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The Girl and the Goose

Cinar BIBER



On a bright Saturday morning, Maya skipped down the gravel
path to Sunny Hill Farm. Her curly black hair bounced in two
short puffs, and her green canvas backpack tapped her back.
She loved animals more than anything. Today, Farmer Joe had
a special surprise waiting for her. Maya's eyes sparkled with
excitement as she hurried toward the big red barn.
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Farmer Joe met her at the gate, his wide straw hat shading his
weathered, smiling face. "We have a rescued goose," he said,
leading her to a grassy pen. "It came from a difficult place, so
it's still learning to trust." Maya peeked over the fence. A
plump white goose with grey-brown wing tips stood quietly, a
small blue band on its leg.



The goose had a long orange beak and bright amber eyes. For
a moment, it seemed calm. Then a group of visitors walked too
close. The goose honked loudly and flapped its wings! The
visitors jumped back. "What a mean goose!" someone said.
Maya watched closely, her dark brown eyes thoughtful.
Something didn't seem right about that.
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Maya stepped into the pen and sat quietly on the grass, giving
the goose plenty of room. The goose stopped honking and
watched her. It didn't come near, but it didn't flap either. Maya
noticed something important: the goose only honked when
people came too close. She remembered Farmer Joe's words
about trust. Maybe the goose wasn't mean at all.
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Another visitor, a boy in a red cap, ran toward the goose to
take a picture. The goose honked and flapped again. "See? It's
mean!" the boy cried. Maya shook her head. "Wait," she said
softly. "Watch what happens when I move slowly." She stood up

gently and took one small step back. The goose's feathers
smoothed down.



Maya turned to the visitors. "I think the goose gets scared
when we come too close," she explained. "It honks to say,
'‘Please give me space!'" The visitors looked surprised. The boy
in the red cap tilted his head. "So it's not mean?" he asked.
Maya smiled. "No, it's just trying to feel safe. Let's try moving
slowly and keeping some distance."
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The visitors nodded. One by one, they practiced moving slowly
and keeping a few steps away from the goose. At first, the
goose still looked nervous. But as the visitors gave it more
room, its neck feathers relaxed. The goose stopped honking.
Its bright amber eyes watched the people calmly. Maya felt a
warm glow inside. Understanding behavior was like solving a
puzzle.




Farmer Joe came over, his brown work trousers dusty from the
field. "You're a natural goose whisperer," he said with a
chuckle. Maya grinned. "I just watched closely," she said. "The
goose told us with its body what it needed." Farmer Joe
nodded. "That's right. Animals can't use words, so they show
us with their behavior. Kindness helps us understand."
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The visitors began to share what they noticed. "Look, the
goose's feathers are smooth now," said a girl in a blue sun hat.
“And it's not flapping," added the boy with the camera. Maya
nodded. "When we give it space and move slowly, it feels safe."
The goose took a few calm steps, its orange webbed feet soft
on the grass. It seemed curious about the people now.
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More visitors arrived, and at first they thought the goose was
mean too. But Maya and the first group showed them how to
act. "Give it space," Maya said gently. "Move slowly, and let the
goose come to you." The new visitors tried it. The goose
remained calm. It even stretched its neck to look at them.
Everyone smiled. The misunderstanding was melting away.
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Maya knelt down and held out her hand, staying very still. The
goose took a slow, careful step toward her. Then another. Its
long orange beak came close to her fingers, and it gave a soft,
curious honk. Maya's heart fluttered with joy. "It's saying
hello!" she whispered. The goose's eyes were bright and calm.
It felt safe enough to come near.
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The visitors clapped softly. "You were right!" said the boy in
the red cap. "The goose isn't mean at all. It just needed space."
Maya beamed. "Understanding its behavior made all the
difference," she said. Farmer Joe gave her a thumbs-up.
"You've taught everyone something important today. Kindness
and watching closely can solve big misunderstandings."

12




The goose waddled around the pen, peaceful and relaxed. It
nibbled grass and fluffed its white feathers. The visitors moved
slowly and kept a respectful distance. Some sat on the fence
and watched quietly. The farm was filled with soft honks and
happy chatter. Maya felt proud. She had helped the goose and
the people become friends.
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As the sun began to set, the visitors thanked Maya. "We'll
remember to give animals space," said the girl in the blue sun
hat. Maya waved goodbye. Farmer Joe walked her to the gate.
“You have a gift for understanding," he said. "The goose is
calmer now because of you." Maya smiled, her heart full. She
couldn't wait to visit again.
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On the way home, Maya thought about the goose. It wasn't
mean—it was just cautious. By watching its behavior with
kindness, she had helped everyone understand. She realized
that animals and people can be happy friends when we pay
attention and give them space. Her green backpack bounced
as she skipped, her curly puffs bouncing too.
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That night, Maya drew a picture of the goose in her notebook.
She wrote, "Watch closely. Be kind. Give space." She knew she
would always remember the rescued goose with the blue leg
band. Understanding behavior had turned a scary honk into a
friendly hello. And that made Maya's whole world a little
warmer and kinder.




