
Spineless Simon 

 Dead Duck Drop was notorious spot, especially among the ducklings of the pond. True to its 

name, Dead Duck Drop was a cliff that dropped a frightening distance into an especially perilous area of 

the water. What made these waters so perilous were the plants that lived just below the surface. The 

tendril-like weeds were known to entangle any ducklings foolish enough to swim near them and pull them 

down to the bottom of the pond, never to be seen again. 

 Simon had always heard stories about Dead Duck Drop, but being the foolhardy hatchling he 

was, he decided he wanted to see it for himself. So one day he traveled there all on his own, out of 

curiosity and to prove to himself that he wasn’t scared of all the stories. But Simon was careless and 

wandered too close to the edge. What happened after that was a blur to him. He remembered plummeting 

into the water, the feeling of cold tendrils wrapping around him, struggling with all his might to swim 

back to the surface, and the feeling of hopelessness as his vision faded and he was dragged into the murky 

waters below. 

 Then, a large object came crashing down like a meteor into the water above him. Simon felt 

something tear him from the clutches of the plants and pull him toward the surface. After that, Simon 

remembered waking up on the shore, a guard duck standing over him. 

 “Who are you? Why did you jump in after me?” Simon sputtered. 

 “I’m a guard duck, it’s my job,” the duck replied, “my name is Bill, pleasure to meet you!” 

 

 From that day forward, Simon’s dream was to become a guard duck. He wanted to help those in 

need, the way Bill helped him that fateful day. There was one complication, though. That experience left 

Simon traumatized ever since, always fearful that any risk he took could be his last. The other ducklings 

called him Spineless Simon because he refused to do anything even remotely dangerous and ran away 

from risky situations, especially anything concerning Dead Duck Drop. Because of this, Simon was 

frequently bullied by a group of ducklings led by Ralph. Ralph often bragged about how he was the 



bravest duck of the pond and said he wasn’t afraid of anything. He and his friends even frequented Dead 

Duck Drop, as if to prove their bravery to everyone. 

 One day, Ralph and his posse approached Simon while he was training. 

“Hey Simon, do you want to come to Dead Duck Drop with us? Or are you too scared?” 

 “Sorry, I would,” Simon lied, “but I can’t possibly, because I have, uh…I have training to do.” 

“See? I told you he wouldn’t do it,” Ralph told his friends before turning his attention back to 

Simon, “they’ll never let a wimp who can’t even handle Dead Duck Drop become a guard duck, you’d 

just be an embarrassment.” 

 After that, Ralph and the others headed to Dead Duck Drop, laughing the whole way. Simon told 

himself that Ralph was just being a jerk, as usual. But deep down, he knew Ralph was right, and he hated 

himself for it. For what felt like ages, Simon just wallowed in his own misery, wondering why he couldn’t 

be brave like Ralph or the guard ducks. Suddenly, he heard Bill call his name. 

 “Hey Simon! How’s the training going?” Bill walked over and sat down next to Simon, “why so 

down in the dumps?” 

 “I’ll never be a guard duck” Simon mumbled, staring at the ground in front of him. 

 “What are you talking about? You’ve been training every day! You’ve even told everyone around 

the pond that you’re going to be the best guard duck anyone’s ever seen!” 

 “I can’t help anyone, I’m not brave enough to be a guard duck, I’m not fearless like you.” 

 Bill started laughing, “I’m brave, but I’m certainly not fearless.” 

 “What are you talking about?” Simon asked in disbelief, “you’re not afraid of anything!” 

 “I’ll let you in on a little secret, Simon. Something I’ve never revealed to anyone before,” Bill 

glanced around and leaned in closer to Simon, “I’m afraid of heights.” 

 Simon couldn’t believe his ears, “You can’t be afraid of heights! You jumped off of Dead Duck 

Drop to save me before! You’re the most courageous duck I’ve ever met!” 

“Simon, I was scared out of my mind when I jumped after you,” Bill replied calmly, “but courage 

doesn’t mean being fearless…it means doing what’s right, even when you’re scared out of your mind.” 



  

 After Bill left to continue his rounds, Simon just walked around and thought about what Bill told 

him. He thought about all the times he just ran away whenever he was afraid and tried to figure out how 

Bill could have possibly jumped off of Dead Duck Drop if heights really did scare him. Bill must’ve 

made it up just to make Simon feel better. 

Then, all of a sudden, Simon heard a commotion coming from nearby. Against his better 

judgment, Simon went to investigate. Upon his arrival, Simon saw a large group of ducklings gathered at 

Dead Duck Drop, all looking over the ledge. 

 “Ralph fell into the water!” shouted a frantic duckling, “he’s not coming back up to the surface! 

Does anybody see a guard duck!?” 

 Simon knew there wouldn’t be any guard ducks nearby; he had memorized their patrol routes. 

Then Simon’s heart sank as he made a realization. If Ralph was to have any chance of survival… 

 

One of them would have to jump in after him. 

 

Simon frantically scanned the crowd, but nobody moved, because they were all thinking the same thing 

that Simon was. If I were to jump in after Ralph, those plants would grab me too. I’m a better swimmer 

now than I was back then, but what if I’m still not good enough? I could die!  

Simon remembered plummeting into the water. He remembered being pulled under by the cold, 

tendril-like plants. He remembered the feeling of hopelessness, the feeling that he would never see the sun 

again. He thought about Ralph feeling those very same things at that very moment, and Simon lost it. 

I can’t do it! I can’t jump! I’m scared! I can’t save him! Ralph is going to die! I can’t do 

anything! I’ll never be a guard duck! I can’t save him! I’m not brave enough! If only I was brave like… 

Then Simon thought about Bill. He remembered an object crashing into the water. He 

remembered being pulled to safety. He remembered waking up on the shore. 



But now Simon remembered something else, something he hadn’t given much thought to until 

now. He remembered Bill saying “I’m a guard duck, it’s my job.” But it’s not what he said that Simon 

thought about, it’s how he said it. Bill’s voice was trembling, he seemed like he couldn’t catch his breath. 

Simon always thought it was just because Bill was worn out from rescuing him, but maybe it was 

something else. Maybe Bill really was afraid. Maybe…maybe Bill was just like Simon. 

Now Simon was thinking about Bill, about how he felt when Bill saved him, about how he surely 

would have died if Bill had not had the courage to jump in after him. He thought about how he wanted to 

be just like Bill. He wanted to become a guard duck! He didn’t want to be scared anymore! He wanted to 

be courageous! 

At this moment, Simon finally realized what Bill was trying to tell him all along. Simon realized 

that he was afraid, and he could never change this. Simon realized he would never be fearless. But fear 

wasn’t stopping Simon from saving Ralph. Fear wasn’t stopping Simon from becoming a guard duck. The 

only thing stopping Simon…was Simon. 

 Simon closed his eyes and took a deep breath, “Courage doesn’t mean being fearless…it means 

doing what’s right, even when you’re scared out of your mind.” 

 

 Then Simon jumped. 


