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TH
E U

G
LY D

U
C

K
LIN

G
 

 
T

w
as

so
beautifulin

the
country.Itw

as
the

sum
m

ertim
e.The

w
heatfields

w
ere

golden,
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

the
oats

w
ere

green,and
the

hay
stood

in
greatstacks

in
the

green
m

eadow
s.The

stork
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

paraded
about

am
ong

them
on

his
long

red
legs,

chattering
aw

ay
in

Egyptian,
the

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

language he had learned from
 his lady m

other. 

Allaround
the

m
eadow

s
and

cornfields
grew

thick
w

oods,and
in

the
m

idstofthe
forest

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

w
as a deep lake. Yes, it w

as beautiful, it w
as delightful in the country. 

In
a

sunny
spotstood

a
pleasantold

farm
house

circled
allaboutw

ith
deep

canals;and
from

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
the

w
alls

dow
n

to
the

w
ater's

edge
grew

greatburdocks,so
high

thatunderthe
tallestofthem

a
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

little
child

m
ight

stand
upright.

The
spotw

as
as

w
ild

as
ifithad

been
in

the
very

centerofthe
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

thick w
ood. 

In
this

snug
retreatsata

duck
upon

hernest,w
atching

forheryoung
brood

to
hatch;butthe

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
pleasure

she
had

feltatfirstw
as

alm
ostgone;she

had
begun

to
think

ita
w

earisom
e

task,for
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

the
little

ones
w

ere
so

long
com

ing
outoftheirshells,and

she
seldom

had
visitors.The

other
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
ducks

liked
m

uch
better

to
sw

im
about

in
the

canals
than

to
clim

b
the

slippery
banks

and
sit

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

under
the

burdock
leaves

to
have

a
gossip

w
ith

her.
It

w
as

a
long

tim
e

to
stay

so
m

uch
by

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

herself. 

At
length,

how
ever,

one
shell

cracked,
and

soon
another,

and
from

each
cam

e
a

living
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

creature that lifted its head and cried "Peep, peep." 

"Q
uack,quack!"

said
the

m
other;and

then
they

alltried
to

say
it,too,as

w
ellas

they
could,

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
w

hile
they

looked
allabout

them
on

every
side

at
the

tallgreen
leaves.Theirm

otherallow
ed

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
them

 to look about as m
uch as they liked, because green is good for the eyes. 

"W
hat

a
great

w
orld

itis,to
be

sure,"
said

the
little

ones,w
hen

they
found

how
m

uch
m

ore
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

room
 they had than w

hen they w
ere in the eggshell. 
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"Is
this

allthe
w

orld,do
you

im
agine?"

said
the

m
other."W

aittillyou
have

seen
the

garden.
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
Far

beyond
thatitstretches

dow
n

to
the

pastor's
field,though

Ihave
neverventured

to
such

a
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
  

 
 

 
 

 
 

distance.
Are

you
allout?"

she
continued,rising

to
look."N

o,notall;the
largestegg

lies
there

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

yet,Ideclare.Iw
onderhow

long
this

business
is

to
last.I'm

really
beginning

to
be

tired
ofit;"but

  
  

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
for all that she sat dow

n again. 

"W
ell, and how

 are you to-day?" quacked an old duck w
ho cam

e to pay her a visit. 

"There's
one

egg
thattakes

a
dealofhatching.The

shellis
hard

and
w

illnotbreak,"said
the

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
fond

m
other,w

ho
satstillupon

hernest."Butjustlook
atthe

others.H
ave

Inota
pretty

fam
ily?

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 

 
Are

they
notthe

prettiestlittle
ducklings

you
eversaw

?
They

are
the

im
age

oftheirfather—
the

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
good for naught! H

e never com
es to see m

e." 

"Letm
e

see
the

egg
thatw

illnotbreak,"
said

the
old

duck."I've
no

doubtit's
a

G
uinea

fow
l's

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

egg.The
sam

e
thing

happened
to

m
e

once,and
a

dealoftrouble
itgave

m
e,forthe

young
ones

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

are
afraid

of
the

w
ater.

I
quacked

and
clucked,butallto

no
purpose.Letm

e
take

a
look

atit.
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Yes,
I

am
right;

it's
a

G
uinea

fow
l,

upon
m

y
w

ord;
so

take
m

y
advice

and
leave

itw
here

itis.
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

C
om

e to the w
ater and teach the other children to sw

im
." 

"Ithink
Iw

illsita
little

w
hile

longer,"
said

the
m

other."Ihave
satso

long,a
day

ortw
o

m
ore

 
  

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
w

on't m
atter." 

"Very w
ell, please yourself," said the old duck, rising; and she w

ent aw
ay. 

 

Atlastthe
greategg

broke,and
the

latestbird
cried

"Peep,peep,"as
he

creptforth
from

the
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

shell.H
ow

big
and

ugly
he

w
as!The

m
otherduck

stared
athim

and
did

notknow
w

hatto
think.

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

"R
eally,"

she
said,

"this
is

an
enorm

ous
duckling,

and
it

is
not

at
alllike

any
of

the
others.

I
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
w

onderifhe
w

illturn
outto

be
a

G
uinea

fow
l.W

ell,w
e

shallsee
w

hen
w

e
getto

the
w

ater—
for

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
into the w

ater he m
ust go, even if I have to push him

 in m
yself." 

O
n

the
next

day
the

w
eather

w
as

delightful.
The

sun
shone

brightly
on

the
green

burdock
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
leaves,

and
the

m
other

duck
took

her
w

hole
fam

ily
dow

n
to

the
w

ater
and

jum
ped

in
w

ith
a

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

splash.
"Q

uack,
quack!"

cried
she,

and
one

after
another

the
little

ducklings
jum

ped
in.

The
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

w
ater

closed
over

their
heads,

but
they

cam
e

up
again

in
an

instant
and

sw
am

about
quite

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
prettily,

w
ith

their
legs

paddling
under

them
as

easily
as

possible;theirlegs
w

entoftheirow
n

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
accord; and the ugly gray-coat w

as also in the w
ater, sw

im
m

ing w
ith them

. 

"O
h,"

said
the

m
other,

"that
is

not
a

G
uinea

fow
l.

See
how

w
ellhe

uses
his

legs,and
how

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
erecthe

holds
him

self!H
e

is
m

y
ow

n
child,and

he
is

notso
very

ugly
afterall,ifyou

look
athim

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
properly.Q

uack,quack!com
e

w
ith

m
e

now.Iw
illtake

you
into

grand
society

and
introduce

you
 

 
 

 
 

 
  

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
to

the
farm

yard,
but

you
m

ust
keep

close
to

m
e

oryou
m

ay
be

trodden
upon;and,above

all,
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

bew
are of the cat." 

W
hen

they
reached

the
farm

yard,
there

w
as

a
w

retched
riot

going
on;

tw
o

fam
ilies

w
ere

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
fighting

for
an

eel's
head,w

hich,afterall,w
as

carried
offby

the
cat."See,children,thatis

the
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w
ay

of
the

w
orld,"

said
the

m
otherduck,w

hetting
herbeak,forshe

w
ould

have
liked

the
eel's

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

head
herself.

"C
om

e,
now,use

yourlegs,and
letm

e
see

how
w

ellyou
can

behave.You
m

ust
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
bow

your
heads

prettily
to

that
old

duck
yonder;

she
is

the
highest

born
of

them
alland

has
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Spanish
blood;therefore

she
is

w
elloff.D

on'tyou
see

she
has

a
red

rag
tied

to
herleg,w

hich
is

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
som

ething
very

grand
and

a
great

honor
for

a
duck;itshow

s
thatevery

one
is

anxious
notto

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
lose

her,
and

that
she

is
to

be
noticed

by
both

m
an

and
beast.C

om
e,now,don'tturn

in
your

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

toes;a
w

ell-bred
duckling

spreads
his

feetw
ide

apart,justlike
his

fatherand
m

other,in
this

w
ay;

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

now
 bend your necks and say 'Q

uack!'" 

The
ducklings

did
as

they
w

ere
bade,

but
the

other
ducks

stared,
and

said,
"Look,

here
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
com

es
another

brood—
as

if
there

w
ere

not
enough

of
us

already!
And

bless
m

e,
w

hat
a

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

queer-looking
objectone

ofthem
is;w

e
don'tw

anthim
here";and

then
one

flew
outand

bithim
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

in the neck. 

"Let him
 alone," said the m

other; "he is not doing any harm
." 

"Yes,buthe
is

so
big

and
ugly.H

e's
a

perfectfright,"said
the

spitefulduck,"and
therefore

he
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

m
ust be turned out. A little biting w

ill do him
 good." 

"The
others

are
very

pretty
children,"

said
the

old
duck

w
ith

the
rag

on
herleg,"allbutthat

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
one. I w

ish his m
other could sm

ooth him
 up a bit; he is really ill-favored." 

"Thatis
im

possible,yourgrace,"
replied

the
m

other."H
e

is
notpretty,buthe

has
a

very
good

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

disposition
and

sw
im

s
as

w
ellas

the
others

or
even

better.
Ithink

he
w

illgrow
up

pretty,and
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

perhaps
be

sm
aller.H

e
has

rem
ained

too
long

in
the

egg,and
therefore

his
figure

is
notproperly

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

form
ed;"

and
then

she
stroked

his
neck

and
sm

oothed
the

feathers,saying:"Itis
a

drake,and
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

therefore
not

of
so

m
uch

consequence.Ithink
he

w
illgrow

up
strong

and
able

to
take

care
of

 
 

 
 

 
  

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

him
self." 

"The
otherducklings

are
gracefulenough,"

said
the

old
duck."N

ow
m

ake
yourselfathom

e,
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

and if you find an eel's head you can bring it to m
e." 

And
so

they
m

ade
them

selves
com

fortable;
but

the
poor

duckling
w

ho
had

creptoutofhis
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
shell

last
of

alland
looked

so
ugly

w
as

bitten
and

pushed
and

m
ade

fun
of,

not
only

by
the

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

ducks but by all the poultry. 
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"H
e

is
too

big,"
they

allsaid;
and

the
turkey

cock,
w

ho
had

been
born

into
the

w
orld

w
ith

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
spurs

and
fancied

him
selfreally

an
em

peror,puffed
him

selfoutlike
a

vesselin
fullsailand

flew
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
atthe

duckling.H
e

becam
e

quite
red

in
the

head
w

ith
passion,so

thatthe
poorlittle

thing
did

not
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
know

w
here

to
go,and

w
as

quite
m

iserable
because

he
w

as
so

ugly
as

to
be

laughed
atby

the
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
w

hole farm
yard. 

So
itw

enton
from

day
to

day;itgotw
orse

and
w

orse.The
poorduckling

w
as

driven
aboutby

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

every
one;

even
his

brothers
and

sisters
w

ere
unkind

to
him

and
w

ould
say,

"Ah,
you

ugly
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

creature,
I

w
ish

the
cat

w
ould

get
you"

and
his

m
otherhad

been
heard

to
say

she
w

ished
he

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
had

never
been

born.
The

ducks
pecked

him
,the

chickens
beathim

,and
the

girlw
ho

fed
the

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

poultry
pushed

him
w

ith
herfeet.So

atlasthe
ran

aw
ay,frightening

the
little

birds
in

the
hedge

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
as

he
flew

over
the

palings.
"They

are
afraid

because
I

am
so

ugly,"
he

said.So
he

flew
still

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

farther,untilhe
cam

e
outon

a
large

m
oorinhabited

by
w

ild
ducks.H

ere
he

rem
ained

the
w

hole
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
night, feeling very sorrow

ful. 
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In
the

m
orning,w

hen
the

w
ild

ducks
rose

in
the

air,they
stared

attheirnew
com

rade."W
hat

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

sort of a duck are you?" they all said, com
ing round him

. 

H
e

bow
ed

to
them

and
w

as
as

polite
as

he
could

be,buthe
did

notreply
to

theirquestion.
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
"You

are
exceedingly

ugly,"
said

the
w

ild
ducks;

"but
that

w
illnotm

atterifyou
do

notw
antto

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
m

arry one of our fam
ily." 

Poor
thing!

he
had

no
thoughts

ofm
arriage;allhe

w
anted

w
as

perm
ission

to
lie

am
ong

the
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

rushes
and

drink
som

e
ofthe

w
ateron

the
m

oor.Afterhe
had

been
on

the
m

oortw
o

days,there
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
cam

e
tw

o
w

ild
geese,

or
rather

goslings,
for

they
had

not
been

out
of

the
egg

long,
w

hich
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
accounts

for
their

im
pertinence.

"Listen,
friend,"

said
one

of
them

to
the

duckling;"you
are

so
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
ugly

thatw
e

like
you

very
w

ell.W
illyou

go
w

ith
us

and
becom

e
a

bird
ofpassage?

N
otfarfrom

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
here

is
anotherm

oor,in
w

hich
there

are
som

e
w

ild
geese,allofthem

unm
arried.Itis

a
chance

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
for you to get a w

ife. You m
ay m

ake your fortune, ugly as you are." 

"Bang,bang,"sounded
in

the
air,and

the
tw

o
w

ild
geese

felldead
am

ong
the

rushes,and
the

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

w
ater

w
as

tinged
w

ith
blood.

"Bang,
bang,"

echoed
far

and
w

ide
in

the
distance,

and
w

hole
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
flocks of w

ild geese rose up from
 the rushes. 

The
sound

continued
from

every
direction,forthe

sportsm
en

surrounded
the

m
oor,and

som
e

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

w
ere

even
seated

on
branches

oftrees,overlooking
the

rushes.The
blue

sm
oke

from
the

guns
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
rose

like
clouds

over
the

dark
trees,

and
as

it
floated

aw
ay

across
the

w
ater,

a
num

ber
of

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

sporting
dogs

bounded
in

am
ong

the
rushes,

w
hich

bent
beneath

them
w

herever
they

w
ent.

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

H
ow

they
terrified

the
poorduckling!H

e
turned

aw
ay

his
head

to
hide

itunderhis
w

ing,and
at

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
the

sam
e

m
om

enta
large,terrible

dog
passed

quite
nearhim

.H
is

jaw
s

w
ere

open,his
tongue

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
hung

from
his

m
outh,

and
his

eyes
glared

fearfully.
H

e
thrust

his
nose

close
to

the
duckling,

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
show

ing his sharp teeth, and then "splash, splash," he w
ent into the w

ater, w
ithout touching him

. 

"O
h," sighed the duckling, "how

 thankful I am
 for being so ugly; even a dog w

ill not bite m
e." 

And
so

he
lay

quite
still,w

hile
the

shotrattled
through

the
rushes,and

gun
aftergun

w
as

fired
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

overhim
.Itw

as
late

in
the

day
before

allbecam
e

quiet,buteven
then

the
pooryoung

thing
did

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

not
dare

to
m

ove.
H

e
w

aited
quietly

for
severalhours

and
then,afterlooking

carefully
around

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

him
,

hastened
aw

ay
from

the
m

oor
as

fast
as

he
could.

H
e

ran
over

field
and

m
eadow

tilla
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

storm
 arose, and he could hardly struggle against it. 

Tow
ards

evening
he

reached
a

poorlittle
cottage

thatseem
ed

ready
to

fall,and
only

seem
ed

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

to
rem

ain
standing

because
itcould

notdecide
on

w
hich

side
to

fallfirst.The
storm

continued
so

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

violent
that

the
duckling

could
go

no
farther.H

e
satdow

n
by

the
cottage,and

then
he

noticed
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
that

the
door

w
as

not
quite

closed,
in

consequence
of

one
of

the
hinges

having
given

w
ay.

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
There

w
as,

therefore,
a

narrow
opening

near
the

bottom
large

enough
forhim

to
slip

through,
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
w

hich
he

did
very

quietly,and
gota

shelterforthe
night.H

ere,in
this

cottage,lived
a

w
om

an,a
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
cat,and

a
hen.The

cat,w
hom

his
m

istress
called

"M
y

little
son,"w

as
a

greatfavorite;he
could

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
raise

his
back,

and
purr,

and
could

even
throw

out
sparks

from
his

fur
if

it
w

ere
stroked

the
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

w
rong

w
ay.The

hen
had

very
shortlegs,so

she
w

as
called

"C
hickie

Short-legs."She
laid

good
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eggs, and
herm

istress
loved

heras
ifshe

had
been

herow
n

child.In
the

m
orning

the
strange

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
visitor w

as discovered; the cat began to purr and the hen to cluck. 

"W
hatis

thatnoise
about?"

said
the

old
w

om
an,looking

around
the

room
.Buthersightw

as
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

notvery
good;therefore

w
hen

she
saw

the
duckling

she
thoughtitm

ustbe
a

fatduck
thathad

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
strayed

from
hom

e."O
h,w

hata
prize!"

she
exclaim

ed."Ihope
itis

nota
drake,forthen

Ishall
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

have som
e ducks' eggs. I m

ust w
ait and see." 

So the duckling w
as allow

ed to rem
ain on trial for three w

eeks; but there w
ere no eggs. 

N
ow

the
cat

w
as

the
m

aster
of

the
house,

and
the

hen
w

as
the

m
istress;and

they
alw

ays
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
said,"W

e
and

the
w

orld,"forthey
believed

them
selves

to
be

halfthe
w

orld,and
by

farthe
better

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
half,too.The

duckling
thoughtthatothers

m
ighthold

a
differentopinion

on
the

subject,butthe
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

hen w
ould not listen to such doubts. 

"C
an

you
lay

eggs?"
she

asked."N
o."

"Then
have

the
goodness

to
cease

talking.""C
an

you
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
raise

your
back,

or
purr,

or
throw

out
sparks?"

said
the

cat.
"N

o."
"Then

you
have

no
rightto

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
express

an
opinion

w
hen

sensible
people

are
speaking."So

the
duckling

satin
a

corner,feeling
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
very

low
-spirited;butw

hen
the

sunshine
and

the
fresh

aircam
e

into
the

room
through

the
open

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
door, he began to feel such a great longing for a sw

im
 that he could not help speaking of it. 

"W
hatan

absurd
idea!"said

the
hen."You

have
nothing

else
to

do;therefore
you

have
foolish

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
fancies. If you could purr or lay eggs, they w

ould pass aw
ay." 

"But
it

is
so

delightfulto
sw

im
about

on
the

w
ater,"

said
the

duckling,"and
so

refreshing
to

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

feel it close over your head w
hile you dive dow

n to the bottom
." 

"D
elightful,

indeed!
it

m
ust

be
a

queer
sort

of
pleasure,"

said
the

hen.
"W

hy,
you

m
ust

be
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

crazy!Ask
the

cat—
he

is
the

cleverestanim
alIknow

;ask
him

how
he

w
ould

like
to

sw
im

about
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
on

the
w

ater,orto
dive

underit,forIw
illnotspeak

ofm
y

ow
n

opinion.Ask
ourm

istress,the
old

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
w

om
an;

there
is

no
one

in
the

w
orld

m
ore

clever
than

she
is.

D
o

you
think

she
w

ould
relish

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
sw

im
m

ing and letting the w
ater close over her head?" 

"I see you don't understand m
e," said the duckling. 

"W
e

don't
understand

you?
W

ho
can

understand
you,

I
w

onder?
D

o
you

consideryourself
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
m

ore
clever

than
the

cat
or

the
old

w
om

an?—
I

w
illsay

nothing
ofm

yself.D
on'tim

agine
such

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
nonsense,child,and

thank
yourgood

fortune
thatyou

have
been

so
w

ellreceived
here.Are

you
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

not
in

a
w

arm
room

and
in

society
from

w
hich

you
m

ay
learn

som
ething?

But
you

are
a

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

chatterer,
and

your
com

pany
is

not
very

agreeable.
Believe

m
e,

I
speak

only
foryourgood.I

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
  

m
ay

tellyou
unpleasanttruths,butthatis

a
proofofm

y
friendship.Iadvise

you,therefore,to
lay

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 

 
 

eggs and learn to purr as quickly as possible." 

"I believe I m
ust go out into the w

orld again," said the duckling. 

"Yes,
do,"

said
the

hen.
So

the
duckling

left
the

cottage
and

soon
found

w
ateron

w
hich

it
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
could sw

im
 and dive, but he w

as avoided by all other anim
als because of his ugly appearance. 
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Autum
n

cam
e,

and
the

leaves
in

the
forest

turned
to

orange
and

gold;
then,

as
w

inter
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
approached,

the
w

ind
caught

them
as

they
felland

w
hirled

them
into

the
cold

air.The
clouds,

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
heavy

w
ith

hail
and

snow
flakes,

hung
low

in
the

sky,
and

the
raven

stood
am

ong
the

reeds,
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

crying,"C
roak,croak."

Itm
ade

one
shiverw

ith
cold

to
look

athim
.Allthis

w
as

very
sad

forthe
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
poor little duckling. 

O
ne

evening,
just

as
the

sun
w

as
setting

am
id

radiant
clouds,

there
cam

e
a

large
flock

of
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

beautifulbirds
outofthe

bushes.The
duckling

had
neverseen

any
like

them
before.They

w
ere

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
sw

ans;
and

they
curved

their
graceful

necks,
w

hile
their

soft
plum

age
shone

w
ith

dazzling
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
w

hiteness.
They

uttered
a

singularcry
as

they
spread

theirglorious
w

ings
and

flew
aw

ay
from

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

those
cold

regions
to

w
arm

ercountries
across

the
sea.They

m
ounted

higherand
higherin

the
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
air,and

the
ugly

little
duckling

had
a

strange
sensation

as
he

w
atched

them
.H

e
w

hirled
him

self
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

in
the

w
aterlike

a
w

heel,stretched
outhis

neck
tow

ards
them

,and
uttered

a
cry

so
strange

that
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

it
frightened

even
him

self.
C

ould
he

everforgetthose
beautiful,happy

birds!And
w

hen
atlast

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

they
w

ere
outofhis

sight,he
dived

underthe
w

aterand
rose

again
alm

ostbeside
him

selfw
ith

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

excitem
ent.H

e
knew

notthe
nam

es
ofthese

birds
norw

here
they

had
flow

n,buthe
felttow

ards
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
them

 as he had never felt tow
ards any other bird in the w

orld. 

H
e

w
as

not
envious

of
these

beautifulcreatures;
it

never
occurred

to
him

to
w

ish
to

be
as

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

lovely
as

they.Poorugly
creature,how

gladly
he

w
ould

have
lived

even
w

ith
the

ducks,had
they

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

only treated him
 kindly and given him

 encouragem
ent. 

The
w

intergrew
colderand

colder;he
w

as
obliged

to
sw

im
abouton

the
w

aterto
keep

itfrom
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

freezing,butevery
nightthe

space
on

w
hich

he
sw

am
becam

e
sm

allerand
sm

aller.Atlength
it

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
froze

so
hard

that
the

ice
in

the
w

ater
crackled

as
he

m
oved,and

the
duckling

had
to

paddle
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

w
ith

his
legs

as
w

ellas
he

could,to
keep

the
space

from
closing

up.H
e

becam
e

exhausted
at

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
last and lay still and helpless, frozen fast in the ice. 

Early
in

the
m

orning
a

peasantw
ho

w
as

passing
by

saw
w

hathad
happened.H

e
broke

the
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

ice
in

pieces
w

ith
his

w
ooden

shoe
and

carried
the

duckling
hom

e
to

his
w

ife.
The

w
arm

th
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

revived
the

poor
little

creature;
but

w
hen

the
children

w
anted

to
play

w
ith

him
,

the
duckling

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

thoughtthey
w

ould
do

him
som

e
harm

,so
he

started
up

in
terror,fluttered

into
the

m
ilk

pan,and
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

splashed
the

m
ilk

about
the

room
.

Then
the

w
om

an
clapped

herhands,w
hich

frightened
him

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
still

m
ore.

H
e

flew
first

into
the

butter
cask,

then
into

the
m

eal
tub

and
out

again.
W

hat
a

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
condition

he
w

as
in!

The
w

om
an

scream
ed

and
struck

at
him

w
ith

the
tongs;

the
children

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

laughed
and

scream
ed

and
tum

bled
overeach

otherin
theirefforts

to
catch

him
,butluckily

he
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

escaped.
The

door
stood

open;
the

poor
creature

could
just

m
anage

to
slip

out
am

ong
the

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

bushes and lie dow
n quite exhausted in the new

ly fallen snow. 

Itw
ould

be
very

sad
w

ere
Ito

relate
allthe

m
isery

and
privations

w
hich

the
poorlittle

duckling
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
endured

during
the

hard
w

inter;butw
hen

ithad
passed

he
found

him
selflying

one
m

orning
in

a
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
m

oor,am
ongstthe

rushes.H
e

feltthe
w

arm
sun

shining
and

heard
the

lark
singing

and
saw

that
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
all around w

as beautiful spring. 
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Then
the

young
bird

feltthathis
w

ings
w

ere
strong,as

he
flapped

them
againsthis

sides
and

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

rose
high

into
the

air.They
bore

him
onw

ards
until,before

he
w

ellknew
how

ithad
happened,

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

he
found

him
selfin

a
large

garden.The
apple

trees
w

ere
in

fullblossom
,and

the
fragrantelders

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

bent
their

long
green

branches
dow

n
to

the
stream

,
w

hich
w

ound
round

a
sm

ooth
law

n.
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Everything
looked

beautifulin
the

freshness
ofearly

spring.From
a

thicketclose
by

cam
e

three
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
beautifulw

hite
sw

ans,
rustling

their
feathers

and
sw

im
m

ing
lightly

overthe
sm

ooth
w

ater.The
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
duckling saw

 these lovely birds and felt m
ore strangely unhappy than ever. 

"I
w

illfly
to

these
royalbirds,"

he
exclaim

ed,"and
they

w
illkillm

e
because,ugly

as
Iam

,I
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
  

  
dare

to
approach

them
.

But
it

does
not

m
atter;

better
be

killed
by

them
than

pecked
by

the
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
ducks,beaten

by
the

hens,pushed
aboutby

the
m

aiden
w

ho
feeds

the
poultry,orstarved

w
ith

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
hunger in the w

inter." 

Then
he

flew
to

the
w

aterand
sw

am
tow

ards
the

beautifulsw
ans.The

m
om

entthey
espied

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
the stranger they rushed to m

eet him
 w

ith outstretched w
ings. 

"Kill
m

e,"
said

the
poor

bird
and

he
bent

his
head

dow
n

to
the

surface
of

the
w

ater
and

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
aw

aited death. 

Butw
hatdid

he
see

in
the

clearstream
below

?
H

is
ow

n
im

age—
no

longera
dark-gray

bird,
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

ugly and disagreeable to look at, but a graceful and beautiful sw
an. 

To
be

born
in

a
duck's

nestin
a

farm
yard

is
ofno

consequence
to

a
bird

ifitis
hatched

from
a

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
sw

an's
egg.H

e
now

feltglad
athaving

suffered
sorrow

and
trouble,because

itenabled
him

to
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

enjoy
so

m
uch

better
allthe

pleasure
and

happiness
around

him
;

for
the

great
sw

ans
sw

am
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
round the new

com
er and stroked his neck w

ith their beaks, as a w
elcom

e. 

Into the garden presently cam
e som

e little children and threw
 bread and cake into the w

ater. 
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"See,"
cried

the
youngest,"there

is
a

new
one;"

and
the

restw
ere

delighted,and
ran

to
their

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

father
and

m
other,

dancing
and

clapping
their

hands
and

shouting
joyously,"There

is
another

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

sw
an com

e; a new
 one has arrived." 

Then
they

threw
m

ore
bread

and
cake

into
the

w
ater

and
said,

"The
new

one
is

the
m

ost
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
beautiful of all, he is so young and pretty." And the old sw

ans bow
ed their heads before him

. 

Then
he

feltquite
asham

ed
and

hid
his

head
underhis

w
ing,forhe

did
notknow

w
hatto

do,
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
he

w
as

so
happy—

yet
he

w
as

not
atallproud.H

e
had

been
persecuted

and
despised

forhis
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
ugliness,and

now
he

heard
them

say
he

w
as

the
m

ostbeautifulofallthe
birds.Even

the
elder

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
tree

bentdow
n

its
boughs

into
the

w
aterbefore

him
,and

the
sun

shone
w

arm
and

bright.Then
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
he

rustled
his

feathers,curved
his

slenderneck,and
cried

joyfully,from
the

depths
ofhis

heart,
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

"I never dream
ed of such happiness as this w

hile I w
as the despised ugly duckling." 
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