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Duck was so popular with everyone. From the
whiteness of his feathers and the way his bill seemed to have a
hint of golden sunshine, Duck always appeared immaculate.
Even the waddle that accompanied web footed birds seemed more of a
swagger when it came to Duck. Topping all that he had that
glint in his eye and a voice that was both warm and welcoming to
anyone he stopped to chat to.



 

Toad was not just envious of Duck, it was so much
more.



Toad’s own appearance made him an easy target for name
calling as he was not the most attractive of animals. Whilst you
should not judge a book by its cover you would be right to do so
with Toad. Ever since he was a tadpole he had kept his own
company. It was his response to being born with 87 brothers and
sisters. He had not enjoyed being so near to the others whilst in
the spawn. He felt they were invading his space, listening into his
thoughts and stealing his ideas. These feelings, from such an early
age, created one very anti social toad.



So if their paths ever crossed Toad would glare at
Duck and then turn his back, disappearing into the nearest
cold, damp, slimly spot where he would mutter and moan to
himself.



But today Duck noticed Toad before he slouched
off into the shadows and called out to him, “Toad, I am
having a party, on Saturday night, everyone is invited.”



“Eeergh don’t ask him, he will stink up the place and leave slime
marks all over your carpet” said Mouse. She turned to Toad
and stuck her tongue out.



“No, there is going to be a big surprise so I want everyone to be
there, including Toad.”



“Don’t hold your breath Duck!” Toad spat in
response at the bird.



Toad slowly plodded off. Even from a distance he could
still hear the insults ringing in his ears from the animals that
hung around Duck. He would show them, some how he would
find a way.



As he made his way home he saw two rats pulling at a small jar. One
rat had his head inside the jar whilst the other was tugging at it
with all his might to free his fellow rat.



“Help us Toad” called one of the rats. “We have stolen
this jar from the Wizard, but my brother’s head is stuck
inside.”



“Why should I help you?” asked Toad.



“You can have this” said the rat and he held up a piece of
wood.



“What’s that?” said Toad.



“No idea, it could be a broken spoon used to mix potions. Anyway
it’s bound to be magic. Free my brother and it’s yours.”



Normally Toad would just ignore such pleas, but this time
the idea of a magic ex-spoon made him think. He licked his lips
with his fat tongue, “deal.”



Toad squeezed one of his bigger warts on his back until a
bucket load of puss came flowing out. He covered his claws in the
disgusting goo and then rubbed it all over the shoulders of the rat
that was stuck.



“Phaw, what’s that horrible smell?” called out the rat in the jar.
The other rat felt like he was going to be sick.



“Now pull you brother” commanded Toad, and at the same
time as holding his breath the rat grabbed hold of his brothers
back legs and heaved. The rat popped out the jar.



Without saying thank you to Toad the two rats scampered
out in search of a river, pool or stagnant pond, anything in which
to wash off the horrible slime.



“You’re welcome” called out Toad as he wiped his claws in
the grass before collecting his prize. It was a stick, nothing
special or remarkable about it, just a stick.



“Oh well maybe I could use it to poke someone with” he said and
continued his way home.



Armed with his new toy, Toad decided he would attend
Ducks party if only to make a nuisance of himself and try
to spoil it for everyone else the best way he knew how.



As he approached Duck’s place he could hear the music and
laughter spilling out into the night air. He hesitated and may have
turned around at the thought of seeing everyone having fun, had he
not been armed with his new stick with which he could have some
mischief. He might accidentally knock over a glass or three. He
could make someone trip up, hopefully when they were carrying
something like a tray full of breakable things, or better still he
could just put some one’s eye out with a well placed prod.



As he shuffled his way to the front door, Toad was
confronted by two of Ducks cousins. “We don’t want your
sort here, you poor excuse of a walking cow pat.” They stood side
by side blocking the doorway.



Toad waved his stick at them, which they both easily
evaded.



Duck called from behind them “Is that Toad? Let
him in, let him in. The more the merrier.” Reluctantly the
feathered barrier parted and Toad made his way
inside.



Duck stood in the middle of the room, holding court over
dozens of eager ears and eyes who were totally engrossed by his
stories and presence.



“Out of my way, out of my way” demanded Toad as he pushed
his way through the crowd. Everyone took large steps backwards,
away from Toad and the smell that followed him, which
created a clear avenue direct to Duck.



“Toad, how pleased I am that you are here to hear my big
announcement.” Duck lent forward to shake Toad’s claw, but
instead of returning the gesture Toad went to hit
Duck with the stick. Instinctively Duck grabbed
the stick to defend himself, and that’s when it happened.



There was a bright blue flash that engulfed both creatures and they
were thrown in opposite directions across the room.



Everyone raced to the duck. A couple of rabbits actually fainted
and amongst the screams and panic some animals were even crying. No
one bothered with the toad which had ended upside down on the third
shelf of the book case.



“Are you all right?” “What happened?” “Are you hurt?” “Does it hurt
anywhere?”



“Look at that toad.” “Serves him right.” “Was he trying to murder
Duck?”



A goose plucked the unconscious toad off the book shelf and
unceremoniously threw him out of the front door.



Toad came to. He was dazed and confused. It felt like he
had literally exploded when he had attempted to hit
Duck.



Duck woke up. His head was really hurting and all his
limbs felt like the time he had landed on ice and bumped and banged
as he had tumbled across the frozen lake.



“Look he’s awake.” “Get him a drink of water.” “Get him a
chair.”



Suddenly Toad had the strangest feeling as he was lifted
off the ground and  experienced standing up on two legs for
the very first time. He swayed and stuck out a claw to grab on to
something. But it wasn’t a claw, it was a wing. Instead of skin he
had feathers. He tried to say something but instead of lips he had
a bill. Toad slumped onto the chair, brought his two wings
up to his face and stared at them.



“He’s still in shock.” “Get him a blanket.” “Get him some
brandy.”



Outside the two rats came running up to Duck who was
trying to come to terms with standing on four legs.



“Toad, have you got that stick? Whatever you do don’t
touch anyone with it.” The rats looked at the battered and bruised
toad. “We saw you getting thrown out of the party. Did you get in a
fight or something?”



Duck tried to explain but he could not control a toad’s
enormous tongue and it just tumbled out the side of his
mouth.



“That duck really doesn’t like you does he?” The two rats stood on
either side of Duck and helped him up. “Come, we better
get away from here. You know you are not welcome.” They disappeared
into the night and off to Toad’s home.



Meanwhile, Toad had three brandies in quick succession,
was fully conscious and now he totally understood what had
happened. He had been swapped with Duck and was now in the
body of that bird. Toad smiled, something normally that
ducks can not do and it did look peculiar to everyone.



Toad stood up, wobbled a little bit but steadied himself
with the help of the stick in his hand. He looked at it. The rats
had said it was a magic stick, Toad had heard of Swapping
sticks, but only in fairy tales.



Turning his attention to everybody in the room Toad announced, “I
told you all I had an announcement to make. Well here it is. I want
you all to leave, and never come back.” Everyone was shocked. “GET
OUT NOW!!” screamed Toad. All the animals scurried away
from the angry looking duck.



Standing all alone in front of a roaring fire, Toad
started to conjure up a raft of evil deeds to do, now that he
possessed Duck’s wealth and standing. As he considered
this new future he could still taste the brandy in his mouth and he
liked it. He picked up the bottle and promptly drank the lot. He
then slumped back into the chair and fell asleep.



Back at Toad’s home, the rats had placed Duck on
an exceptionally slimy piece of slime. Duck recoiled in
horror at the cold icky sensation and wiped his claws on a large
leaf. Duck also didn’t like the feeling of things when
felt through a claw.



“So where’s the stick?” asked one of the rats, after they had
finished searching through Toads belongings.



“I don’t know what you’re talking about” answered Duck
truthfully.



“The Wizard caught us, he called it his Swapping Stick, whatever
that means, and he wants it back. If we don’t give it back to him
he’s going to change us into slugs, and no one wants to be a slug,
not even a slug.”



Duck looked closely at his claw, he gingerly rubbed the
skin that now covered him and it dawned onto him what had
happened.



“That duck’s got it” he said as a plan formulated in his mind. “He
stole it from me earlier tonight.”



“Well let’s go and steal it back” announced the rats.



The three unlikely allies made their way back to Duck’s
home. Through the window they could see the duck slouched in a
chair snoring loudly.



The rats tried the door. It was locked, as were all the windows and
the back door too. “We can’t get in” said the rats.



“Normally that would be true unless he keeps a spare key behind a
false brick” said Duck. “Try the fourth one along two
bricks up.”



Sure enough the front of the brick opened up to reveal a door
key.



“Well how did you know that?” asked the rats.



“I keep my spare key in exactly the same place” replied
Duck.



The rats and the toad slipped into the Duck’s home. The
stick was lying on the ground next to Toad. “Let me slide
up to him” said Duck “There’s nothing quieter than a
toad.” The two rats were going to argue but Duck had
already made his way beside Toad as he snored and snorted.
“Do I really make that noise?” thought Duck. He picked up
the stick and was about to place it in Toad’s wing when
there was a crash.



One of the rats had stuck his head in the brandy bottle and in an
attempt to free him-self had smashed into the book case.
Toad woke up with a start but at the same moment
Duck thrust the stick into Toad’s wing.



When Duck came to he was back in his own body, though he
had one stinking hangover from all the alcohol Toad had
drank. There was no sign of Toad, the rats or the stick.
Duck wondered if the rats had managed to get the Swapping
stick back to the wizard and what had happened to
Toad?



The next day Duck was out apologising to everyone for his
behaviour from the night before, when he noticed three slugs.



One of the slugs turned its back to Duck before sliding
and disappearing into the nearest cold, damp, slimly spot.
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