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Once upon a time not so long ago, a flock of ducks lived on Feather Island. They planted corn 

together in the spring, harvested it in fall and feasted on it all winter.  

Ducks gathered round the fire every night to tell stories, solve problems and roast 

marshmallows. Beside the fire, they loved to give each other a high feather and quack, 

“We are soooo lucky to live on Feather Island.” 

One night, Washington the duck said, “Today I bought chicken eggs on the mainland to raise 

and work for me for nothing. They’ll farm and help around the house. I will be their 

master because ducks superior to chickens.” 

The ducks quacked about chickens. 

“I want some chickens to work for me,” said Madison. 

“Yes, I could sell chicken eggs and make money,” said Jeffy.  

“This isn’t a good deal for the chickens,” said Linx.  “Nobody wants to be bossed around.” 

“Who cares? Chickens lay tiny eggs, can’t fly far, and don’t know how to swim,” said Madison. 

The ducks quacked about chickens until the stars faded and the sun slowly shared its light. 

As you can imagine, chickens changed everything on Feather Island. Many nights, ducks 

quacked over rules to keep the chickens down, called Jim Crow laws. 

“Chickens must immediately cross the road for ducks.” 

 “Chickens are forbidden from duck schools, duck fire circles, duck neighborhoods, and 

voting.” 

“Chicken eggs and chicks belong to ducks.” 

Most ducks agreed with the new rules because chickens worked for nothing.  

A few ducks objected. “Jim Crow rules aren’t fair to chickens,” said Linx. 



“Why do you care about chickens?” said Jeffy. 

“They can’t fly far or swim,” said Madison 

“Their eggs are half the size ours. We must take care of them,” Washington said.  

Years passed. Ducks grew fat, lazy and rich while chickens barely scratched out a living. 

Chickens started squawking at their night fire circles. 

“It’s not fair that we do all the work for nothing,” said Nat, a big bold rooster. 

“I bet we could stow away on the egg boat,” said Harriet. The next day Harriet began helping 

chickens escape to the mainland.  

Not all chickens could hide away on the egg boat. At their fire circles, chickens clucked about 

how to gain equal rights. 

“Let’s get weapons and fight,” said Nat. 

“We can gain liberty without hurting others,” said Marty.  

“Yes,” said Rosie. “The ducks depend on us for everything. I know! A strike will get the ducks’ 

attention.” 

The chickens planned a Labor Day strike, a day to celebrate workers. As you can imagine, the 

Labor Day strike created chaos on Feather Island.  

“My ducklings are hungry because chickens are not harvesting corn,” said Jeffy. 

“With no chicken eggs to sell, I have no money,” said Washington.  

“Even though chickens can’t fly or swim, we need them,” said Linx. 

The other ducks agreed. 

“We’re different AND we can get along peacefully,” said Marty.   

From then on, ducks and chickens gathered around ONE night fire and made one set of rules 

to live together peacefully. 

Ducks have to pay chickens for work. Chickens can own land, grow their own corn and sell 

eggs. Ducklings and chicks will go to school together. Everyone can vote. 

Birds of every feather gathered around the night fire to tell stories, solve problems and roast 

marshmallows. Ducks and chickens gave each other a high-feather, and quacked and 

clucked, “We are soooo lucky to live on Feather Island.” 


