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Maya skipped up the dusty path to Grandpa Luis's sanctuary,

her yellow rain boots tap-tapping on the stones. Sunflower

patch shining on her denim overalls, she carried a bucket of

fresh grain. The morning air smelled of hay and warm earth.

Today was special. A new rescue llama was coming to live

here, and Maya could hardly wait to meet it.
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Grandpa Luis waited by the gate, straw hat tipped back and

grey moustache twitching with a smile. 'Her name is Sunny,'

he said. 'She came from a farm that closed. She's shy and

needs a calm, quiet place.' Maya bounced on her toes. 'I'll be

her best friend!' she declared. 'I'll teach her tricks and feed

her treats and—' 'Slow down, little sunflower,' Grandpa

chuckled.
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Out of the trailer stepped a creamy-white llama with fluffy

fleece and long, gentle neck. Her soft brown eyes blinked at

the wide new world. A blue braided halter hugged her head,

and a small brass bell jingled softly. Sunny's banana-shaped

ears swiveled this way and that. She took one careful step,

then another, and stopped still.
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Maya rushed forward with the grain bucket. 'Here, Sunny!

Look what I have!' she called. Sunny's ears flattened, and she

backed away, long legs stiff. The brass bell gave a nervous

little ring. Grandpa Luis put a gentle hand on Maya's shoulder.

'Give her space, Maya. She doesn't know us yet. Let her look

around and see that we're safe.'
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From the barn trotted a scruffy terrier with one black patch

over his eye. Pip wagged his stub tail and plopped down in the

dust, perfectly still. 'Watch Pip,' Grandpa said. 'He knows how

to make friends.' Sunny stretched her neck and sniffed the air.

Pip just waited, calm and quiet. Slowly, the llama's ears lifted.

She took a tiny step closer.
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Maya tried again. She walked toward Sunny with the bucket,

humming a cheerful tune. But the llama skittered sideways

and stood behind a fence post. 'She doesn't like me,' Maya

sighed, her hazel eyes drooping. 'She just needs time,'

Grandpa said. 'Trust is like a seed. You can't pull it up to make

it grow faster.'
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Maya sat on the fence and watched Sunny. The llama munched

a mouthful of grass, then glanced her way. Maya remembered

Pip and his still, quiet waiting. She set the bucket down and

sat on her hands. 'Okay, Sunny,' she whispered. 'No rushing.

I'll wait right here.' The brass bell jingled as Sunny shifted her

feet.
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Minutes passed. Maya stayed quiet, wiggling her toes in her

boots. Sunny took one slow step, then another. Her soft brown

eyes stayed on Maya's face. 'That's it,' Maya breathed. 'You

can come closer if you want.' The llama stretched her long

neck out, sniffed the air, and stepped near the bucket. She

lowered her head and took one crunchy bite.
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The next morning, Maya tried something new. She sat on a hay

bale and read a book out loud, her voice soft and steady. Pip

curled up beside her. Sunny stood at the far edge of the pen,

head lifted. After a while, she drifted closer and closer, until

she stood just behind the hay bale, listening. Maya didn't move

a muscle.
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Day by day, Sunny grew braver. She no longer jumped when

Maya hummed. She didn't hide behind the fence. One

afternoon, Maya held out a handful of sweet hay. Sunny's nose

twitched. She took one step, then two, and nibbled the hay

from Maya's palm. Maya's round freckled cheeks glowed. 'You

did it!' she whispered, hardly daring to breathe.
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Then came a windy morning. Maya sat on the grass, and a gust

sent her favorite red hat tumbling across the pen. Sunny took

one step, then another, until she stood right beside Maya.

Slowly, gently, the llama lowered her fluffy head and nuzzled

Maya's curly hair. Maya stayed perfectly still. 'Hi, Sunny,' she

whispered, and the brass bell gave a happy little ring.
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Sunny rested her chin on Maya's shoulder. Maya felt the warm

breath and the tickle of soft fleece. 'You trusted me,' she

whispered, 'because I gave you space.' Grandpa Luis watched

from the gate, his crinkly eyes shining. 'You learned patience,

little sunflower. And look what it brought you—a friend who

chose to come close.'
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After that, Sunny followed Maya everywhere, her bell jingling

as they walked. Pip trotted along too, one black eye patch

bright in the sun. They explored the sanctuary together—past

the duck pond, under the old oak tree, and back to the hay

bale where it all began. Sunny walked right beside Maya, no

longer shy, her long neck swaying happily.
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At sunset, Maya sat on the fence with Sunny's fluffy head

resting near her shoulder. 'Trust takes patience,' Maya said

softly, 'and space.' Grandpa Luis nodded. 'Exactly. You gave her

room to feel safe, and she gave you her heart.' Pip wagged his

stub tail as if to say, 'Well done.' The brass bell jingled gently

in the evening breeze.

14



Now every morning, Maya fills the bucket and calls, 'Sunny!'

The creamy-white llama comes trotting across the pen, ears

forward and happy. Maya gives her a gentle scratch under the

chin. 'You're my best friend,' she says. 'And you taught me the

best thing of all—that giving space makes room for trust to

grow.'
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Grandpa Luis waves his straw hat as Maya and Sunny walk the

sanctuary path together. 'You did a good job, little sunflower,'

he calls. Maya turns and smiles. She knows now that being

patient isn't waiting for nothing. It's giving someone room to

bravely choose you. And Sunny has chosen her—day after day,

step by gentle step.
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