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rom the moment he
comes into the
world, Crawford is

determined to be noticed.
But what can he do when
he's just an ordinary-looking
raven like all the rest?

It takes a bit of nerve
and a smidge of magic for
Crawford to get his wish.
And then the surprises
begin.

The humor and brilliance
of the glitter-enhanced
pictures will have readers
enthralled as they share
Crawford’s escapades and,
like Crawford, discover
that looks are not as
important as the freedom
to be yourself.
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rack! The egg popped open and out came Crawford.
“Here T am!” he crowed.
But there was no reply. His mother was out looking for
food. He was all by himself. There was nobody to make a
fuss about his arrival.

Then came an even bigger disappointment.






Crawford saw that he was a boring-looking
raven, like all the others.
Deep in his heart he felt he was special.

He tried to show how different he was.
“Look at me!” he said.

But nobody ever paid any attention.






At first Crawford was furious. That didn’t help
much. Then he began to feel sorry for himself.
Every time he caught sight of his ordinary raven’s
feathers, he wished he looked different. “Why can’t
1 look like a swan? Or a cardinal? Or an eagle?

. Oreven like asilly little hummingbird?

Anything would be better than this.”







RS

Saturday

Every day Crawford came up with another idea to
improve his appearance. But it was no use. Nothing
seemed to be just right.

“I have to do something more drastic!” he said as he

b flew off into the deepest part of the forest.



There he called upon an old woman who was known
for her special powers.

Crawford came right to the point: “I’ll do anything for
you if you can make me different. I want some color,
some flash, some razzle dazzle!”

“What can a silly little raven like you do for me?” the
old woman sneered. “You're no good at all.” She paused.

“However ...“ she went on, “I might use some of
your tail feathers to spice up this brew.”

“Done!” said Crawford. And he plucked out some of
his longest tail feathers and gave them to the woman.







“Abracadabra, Shaloo-Kaloo, Shalee-Kalee!” croaked the
old woman. And with a bang, a boom, a zipp, and a zapp,
Crawford was transformed into a spectacular creature with
dazzling, shiny feathers.

“Wow!” cried Crawford as he looked himself over.

“I hope I didn’t overdo it,” said the old woman.

Then, without even bothering to thank her, Crawford

flew back to his friends.






