ihelGinlfandithe

aEBEUNNAlTOMURCUKIS



The Girl and the Golden
Seal

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



Maya loved the ocean more than anything. Every morning, she
pulled on her yellow raincoat and red rubber boots and ran to
the shore near her home. She carried a canvas satchel full of
treasures: smooth stones, sea glass, and a notebook for
sketching waves. The salty wind ruffled her curly black hair as

she searched the tide pools for tiny crabs and shining shells.
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One misty morning, Maya spotted something strange glinting
in the waves. A sleek silver-grey seal lifted its head from the
water, and golden swirls shimmered along its back. Its amber
eyes sparkled like sunlight on the sea. Maya gasped. She had
never seen a seal with golden markings before. The seal gave
a soft, friendly bark and flicked its flippers.
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The golden seal swam closer and looked right at Maya. It wore
a small shell pendant that gleamed in the light. Then it turned
and swam a little way, stopping to look back. Maya felt a tug in
her heart. “Do you want me to follow you?” she asked. The seal
nodded its whiskered snout and swam toward the rocky point.
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Maya scrambled over the rocks, following the golden seal. The
seal led her around a bend to a hidden cove she had never
seen. But this cove was not beautiful. Plastic bottles and
tangled nets littered the sand. A few seabirds stood quietly,
their feathers dusty. Maya’s freckled nose crinkled with worry.
“Oh no,” she whispered. “This place needs help.”
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The golden seal swam in a slow circle and gave a sad little cry.
Maya understood. This was a sanctuary for animals, and it was
in trouble. She looked at the mess and felt small. But then she
remembered her dad’s words: “Big problems are just small
jobs done together.” She clenched her small fists. “I’ll find
help,” she promised the seal.



Maya ran all the way home, her red boots splashing in
puddles. She burst through the door, her curly puffs bouncing.
“Dad! Lily! I found a secret cove, and it’s full of trash! We have
to fix it!” Her dad looked up from his tools, his green flannel
shirt rolled at the sleeves. Lily grabbed her binoculars. “Count
me in!” she cheered.



The next morning, Maya led her dad and Lily to the hidden
cove. Lily’s red braid swung as she peered through her
binoculars. “I see a family of otters near those rocks!” she
said. Dad pulled on his work gloves and nodded. “We’ll need a
plan,” he said. “First, we clear the trash. Then we check on the
animals. Teamwork starts with a good plan.”
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They set to work. Maya and Lily picked up bottles and
wrappers, filling big bags. Dad lifted heavy nets and broken
boards, his strong hands moving quickly. The golden seal
swam nearby, its golden swirls glowing like a lantern. “Look!”
Lily pointed. “The otters are watching us!” The girls waved,
and the otters chirped back. The cove felt a little brighter
already.



As they cleaned, Maya noticed a young seabird tangled in a
plastic ring. “Dad, help!” she called. Dad gently held the bird
while Maya carefully snipped the ring away. The bird flapped
its wings and flew off. “Good job, Maya,” Dad said. “You were
brave and gentle.” Maya beamed. The golden seal splashed its
flippers as if applauding.



Lily spotted more animals: crabs scuttling under a log and a
turtle caught in a net. With teamwork, they freed the turtle
and moved the net. “We make a great team!” Lily said. Maya’s
freckles danced as she smiled. The shore was beginning to
look clean and safe. The golden seal’s markings shimmered
brighter than ever. “We’re doing it!” Maya cheered.
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Word spread about the hidden cove. Maya’s friends and
neighbors came to help. Some brought gloves, others brought
snacks. Dad organized the tools, Lily led a nature walk, and
Maya showed everyone where the animals lived. “Remember,”
Maya said, “we must be quiet and kind.” The golden seal
watched from the water, its amber eyes shining with pride.
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By afternoon, the sanctuary was transformed. The sand was
clean, the water sparkled, and animals returned to play. The
golden seal swam to Maya and placed its head gently against
her hand. “Thank you,” Maya whispered. The seal’s shell
pendant glowed warmly. Then it dove into the waves, its
golden markings flashing like a final goodbye. Maya waved

until it was gone.




That evening, Maya sat with her dad and Lily, watching the
sunset. “We did it,” she said. Dad smiled. “You did it, Maya.
You asked for help, and you brought everyone together.” Lily
nodded. “And we had fun!” Maya looked at the peaceful cove.
“Protecting nature is easier when we all help,” she said. “And
more fun, too.”

13



The next day, Maya visited the cove again. The golden seal was
gone, but the sanctuary was alive with birdsong and splashing
waves. Maya knew the seal was happy somewhere out there.
She pulled out her notebook and drew the golden seal, its
markings shining on the page. She wrote: “Teamwork makes
the sea smile.”
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Maya’s friends asked if they could help again. So they made a
schedule: every Saturday, they would visit the cove to clean
and watch the animals. Lily brought her binoculars, Dad
brought his tools, and Maya brought her satchel full of art
supplies to draw the wildlife. The sanctuary became their
special project, and the animals grew used to their kind
visitors.
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One morning, Maya saw a flash of gold in the waves. The
golden seal had returned! It swam close and gave a happy
bark. Maya laughed. “You came back!” she said. The seal’s
amber eyes twinkled. Then it turned and swam toward the
horizon, its golden swirls glowing in the sunrise. Maya knew
the sanctuary was safe, and she smiled. “Thank you, friend.”
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