
The Goose and the Girl 

 

This is the story of a goose, and a girl. 

 A girl who was just twenty years of age when she left Australia, taking her uncertain 

heart overseas. She was out of love with all that she was and, more significantly, out of love 

with her future. She desperately needed an elsewhere. 

 Her one saviour in Australia had been a lady who had offered unconditional love and 

understanding. This lady was one of those rare individuals who believed in giving rather than 

transacting. You are loved, she might have whispered; no more needs to be said. 

 The girl travelled. In those days Europe was closer to a fairy-tale than it is now. She 

slipped gloriously into a colourful, heaving rotunda of Western ideals, the very heartland of 

the world. Her Australian ordeal seemed trite; red dust against Europe’s green, stately flow. 

 But she did not forget her friend, the lady. And one day, travelling through Spain, she 

walked into a shop that sold beautiful Lladro figurines, saw the goose – neck stretched, back 

smoother and whiter than fresh snow – and thought it to be a perfect gift. 

 The goose travelled with her for the rest of her time in Europe. It was a charm, an 

offering, a reminder that goodness did exist. When finally she returned to Australia, her heart 

reconstituted and blood racing once again, she visited the lady and handed over the porcelain. 

 On her behalf, that lovely bird might well have brayed, “Thank you for saving me!” 

 The lady was thrilled with this gift. In the coming years the goose would travel with 

her into different houses, a new marriage, eventually retirement and repose. The girl had also 

found love; she married, moved away, had children, a career, a happy, organised life and, 

more significantly, a future that she could embrace. She never forgot the lady – they sent 

cards – but distance will always stretch communication, if not the heart. 

 New addresses, shifting priorities; they lost touch. Until a time, not so long ago, when 

through the magic of digital media, they reconnected. 

 The lady was now in her eighties, living in a retirement village with her ‘new’ 

husband of thirty years. Visit, she suggested, we’d love to see you. So the girl and her 

husband did exactly that. They drank coffee and ate shortbread, talked of times gone and 

times to come, and inside that light, airy, delightfully mannered home was closer to a fairy-

tale than most other places in the world. 

 “Now dear,” said the lady, “I have something for you.” 

 After all those years, the goose. She said, “I’m realistic. I’m not going to be here 

forever. I would like you to have this. It would mean a lot to me.” 

 Still giving. The girl – a woman of course! – was overcome. She accepted the goose, 

in mint condition, and thanked the lady profusely.  

Homer wrote that “a gift, though small, is precious.” Because it is part of us; we hand 

over ourselves. Giving does not require a fat wallet or Once in a Lifetime Sale. It is a matter 

of intent; to share who we are and connect with dignity, respect and love.  

The goose, I am happy to say, now resides comfortably in the sunlight at our home.  

 


