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The goal is in the way




where the sun
never shines. Here lives a duck with a wonky leg.
She never has any visitors. She has a small supply
of peanuts which she’d love to share with someone.
But who would choose to set foot in such a gloomy
place?

The duck has occasionally thought about
venturing into the world outside, but there’s
always a reason not to. So as not to seize up, she
takes a daily walk around the yard with her crutch.

How surprised she is when, one day, someone
comes around the corner.

A chicken wearing dark glasses. The duck

watches with interest as the chicken wanders



aimlessly around until she finally trips over the

duck’s crutch.

“How nice to meet you.” The duck politely helps
the dazed chicken back to her feet. “It’s gratifying
to meet someone worse off than oneself.”

“What do you mean?” the chicken asks in a
surprisingly firm voice. “I'm perfectly all right.
What makes you think there’s something wrong

with me?”

“Well, you are blind.” The duck sighs. “I can’t
think of anything worse than being unable to see.”

“It doesn’t make me any less of a chicken.”

The chicken laughs. Then she wags her wing.
“Being blind has more advantages than you
might think. For starters, it means I don’t care
what you look like—”

The duck’s eyes start to blaze. “I don’t look
too bad, for a duck with a wonky leg—”

“Or if the lights go out in the stairwell and
everyone starts to panic,” the chicken goes on,
unruffled, “I remain completely calm. But the
best thing about me is that 'm a remarkably good
listener.” She stops. “What did you just say?”

“That Ilook pretty good for a duck with a
wonky leg. What’s more, 'm loyal, honest
and adventurous, and my heart’s in the right
place—”"

“So, you’re a duck with a wonky leg!” The

chicken quickly stretches her wings and



examines the duck from head to toe, then pats “IT'have amuch better idea,” says the duck

her on the head. “I wanted a guide dog, buta atlast. “Why don’t we just stay here in my

duck with a wonky leg is better than nothing. backyard? The outside world is riddled with

You’ll do just as well to guide me on my journey.” dangers. It’s all too easy to come to a sticky end.
At the very thought of leaving her yard, the We’d be better off making ourselves comfortable

duck begins to tremble. “I'd need to know where here, behind these high walls.”

we’d be going.” The chicken yawns loudly. Then she comes
“Somewhere in the world,” the chicken closer to the duck—maybe a little too close—lays

murmurs, “there’s a place where all our secret awing over her shoulder and whispers beguilingly,

wishes come true. Are you coming?” “Don’t you have a secret wish? Come on, you can
“I'll have to think about it.” tell me. Everyone has them.”

It’s not the first she’s heard of this place. Many
have set out in search of it, but all have failed.
Nobody has ever found it. It probably doesn’t
even exist.

“Are you still there?” asks the chicken.

“I'm still thinking.”

“Take your time. But get a move on.”
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The duck gulps and feels herself going pink
beneath her feathers.

Fortunately, the chicken can’t see it.

“My wish will probably never come true.”
The duck sighs deeply. “I'll come with you,
though. Without my help, you’ll end up in the
nearest ditch, and I’ll blame myself forever.
In which direction is this place?”

“No idea,” says the chicken. “But I'll know once
I'm there. The main thing is to get started.”

“Without me!” The duck promptly backs off.
“I'm not just marching off into the blue. How are
we supposed to find this place? We’ll only get
lost, or drowned, or frozen to death—”

“One thing is for sure,” says the chicken.
“If we stay here talking, we’ll never find it. Let’s
get out of this gloomy yard! You keep an eye out
for me, and I'll prop you up.” She grasps the
duck energetically under the wing and declares:

“We’ll get along splendidly. I just know it.
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I spread sunshine wherever I go, while you'’re

as damp as a dishrag.”

Very cautiously, the duck sets down one flat
foot, then pauses. She slowly sets down the other
foot and pauses again.

“What’s with the snail’s pace?” the chicken
asks. “We’ll never get there like this. Can’t you go
faster?”

“You have a lot to learn,” the duck says mildly,
shuffling forwards. “A duck with alimp can’t be
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expected to hurry. The quickest way to anywhere
is by small steps.”

Before long, she stops again.

“I'm afraid we’ll have to turn back,” she says.
“I've just remembered I left my crutch in

the backyard.”
“Back?” the chicken gasps. “Not a chance.”
She then hits her head with her wing.
“Why didn’t I think of it sooner? We can
just fly! We’ll be there in no time.”

The duck shakes her head and shuffles on.
“I'm opposed to flying. On principle. If you fly,
you lose perspective, and have no chance
to admire the charming scenery.”

“I can’t see anything anyway,” the chicken
mutters.

“We’ve been walking along a dusty country
road,” the duck says. “It goes dead straight to the
horizon. On the left are a few stunted bushes—”"

“Have you ever tried flying?”
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Gecko Press is a small-by-choice,
independent publisher of children’s books
in translation. we pvblish a curated Jist
of books from the best writers
and illvstrators in the world.

Gecko Press books celebrate unsameness.
They encourage us to be fhoughﬂ-‘ul and inquisitive,
and offer different—sometimes chuHenging, often
-Funny—Wuys of seeing the world. They are printed
on high-qualify, susfuinably Sovrced paper with
stitched bindings so they can be read and re-read.

For more Gecko Press illstrated chapter books,
visit our website or yovt local bookstore.
You mighf like...

Yours Sincerely, Giraffe by Megvmi Iwasa
and Jun Takabatake, for readers who [ike receiving
letters and imqgining fhing.s they’ve never seen.

Free Kid to Good Home by Hiroshi Ito, in which a
girl with a new potato-faced baby brother tries to
find a better family—and ends up happily back home.
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Detective Gordon: The First Case by Ulf Nilsson
and Gitte Spee, for detective stories set in a friend[y
forest, where Detective Gordon seeks justice for af|
and always makes time for delicious cakes.

A Bear Named Bjorn by Delphine Perret, for readers
who enjoy a genﬂe bushwalk with an observant pear.



A duck with a wonky leg and a blind chicken
set off together on an adventurous journey.

They've heard there is a place where secret wishes
can come true. Their quest brings exciting events,
astonishing obstacles and a surprising number of
things to disagree on. When they finally arrive
at their destination, they discover—

But let’s not reveal the end before we’ve started...
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