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Maya skipped into the animal shelter with her green canvas

tote bag full of dog treats. Her yellow jacket swished and her

red sneakers squeaked on the clean floor. She loved helping

the shelter dogs feel safe. Today, Ms. Alvarez had a special dog

for her to meet. Maya's curly hair puffs bounced as she walked

down the row of kennels.
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At the last kennel, a tan and white dog huddled in the corner.

His tail was tucked, and his amber eyes were wide and

worried. One ear flopped down, and the other half-perked up.

A red collar with a brass tag hung loosely around his neck. The

tag said 'Biscuit.' He looked like he wanted to disappear into

the wall.
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Ms. Alvarez held her clipboard and spoke softly. 'Biscuit was

found on the street. He's scared of loud noises and quick

moves. He needs someone with a lot of patience.' Maya

nodded slowly. She knew all about being patient. She knelt

down at dog height and waited quietly, just letting Biscuit see

her.
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Biscuit watched Maya from his corner. His tail stayed tucked.

Maya didn't reach for him. She just sat on the floor and talked

in a gentle voice. 'Hi, Biscuit. I'm Maya. I like your floppy ear.'

She placed a tiny treat on the floor near her knee. Biscuit

sniffed the air but didn't move.
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Minutes passed. Maya stayed perfectly still. Then Biscuit crept

forward, one slow step at a time. His nails clicked softly on the

floor. He stretched his neck and took the treat. Then he darted

back to his corner. Maya's eyes sparkled. 'That was a big step,

Biscuit!' she whispered. Ms. Alvarez smiled from the gate.
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The next day, Maya brought a soft ball. She rolled it gently

across the floor. Biscuit flinched at first, but then his curiosity

won. He sniffed the ball and gave it a tiny nudge with his nose.

Maya clapped her hands softly. 'You're so brave!' she cheered.

Biscuit's tail gave a little twitch. Progress was happening, one

small step at a time.
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Maya tried a quiet game. She tossed a treat a few feet away.

Biscuit crept forward to get it, then looked back at her. Maya

praised him in a happy whisper. They played this game again

and again. Each time, Biscuit came a little closer. His amber

eyes grew softer, and his half-perked ear stood up straighter.
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One afternoon, Biscuit took a treat right from Maya's hand.

His nose was cold and wet against her palm. Maya giggled.

'That tickles!' she said. Biscuit's tail wagged once, a quick little

swish. It was the first wag Maya had ever seen. She felt like

singing. She cheered for every bit of progress, no matter how

small.
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Ms. Alvarez watched from the gate with her clipboard. 'You

have a gift, Maya,' she said. 'You never rush him. That builds

his trust.' Maya beamed. She knew that trust was like a tiny

seed. You had to water it with patience and let it grow slowly.

Biscuit was starting to trust her, and that felt wonderful.
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Maya brought a soft blanket from home for Biscuit. She laid it

in his kennel, and he sniffed it carefully. Then he curled up on

it with a happy sigh. Maya sat nearby and read a book out

loud. Her voice was calm and steady. Biscuit rested his chin on

his paws and closed his eyes. He felt safe.
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Then came a big test. A loud clatter came from the hallway.

Biscuit jumped up and scrambled to his corner. His tail tucked

tight. Maya didn't move. She spoke in a slow, soft voice. 'It's

okay, Biscuit. I'm right here.' She waited patiently, her heart

beating fast. Slowly, Biscuit crept back out. He came to Maya

and pressed his nose into her hand.
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Maya's eyes filled with happy tears. 'You did it!' she whispered.

Biscuit licked her fingers. His tail wagged and wagged. That

was the turning point. Biscuit had chosen to trust her, even

when he was scared. Maya knew their friendship was growing

strong. She hugged him gently, and he leaned into her.
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From that day on, Biscuit followed Maya everywhere. He

trotted beside her with his tail high and his ears perked. He

greeted her with a happy wiggle and a wet nose. Ms. Alvarez

said Biscuit was a different dog. Maya smiled. 'He just needed

patience,' she said. 'And a friend.' Biscuit barked, as if he

agreed.
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Maya and Biscuit played gentle games every day. They

practiced sitting and staying. Biscuit learned to catch a soft

ball and bring it back. Each new trick was a big win. Maya

cheered and cheered. Biscuit's confidence grew, and so did

their friendship. He was no longer the scared dog in the

corner.
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One sunny afternoon, Ms. Alvarez had wonderful news. Maya's

family had filled out the papers. Biscuit was going home with

her! Maya threw her arms around Biscuit. He licked her cheek

and wagged his tail so hard his whole body wiggled. 'We're

going to be best friends forever,' Maya whispered. Biscuit's

amber eyes shone with trust and love.
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Maya learned that patience can heal a frightened heart. Every

small step, every quiet moment, every gentle cheer had helped

Biscuit trust again. Now he slept on her bed and followed her

everywhere. Their friendship was strong and happy. Maya

knew that with patience and trust, even the shyest dog can

find a best friend.
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