The Swan Princess BY ZAREENA ZAIDI

As a little girl, I remember watching "The Swan Princess"

A Disney take on Tchaikovsky's wan Lake complete with an evil sorcerer, a dumb prince, a side-kick toad and a
beautiful princess, cursed to transform into a swan every night. The prince and princess grew up together,
seeing each other every summer. Until one summer's day the prince said, "You're beautiful"

To which the princess replied, "Thank yoU., Butswhat else?"

The prince, dumbfounded, responded, W

Iremember too, being perplexed. He jusl _,:" led her beautiful, wasn't that the highest compliment in the world?

Maybe it's because I wasn't a swan _&- 4 K. Not even, that's too generous, I was a toad for sure.

My toadness ran deep -- __,;"" vay to element } _:,""o ol. This girl, Hannah, would always call out my "flaws"

to me every morning, whether it be pointing out i ,,,_:‘J' hairs, nagging on the fact that I'd already worn that
4

shirt that week or just plain ol' calling me ugl : you insult someone everyday, you eventually start to run

out of ideas). Another girl told me I would r
-- whatever the hell that meant. I would of pend my lunches in the library, reading or talking to the
librarian, it beat wandering around the ound alone.

As time went on, I became more soci 4

friends with a lot of swans, and a Ic ys would swoon over them. They would come to me for hlep and I

would introduce them to my frienc was a great wing woman_fgvﬁ'ﬂfiut the wings), I was always so
yckto them, mesmerized by theipsfeminine Eharm.
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You are not merely t _—'
Or the toad |
Or even the prir ,: b
No, no no. Ay ‘ !

You are the entire ing 1 - _ : = ;
Your lengths streteb ser than a toad.c: . Your depthsdecper thana stvan can dive

. & - Wy g : e .
Holding more than justan émpty retflection staring back upfat incessqasking "what else is there?"
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Within you is an entire kingdom, b
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And you cannot be constrained to 3 beau-ti-ful little syllables.



