The arrow stretched out its golden pointed head. It zipped throw the dusty dawn doing looped to loops in the vast sky. It chuckled at what his former capture’s face would look like when he found him missing. Eros, the cupid, would have such as temper tantrum; this would be the fifth arrow that had slipped away from him. Fortunately he most likely would not find out about it for awhile longer. When the arrow had left he was still getting a thrashing and rebuking cession for shooting his mother, Aphrodite, while she had been auguring with her brother, Ares, god of war. That amusing fiasco had happened two whole years ago. 

The arrow waged his tail, but the pesky phoenix fathers would not stop following him. That was the first things he would need to get rid of; he shuddered at the possibly that the nagging pests would not come off. He had wanted to get the off ever since he heard the truth about them. The feathers were from a bird and birds are the worst creatures alive. The swarm through the arrows’ kingdom like it was theirs. They knew that the arrows own the sky, but for some reason they are always trespassing. 

The arrow’s parent, bless its soul, had told it that when it had just been a small sprout. She had also told him about the Old Kingdom where the arrow king sat on a golden throne in a crystal, floating castle and had birds peeling him juicy grapes. It had been a grand time until the evil birds had thrown the throne down and gave the grubby humans the arrows as gifts. Its mother had told him many things, but she forgot one tinny thing; to look before you fly.

The duck let out a squawk when the arrow pierced its butt right before the intruding object disappeared in a sparkling of gold dust. The innocent bird tumbled through the air when she lost control and shut her eyes from pain. She eventually gained some control and was able to open her wings and flap, but she was distorted and didn’t know that she was heading down instead of up. 

If it were not for a splendidly placed lake that she plunged into, she would have taken her last flight. She worked her might to get to the surface and after what seemed forever was able to drink in the sweet air. She swiftly, yet clumsily, swam to the safe shore and lay there, shuddering from her near death experience in that horrible lake. Her mom had always said, “Now you go get into the lake before I give you a spanking. I assure you, there’s nothing wrong with it,” but she just could not stand being in water. 

She slowly built up her will to open her eyes to see what the water had done to her white feather mantle. When her eyes fluttered open she they beheld the sight of the most beautiful creature that she had ever seen. He had beautifully wrinkled gray skin sacked down with his grand weight. The sun glittered off his charming white, ivory tusks. He was so grand. Their kids would be such strong and tough. They might even become kings and queens of the sky like all those ones that her mom had talked about. The just and grand rulers in her stories that ruled before man had come with their arrows. 

The duck called up to the drinking elephant, but he did not seem to hear her. She flapped her wings and made all the noise she could, but he acted like he did not hear her. She started pacing and flapping her soggy wings around while trying to think of a grand plan to catch and hold her loves eye. She stopped and took a closer look at her love. He wasn’t just drinking; it appeared that he was talking to another female, gray elephant. The word gray echoed in her head until a plan took shape. 

She stretched out her wings and jumped up into the air before she plummeted to the ground because of her waterlogged wings. She spent the next half-hour flapping around in circles. Once her wings were finished leaking she shoot up into the air and flew to the nearest killers’ village. 

It took her a week to find the item she needed for her plan to succeed. It was about her torso length, tube shaped, and was tied up the middle with woven fibers. The humans called it a corset, but that did not matter much to her. The thing that did matter to her was that it was gray and would sort of fit her. 

A week latter she was ready to make her love fall to his knees with love. She had convicted a frog that it was in his best interest that he tied the strings up. She just wished that there would have been some way that she could of not had to tie her wings in with her, it was uncomfortable, but the frog said that there was no way. 

She waddled up to her love. He took one look at her before he fell to his knees with a bad case of the laughs. She yelled to her love about her affection but he just laughed harder and harder. She paced while trying to figure out how to salvage the situation. 

Eros breathed a sigh of relief and danced to victory; he was free. He checked to for recent magic and in minutes was off to the location of a trill of his magic. He beheld a duck wearing a corset and an elephant laughing his head off. He would of liked to let the scene continue but this was not of his doing and he did not let others play around with his job. He fixed the problem before scanning the skies; he needed a male duck.   
