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The Ugly Duckthing 

  
When mother duck laid seven eggs, 
She had a peek beneath her legs, 
 And nudged each one to be quite sure, 
That none had cracked upon the floor. 
 Once satisfied, she gave a cluck, 
Then headed for the local brook. 
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 Imagine mother duck’s surprise,  
When later on—before her eyes, 
 She found an egg amongst her clutch, 
That didn’t match the others much. 
 It was a different shade of blue, 
With speckles and a murky hue. 

 Within a week her feathered bum, 
Had warmed the eggs—their time had come. 
 And tiny scratching, hatching things, 
Emerged as baby duck-a-lings. 
 The mother duck gave such a quack, 
It made the final eggshell crack. 

 Out came a thing to fear and dread. 
A creature with a gargoyle’s head. 
 This extra hatchling was a freak, 
With fur and claws, and hook-nosed beak. 
 Poor mother duck went all a-quiver, 
She turned and headed for the river. 
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 Watching as its mother left, 
Poor Number Eight felt quite bereft. 
 A big fat tear welled in its eye. 
It gulped and tried to reason why, 
 Its mother’s love was not enough, 
To see beyond the scary stuff. 

 At daybreak Number Eight set out, 
To find a friend who would not doubt, 
 Its not-so-scary inner part. 
But other fowl showed little heart. 
 ‘Get out,’ they’d say. ‘Get out of town.’ 
And, as it passed, each one would frown. 

 One nasty goose turned up its bill. 
It muttered only spite and ill. 
 A mean old coot along the creek, 
Was swift to label it a freak. 
 So Number Eight went off to hide, 
In rushes by the water’s side. 
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The weeks passed by and days grew chill. 
Number Eight laid low and still. 
 As, deep within the bulrushes, 
Began a metamorphosis. 
 No one saw it grow and change. 
No one saw it rearrange. 

 Feathers sprouted, wings grew hulky. 
The muscles in its legs got bulky. 
 It grew a set of razor claws, 
An eagle beak and lion paws. 
 No longer just an ugly duck, 
This creature had an all-new look. 

 One day, as darkness turned to dawn, 
Number Eight woke up and yawned. 
 It saw, reflected in the light, 
 A wonderful, yet fearsome sight. 
 Like something from mythology, 
A beast of royal majesty. 
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 As river fowl peered on in awe, 
The creature stretched its wings and saw, 
 Across the sky, from lands afar, 
Its own true Griffin Ma and Pa. 
 At last, united with their son, 
The parents saw what he'd become. 

 “You’re beautiful,” said mother Griff’. 
“Stretch out your wings—I bet they’re stiff.” 
 Father Griff’ proclaimed with joy, 
“Be proud of who you are my boy. 
 You’re not just Number Eight to me. 
A Griffin’s what you’re born to be.” 

  As soon as word got round the pond, 
Each duck and goose grew very fond,  
 Of claiming that they always knew, 
What Number Eight was going through. 
 They all regretted being rude, 
And feared becoming Griffin food. 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The Princess and The Peanut 

 When Denmark’s Prince turned seventeen, 
He set out looking for a queen. 
 A wife to share his future throne. 
Vast rich estates they’d jointly own. 
 What teen princess would want to miss, 
A royal fortune quite like this? 
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 The Prince set off  upon his quest. 
Driving fast, he headed west. 
 He took along—to keep things fair, 
A comprehensive questionnaire, 
 With things like, ‘Do you snore at night?’ 
And size of shoes, and width, and height. 

 Each teenage maiden in the land, 
Would soon be vying for his hand. 
 Each one claimed to be princesses, 
Dressing up in sequinned dresses. 
 And how the prince might sort them out, 
Is what this tale is all about. 

 He started with a little test,  
To see which one could smile the best. 
 A few with broken teeth and warts,  
Were given scores of ones and noughts. 
 Test Two was quite a tricky one. 
The Prince asked each to do a sum. 

  
!  8



The girls tried hard from morn’ till night. 
They struggled hard to get it right. 
 When very few were left at all,  
A list was posted on the wall. 
 Just three princesses in the running. 
Two were pretty—one was stunning. 

 “Final test,” proclaimed the Prince. 
He grabbed a bag of nuts and winced. 
 “Eating such a common snack, 
Is done at best with regal knack. 
 Lets see how you handle those. 
I’m looking out for poise and pose.” 

 The first princess (not one to linger.) 
Snatched a nut with thumb and finger. 
 And, savouring the salty taste,  
She munched it up into a paste. 
 Down her throat it smoothly slid. 
Such a dainty opening bid. 
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 Princess Number Two had pose. 
She raised her brow and twitched her nose. 
 Then, using silver tongs, selected, 
The smallest nut her eye detected. 
 With one swift gulp the nut was gone. 
And Princess Two was sure she’d won. 

 But not until the final showing, 
Had the Prince a chance of knowing, 
 Which princess was fit to own,  
Half his rightful royal throne. 
 “Lets see how the last one fares,” 
Said the Prince.“How she compares.” 

 “Take your pick—shelled, roasted, salted,” 
But, sheepishly, the Princess halted.   
 “Since about the age of three,   
I’ve had a frightful allergy. 
 Such nuts cause problems with digestion, 
In my upper small intestine. 
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 Sadly, Princess Three looked down. 
“My numbers up.” She gave a frown. 
 “Why, not at all,” the Prince replied. 
He raised her chin and wiped her eye. 
 “This test reveals the ‘One and Only.’ 
You’re Royal Blood—the rest are phoney.” 

 For, princesses (these things are facts.) 
Have delicate digestion tracts. 
 It’s one of nature’s known defences. 
Royal heirs have heightened senses. 
“It's also true”, said future hubby, 
“Too many nuts can make one chubby.” 

 Back at the palace all rejoiced, 
That Denmark's Prince had made his choice. 
 And soon the pair were duly wed. 
A grand reception feast was spread. 
 Though at the buffet, so I’ve heard, 
From common nuts the guests were spared. 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The Emperor's Designer Suit 

 An Emperor’s life is full of woes. 
Not least of these, his choice of clothes, 
 Gives rise to grief and untold stress, 
When choosing how he ought to dress. 
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 Faced with wardrobes full of stuff, 
Such vast and varied choice is tough. 
 It’s much less complex, you will find. 
For people of the peasant kind. 

 Down on the farm, for little price, 
A simple smock will do quite nice. 
 Whereas, a royal toff must wear, 
A robe that's strictly debonair. 

 So it was for Emperor Guss, 
Who lately got in such a fuss. 
 When planning for the Palace Ball, 
Found nothing suitable at all. 

“My ermine robe is out of date,” 
The servants heard him loud berate. 
“These velvet pants are much too tight. 
I fear they'll give the gals a fright.” 

And every thing his aides suggested, 
Emperor Guss said he detested. 
 Each and every day he pondered. 
Back and forth he paced and wandered. 

!  13



 “What I need is something stunning. 
An all-new look with style and cunning.  
 Clothes to make folk stop and stare, 
Designed with matching underwear.” 

 And so the word spread near and far, 
From Timbuktu to Zanzibar. 
 Seamstresses and tailor’s too, 
All came to see what they could do. 

 They spread their fabrics on the floor. 
Bright cloths of silk, and rich velour. 
 But none of them could quite impress, 
This royal connoisseur of dress. 

 “Good gracious no!” the Emperor sighed. 
“Such clothes I really can’t abide. 
 Get me something more amazing. 
Threads to get them damsels gazing.” 

!  14



 “Be warned—this is your final chance. 
I want designer clothes from France. 
 The best costumiers, so they say, 
Are Monsieur’s Pomp and Beauvalet.” 

 At once, the senior aide—named Clarice, 
Booked a first class trip to Paris. 
 With names and numbers, written down, 
Of every fashion house in town. 

 At each boutique, he stopped by once. 
But always got the same response.  
 The Emperor's fame as such a snob, 
Meant no one wished to take the job. 

 Fearing for his own career,  
The fellow hatched a wild idea. 
 A clever make-up job he'd foster. 
A perfect Monsieur Pomp imposter. 
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 The palace cook joined in the plan,  
And dressed up as the other man. 
 For fabric (here's the crazy bit)  
The two would just imagine it. 

 Disguised, they reached the palace door, 
And asked to see the Emperor. 
 Before his eyes they promptly rolled, 
A bolt of cloth and cried “Behold!” 

The Emperor stared and scratched his chin. 
He couldn't see a blessed thing. 
Of course, the ploy was just a trick. 
Before he spoke, they jumped in quick. 

 “This special fabric—just released, 
Was bought at markets in the East. 
 And only people smart enough, 
Apparently, can see the stuff.” 
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 Emperor Guss was most surprised, 
For Nothing lay before his eyes. 
 But fearing scorn and ridicule, 
Avoided being called a fool. 

 “Such lovely colours—how divine. 
The weave and weft are soft and fine.” 
 The butler too chipped in at once, 
Hoping not to seem a dunce. 

 “Quite so, my Lord—you’re most astute. 
Just perfect for your brand new suit.” 
 No one uttered ifs or buts, 
For fear of calling him a klutz. 

 And so the two, dressed in disguise, 
Were quite caught up in telling lies. 
 For, once deception’s seed is planted, 
Liars grow more underhanded. 
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 To top it off, the aide went on,  
To promise a phenomenon 
 A suit so grand, its wearer shall, 
Be worshipped at the Palace Ball. 

 The job was done in two days flat, 
With matching pants and vest and hat. 
 They even made him underwear, 
That claimed to be beyond compare. 

  
 “His Lordship will look such a toff,” 
Exclaimed the cook, beneath a cough. 
 “Who would ever want to miss, 
A fashion statement quite like this?” 

 At this point the tables turn. 
The Emperor voices slight concern. 
 And, just to play it safe, requests, 
A few preliminary tests. 
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 “Now your work is quite complete. 
Let's say we try it on the street. 
 One of you shall wear it all, 
And pop down to the shopping mall.” 

 So Monsieur Pomp, (the aide that is)  
Was picked to carry out the biz. 
 The other man (who was the cook) 
Was made to do his buttons up. 

 And later on that very day, 
As townsfolk passed along the way, 
 Some swore they saw a naked man,  
Lurking by a grocer's van. 

 There is a moral to this tale. 
Most crazy schemes will likely fail. 
 And so it's best, as you can see, 
To have a really good Plan B. 
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