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The Girl and the Rescue
Puppy

Jane MEADOW



Lucy was eight years old, with a warm smile and a heart full of
kindness. She had always dreamed of having a puppy. One
sunny Saturday, her mum took her to the animal shelter. Lucy
carried a green canvas tote filled with puppy supplies. She
couldn't wait to meet the dogs. Her hazel eyes sparkled with
excitement as they walked through the shelter door.
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At the shelter, Lucy saw many dogs, but one little puppy
caught her eye. He was scruffy, with tan and white fur and one
floppy ear. He sat alone in the corner, trembling. His big dark
brown eyes looked scared. A soft blue collar with a silver tag
hung loosely around his thin neck. Lucy's heart melted. She
whispered, 'That's the one, Mum.'
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Mum knelt beside Lucy and smiled gently. '"He looks very shy,'
she said. 'Are you ready to be patient with him?' Lucy nodded.
'T will be,' she promised. The shelter lady told them the
puppy's name was Max. He was four months old and had been
found as a stray. Lucy held out her hand, but Max backed

away. 'It's okay,' Lucy said softly. 'I'll wait.'
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When they got home, Lucy set up a cozy bed for Max in the
corner of the living room. She placed his food and water bowls
nearby. But Max didn't come out of his carrier. He stayed
inside, shaking. Lucy sat on the floor a little distance away.
‘You're safe now, Max,' she said in a gentle voice. Mum
watched from the doorway and smiled.
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The first day, Max hid under the sofa. Lucy didn't try to pull
him out. She remembered what the shelter lady said: give him
space. So she sat quietly and read a book aloud. Her voice was
calm and soft. After a while, Max peeked out, curious. Lucy
pretended not to notice. She kept reading, and Max watched
her from the shadows.



That evening, Max came out to eat. Lucy stayed still and let
him sniff his food. He ate quickly, then scurried back under the
sofa. Lucy smiled. 'Good boy, Max,' she whispered. She told
Mum, 'He's starting to feel a little brave.' Mum hugged her.
‘You're doing a wonderful job, Lucy. Patience is the key.'
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The next morning, Lucy noticed Max's floppy ear twitched
when she spoke too loudly. She learned to use a quiet voice
around him. When Max needed space, he would turn his head
away. Lucy respected that. She would back off and wait.

‘You're learning his signals,' Mum said proudly. Lucy nodded.
'He's telling me what he needs.'
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On the third day, Max wagged his tail for the first time. It was
just a tiny wag, but Lucy saw it. She was sitting on the floor,
rolling a ball gently. Max watched from a few feet away. Then,
slowly, he crept closer. Lucy's heart raced with joy, but she
stayed calm. 'It's okay, Max,"' she said. '"You can come closer.'
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Max sniffed Lucy's hand, then licked it. Lucy giggled softly.
She didn't move too fast. She let Max take his time. That
afternoon, Max followed Lucy to the kitchen. He sat by her
feet while she prepared his dinner. Mum smiled at the sight.
'He's starting to trust you, Lucy,' she said. Lucy beamed. 'l
think so too.'




Each day, Max grew a little braver. He started following Lucy
everywhere. When she did her homework, he lay at her feet.
When she watched TV, he curled up beside her. But he still got
scared sometimes. Loud noises made him hide. Lucy would sit
nearby and speak softly. 'It's okay, Max. I'm here.' And Max
would calm down.




One afternoon, a thunderstorm rolled in. Max was terrified. He
shook and tried to hide behind the couch. Lucy knew exactly
what to do. She wrapped him in a cozy blanket and held him
close. She sang a soft song. Max's shaking slowly stopped. He
looked up at Lucy with grateful eyes. 'You're safe with me,' she
whispered.




After the storm, Max seemed different. He didn't hide as much.
He wanted to be near Lucy all the time. He even brought her
his favorite toy. Lucy laughed and played with him. Mum
watched them and said, 'He knows you love him, Lucy. And he
loves you too.' Lucy hugged Max, and he licked her cheek.

12,



From that day on, Max was Lucy's shadow. He followed her to
the garden, to her room, even to the bathroom door. He
wagged his tail constantly. His floppy ear flopped as he ran.
Lucy felt so happy. She had been patient, and now Max trusted
her completely. 'We're best friends,' she told him. Max barked
in agreement.
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Mum took a photo of Lucy and Max sitting together on the
porch. Lucy's chestnut braid hung over her shoulder, and
Max's blue collar gleamed in the sun. 'This is our family,' Mum
said. Lucy smiled, showing the gap in her front teeth. 'Max is
part of our family now,' she said. Max wagged his tail and
licked her hand.




Lucy learned that patience creates trust. She gave Max space
and listened to his signals. She spoke softly and waited. And
slowly, Max learned to feel safe. Now they were inseparable.
At night, Max slept on Lucy's bed, curled up by her feet. Lucy
knew that with love and patience, even the shyest heart can
bloom.




\

And so, Lucy and Max became the best of friends. Max's tail
never stopped wagging, and his floppy ear always perked up
when Lucy called his name. They went on walks together and
played in the park. Lucy's kindness had given Max a home, and

Max's trust had given Lucy a friend forever. Patience had made
them family.




