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​The Goose Who Sang at Midnight
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In the quiet village of Saint-Rosette, where cobbled streets whispered stories and ivy curled like question marks around every window, bedtime was a sacred thing.

Especially for children.

“You must be asleep before midnight,” the grown-ups would say, “or the night might sing to you.”

No one ever explained what that meant.

But Éloïse had never been very good at going to bed on time. She didn’t like the silence of sleep. She liked the rustle of pages, the creak of trees, the tap-tap-tap of raindrops on the rooftop. Most of all, she liked to listen.

One night, with her covers pulled up to her chin and her ears open wide, she heard something no one else heard.

Not the wind.

Not the owls.

Not even the church bell that chimed twelve sleepy times.

She heard... singing.

Not just any singing.

Opera.

A high, trembling voice lifted up into the air like steam from a kettle.

It sang in Italian, or maybe French, or maybe a language no one had spoken in centuries.

And it came from just below her window.

Éloïse tiptoed over and peeked through the curtains.

Standing in the moonlit garden—on two webbed feet—was a goose.

Not waddling. Not honking.

Singing.

He wore a tiny red cloak. A gold chain hung around his neck. His feathers glowed like moonlight on snow.

She opened her window slowly.

“Excuse me,” she whispered. “Are you... a goose?”

The goose stopped singing. He looked up, startled, and then gave a very elegant bow.

“Mademoiselle,” he said in a rich, buttery voice, “I am Gaspard. Former baritone of the Grand Théâtre de Bordeaux. Currently... cursed.”

Éloïse blinked. “Cursed?”

“Yes. Terribly so. I was once a man—a celebrated singer! A star of the stage! Until I insulted a witch with very poor taste in music.”

“What happened?”

“She turned me into this.” He fluffed a wing. “And every night at midnight, I must sing the aria of my greatest performance, or I will remain a goose forever.”

He sighed deeply. “But it’s not working. The curse won’t break.”

Éloïse leaned on the windowsill. “What’s missing?”

Gaspard tapped his beak thoughtfully. “A human must join me in the final duet before the town clock strikes thirteen.”

“Thirteen?”

“Yes, it rings only once a year. A secret hour hidden between midnight and morning. It’s the witching time when impossible things can happen.”

Éloïse’s heart thumped. She glanced at the clock on her dresser.

12:03.

“I’ll help you,” she said at once.

The goose looked up at her with hopeful eyes. “Do you know how to sing?”

“I sing in the shower sometimes,” she said.

“Close enough,” said Gaspard. “Hurry, the thirteenth chime waits for no one.”

Éloïse climbed out of her window and dropped into the garden. The grass was cold beneath her feet. The night smelled like roses and mystery.

Gaspard spread his wings. “Follow my lead. Don’t worry about the words. Just sing from the heart.”
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