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Pleased to Meteor!

 

From outer space, it came: a rock.

A glowing rock.

A glowing rock as big as an apartment block!

For billions of years, this giant glowing rock – this meteor – had been tumbling through the cosmos, brimful of mysterious powers. Now, for the first time ever, something was blocking its way …

A small blue planet, called Earth.

The meteor couldn’t miss. It glowed brighter and brighter as it plunged through the skies. Finally it burned up and broke apart into hundreds of fireballs, and they showered down all over the world. One fragment struck a barn in the middle of a farm.

Another streaked down into a watering hole in Africa.
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Yet others landed in Arctic snowdrifts, and deep in the rainforests of South America.
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But the biggest lump of glowing rock plunged down towards a small duck pond in a large park. Terrified ducks heard its warning whistle from the clouds and flew away, just in time. The meteorite struck the water with a steaming, sizzling

The duck pond bubbled and boiled, and the ground shook. A nearby nest was thrown through the air and landed with a thump at the water’s edge. AMAZINGLY, THE EGG INSIDE DIDN’T BREAK. It lay there among the twigs, pale and perfect.

The pond pulsed with light as energy ebbed from the mysterious meteorite.

And slowly, the egg began to glow too …
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There was one duck at the park who didn’t even notice when the meteorite struck. He was too busy hunting through a litter bin for sandwich leftovers. The ground beneath him rumbled with the mega-rock’s shockwaves, but he put it down to indigestion.
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“Whoa, pardon me!” he quacked, rubbing his full belly. “I’d better lie down for a bit.”

Most ducks in the world think of themselves as ‘A Duck’. This is because very small children, when taken to visit ponds, will often point and say, “Look – it’s A Duck!” Some ducks decide the ‘A’ stands for ‘Adam’ or ‘Alisha’ or ‘Amari’, but this particular duck decided that his ‘A’ stood for Adventure. He was a bit of a show-off, as ducks go, and liked to stand out. Sometimes, he would call himself A.D. just so people would ask what the letters stood for.

“My name is Duck,” he would say. “ADVENTURE DUCK!”

Mostly, his adventures consisted of flapping or waddling about the park in search of tasty snacks left behind by park-goers.

At least, they did until today …

A.D. arrived back at the pond to find it deserted. The water was gently bubbling like simmering soup. Something at the bottom shone spookily.

“COOL. A LIGHT SHOW!” cried A.D. He was so distracted, he tripped over something spiky and fell flat on his feathered face.

“It’s a nest. And there’s an egg in it!”

A.D. looked all about. “Hey, shouldn’t someone be parking their butt on this thing?”

But there was no one around to answer.
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The egg was pale green. When Adventure Duck touched it, his whole wing felt weirdly warm. “WHOA! It’s a boiled egg,” he said. Then he beamed. “It’ll keep my tail feathers toasty while I take forty winks!”

Fluffing himself up, A.D. soon fell asleep on top of the warm egg. He fell asleep so quickly, he didn’t notice that the egg had started to glow …

 

When Adventure Duck woke up the next morning, he felt different.

Good different.

He felt feathery-fit and full of energy.

As he got up, he almost trod on the egg he’d been sleeping on. “Whoops!”

There the egg lay: pale green, with speckles that sparkled.

“You’re a funny-looking thing,” said A.D. “Where’s your family, eh?”

Before he could study the egg more closely, he noticed movement on the other side of the pond. He noticed that the light show in the water had gone out … and then he noticed a human child and her father approaching with a plastic bag of stale bread crusts.

“Look, Dad,” said the child, pointing. “A duck!”

ADVENTURE DUCK, the duck thought hungrily, and that bread will be MINE!

He flapped his wings to push himself across the pond – but went whooshing straight past the people and crashed head-first into an oak tree at incredible speed –
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The tree fell down.

“Did you see?” gasped the girl to her dumbfounded dad. “That duck just knocked over a tree!”

How did I do that? A.D. scratched his head, which hardly hurt at all. Oh, well, he thought, I’m sure some bread will help me figure it out. He waddled towards the girl. Still in shock, she tossed him a piece of bread. A.D. jumped greedily to catch it …

… and accidentally took off like a feathery firework, zipping into the sky!

WHAAAAAAAAA … ?




Normally, A.D. couldn’t fly higher than a few metres off the ground. Now he was up so high he almost bounced off a passing plane!
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