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There I was sitting in my car, eating a
sandwich, watching the ocean beat against the rocks, when a seagull
landed on the bonnet of my car.

There was a small limestone wall in
front of me, but did this gull want to land on a wall?
No!

His small black eyes stared straight at
me!

My first instinct was to shoo him away.
Who wants bird poo or scratches on their car? I don’t!

As I stared back I noticed the poor
bird only had one leg. At first, I thought he had just tucked it
up, but no! One leg was all he had.

I wonder how that happened. He seems to
be managing okay. I suppose you just get used to being without it
and get on with life.

Then, to my dismay I noticed, wrapped
around his good leg was a length of fishing wire.

“Oh my goodness, what should I do?” I
said to myself. “If I try and catch him he’ll fly away. If he flies
away I can’t help him and he will lose his one and only
leg.”

I slowly opened the car window and
carefully threw out a small piece of bread. Hoping it would fall
next to the bird. Instead, the wind blew and the bread fell to the
ground. Instantly he took off into the air, swooped onto the bread,
then onto the wall.

Within seconds we were surrounded by
squawking seagulls all hoping for a piece of my
sandwich.

“Oh dear, this isn’t good,” I said to
myself. “How on earth can I help this poor seagull?”

I had only made one sandwich and I’d
eaten half of it already.

He was still staring at me from the
wall; at least I think he was staring at me. Maybe he could see his
reflection in the windscreen. If that was the case I might be in
with a chance of catching him.

Taking a small piece of crust from my
remaining sandwich I placed it on the dashboard inside the car. I
was hoping he would want to take a closer look. Seagulls are always
hungry, aren’t they?

I was right. The seagull flew back onto
the bonnet of my car landing on his one good leg. He had spotted
the bread but also was fascinated by his reflection so, came closer
to the windscreen.

He pecked at the glass and puffed out
his feathers, watching himself whilst trying to get the food. Then
he must have caught sight of me and tried to take off into the air,
but the fishing wire got entangled on the left windscreen
wiper.

He flapped his wings and squawked but
was unable to go anywhere. He was stuck fast. The flapping of his
wings frightened the other birds away so I quickly opened my car
door and got out. I talked to the terrified bird as I grabbed hold
of his body. “It’s okay I’m not going to harm you. I want to help
you if I can.”

To my surprise, he didn’t peck my
hands. I thought the shock had killed the poor thing as his body
went limp and seemed to relax.

A young lady walking her dog stopped
and asked if everything was alright.

“I could use some help,” I said. “This
poor bird will lose his one and only leg if I don’t get this
fishing line off him. I don’t suppose you’d have any nail scissors
in your handbag?” I asked.

“I may have,” she said as she struggled
to keep control of her dog, a young English Bull Dog that pulled on
his lead, trying to chase the seagulls. The lead was getting
tangled around the now open handbag and the contents tipped out
over the floor.

As luck would have it she produced a
small pair of scissors.

“Perfect!” I said far louder than was
necessary, sending the bird into panic once again. I held on
tightly and murmured “Okay it’s okay, I won’t hurt you.”

The flapping sent her dog into barking
mode.

“Trevor! Stop that!” yelled the young
lady as she tried in vain to control the excited puppy. She was now
on all fours gathering up the items from her bag.

Trevor was wagging his tail and
obviously thought his owner was playing a game with him.

Oh dear, what a stressful situation
this was turning out to be!

Finally, in a commanding voice, she
said: “Sit Trevor!” Trevor sat and waited for his reward looking
very pleased with himself for obeying a command.

The young lady closed her bag before
saying “Good boy Trevor!” and patting him on his head.

Meanwhile, the bird looked as if he had
given up, as I held onto his warm body, his leg still trapped by
the fishing wire, his eyes closed.

Speaking quietly I said to the young
lady: “Do you think you can cut the fishing wire if I keep him
still?” She hesitated at first saying “I’m afraid I might hurt
him.”

A few people had stopped to see what
was going on.

“Would you mind holding onto Trevor’s
lead?” she asked a little girl who was watching with her parents.
The child was delighted and happily took the lead to play with the
puppy.

Now free to help, she leaned across me,
with the small scissors. Carefully, she managed to cut and remove
the fishing wire from around my windscreen wiper, as well as the
bird’s leg.

What a relief that was. Even I wasn’t
sure those small scissors would do the trick.

I checked his leg, kissed him gently on
his head then, loosened my grip on its body.

What a surprise, when instead of taking
off, he shook his feathers and looked me in the eye, before pecking
at







































cover.jpg
My One Legged
. Friend

Angela Hope






