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In this short extract from Chickens’ Paradise by Dan Lungu, Relu Covalciuc explains how he picked 

up a coffee-drinking habit in the years before 1989. 

 

 

I went into the kitchen to get dressed in the light. There was still another hour to go before sunrise. 

What should I do until then? I made myself a coffee. That’s what I’ve been doing lately: the pig 

doesn’t get fed until I’ve had myself a little coffee first. It’s a bad habit, but I can’t seem to shake it. 

What, do you think that our grandparents drank coffee? Do you think they needed these trifles to get 

up in the morning? Did they heck! They had their hands full. Coffee is for lazy buggers and for those 

with a job with nothing to do. I picked up my coffee habit at the factory. The whole shift was made up 

of empty moments: you hung around until the first materials arrived; but instead of simply hanging 

around, you drank a little coffee made on the stove. When the materials arrived, the power went. What 

did you do? You drank a little coffee. When the power came back on, it was time for lunch break. 

You ate whatever you had with you, and after that, oop! a little coffee. After the break, the machine 

broke down, well it was old – what can you do? The mechanic from maintenance never hurried, so 

before he got there, you had another coffee. After he’d repaired it, you hung around with him and had 

a shot and – if your heart could still take it – a little coffee, and he’d tell you what was wrong with the 

machine. And so on. I think that’s the reason why coffee was so sought after before ’89, everyone had 

moments like that with nothing to do, they had to kill the time somehow. And that’s how we picked 

up the habit… Now, you can’t even have a funeral without coffee – why, it’d be like holding the 

reception without serving a cake. 


