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On a still morning the sun rose over the lake. 


Bibi ruffled her feathers and opened an eye. 


She had been with the flock for as long as anyone 


could remember, and was older than anyone knew.  



























Her name could often be heard amid the chatter on the lake.  


“Bibi showed me how to preen my feathers.”


“Bibi taught me how to stand on one leg.” 















Every flamingo recognised her call, as she guided 


them in a graceful dance on the glassy water.
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