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Zine

A Chicken's Diary

Written and illustrated by Rawand Issa
Translated by Anam Zafar

I wrote this short story in summer 2016. Four years after
the incident with the "loverboy" rooster. And after I'd
read Mudhakkarat Dajjajah by Palestinian novelist Ishaq
al-Husayni. I decided to use the same Arabic title as al-
Husayni's novel because it had such an impact on me: it
really felt like a chicken had written the words. In my
story, I talk about my personal experience with a rooster
who lived briefly on my mother’s farm. The rooster and I
become a single being, as I question my relationship with
my mother, my former lover, and love itself.

Mudhakkarat Dajjajal by Ishaq al-Husayni, Palestinian
novelist. First published in 193 by Dar E1 Maaref, Cairo,
Egypt.

Mudhakkarat Dajjajah/A Chicken’s Diary by Rawand Issa.
First published in 2018 during the CairoComix Festival
(self-publication).

I'm still working on part two of this zine. Publication is
expected in 2025.

+Published in English as Memoirs of a Hen: A Present-Day Palestinian
Fable (translated by George J. Kanazi, York Press, 1999).

Beirut 2025









In my mum's garden, there are 50
hens and roosters. There are more
hens because she slaughters and
cooks the roosters (there's no
need for lots of them since they
don't lay eggs).

The roosters really cause chaos
with the hens. They strut around,
each choosing a few hens for
themselves.

1029251 dpud 121 410 1S

Dl sae Gpas sl e

X 5 gad) gyl éu_u 71).4
L Jpaac 558 s 603l
wdapy 7 1> gl . ubp X
‘iylv') ﬁo}Syl‘lmJ /u'—’l‘,{acrgb



Except for one particular rooster.
He would spend all day in the
garden with the same hen.

He followed her wherever she
went.
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Wwhen my mum sprinkled grain
outside the house for the
chickens, this rooster would
carefully stand guard over his
hen so she could eat in peace.

Any hen trying to get close to
her would be pecked on the head.
And if another rooster happened
to approach her, the loverboy
would spread his feathers and
attack until his beak was covered
in blood.
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Chickens raised in gardens,
rather than commercial farms, are
calmer and more intelligent. When
they're let out to eat and wander
freely outside, they start
developing relationships like the
ones people form.
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My mum

slaughtered
the loverboy
because '"he’s
useless." She

3%

fed him to us
in a
delicious
molokhiyya.
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T only knew I had eaten the
loverboy once I'd finished my
plate. After that episode, I
stopped eating meat for 4 years. I
refused to consume anything with
a soul, to strip the soul of its
worth like that. T was furious
with my mum and declared war on
the capitalist regime that makes
everything into a commodity.
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In December 2016 I fell into a
deep depression. During that time,
I stopped romanticising my duty
to rise above eating meat.
Suddenly, I couldn’t care less. It
was like I didn't believe souls
existed at all.
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We don't have souls,
only brains.
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I lost my war to save "love" when
I discovered I didn't know what
love actually was.

Why had I stayed for so long with
such a cruel guy?

Because I loved him?
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Love is a word that burdens
its givers and receivers with
responsibility and duty.
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My mum loves me but she is cruel.
She’s the one who taught me love.

She fed it to me through cruelty.
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A1l these years, I'd stayed with a
cruel guy because I loved him.
T'm used to loving cruel people.

People raised in gardens, rather
than commercial farms, are calmer
and more intelligent. when they're
let out to eat and wander freely
outside, they start developing
relationships that are different
to the ones people usually form.
They doubt everything..

Even 1OVe.
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