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			Born in London, just pre-war. At school, she particularly enjoyed art and later was employed by the director of the British School at Rome as his archaeological surveyor. Returning to England, she married and raised two children. When they reached secondary school-age she decided she also needed to be educated so became a student at Oxford Polytechnic. From there she progressed to take a doctorate in the Geography Department, University of Oxford, studying rates of change in landscapes using lichens and trees as indicators. Research took her world-wide, starting on Patagonian glaciers and now helping forest restoration in southern Madagascar.
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			This book is dedicated to my husband, Peter, for his help and encouragement through the years, and to my children, Ben and Nancy, without whom this story could not have been written.

			It is hoped that his story will encourage readers to have the deepest sympathy and love for animals, starting with any they have at home.
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			CHAPTER ONE

			Where was Daisy? 

			The story of a White Duck

			Once, a long time ago but not so far away, there was a family of ducks. Their mother was a speckled hen whose name was Lady White. 

			She had been given 7 duck eggs to sit on – and sit on them she did spreading out her warm fluffy feathers to cover them all.

			Till one day there was a cracking and a splitting and a struggling and out of the shattered eggshells there climbed first 1 then another then 4 more beautiful baby ducklings each looking as if made from spun gold. But out of the 7th egg there climbed a little black duckling with golden wing tips and a gold bib on his chest.
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			Lady White fluffed out her feathers with pride. Never before had she produced such beautiful babies. She was clearly a HEN-DUCK far superior to her sister hens.

			As for the cockerel, Eric, he was most put out by his favourite wife refusing to have anything more to do with him.
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			Every morning Lady White took her ducklings down to the stream for swimming lessons. 

			She would wade in after them up to her fluffy knickers to supervise until, clucking, she told them they had had enough. 

			Then every evening she would lead them back to her shed where they had their evening meal and the door was shut to keep out Mr Fox.

			The little family thrived until the golden down was replaced by white feathers and the little black duck grew black feathers with white wing tips and a white chest.
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			They grew tall and plump with bright boot-button black eyes that could see all around. Lady White would call them if she found anything particularly nice to eat - and even Eric helped.

			More and more the ducks spent their days swimming up and down the stream, dabbling for fish and snails in the mud. They even started laying eggs themselves.
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			Life went gently on in this way all through the summer. Until one day the duck family decided to go a bit further than usual up-stream, as far as the neighbouring farm.

			Dark began to fall when they started to make their way back to the stream, for they had wandered away into a patch of woodland. They had left it a bit late and had to swim hard to get home. But when they arrived, they found that Daisy was missing.

			 She was always a bit adventurous. Had Mr Fox found her – or a farmyard dog – or? Everyone felt very sad.

			Alas, consternation! WHERE was Daisy?

			Two days went past until late one morning a man came running down the lane saying he had seen a white duck in the bushes on the other side of the main road. 

		

		
			[image: ]

		

		
			Instead of swimming up-stream, all the ducks had gathered at the front gate in great excitement.

			Then - Then 

			THERE at the top of the lane was Daisy, running, running, pit pat paddle pat at full pelt. Quacking, quacking to her waiting brothers and sisters at the front gate who set up a great quaggling of welcome.
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			Their lost sister had returned. She threw herself into their midst and, if you think ducks can’t count and don’t remember anything from one day to the next and can’t feel joy or sorrow, think again! - NEVER was there such jubilation.

			And I am sure they stayed awake late into the night listening to Daisy’s adventures. How she had lost the stream, then decided to walk home, how she had hidden from dogs and foxes and had to cross the main road twice avoiding the terrifying swish and clank of passing lorries and cars. How she had slept first in a bush then under a hedge and how finally she had found the lane – and her beloved family. 

			You can be sure that she never wandered off on her own again.

			    And this, I promise you, is a true story.
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			CHAPTER TWO

			Woodstock the family Blackbird

			It was Spring and the sun was shining and life bursting out all around. One day a tiny
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