The Gelcen




The Golden
Wheelbarrow

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Ben was a young gardener with a round, cheerful face and
freckles across his nose. He wore green overalls over a yellow
t-shirt and red rubber boots. On his head sat a small straw hat.
Ben loved plants more than anything, and he had a very
special wheelbarrow. It was shiny and golden, with a single
front wheel and two long handles. On its front panel were two
small, friendly painted eyes. Ben called it his Golden
Wheelbarrow.



Every morning, Ben pushed his Golden Wheelbarrow to the
garden. The wheelbarrow rolled smoothly and seemed to
sparkle in the sunlight. Ben loaded it with little plants and
carried them to wherever they were needed. The
wheelbarrow's painted eyes seemed to twinkle as it helped.
'‘Ready for work?' Ben asked. The wheelbarrow didn't answer,
but it felt warm and eager. Together, they planted flowers and
vegetables all around the garden.
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Just beyond the garden was a big, rounded hill. It had tufts of
green grass and small flowers, and a gentle, sleepy face in the
earth. The hillside smiled at Ben every day. 'Good morning,
Ben,' it seemed to say. Ben waved and promised, 'I'll take care
of you.' The hillside was happy, and Ben was happy too. His

golden wheelbarrow sparkled in the sunshine, ready for any
job.



One day, heavy rain poured down. It rained and rained, and
the rain washed away the plants on the hillside. When Ben
came out, he saw brown muddy patches everywhere. The
hillside's smile was gone, and its sleepy eyes looked sad. 'Oh
no!' Ben cried. 'The plants are gone!' His golden wheelbarrow
stood beside him, its painted eyes looking worried too. Ben
knew he had to help.




Ben put on his brown gardening gloves and his red rubber
boots. He fetched new plants from the greenhouse and loaded
them into the golden wheelbarrow. The tray was wide and
deep, and it held many plants. 'Let's go!' Ben said. He pushed
the wheelbarrow to the bottom of the hill. The hill was muddy
and steep, but the wheelbarrow's single wheel gripped the
ground. Up they went, slowly but surely.
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At the top, Ben dug a hole and planted a little green plant. He
patted the mud around it. 'There you go,' he said. The hillside's
sleepy eyes blinked gratefully. Ben smiled and pushed the
empty wheelbarrow back down. Then he loaded it again and
climbed the hill once more. Trip after trip, he carried plants to
wherever they were needed. His arms ached, but he kept
going.



The sun came out and warmed Ben's back. The golden
wheelbarrow sparkled as it rolled. 'You're doing great,' Ben
told it. The wheelbarrow's painted eyes seemed to smile. On
the hillside, the new plants stood in little rows. Some were
droopy, but Ben watered them from a can. 'Grow strong,' he
whispered. The hillside's muddy patches began to look less
brown and more green.



Ben's friend Mia came by. 'That looks like hard work,' she said.
‘Can I help?' Ben nodded. 'Yes, please!' Mia grabbed a small
trowel and followed Ben up the hill. Together they planted
more plants. Mia carried a bucket of water. The golden
wheelbarrow rolled between them, carrying plants to every
bare spot. The hillside's face began to look a little happier.
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By afternoon, Ben was tired. His boots were caked with mud,
and his straw hat was crooked. But he didn't stop. 'Just a few
more plants,' he said. The golden wheelbarrow's tray was
empty, so Ben loaded it again. The hill was still muddy, and the
wheelbarrow slipped a little. Ben pushed harder. ‘We can do
it!" he cheered. The wheelbarrow's painted eyes seemed to
shine with determination.



As the days passed, Ben and Mia kept working. They planted
grass seeds and little flowers. They dug and patted and
watered. The hillside slowly turned green again. Earthworms
wiggled in the soil, and birds came to look for seeds. The
golden wheelbarrow carried load after load. It never
complained. Its painted eyes always seemed to say, 'Keep
going, Ben!"
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One morning, Ben saw the first new flower bloom on the
hillside. It was a tiny yellow flower, bright as a button. 'Look!"
Ben shouted. The hillside's sleepy eyes opened wide, and its
soft mouth curved into a smile. 'Thank you, Ben,' the hillside
whispered. The golden wheelbarrow sparkled brighter than
ever. Ben felt proud. All his hard work was paying off.
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Ben kept helping. He didn't just plant one flower and stop. He
knew that helping nature takes real work, one wheelbarrow at
a time. So he loaded his golden wheelbarrow again and again.
Mia helped too, and other friends joined in. They carried
plants and water up the hill. The hillside grew greener and
greener. The golden wheelbarrow rolled smoothly, its painted

eyes twinkling with joy.




Soon the whole hillside was covered in green grass and
colorful flowers. The hillside's face was fully smiling now. Its
sleepy eyes sparkled with happiness. 'You did it, Ben!' it said.
Ben hugged his golden wheelbarrow. 'We did it together,' he
said. The wheelbarrow's painted eyes seemed to wink. Mia and
the other friends cheered. The hillside was green and happy
again.
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Ben learned something important. Helping nature isn't just
about wishing. It's about doing. It's about loading a
wheelbarrow and pushing it up a hill, trip after trip. It's about
digging in the mud and planting seeds. Ben looked at his
golden wheelbarrow. It was dirty and scratched, but still shiny.

‘You're the best wheelbarrow ever,' Ben said. The
wheelbarrow's painted eyes glowed warmly:.
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Now, every morning, Ben and his golden wheelbarrow visit the
hillside. The hillside smiles at them, and its sleepy eyes are
bright. Ben checks the plants and waters them if needed.
Sometimes he just sits and enjoys the green. The golden
wheelbarrow rests beside him, its tray empty but ready. 'Same
time tomorrow?' Ben asks. The wheelbarrow's painted eyes
seem to say, 'Always.'
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And so, Ben the young gardener and his golden wheelbarrow
keep helping nature grow. They know that big things happen
one small trip at a time. The hillside is happy, and Ben is happy
too. His straw hat sits on his messy brown hair, and his
freckled face wears a big smile. Because helping nature is the
best job in the world, especially with a golden wheelbarrow by
your side.




