


The Girl and the Rescue

Greyhound

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Maya lived in a little house with a red door and a garden full of

daisies. She was eight years old, with warm light-brown skin

and wavy black hair tucked behind her ears. She loved quiet

things: soft rain, warm socks, and the smell of toast in the

morning. Every day she walked to school with her dad, and

every day she wished for a friend to walk beside her.
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One Saturday, Dad came home with a surprise. "Maya, I want

you to meet someone," he said. He led her to the garden,

where a tall, slender greyhound stood trembling. The dog had

a sleek blue-grey coat, a white chest, and one ear that flopped

over. He wore a red collar with a brass tag shaped like a bone.

"His name is Pip," Dad said. "He used to race, but now he

needs a quiet home."
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Maya knelt down slowly. Pip's dark, soulful eyes watched her,

but he didn't come closer. He carried a soft tartan blanket in

his mouth and held it tight. "Hello, Pip," Maya whispered.

"You're safe here." The greyhound's thin tail curled slightly,

but he stayed where he was. Maya didn't rush him. She just

sat on the grass and waited. "He's shy," Dad said gently. "New

places can be scary." Maya nodded. "I can be patient," she

said.
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The next morning, Maya put on her yellow raincoat and red

wellington boots. She packed a small canvas satchel with a

star patch and went outside. Pip was curled on his tartan

blanket near the back door. "Would you like to go for a walk?"

Maya asked softly. Pip lifted his head but didn't move. Maya

sat beside him on the step. She didn't pull or tug. She just

waited, and after a while, Pip's thin tail gave a tiny wag.
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Day after day, Maya sat with Pip. She talked to him in a low,

calm voice. She told him about the daisies and the red door

and the toast she had for breakfast. Pip listened with his floppy

ear tilted. Sometimes he inched closer. One afternoon, he

rested his chin on her knee. Maya's heart felt big and warm.

"You're my friend," she whispered. Pip's tail curled and

wagged, just a little.

5



Dad showed Maya how to hold the leash gently, with two

hands and a soft grip. "Let him sniff everything," Dad said.

"Greyhounds like to take their time." So Maya did. The first

walk was short. Pip stopped to sniff a dandelion. He stopped to

watch a butterfly. He stopped to look at a crack in the

pavement. Maya didn't mind. She liked taking her time, too.
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Soon, Pip began to trust the walks. He trotted beside Maya

with long, elegant steps. His white muzzle lifted to sniff the air.

When they passed the bakery, his nose twitched at the smell of

warm bread. Maya laughed. "You like that, don't you?" Pip's

tail wagged faster. On the way home, he walked a little closer

to her side. The red collar with the bone-shaped tag jingled

softly as he moved.
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One day, a big dog barked loudly from behind a fence. Pip

jumped and pulled back. His thin tail tucked between his legs.

Maya knelt down right away. "It's okay, Pip," she said softly.

"You're safe with me." She waited until his breathing slowed.

Then she stood up and walked on, slow and steady. Pip

followed, his floppy ear brushing against her hand. They

finished their walk together, calm and quiet.
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Maya started a new routine. Every morning, she sat on the

step with Pip for five minutes before their walk. She didn't talk

much. She just sat and let him lean against her. Pip's blue-grey

coat was warm. His heart beat slowly and steadily. Sometimes

he licked her hand with a quick, gentle lick. Maya smiled. "I

think you're learning to trust me," she said.
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One rainy afternoon, Maya put on her yellow raincoat and red

boots. She carried an umbrella and held Pip's leash in her

other hand. They walked through the park, and the rain

pattered softly on the leaves. Pip didn't mind the rain. He

sniffed puddles and watched the raindrops fall. Maya laughed

as he shook his long body, spraying water everywhere. "You're

a silly dog," she said. Pip's tail curled with joy.
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Then came the day of the big puddle. It stretched across the

path, wide and deep. Maya stopped. Pip stopped too. He

looked at the puddle and then at Maya. His dark eyes were

unsure. Maya didn't pull him. She stepped into the puddle

first, her red boots splashing. "See? It's just water," she said.

Pip watched her for a long moment. Then, slowly, he lifted one

long leg and stepped in beside her.
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Pip stood in the puddle, his paws wet and his tail high. Maya

clapped her hands. "You did it!" she cheered. Pip's floppy ear

lifted, and he gave a little hop. Then he splashed forward,

happy and proud. They walked through the puddle together,

and Maya felt like they had climbed a mountain. "I knew you

could do it," she said. Pip licked her hand, and his bone-shaped

tag jingled.
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After that day, something changed. Pip walked with his head

up and his tail gently wagging. He didn't hide behind Maya

anymore. He walked beside her like a friend. At home, he

followed her from room to room. He rested his chin on her lap

while she read. He carried his tartan blanket to her bedroom

door and slept there, close to her. Maya felt warm and happy.

"You're my best friend," she whispered.
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Dad smiled when he saw them together. "You were patient

with him, Maya," he said. "That's what made the difference."

Maya nodded. She looked at Pip, who was curled on his

blanket with his floppy ear over one eye. "He just needed

time," she said. "And I had time to give." Dad put his arm

around her. "That's a good lesson for all of us," he said. Pip's

tail gave a sleepy wag.
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Now, every morning, Maya and Pip take a gentle walk. They

stop to sniff the daisies. They watch the butterflies. They

splash in puddles, big and small. Pip's blue-grey coat shines in

the sun, and his red collar jingles. Maya wears her yellow

raincoat and red boots and smiles. "Ready, Pip?" she asks. And

Pip, with his one floppy ear and his soulful eyes, is always

ready. He steps beside her, and they walk together, calm and

happy.
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Maya learned that new beginnings take patience. She learned

that friendship can grow in quiet moments and gentle walks.

Pip learned that he was safe and loved. And every night, when

Maya goes to bed, Pip is there too, curled on his tartan

blanket, with his bone-shaped tag shining in the moonlight.

Maya whispers, "Goodnight, Pip," and Pip's tail curls with a

soft, sleepy wag. They are best friends, and that is enough.
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