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Part One
I Wanted a Swan

Just a short walk from my house is a 
big park called Blue Lake Park. 

On sunny days, you can see exactly why 
they call it Blue Lake 

when you see the blue sky reflected 
in the water of the lake.  
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I didn’t expect to like living by the lake so much. 
I missed my old house.  

My old house had a beautiful view of Mount. Hood.  

I missed the colourful sunrises and sunsets.  
But that was before I discovered all the 

amazing gifts God had at the lake for me. 
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I usually walk to the park early in the morning and head to 
the far end of the park where the beaver lodge is.   

I keep hoping to see the beaver out of the water, but so 
far I have only seen him once, and he was in the water. 
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I found a perfect sitting spot right by the edge 
of the water, where I can watch the lake all by myself. 

 
When I sit there, I talk to God. Sometimes I sit 

and listen to Him instead of talking. I have to keep 
my eyes and ears open, because almost every 
time I go to the park, God has a gift for me.

 
My gift might be a special bird I haven’t seen before 

like the Kingfisher, 
 

or an ordinary bird like the Robin pulling up a worm,
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or getting to watch eagles and 
osprey catching fish,

 

or a vulture sitting in a tree.  

I have seen herons finding 
a frog to eat and 

nutria snacking on leaves,
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while turtles soak in 
the sun and 

 

woodpeckers tap 
into the tree to find 

a bug to eat.

 
I have seen the 

trees bloom pink 
in springtime
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and turn golden 
when they drop their 

leaves in autumn. 
 

I have smelled the 
scent of wild roses 

in full bloom.

 

I have heard 
frogs croaking,                                                     
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and watched a mother raccoon

    teach her kits how to climb a tree.
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I have seen 
squirrels

 

and skunks,

 and hawks soaring.           

All these creatures and more 
are my never ending list of gifts from my God.                                     
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Even with all the amazing things at the lake, 
I wanted a swan. 

Not just one swan, but a pair of them to mate and build a 
nest and then raise their cygnets after they hatched. Oh, 

how I wanted to see a mother swan on her nest!

 

 
But swans don’t naturally live in this area, 

so I knew it was not going to happen. 
Why did I want a swan? I love how elegant and graceful 
swans are. They are so beautiful and majestic with pure 

white feathers and an orange and black beak.

Philippians 4:19 “And my God shall supply all your needs 
according to His riches in glory by Christ Jesus.”
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My lake has no swans, but it has geese... A LOT OF GEESE!

Geese are so ordinary.  They are brownish, with black 
necks and white masks on their faces.  Some people think 

they are annoying.

I think that they are kind of like me.  I am just normal, with 
no special beauty, nothing that makes people stop and 

take a look.  

I am ordinary, just like a goose.  
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One day, I walked to my sitting spot.  It had been a week 
or two since I had visited, and my sitting spot was taken!

                  ... by a GOOSE! 
                                           ... on a NEST!  

I was both surprised and excited.

I didn’t mind sharing my sitting spot at all.
 

She seemed happy to see me.  Normally geese 
make a hissing sound to warn you to go away, 

but she just quietly sat there.  
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Two days after I discovered her, she stood up and showed 
me what she was sitting on. ONE EGG! 

 

I made sure and visited my Sitting Mother Goose 
every day after that.  Sometimes the Father Goose 

was swimming close-by in the water by the nest, 
but most of the time she was alone.  

I sat close to her nest. I talked to her. I sometimes took 
her a tiny bit of food. I figured she must get hungry and 

bored sitting there all by herself all day long.  

Geese are herbivores, which means they eat grass and 
grains. I read that geese like cracked corn. One time she 

ate some of the apple I shared with her.

Matthew 6:26 “Look at the birds of the air, they do not sow, nor reap, 
nor gather into barns, and yet your heavenly Father takes care of 

them. Are you not worth much more than they?” 
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I read that it takes about a month for goose eggs to 
hatch. I also found out that geese normally lay about four 

to six eggs. It was unusual that she only had one egg.
 

I didn’t know if she was going to lay more 
and I didn’t know how long she had already 

been sitting on that one egg. 

So we waited. And waited.  
Days and then weeks. Still only one egg in that nest.  
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I studied her. 
I learned that she turned her head 

sideways to the sky to see up in the air.  

I sometimes saw her sleep 
and that is when I found out that she had eyelids, 

and that they close from the bottom up. 

I saw her feathers up close and noticed that each one was 
lined up in a row and how every one was edged in white.

I began to realize how 
perfectly detailed 

and beautiful she was. 
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Sometimes I would show up and find Mama Goose gone 
and the nest looking like this.   

Mama Goose had covered the nest 
with her soft feathers to keep the egg warm 

while she went to find food for herself. 

 When she returned, she would sit back down and tuck 
feathers all around that egg.  And wait. And wait.

Psalm 37:7 “Rest in the Lord and wait patiently for Him.” 
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Then about two weeks after we met, 
I showed up at the nest in the morning 
but they were not sitting on the nest. 

The parents were standing close together 
a little away from the nest.  

 
I fed them and took a look at the nest. 

I was so excited! The egg was beginning to crack open!
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Mama came back after she had some grain 

and settled down on the egg. 
Father Goose headed out for a swim. 

After several minutes, she got up 
and turned the egg around. 

I had read that it might take a whole day to hatch out, so I 
left for a little while. I came back in the afternoon.
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The baby goose had hatched!
Mama Goose was so proud of her baby.  She stood right 

up to show him off to me!
 

 
  I don’t know how long he had been hatched, but his 

feathers were still wet.

He was very weak and didn’t try to stand up.  

He made the cutest little tweeting sounds
 and she answered back with a deep throaty grunt.
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Baby geese are called goslings. 

Mama Goose just kept looking at him.  
                                         

So did I.

Psalm 89:5  “And the heavens will praise Thy wonders, O Lord.”
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It started to rain.
But it was so amazing how Mama Goose 

knew just how to sit ever so gently, and spread 
her wings out to shelter her gosling from the rain.

 I spent an hour sitting in the rain with them. 

I felt so happy that God had allowed ME 
to be a part of this beautiful event!

 

Psalm 91:4 “...and under His wings you may seek refuge...”
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I hurried to see my baby goose 
first thing the next morning.

 It was raining again.

 When I arrived, Mama was there on her nest. 
Today she looked different; her wings were 

all spread out and all her feathers were fluffed up. 
She seemed to be spread flat on the ground. 

Drops of rain looked like beads all over her feathers.

 
 
 

 Now and then she reached back and wiped 
the drops off with her beak. She hardly moved, 

except to fluff up a bit now and then. 

A hawk, a buzzard and an osprey took turns 
flying overhead. She turned her head sideways

 to watch them, hunched down as low as she could
 go, hiding and protecting her little one from them. 



25

From underneath her, I could hear the tweeting sound 
of her baby. Sometimes he got louder and then quieted 
down when she made her little grunt sound back to him.

Quite a few times he poked his little head out between her 
feathers to take a peek at the world. Maybe he was trying 
to see if his mother could hear him calling her. But it was 
a quick peek, because each time his head poked out, she 

would lean down and tuck him back under her wing.

Over and over that went...tweeting, peeking, tucking, 
fluffing...with Mama always on guard.
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As I watched that little baby, I thought, “He does not even 
know all that his mother is doing for him. He does not know 
of the hours she has sat alone on that nest just thinking of 
him. He does not know how long she has been waiting for 
him. He does not know all that she has already endured for 
him before he was even born. He does not know that she is 

keeping him warm and dry and safe from harm.”

 He sits under there making noise, complaining, trying to 
get out, in such a hurry to move on. He has no idea that 
Mama is protecting him from all the dangers out there. 

He wants to go right now, she says “Wait”. 
He says “Let me out, let me see, I am ready!”, 

she says “Get back under my wing where you belong, I 
know what is best for you.” 

He does not know that she is waiting 
for the right time when he is ready to move on, 

forward to the next step in their lives.

Proverbs 1:8 “Hear, my son, your father’s instruction 
and do not forsake your mother’s teaching.”
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Oh dear. Isn’t that what I do so often? God takes care of 
me in ways I don’t even know of, or understand. 

He knew me before I was even born. Under His shelter, 
I can’t see what is hovering overhead, I don’t feel 

the drops of rain or the cold. I complain, I ask for more, 
I want to rush, I say I am ready to get moving on! 

But He pushes me back, makes me wait for answers, 
tells me to slow down and wait for the right time. 

I need to take a lesson from Mama Goose.

Psalm 37:5 “Commit your way to the Lord. 
Trust also in Him and He will do it.”
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I had read that baby geese learn to swim right away, 
so I was sure they would have left the nest before
 I arrived the next morning, but the three geese 

were just hanging out when I arrived.  

The Mama stood up and showed off her baby to me. 
 

 
He could hardly stand and kept falling back on his tail. 

 His feathers were all dry and fluffy now.
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 Up he got again, trying to walk, 
all the while tweeting and chirping away. 
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The parents showed him how to eat the grass. He must 
have been hungry because he ate it quickly. 

After a little while Mama started nudging him
 towards the water and then she jumped in. 
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The little gosling looked at the water, 
and ran back to the nest! 

  

 
 So Mama Goose came back out of the water and 

settled in the grass beside the nest, and cuddled him up.
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In the afternoon, I decided to go back again 
and find out if the gosling had made it into the water. 

 
When I arrived, they were all three on land, 

but by the time I climbed along the bank to them, 
the parents and the baby were in the water, 

and waiting for me. 
(Well, I want to think they were waiting for me.)

1 Peter 5:7 “Casting all your anxiety upon Him, 
because He cares for you.”
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They floated around the edge of the lake for a little while, 
then slowly ventured out further. 

 
That little one was enjoying the water! 

He was diving down and coming up, dipping 
his head in and splashing the water all around.  

Once he came back up with something in his mouth.
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And then it happened...little by little 
they swam away from me.  

I am sure Mama Goose turned her head to say farewell...at 
least that is how I am going to remember it.

I watched until they were out of sight.
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And there I was...alone with an empty nest. 
 

 

I had my sitting spot back, 
but now all I wanted was my goose back.  

I was sad at first, but then suddenly my heart was so happy!  
I realised that even though I had wanted a SWAN, 

God had given me a GOOSE! 

 In that little time sitting with my Mama Goose, I had ex-
perienced such an amazing thing.  Those Geese were no 
longer just ordinary, they had become so special to me. 

 
Just like I am special to God.

1 Samuel 16:7  “For God sees not as man sees, for man 
looks at the outward appearance, but the Lord looks at the heart.”
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I was blessed to watch as that egg turned into a life, 
to see that little gosling learn to walk and eat and find 

comfort in his mother’s wings.

 I had been able to see him learn to swim, and watch as he 
trusted that his parents knew best when he followed them 

into the water and across the lake. 
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Part Two
Growing Goose

 

I did something that I NEVER would have pictured myself 
doing before! I saw 5 bullies ganging up on a little one! 

Nobody else was doing anything to stop it, so I stepped in 
to help. They were picking him up and tossing him in the 

air, one would catch him and then the others would grab on 
and all were pulling him in different directions. 

Ummm...back up the story just a bit...
 

I went to find my baby goose the next day. I didn’t know 
what to expect.  Sometimes things happen to new little 

geese families. Was he still going to be alive?   

The first two geese I came to were sitting. 
I was so hopeful that it was my little family, 
but they stood up and jumped in the water...

without a baby. My heart sank. Could this be MY couple? 
With no baby? I continued on past them, 
hoping for the best...scanning the lake, 

looking for my goose family. 

I came to a group of geese with babies. There were two 
families; one with 3 babies and one with 5 babies. I read 
that geese with babies like to hang out together for the 

protection of their young. 

Sure enough, there were my three geese 
right along with them! 

I was so relieved.
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My Mama came towards me 
when I started talking to her. 

 I tossed out some food and they started to nibble. The 
other geese also came up to eat the scattered food. 
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Well, in the feeding frenzy, 
the little baby got sidelined, 

and the other much older babies...
I mean like teenage older, 
started poking at the baby. 

At first, I thought it was cute that they were playing to-
gether, I even took a photo.  

 
 

But all of a sudden I realised 
that they were being so mean to him. 

I started yelling at them, but they kept it up, 
biting, tossing, pulling his little body in all directions.

 The parents were all busy 
with the grain I had thrown down. 

I found a stick and pushed 
them away from my little goose. 

They dropped him down.  
He didn’t move.  
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He just lay there. I was so scared he was hurt or dying. 
By then the food was gone and the parents 
of the teenagers had gone back over to us. 
Those bullies were looking over at the baby 
again and their parents were hissing at me.

 I leaned down and scooped up my baby with my hands and 
took him over to safety to his parents. I got close to them 

and put the baby down.  

He was not moving, his body was limp.  

We stood there looking down at Baby. 
But in just a minute he revived and stood up on his own. 

Phew! What a relief!
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I told those parents to stop hanging out 
with such a bad crowd. 

I had to get away, 
I just could not bear to watch
 that little one get hurt again. 

I visited all my favourite spots 
and turned back towards home. 

And there they were...just the three of them,
 walking along, away from the gang of other geese. 

Now let’s just hope they continue to avoid that crowd
 until Baby gets a little stronger.

Ephesians 6:1 “Children, obey your parents
 in the Lord, for this is right.”
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The next day, I spotted my little family, 
but close-by were those rowdy teenagers.

Now knowing that what teenagers like most is food, 
I decided to feed them before I got over to my baby. 

I had learned my lesson!

I dropped down a bunch of seed and that kept them
 plenty occupied, so I could see and feed my own little 
family without worrying about those teenage goslings 

hurting the little baby.
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One Month Old

 

Baby Goose is not so little anymore. 
He is actually not so cute either. 

He is a gawky teenager right now. 
Just like those rowdy teenagers 

that had harassed him when he was first hatched. 
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Two Months Old 

Take a look at Baby Goose. He has a cool hairdo! 
All that baby fuzz is being replaced with adult 

black and white colouring. 
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Three Months Old

 Almost fully grown now,  
Baby Goose is nearly as big as his parents. 

He still stays with them all the time.  
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Four Months Old 

Baby Goose is now getting his flying feathers. The bullies 
are now his friends and they are all learning to fly.  

It won’t be long now, soon Baby Goose will be flying 
someplace warm for the winter months.  

I sure hope he comes back to see me in the spring.
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I didn’t get to see Baby Goose learn to fly, 
but one day, I could not find my little goose family.  

I looked in all the usual places but they were not there. 
 

Then, in the distance I could hear the honking sound that 
geese make when they are flying.  

I looked up to see my little family flying together!  
They landed in the grass and then 
I walked up to them and fed them.  

 
I knew this time would come.  It is all part of God’s plan. 

Just like when I had to let him swim away after he hatched, 
I now will have to let him fly away. 

 I read that geese come back to the same
 place they were hatched out, so I hope 
to see him again some day in the spring.

James 1:17 “Every good thing bestowed and every perfect gift 
is from above, coming down from the Father of lights, 
with whom there is no variation or shifting shadow.”
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Geese fly in a ‘V’ formation when they fly long distances. 
Flying like this helps the ones in the back rest while the 
ones in the front work harder, because they have more 

direct air pushing against them. So the geese take turns 
between themselves to fly up at the front, and then rest at 

the back when they are tired. 

So what did I learn from my goose?

I am important to God.

God made me special.

God takes care of me.

“What about you?  Do YOU know you are important to 
God?  Do you know that God made YOU special?” 
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