grandmother had given her 
and put it round the young hen’s neck.



One Time, but Which Time?

One time 
of all the many times, 
Dumbcluck left the hen-house.





One Midday, but Which Midday?

One midday 
out of the many middays, 
Dumbcluck reached a town 
at the end of the river path.







One Night, but Which Night?

One night 
out of the many nights, 
Dumbcluck met the One-Eyed Night.





A Day of Festivity, but Which Day of Festivity?

One day of festivity 
out of the many days of festivity, 
Dumbcluck 
experienced one more major joy.



One Afternoon, but Which Afternoon?

One afternoon 
out of the many afternoons, 
Dumbcluck met sorrow 
wearing the dress of happiness. 
She didn’t recognize her and began to follow her.



One Moon, but Which Moon?

One moon 
out of the many moons, 
Dumbcluck found out that 
sometimes even dreams cry. 
And sometimes they cry so much 
that they get swollen eyes from crying.



One Sunday, but Which Sunday?

On one Sunday 
out of many Sundays, 
Dumbcluck was trying 
to catch its own shadow. 
And upon playing and chasing…





One Bad Moment, but Which Bad Moment?

At one bad moment 
out of many bad moments, 
sad news spread from the hen-house.



A Black Day, but Which Black Day?

One black day 
out of all the many black days,
 iron flies filled the sky.

The golden cockerel, 
the great king of the world, 
and another seven kings 
with seven uniforms 
who had the Invisible Evil as their counsellor 
lost both their minds and hearts, 
or so the story goes.

The little children’s dolls all wept; 
the Cardboard Hens ran to seek shelter 
from the terrible rain of war, 
and unknown Leaden Cockerels 
fought battles against sorrow. 
When orange tongues of fire 
had licked and swallowed up the final dream, 
the king’s herald came out 
and cried in a loud voice that the war was over. 
A postman whose bag was filled with snails 
sent one snail out to each of the cities 
so they would remember 
the terrible rain of war 
and stay on their best behaviour.
   
‘I haven’t understand a word,’ said Dumbcluck 
and clutched her green-gold feather.

‘Wealth and money are bad counsellors. 
The king of the world lusted after gold. 
That and nothing else,’ 
came the sad voice of Old Hen.
‘All right, but what does the Creator of the night and day do?’ 
Dumbcluck asked. 
‘How does he let what he has created be destroyed?’
‘Not far from here you’ll find God’s house – why not ask him?’ 
came Old Hen’s voice, so faint now she could hardly hear it. 
She had to squeeze the green-gold feather once again 
before she could hear grandmother’s voice again, 
this time sadder still: 
‘In the courthouse of the sky, 
injustices are no longer put on trial.’



 One New Year’s Day, 
but Which New Year’s Day?

On one New Year’s Day 
out of many New Year’s Days, 
Dumbcluck met a Poet Cockerel 
who wore loose pants, 
told loose fairy tales 
and had loose dreams.





One Moment, but Which Moment?

At one moment 
out of all moments, 
Dumbcluck felt the happiness 
brought by a tiny little moment. 
A smiling hen taught her 
how to be happy with nothing.





One Night, but Which Night?

On one night 
of the many nights, 
Dumbcluck saw a bunch of dreams – 
and each grape was a nightmare.

In one of these dreams 
she was gathering blackberries in the woods.
‘I’ll make some nice jam for my friends,’ 
she told herself as he filled her little basket.
‘Help! Help!’ a voice came all of a sudden.
‘Who’s shouting?’ Dumbcluck asked. 
And looking up, she saw the trees were frightened.
‘Who’s shouting?’ she called out once again.
‘It’s me!’ the river water piped.
Dumbcluck ran to help 
and there at the end of the river road, 
where the river meets the sea, 
what did she see but an Iron Cockerel with a golden beak 
that was trying to squeeze across the river through a needle’s eye.
‘What on earth are you doing?’ 
Dumbcluck asked the Iron Cockerel.
‘Huh! And where did you spring from, you little winged piece of fluff?’ 
was the reply.
‘Are you going to tell me what you’re up to?’ 
Dumbcluck asked again, in a stern voice.
‘I’m doing what you see – 
trying to cross the river 
through the eye of this needle.’

‘What you’re trying to do is impossible,’ 
Dumbcluck told him.
‘But I’m very clever. 
Nothing’s impossible for me.’

‘And what will happen with the river road?’
‘The river road will become a motorway,’ 
laughed the Iron Cockerel with the golden beak.

Dumbcluck caught hold of the green-gold feather.

‘Nothing is cleverer than nature,’ 
she insisted stubbornly, repeating Old Hen’s words. 
‘Try as you might, 
you won’t get anywhere. 
His friends won’t let you.’
‘And who cares about them? 
I have friends, too, you know. 
Luckily I’ve got Giant Ego 
and his thousands of supporters.’
‘Who is this Giant Ego? 
I’ve never heard of him before,’ 
said Dumbcluck, 
clutching the green-gold feather once again. 
But Old Hen did not have time to answer, 
because at that moment she awoke in terror 
as thousands of iron chickens with golden beaks 
began to chase her. 
She tried to run 
but couldn’t move a step.



One Nice Weather Day, 
but Which Nice Weather Day?

On a nice weather day 
out of the many nice weather days, 
Dumbcluck hit the road 
and found herself at a pavement surrounded by courtesies.





One Yesterday, but Which Yesterday?

One yesterday 
out of the many yesterdays, 
Dumbcluck experienced a great sorrow.



One Morning, but Which Morning?

One morning 
out of the many mornings, 
Dumbcluck met the Cockerel 
she had seen in the dream where she had been in love.

‘It’s mine!’
‘No, mine!’ 
they squawked, as they both grabbed hold of the same apple. 
And then they burst out laughing. 
They recognized each other immediately.
‘At last! I’ve been going in and out of dreams in hope of meeting 
you, and now I’ve found you at the street market!’ 
the Cockerel exclaimed delightedly. 
‘I’d given up hope, for I didn’t even know your name so I could ask 
around for you. 
What is it, by the way?’ he asked.
   ‘Koo...Soo... .  Soo, they call me,’ Dumbcluck answered, blushing 

because, for the first time in her life, she was ashamed to say her real name. 
‘And what are you called?’ she asked.
‘Aristocock,’ he said, and lowered his eyes beneath his glasses. 
‘But my friends call me Dumbcluck.’
‘Dumbcluck?  
Ah, that’s what they call me, too,’ sighed Dumbcluck in relief.
‘Fine – 
so you’ll be Dumbcluck number one 
and I’ll be Dumbcluck number two,’ 
laughed Aristocock.
‘Give me your hand, so we’ll never be apart again.’
‘Don’t be in a hurry,’ said Dumbcluck hesitantly, 
for the moment she’d set eyes on him her stomach had begun to hurt. 
‘The great grandmother of the hen run was right 
when she said the soul lives in the stomach,’ she thought.

‘Give me your hand, Dumbcluck,’ Aristocock said, 
drawing near.
‘I don’t want to fall in love with you,’ 
said Dumbcluck, lowering her eyes. 
‘That’s to say... I want to and I don’t want to, 
I don’t want to and I do want to. 
I’m afraid. 
You see, what I really want is to turn back into an egg.’
‘And I want to become an egg, 
but I’m not afraid – 
so what are you afraid of, Dumbcluck?’
‘I’m afraid of sorrow, and I’m afraid of joy as well.’
‘Sorrow you must fight against, 
and joy you must have the courage to seize,’ 
said Aristocock. 



‘So give me your hand to hold 
in sorrow and in joy – and do not be afraid.’
‘Dumbcluck trustingly gave him her hand 
and they walked 
from the rising to the setting of the sun. 
And there, where they were gazing in wonder 
at the thousand and one colours of the setting sun, 
came the voice of Mythical Fortune: 

‘Now you can become an egg.’
‘Now I can become an egg,’ 
said Dumbcluck in a trembling voice.
‘Now I can become an egg,’ 
said Aristocock, sounding rather troubled.
   
They turned to one another, and in one voice they said:
   
‘I want to love you as deeply as you deserve to be loved.’

They didn’t say anything else, 
just listened to the beating of their hearts. 
And so, without words, 
they became one... 



Once Upon a Time, 

and Many Times Since...

...egg.










