




T
h
e
re

 once
 w

a
s a

n U
g
ly
 D

uckling
, 

w
ith

 fe
a
th

e
rs a

ll stub
b
y
 a

nd
 

b
row

n. 

 

T
h
e
 oth

e
r b

ird
s in so m

a
ny

 w
ord

s 
sa

id
 “Q

ua
ck

 ! G
e
t out of tow

n!” 

 

S
o h

e
 w

e
nt w

ith
 a

 “Q
ua

ck
” a

nd
 a

 
w
a
d
d
le
 a

nd
 a

 “Q
ua

ck
” a

nd
 a

 flurry
 

of e
id
e
rd

o
w
n. 

 

T
h
a
t p

oor little
 U

g
ly
 D

uck
ling

  
w
a
nd

e
re

d
 b

oth
 fa

r a
nd

 ne
a
r. T

h
e
  

oth
e
r b

ird
s in so m

a
ny

 w
ord

s sa
id
 

“Q
ua

ck
 G

e
t out of h

e
re

!” 

 

S
o h

e
 w

e
nt w

ith
 a

 “Q
ua

ck
” a

nd
 a

 
w
a
d
d
le
 a

nd
 a

 “Q
ua

ck
” a

nd
 a

 ve
ry

 
unh

a
p
p
y
 te

a
r. 

 

A
ll th

rough
 th

e
 w

inte
rtim

e
, h

e
 h

id
 

h
im

se
lf a

w
a
y
 in a

 lone
ly
 clum

p
 of 

w
e
e
d
s. 

 

U
ntil one

 d
a
y
, a

 flock of sw
a
ns 

fle
w
 b

y
 a

nd
 sa

id
 “Y

ou’re
 a

 ve
ry

  
fine

 sw
a
n ind

e
e
d
!” 

 

“W
h
a
t m

e
?
  A

 sw
a
n?

  G
o on!”  A

nd
 

th
e
y
 sa

id
 “Y

e
s!  L

ook
 in th

e
 w

a
te

r 
a
nd

 y
ou’ll se

e
!” 

 

 

A
nd

 h
e
 look

e
d
, a

nd
 h

e
 sa

w
, a

nd
 h

e
 

sa
id
 “I

 a
m
 a

 sw
a
n! W

h
e
e
e
e
e
e
!” 

 

A
nd

 th
e
 oth

e
r b

ird
s in so m

a
ny

 
w
ord

s sa
id
 “T

h
e
 b

e
st in tow

n.” 

 

N
ot a

 “Q
ua

ck”, not a
 w

a
d
d
le
, not 

a
 “Q

ua
ck

” , just a
 g

lid
e
 a

nd
 a

 
w
h
istle

 a
nd

 a
 snow

y
 w

h
ite

 b
a
ck

 a
nd

 
a
 h

e
a
d
 so nob

le
 a

nd
 h

ig
h
.  “S

a
y
, 

w
h
o’s a

n U
g
ly
 D

uck
ling

?
  N

ot I
!” 

 


