The Goose Who Became Mayor
An election with rather a lot of honking
English
Fabliva
Contents
	The Goose Who Became Mayor
	A candidate with webbed feet
	A speech for the wind
	The only promise

A candidate with webbed feet
The notice said that anyone could stand for election. Joep considered this a serious mistake on the organisers’ part.
‘Anyone,’ he read again. ‘They really should have been more careful.’
Vera was sitting on the low wall beside the school garden. An orange beak poked through the fence. It belonged to Miep, who lived on Bennie’s farm next door but took a keen interest in education. Especially when apples were involved.
On Saturday the village was celebrating its birthday. The mayor would open the new playground, and the children could elect a junior mayor for the afternoon. The winner would decide how to spend the jumble-sale money: on a football goal, new sandpit spades or a reading bench beneath the chestnut tree.
Vera had suggested the bench. When the playground was busy, she read on the edge of the sandpit. This meant sand between the pages and, occasionally, a bucket on her head.
‘I nominate Miep,’ said Joep.
The goose nipped at the election notice. He pulled it away just in time.
‘She’s interested already.’
Vera laughed. Then she imagined the headteacher trying to hang a mayor’s chain around that enormous goose neck, and laughed again. On a piece of cardboard she wrote: VOTE MIEP. SHE HAS AN OPINION ABOUT EVERYTHING.
There was hardly any space left at the bottom of the candidates’ list. Vera squeezed her own name in anyway and wrote reading bench beside it. Joep added his name too. His plan involved a football goal and, if there was any money left over, a trophy for himself.
Their teacher, Ms Safia, inspected the board. ‘You understand that a goose can’t be responsible for money?’
‘No pockets,’ said Joep solemnly.
‘Exactly. She can be an honorary candidate. But we’ll elect a child to do the actual job.’ She wrote the rule beneath the list in thick blue pen.
On Friday Joep built a campaign stall out of two crates. Vera drew a goose sitting on a bench. She considered adding a book under its wing, but that would give people the wrong idea.
By lunchtime there were seven Miep posters. Someone had written a question beneath Vera’s own poster: WHAT HAPPENS WHEN IT RAINS?
She thought that was a fair question.
A speech for the wind
On Saturday the village square smelled of waffles and wet rope. There had been a brief shower. Bennie put Miep in a spacious pen beside the school garden, with a bowl of water and shade from the chestnut tree. Nobody was allowed to feed her or pick her up. Her election poster hung on the pen; the goose herself didn’t have to wear anything.
‘A chain of office is awkward when you’re swimming,’ Joep explained to a small boy.
Vera had written three things on a slip of paper. The reading bench would have a storage lid with dry cushions underneath. There would be a box for books beside it. Anyone could sit there at break, even if they weren’t reading.
‘So it’s just a bench,’ said Joep.
‘Yes. It is.’
His speech was two pages long. Vera spotted her name followed by knows nothing about football. She pointed.
He crossed it out. ‘It was a joke.’
‘Make a joke about yourself, then.’
After a moment’s thought, he wrote: I don’t know much about sitting still.
The real mayor appeared beside their stall. She was a small woman with muddy shoes. Her bicycle was outside the bakery with a flat tyre.
‘Where’s my colleague?’ she asked.
Miep dipped her beak in the water and sneezed. The mayor nodded. ‘Some of our meetings start like that.’
Ms Safia called the candidates to the low stage. Joep put his speech on the table, on top of Vera’s slip. The empty ballot box stood beside it. A collecting tin kept the papers in place.
The baker was about to put a coin in the tin when a gust of wind tore down one end of the bunting. Joep grabbed the bunting. The baker lifted the tin. Every speech took off at once.
Vera caught one sheet. It said, Thank you for listening.
The rest sailed towards the garden. Miep sprang up and began to honk. Loudly. A toddler dropped his empty cup. She honked at the papers, at the cup and, just to be certain, at a passing cyclist.
‘Her speech has started early,’ said the mayor.
Joep wasn’t laughing. His pages had landed among the young lettuces behind the pen. Everyone could read the enormous letters: I PROMISE THAT WE WILL WIN.
‘That isn’t a plan,’ Vera whispered. ‘That’s a hope.’
The only promise
Bennie collected the papers from the garden. Miep followed him along the wire, commenting loudly. Vera put the fallen cup in the bin. She handed Joep his soggy speech; a slug was sitting on the word win.
‘The opposition,’ he said, but his ears had turned red.
Ms Safia placed two stones on the table. ‘These will keep the papers down. And you don’t have to read your speeches.’
Joep went first. He looked at the children, at the goal on his poster and finally at Vera.
‘We’ve already got one goal,’ he said. ‘The net’s broken, that’s all. My dad can fix it. Yesterday he said I ought to learn how.’ He swallowed. ‘So I will. It’ll cost hardly anything.’
People clapped. Joep looked startled, as if he’d said something wrong and everyone had enjoyed it.
Vera pushed her slip of paper aside. ‘I’d like somewhere to sit without getting sand in my socks. A bench wouldn’t cost much. The woodworking club has some planks. I asked them. We can help with the sanding, and the grown-ups will put it together.’
‘With a roof?’ someone called.
‘There isn’t enough money for that. But there’ll be dry cushions underneath a lid.’
Then Joep introduced the honorary candidate. ‘Miep promises absolutely nothing,’ he said. ‘It’s her best quality.’
Miep stood on one leg. The mayor pointed. ‘She’s saving money on shoes.’
Everyone received two ballot papers: a white one for the junior mayor and a yellow one for the village mascot. The yellow paper listed Miep, the baker’s dog and a drawing of a potato wearing a hat. The youngest children had nominated the potato at the last minute.
Vera won the white ballot by four votes. Miep won the yellow one by a mile, although the baker complained that his dog hadn’t been given enough speaking time.
A week later the bench stood beneath the chestnut tree. Joep had sanded its back. Vera had found some blue cushions. The repaired football net had one remarkably crooked knot.
A sign hung on Miep’s pen: HONORARY MAYOR. NO APPOINTMENTS AVAILABLE.
Vera opened her book. On the other side of the fence, Miep came waddling over. She looked at the bench, at Vera and at the apple in her hand.
‘No,’ said Vera. ‘That election was fair.’
Miep had quite a lot to say about that.
