The Little Red Hen Thinks Again

By Stephen C. Clark

The campaign for a Basic Income has many hurdles to overcome, and they are not necessarily all academic or political.  Our culture in the west ingrains in us the notion of the stand alone individual.  This individual is accorded complete credit and utter control of all that she produces.  Although sharing is considered a virtue, it does not take a child long to understand how the world works.  One of the first introductions to the “real world” is the story of the “The Little Red Hen”.  The industrious Ms. Hen is recognized the world over as the primary example of why some should have and others should be denied.  The meme of “I made it, it’s mine” is driven home with a vengeance, literally.  She is considered justified in withholding her bounty from her friends because they are lazy.  In my twenty years of education at the elementary level I have never heard it questioned.

In my story “The Little Red Hen Thinks Again” Ms Hen is left to ruminate over her actions and decides to take a different course of action than she first deemed appropriate.  I believe that this type of challenge to the “I, Me, Mine” world view in children’s literature, in religious practice and dialogue, and in the world of art and theater is necessary to move our ideas forward.  In that spirit I introduce “The Little Red Hen Thinks Again”.
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One day the Little Red Hen found herself alone at home with a tummie ache.  She had just eaten a whole loaf of bread and she felt terrible.

That wasn’t the only reason she felt bad.  She had just chased away her best friends, Dog, Cat, and Goose.  So Little Red Hen was lonely too.

The Little Red Hen had chased away her friends because she had gotten mad at them.  She was mad because none of her friends had helped her make her bread.

She had asked them all to help her plant her wheat.  But dog had been sleepy, Cat had been giving herself a bath, and Goose had to take an important phone call. So Little Red Hen had planted her wheat all alone.

And every time that Little Red Hen needed help with her wheat field, all her friends had something else to do.  Dog was always chasing rabbits (or sleeping), Cat was always primping, and looking at her pretty face in the mirror, practicing her “looks”, and Goose was always, Oh well, just Goose, minding everybody’s business but her own.

So when Little Red Hen had baked her first loaves of bread, she had thrown a temper tantrum and told all her friends to leave.  So now she was all alone and stuffed. “Gee,” she thought, “I hope Old Wolf doesn’t come today, because I couldn’t run away.”

Then Little Red Hen started to get scared.  She thought of the last time that Old Wolf had come.  She had been watering her wheat and wolf had sneaked up and gotten between Little Red Hen and the safety of her house.

“Who shall save me from Old Wolf ,” cried the Little Red Hen.  “Not I,” said Owl, “You were very unwise to go far from your house.”  “Not I,” said Cow, “I have my cud to chew, who cares about you.” “ I will,” said Dog, and Old Wolf was so scared he ran away without a fight.

Before Little Red Hen could miss Dog too much she thought she heard a familiar sound in her wall, little feet scurrying about.  The news had spread about her wheat and now Little Red Hen knew every mouse in the county would come to feast.

She thought of all the problems she had with mice before.  They kept eating all of her food. “Who shall help me with these dreadful rodents,” asked Little Red Hen. “Not I,” said her friend Bee, “I’m much too busy to sit for hours awaiting a mouse.”  “Not I,” said her friend Pigeon, “I have a message to deliver.” “I will,” said Cat.  And Little Red Hen laughed to herself when she remembered the look on Cat’s face when she said, “I love mice.”

But Little Red Hen now had other things on her mind.  It was time to start to sit on her eggs.  Her warm body would signal to her babies to begin to grow.  Little Red Hen knew that once she started this she had to stay on the nest all day, every day for the next three weeks.

Little Red Hen thought of her last nest of eggs.  She had been setting for one week and she knew it was time for her to go get seed for her wheat, but she couldn’t leave her eggs for that long. “Who will help keep my eggs warm?” asked the Little Red Hen.  “Not I,” said her friend Pig, “I only lay in mud.”  “Not I,” said her friend Frog, “I’d only make your eggs cold.”  “I will,” said Goose, “If I can use your phone while I’m setting.” 

So the Little Red Hen had gone all the way to the store to buy her seeds for her wheat.  When she got back Goose was happily chatting with all her friends and the Little Red Hen’s eggs were snug and warm.

A little tear started to form in the Little Red Hen’s eye.  She missed her friends.  She needed her friends.  So Little Red Hen quickly baked another loaf of bread and threw open her door and called to her friends.  “Dog, Cat, Goose, come back.  I have something to tell you,” she exclaimed.

Dog had little trouble awaking from his nap because he was hungry.   Cat had little trouble pulling herself away from her mirror.  She was looking a little thin today.  And Goose came right away too.  She wasn’t even on the phone because the Little Red Hen had hurt her feelings.

The four friends stood nervously in Little Red Hen’s house.  Little Red Hen turned first to Dog.  

“My dear friend Dog, I could not have grown my wheat without your protection from Old Wolf,” said the Little Red Hen. And then she gave him a big piece of bread.

“My Dear friend Cat, I would have no wheat left for my bread if you had not er… chased away the mice,” said the Little Red Hen. And Cat licked her chops as Little Red Hen handed her a large piece of bread.

“My dear friend Goose, I would not have had seed to plant if you had not cared for my dear little eggs,” said the Little Red Hen.  And Goose smiled a large Goose smile as Little Red Hen handed her a large piece of Bread.

When the meal was over, the Little Red Hen suggested a trip to the pond. “Goose and Dog can swim,” she said, “and Cat and I can rest in the sun.” The Little Red Hen was happy with her friends again. Her tummy ache was forgotten.
