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The Girl and the Rescue
Goose

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



On a bright Saturday morning, the girl pulled on her mustard
yellow raincoat and navy blue rubber boots. She wrapped her
red knit scarf snug around her neck and grabbed her canvas
satchel. Today was special: she was visiting the bird sanctuary
for the very first time. Her satchel held a bag of birdseed and
some apple slices for the birds.
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At the sanctuary, the lead caretaker greeted her with a broad
smile. She wore a green vest over a checked shirt and had a
whistle on a cord around her neck. 'Welcome!' she said. 'I'm
the lead caretaker here. We have all kinds of birds, and some

are new and shy.' The girl's dark brown eyes widened with
excitement.



The girl followed the caretaker along a winding path. They
passed ponds and feeders, and birds of all colors flew
overhead. Then the girl noticed a goose standing alone near
the fence. It had soft grey-brown feathers, a white chest, an
orange beak, and a thin blue leg band. It held one wing slightly
low and kept its distance from the others.
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‘That goose is new here,' the caretaker explained gently. 'It
came from a different place, and everything feels strange and
scary. It doesn't know the other birds yet.' The girl watched
the goose flinch when a duck waddled too close. 'Can we help
it?' she asked. The caretaker nodded. 'We can, but we must be

patient.’




The caretaker showed the girl how they introduce a new bird.
‘We don't rush,' she said. 'We let the goose see the flock from a
safe spot. Then we bring one friendly bird closer at a time.'
The girl sat on a bench and watched as the caretaker scattered
grain in a wide circle, keeping the goose at the edge.
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Every day after that, the girl returned to the sanctuary. She sat
quietly on the bench, a little way from the goose. She didn't try
to touch it or chase it. She just watched and waited.
Sometimes she hummed softly. The goose would look at her
with its dark round eyes, then look away. The girl didn't mind.
She knew friendship takes time.
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One afternoon, the girl brought a handful of tasty snacks from
her satchel. She placed a few apple slices on the ground and
sat back. The goose tilted its head. It took one slow step, then
another. It stretched its orange beak toward the apple. The girl
held her breath. The goose nibbled the apple, then hurried
back to its spot. The girl smiled a small, gap-toothed smile.
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The caretaker noticed and came over. 'That's a good sign,' she
said. 'You're letting the goose come to you. That builds trust.’
She pointed to the flock. 'Soon we'll try a gentle introduction.
We'll bring one calm goose near, and you can stay quiet and
still." The girl nodded, her freckled nose crinkling with
determination.



The next day, the caretaker led a friendly goose toward the
new one. The new goose flinched and held its wing low. But
the girl sat still and spoke in a soft voice. 'It's okay,' she
whispered. The friendly goose bobbed its head and stepped
back. The new goose relaxed a little. The caretaker smiled.
'‘See? Slow and gentle works best.’

9



.

Day after day, the girl kept visiting. She brought birdseed and
apple slices. She sat quietly and never rushed. The goose
began to expect her. It would waddle a little closer each time.
Sometimes it would stand near her bench and preen its
feathers. The girl felt a warm glow inside. Patience was
growing something special.




Then one morning, something wonderful happened. The goose
took a few steps toward the flock, then a few more. The other
birds didn't chase it away. They made room. The goose stood
among them, its blue leg band shining in the sun. The girl
clapped her hands softly. 'You did it!' she cheered. The
caretaker gave her a thumbs-up.
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From that day on, the goose joined the flock for morning
swims and afternoon snacks. But it never forgot the girl. When
she arrived, it would waddle over to greet her. It would nibble
apple slices from her hand and let her stroke its soft white
chest. The girl felt happy. She had made a friend, and she had
learned that friendship takes time.
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The caretaker sat beside the girl one afternoon. 'You were very
patient,' she said. 'That's the secret with animals and people
too. You gave the goose time to feel safe.' The girl looked at
the goose, now honking happily with its new friends. 'I'm glad
I waited,' she said. 'It was worth it.'
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The girl and the goose became the best of friends. She visited
every week, and the goose always hurried to see her.
Sometimes the goose would follow her along the path, its
orange feet pattering on the ground. The girl laughed and
shared her snacks. She knew that being patient had helped a
scared goose find a home and a friend.
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Back at home, the girl thought about the goose. She
remembered how scared it had been and how slowly it had
learned to trust. She thought about the caretaker's gentle
ways. She decided to be patient with everyone she met. After
all, a little patience can help a friendship grow. And that was

the best lesson of all.
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And so, the girl and the goose stayed friends for a long, long
time. Every visit to the sanctuary brought new joy. The goose
was happy with its flock, and the girl was happy with her
friend. She learned that friendship is like a seed: it needs time,
care, and patience to bloom. And when it does, it is the most
beautiful thing in the world.
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