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Every morning, Grace pulled on her yellow rain boots and her
green sanctuary vest. She packed a canvas satchel with
carrots for the animals. Today was her first day helping at the
animal sanctuary. She was eight years old, small for her age,
with curly black hair in two puffs and freckles across her nose.
She could hardly wait to begin.
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Ms. Okafor met Grace at the gate. She wore a blue uniform
and round glasses, and she held a clipboard in one hand.
"“Welcome, Grace!" she said with a warm smile. "We have
rabbits, birds, and one very special tortoise named Arthur."
Grace's dark brown eyes went wide. "A real tortoise?" she
asked. "Can I meet him?"




Ms. Okafor led Grace to a sunny corner of the sanctuary.
There, behind a low fence, sat Arthur. His domed shell was
brown and tan, patterned like a little puzzle. His wrinkled
grey-green skin looked old and wise. He had sturdy, elephant-
like legs and a tiny red tag on the edge of his shell. He blinked
slowly at Grace, then pulled his head right back in.
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"Arthur was rescued last spring," Ms. Okafor said, checking
her clipboard. "He is shy, and he is slow. He needs a warm,
safe home and someone who is patient." Grace knelt down in
her yellow boots and peeked over the fence. "Hello, Arthur,"
she said softly. "I'm Grace. I'll be back tomorrow, I promise."
Arthur did not move, but his dark, gentle eyes peeked out just

a little.



The next day, Ms. Okafor taught Grace about Arthur's diet.
“Tortoises love leafy greens," she said. "And a few carrots now
and then, cut up small." Grace opened her canvas satchel and
took out a bright orange carrot. She sliced it carefully and set
the pieces on a flat stone. Arthur sniffed the air with his little
beak. Then, very slowly, he took one tiny bite.

5



Days passed, and Grace visited Arthur every single day. She
brought fresh greens and crisp carrots. She checked that his
home was warm and dry, with soft soil to dig in and a shady
spot to rest. Some days Arthur only watched her from his shell.
Grace did not mind. She sat nearby and talked to him in a
calm, quiet voice.




"Why do you keep coming if he hides?" asked Ms. Okafor one
afternoon. Grace thought about it. "Because he's my friend,"
she said. "Friends show up." Ms. Okafor smiled, and her laugh
lines crinkled. "That is called patience, Grace. It is a special
kind of care. Keep going, and I think Arthur will notice."
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And Arthur did begin to notice. One morning, when Grace set
down his carrots, he did not hide. He stretched his wrinkled
neck out long and looked right at her. His dark eyes were
curious, not scared. Grace held her breath and stayed very
still. Arthur took a slow step forward on his sturdy legs. Then
another. Then he nibbled his carrot while Grace watched,
grinning.




Soon Arthur had a routine. Every morning he waited near the
fence for the sound of yellow boots. When Grace arrived, he
would lift his head and blink his gentle eyes. She learned that
he liked dandelion leaves best and that he loved a warm patch
of sun. She scratched the top of his patterned shell, and he
stretched his neck out happily.




"He follows you around!" Ms. Okafor laughed one day. It was
true. Grace walked along the fence, and Arthur plodded
behind her, slow and steady, like a little tank with elephant
legs. "He is not shy anymore," Grace said proudly. "He is a
curious tortoise now. He just needed someone to show up and
be patient with him, again and again."
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Then came a cold, rainy week. The wind blew, and the
sanctuary grew chilly. Grace hurried over in her yellow boots.
Arthur was tucked deep inside his shell, barely moving, his
little red tag the only bright thing to see. "He needs warmth,"
Ms. Okafor said gently. "Let's make his home cozy so he feels
safe."
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Together they worked. Grace helped pile soft straw and dry

leaves into Arthur's corner. They set a warm lamp above his
resting spot. Grace wrapped her arms around herself and
watched. Slowly, Arthur poked his head out. He looked around,
then walked over to the warm spot and settled down with a
happy little sigh. "You did that," Ms. Okafor said. "Your care
made him feel safe."




-

£

The next morning, the sun came back. Arthur was waiting by
the fence, and this time he did something new. He walked right
up to Grace's boots and rested his shell gently against them.
Grace gasped, then giggled. "He likes you," Ms. Okafor said
softly. "Friendship takes time, little one. You showed up, again
and again, with patience and care. And look what grew." Grace
knelt beside her friend, and Arthur blinked up at her.
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All spring long, Grace and Arthur were the best of friends. She
fed him dandelion leaves and sliced carrots. She kept his home
warm and safe. And every day, Arthur followed her along the
fence, slow and steady, his patterned shell shining in the sun.
Sometimes Grace would sit beside him and talk, and Arthur
would simply listen, the way good friends do.
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When people visited the sanctuary, Grace loved to show them
her tortoise. "This is Arthur," she would say proudly. "He was
shy at first. But I came to see him every day, and I learned
what he needed." She smiled her bright, open smile. "Being
patient and showing up, again and again, can turn a quiet
tortoise into a true friend."




And that is how it stayed. Each morning, yellow boots came
down the path, and a slow tortoise came to meet them. Grace
learned that friendship is not a race. It grows one small,
patient step at a time, with kindness, warmth, and care. Arthur
the tortoise and Grace the girl would always be friends, slow
and steady, side by side in the sun.
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