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There once lived a little swallow, small in size
and of simple appearance. 1t yearned to be loved
and find a place where it could belong. So the
swallow thought it appropriate to try and adapt

otkers’ mannerisms d?’ld dl)Ped}"di’lCB.
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Oune ddj, w]?i[e looking for food, tke swallow met a peacock L2 ////{“/ﬁé
witb co[orfu[featkers. [n awe, t}Je swallow asked: ﬁ“%
%

“Ob, colorful Peacock, birds turn to look at
you and predators besitate to harm you.
Can you tell me how to be [i/(.e)ou?”

The peacock, Proud as it was, rep[z'eo[:

“Look at my beauntiful feathers
and ) excellent posture and
then look at you. You are just a
swallow;)ou are not/oing [ike me.

Leave me alonel!l”




Hurt, the swallow [eft and
approacbed a Pond to drink

some water.
Upon arriving at the pond,

it noticed a flczmz‘ngo preying ‘

for fz‘s/o. Loo/v‘ng at its

gracefu[ fz‘gure, the swallow

asked: %@

“Ob, lovely flamingo,
your feat/vers put other
birds to shame, andjour A
neckis S0 beautifu[ and
delicate. Can you teach

me the Ways ofyour
grace?”

The fldmingo only shot an angry look!

“What nonsense is
this? Nothing you will
ever do will make)ou
look [ike me. Leave at

%)
once.

‘N‘.




Disappointed, the swallow started wal/v’ng away, when it noticed
a swan Swimming a [ittle furt/ver in the water. Discourdgec[ from

Its previous encounters, dpproacbing the Swamn, it Pleaded:

“Ob, gentle swan, most beautiful
of all birds,)ou grace the lake

witkjour appearance.
Please teach me bow to be li/(_ejou.”

“Why would you want to be like me
little swallow?” the swan dsked.



“You cannot be lik_e me little
swallow; we are notking alike.
And)ou may not be as beautiful

as a PG&ZCOCK, nor ]961’1)8 a lOVlg VZGCK

[i/(.e a f[czmingo, nor Swiwm like me,
but there’s a p[ace for)lou to shine
and that place is the sky.”




“The shye” asked the swallow.

“Yes, the sky, for swallows bave wings that allow
them to embark on voyages across the world. Swans g -
o, -

cannot do that, but each of Us i graced With

a’ifferent gifts and that is what distinguiskes Us

from others.”

The swallow felt kopefu[ Len, bt asked:

“What if there are no other
swallows [ike mes”

“There are, trust mel”




Sudc{en[), a loud f[utter of Wings echoed around, and as the swallow loo/(_ec{ up,
it saw a })uge swarm of other swallows. Laug]aing, the swan exclaimed'A\
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“Go! They came for you.” v

The swallow nodded and raised its wings,
finding itself among others of its kznd




And as the story shows,
All of us are different,

But there’s always a p[ace for us to belong.




