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Chapter 1 
 
Anushka sighed as her old red car bumped along the rocky ground, struggling 

up the steep slopes past trees and fields dotted with cows and sheep. “When can I 
do some real journalism?” she wondered aloud bitterly, not expecting an answer. 
She was tired of being sent to obscure corners of the state to hunt down ridiculous 
stories about animals and children. She was hungry for something that would make 
a difference – something that would make people think, feel and act. Story after story 
filled with trivial details might pay her bills, but she was left frustrated and bitter. 

Jolted out of her reverie by a particularly bumpy section of road, Anushka felt 
relief wash over her as she rose onto higher ground and saw the small collection of 
buildings nestled at the bottom of the hill, surrounded by a patchwork of neat 
farmland squares spreading out in every direction. Peering at the address on the 
scrap of paper by her hand, she turned onto a winding dirt track lined with bushes. 
She rolled down the window to let the scents of wattle and eucalyptus wash over her 
on a cool breeze. 

Eventually, a pale blue cottage loomed out at her, and she braked sharply 
before turning into the driveway. Gathering her equipment bag, she stepped out of 
the car and immediately felt her heel sink into a puddle of mud. Suppressing her 
groan of irritation, Anushka rang the doorbell and waited. 

A young woman in her early twenties opened the door, her fair hair bouncing 
into her eyes. Her slender build was tucked into jeans and a grey t-shirt. “May I help 
you?” 

“Good morning,’ Anushka began with a practised smile. “I’m Anushka Khanna 
from The Weekly West.” 

“I’m Rose,’ the woman replied. “Nice to meet you. Please, come on in.” 
 
Rose led her to the kitchen, where a boy of around twelve sat on one side of a 

long wooden table. He shared Rose’s dark eyes, peering out from beneath the same 
curly light brown hair. “Anushka, this is my little brother, Joe. Joe, Anuska’s here to 
ask some questions about you and Alfie…” 

“Fine,” he mumbled, as Anushka took the seat offered to her by Rose. She set 
her notebook on the table and gave the boy opposite her her best smile.  

“Just start from the beginning,” she encouraged him. 
His solemn, steady gaze met hers. “I suppose it started at the bicycle shop.”  
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Chapter 2 
 

Metal filled the room, lined the floors, and hung from the walls. Colours blurred in 
shiny reds, blues, and greens. The glass window at the front let in warm bright light, 
casting tangled shadows of wheels and handlebars. The shadows criss-crossed the 
floor in a lattice that moved through the shop to finish at Joe’s feet, where he sat in 
semi-darkness at the very back of the room. Silver flashed in his hands as scraps of 
light reached him. Stretching out behind him, Joe patted the floor, his attention fixed 
on the contraption in his hands. Touching cold metal, Joe pulled the spanner 
forwards, deftly using it to twist in a screw before tossing it beside his contraption. 
Low murmurs washed over him from the shop ahead, as customers discussed 
bicycles and purchases. Gary, the owner, shot Joe a menacing glare as he marched 
from one rack of bicycles to another. The sound of hushed singing filled the air, 
interspersed with the clanking, ringing and crashing of work. She always hums while 
she works, Joe thought to himself.  

The singing stopped abruptly, replaced by footsteps moving towards Joe’s 
hiding place. A figure appeared, hands on hips, looking down at him.  

“I see you’ve been at the scraps again,” Rose said, raising her eyebrows. 
Joe shrugged. “It’s just scrap, right? Why does it matter?” He had to do 

something to stave off the boredom of sitting in the machine shop every day while 
Rose worked. 

The hands moved away from her hips and folded across her chest. “I don’t mind, 
but please don’t take things I actually need. Those bolts, for instance. I need them 
back.” 

“But that means I need to take the whole thing apart!” Joe complained.  
His sister cocked an eyebrow. “Remind me again, who’s cooking you dinner 

while Mum and Dad are away?” 
From the front of the shop, Gary yelled out, ““Rose, stop wasting time! Get out 

here and fix this bike.” 
Joe scowled in the direction of the voice, then turned a pout on his sister as he 

reluctantly handed over the bolts. “Now I can’t fix it.” 
She smiled and tousled his hair as he leaned forwards, already scrabbling 

through a scrap pile for a replacement. “Everything can be fixed,” she assured him, 
before turning away to resume her place at the front of the shop. 
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Chapter 3 
 
“You ready to go?” Rose called.  
Joe glanced up from where he had been absorbed in his task. He dropped his 

contraption and stood up, brushing stray nuts and bolts from his lap. He ran up to 
her, narrowly avoiding bumping the bikes. He’d made that mistake once before, 
causing them to collapse on each other like a row of dominoes. She tossed the car 
keys from hand to hand, and turned towards the door.  

They crossed the street to where a rusty blue ute was parked. Rose climbed into 
the front seat, and Joe walked round to the passenger side.  

“Seatbelt,” Rose reminded him, starting the ignition.  
It spluttered slightly, but the noise dropped back into a steady rumble as they 

pulled away. The sun was setting in the sky, splashing it with orange and pink light. 
Joe dozed off as the ute bumped along, until the crunch of gravel beneath the 
wheels announced their arrival at their house.  

 
A few minutes later, Joe was sprawled on the couch  as Rose moved around the 

kitchen. “Do you want anything to drink?” 
Joe glanced her way, and replied, “Can I please have Milo?” 
Rose rolled her eyes. “Again?” 
Joe grinned, nodding happily. Rose sighed, but soon handed him a steaming 

cup of Milo and sat down next to him. Joe took a sip of his Milo, and smiled. 
“Thanks, Rose. It’s delicious.” 

She smiled back at him. The sky was now completely dark. 
An odd sound came from outside. Rose sat up, turning her head towards the 

noise. Joe looked at her, and bit his lip, unsure.  
The noise came again. It was a high bleating noise, almost like a sheep, but 

distressed.  
“Is that an animal?” Rose murmured to herself.  
She stood abruptly and walked to the door, Joe trailing behind her. As they 

walked, the noise cut through the air again. Rose opened the door, and Joe peered 
out cautiously from behind her. Lying sprawled across the welcome mat was the 
collapsed form of a llama. Wide-eyed, Rose stared at the unexpected creature lying 
on their welcome mat. It raised its head slightly, and let out a feeble bleat. Joe 
stepped out from behind her, crouching beside the animal. Its hind legs looked 
crooked and in the low light you could just make out a stain of blood. Joe’s eyes 
widened at the sight of the red, and his face paled. 

“It’s hurt,” he said, looking up at Rose.  
She bit her lip, unsure. He tugged at her sleeve. “Everything can be fixed,” he 

reminded her insistently. 
There was a slight pause. “Ok,” she finally decided. “We’ll get it into the back of 

the ute and go to the vet. She might be able to do something for it.” 
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The llama looked up at them hopefully. Rose backed the ute closer to the llama, 
and together she and Joe manoeuvred the injured animal into it with the help of a 
makeshift stretcher. 

Rose had to drive slowly down the dark streets, every pause making Joe tap his 
foot impatiently, his face still white. Finally, the vet clinic came into sight. The car 
pulled to a halt and the two jumped out, the car doors left swinging open in their 
hurry. 

 
* 

“So, you just found a llama in your yard?” Anushka asked, astonished. 
“It was a rather unexpected visitor, I must admit,” Joe replied, smiling as he 

began to relax around the journalist. 
“Coffee, Anushka?” Rose asked, rising from the table.  
“Yes, please,” the journalist replied, sighing in anticipation. Turning back to Joe, 

she noticed him reading her notes upside-down. She tucked the notebook into her 
bag with a grin. “I think I’m going to remember a story like this.” 

“Anything for you, Joe?” Rose called back. 
Joe smiled. “Milo, please.” 
“What did the vet say? Surely she found it unusual,” Anushka prompted him. 
Joe laughed. “Doctor Bailey was certainly surprised.” 
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Chapter 4 
 

“Hurry up, Joe!” yelled Rose.  
Joe ran to the clinic door, banging on it and yelling for help as he wracked the 

handle back and forth. Behind him, Rose struggled to lift the large llama out of the 
ute. He ran back to help her, still yelling for help.  

“Calm down,” Rose ordered, and he fell quiet. The silence felt heavy; the sound 
of their boots crunching over the gravel seemed loud and out of place. Rose gave 
Joe a weak smile. When they had almost reached the door, a figure appeared 
behind the glass.  

“The vet!” Joe exclaimed, as an elderly woman swung the door open, looking 
annoyed and tired. Her greying hair, old pyjamas and slippers completed the look. 

“What’s all this nonsense about?” she asked. “Why do you have a llama?”  
“I… We found him outside our door,” Joe explained in a rush. 
“His leg is injured,” Rose interrupted. They stood at the door awkwardly for a few 

moments, the woman still half asleep. 
Finally, the vet raised one eyebrow. “Are we going to stand out here having a 

chat all night, or are you coming in so I can help?” she asked sarcastically. 
Rose and Joe glanced at each other before rushing into the clinic.  
 
They stood in the cold examination room waiting for the vet, the bright 

fluorescent lights glaring at them. The room seemed clinical and bleak, other than 
the randomly placed animal posters. It was silent apart from the occasional pained 
whimper from the lama. 

“What should we name it?” Joe asked, breaking the silence. 
“Name it?” Rose scoffed. “It’s not a pet. You shouldn’t get too attached.”  
“But–” Joe started. 
“No buts,” she said sternly.  
Joe walked towards the examination table and bent down so that he was eye 

level with the llama.  
“Hi there, boy. What’s your name?” he whispered.  
Rose shook her head but didn’t say anything.  
“Steve, Larry, Frank…” Joe said, listing off names. “How about Nathan?” he 

continued.  
“Stop it,” ordered Rose.  
“How about Alfie?” a voice enquired from the doorway. Joe peered at her name 

tag, which read “Doctor Bailey”. The vet, now in a lab coat and holding a clipboard, 
stood in the doorway. Joe turned back to the llama. 

“Alfie… That works. Thank you!” Joe exclaimed. 
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Returning from the examination, Doctor Bailey turned to them solemnly. “His 
injuries look pretty bad. His life is in danger. I’m sorry, but I don’t think there’s much I 
can do.”  

Joe’s face fell and Rose sighed. “We understand. Thank you for your help.” 
Rose put her arms around Joe’s shoulders. He stood in silence, digesting what he 
had just heard.  

“No! There must be a way!” He yelled suddenly. 
“Calm down,” Rose said slowly in a motherly tone.  
“No! I won’t calm down!” he snapped. “There must be a way. Please.” 
“I’m sorry. I could save him by amputating his legs, but he won’t live a happy life 

if he can’t walk. I would be best to put him to sleep gently.” 
“But… What if he can walk? What if I find a way to let him walk?” Joe said, 

unwilling to give up.  
“Joe,” said Rose, this time a bit more sternly. “Stop.”  
“But… We can’t just not do anything. You said it yourself, everything can be 

fixed.” Joe exclaimed, his lip beginning to quiver. Dr. Bailey’s face softened at the 
sight of his distress. 

She sighed. “We have two options: to amputate his legs or put him down. If we 
amputate, the only option is prosthetic legs, which are far too expensive. I really 
think it’s best to put him down. However, I will leave it until the morning so you can 
say goodbye.”    
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Chapter 5 
 

The next morning, Joe walked out of the bicycle shop with his head down. His 
mind was churning, ideas appearing and being thrown away just as quickly. Nothing 
would work. Alfie needed new legs. If only he could drive a car, or get llama 
crutches… 

Joe trudged down the street, kicking stones in front of him. What was the point in 
learning mechanics if he couldn’t fix anything important? How could Rose claim that 
everything could be fixed? She’d accepted Alfie’s fate so easily. Joe glanced across 
the street, eyes unfocused. He saw an old farmer energetically pushing himself 
down the street in a wheelchair. He’d heard about the accident from his parents. 
They thought he’d never work again. He seemed to be doing fine, however. Joe 
watched the wheels roll out of sight and continued down the street, the wheels rolling 
in his brain. 

 
Joe found himself back at the clinic, knowing that Dr. Bailey had to love his idea. 

At the front desk sat a nurse intently reading a file in front of her.  
“Hi… um…. I’m–” Joe gasped.  
“Joe?” asked the lady with a sweet smile. “Come right through.” She led him to 

the examination room where Doctor Bailey was standing with a sad look on her face.  
“Doctor Bailey! I have an idea! We can fix him! We can save Alfie!” 
Doctor Bailey looked confused, but intrigued. “And how do you suppose we do 

that?”  
“I’ll make him a wheelchair! I can find some spare parts and build it myself. It 

won’t cost anything!”  
She stood still, considering the proposition. “Well, we can try. Does your sister 

know?” 
“Of course,” Joe replied, a little too quickly. The vet didn’t seem to notice. 
“Fine. We can give it a go. I’ll amputate the legs this afternoon. That will give you 

some time but if it doesn’t work soon I will have to put him down, unfortunately,” 
explained Dr. Bailey. Joe ran to the doctor and hugged her. 

“Thank you so much!” He exclaimed.  
“Well,” she said with a grin, “everything can be fixed, right?” 
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Chapter 6 
 

Cross-legged on the floor, Joe tugged a screw free from the tangle of metal in 
his hands and groaned in frustration. It clattered to the ground beside him as he 
reached his hands high above his head, stretching out the kinks in his back. He 
glared down at the jumble of scrap metal littering the concrete floor and clenched his 
jaw, raking his hands through his hair turning away from the disarray. His gaze fell 
on the rows of bicycles lining the repair shop’s walls, the late afternoon sun 
streaming through the low window illuminated the wheels, chains and complex 
arrangements of gears and bolts that elegantly reduced themselves to a single 
machine. 

He took a breath, inhaling the familiar smells of oil and rubber, and turned back 
to his own work. The screw he had carelessly tossed away had landed on the scrap 
pile, jammed into the frame of another half-built component. His reel of wire had 
partly unwound itself, trailing steely grey thread like a glistening snail’s trail over the 
clutter. Screwdrivers, hammers, pliers and spanners were scattered over the floor. 

“Everything can be fixed,” he muttered to himself, and sat down again. 
It was early evening by the time Rose’s humming alerted Joe to her return. He’d 

barely noticed earlier when she’d poked her head around the door, cast a cursory 
glance over the half-formed parts strewn across the floor and announced she was 
leaving to deliver a newly repaired bicycle to a farm twenty kilometres away. Now, as 
he heard the crunch of gravel up the driveway and the squeal of the garage door, 
Joe realised he had been working furiously on his new idea for several hours. 
Rubbing his eyes, he straightened up and looked around once more. The afternoon 
sunshine had faded, and the first evening stars were glowing outside. The lamp by 
his side cast long shadows across the floor. With a reluctant glance at the new frame 
beginning to take form on the scratched wooden worktable, Joe dragged a piece of 
canvas over his project and padded out. 

He emerged, yawning, into the main room. Rose greeted him with a tired smile 
and gestured to the door. “Meet you in the car?” she asked, checking each bench 
and bicycle was neatly organised and locked away. 

Joe nodded and headed outside, shivering in the cold air, as Rose made her last 
checks for the night. A few minutes later, Rose quietly closed the door to the 
workshop, a slight smile on her face as she wound her way out to the blue truck and 
her little brother in the driveway.  

* 

“You must be amazingly skilled in mechanics to be able to make a entire 
wheelchair,” Anushka said in admiration. 

“Thanks,” Joe said shyly. “I suppose I’ve always made things, but this was 
definitely the biggest.” 

“So did Alfie like the wheelchair?” 
“Err,” Joe said, screwing up his face, “not really.” 
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“But he likes it now?” 
Joe laughed. “It took a lot of persuading.” 
 

* 

Joe barely heard the receptionist’s cheerful greeting to him as he rushed past 
her into the clinic and into Alfie’s room. A few minutes later, he stepped back to 
survey his work, pleased. “Alright,” Joe decided. “Let’s see how this works.” 

He stepped forwards, his palms suddenly sweaty. Carefully, he propped Alfie up 
and let the llama’s weight rest fully on the wheels. 

With a loud bleat of distress, Alfie’s front legs slipped forwards. The frame flexed 
outwards, pushing the wheels to the side and immediately unbalancing the llama. 
Alfie thrashed furiously to escape. Joe rushed forwards, but one of the llama’s flailing 
front hooves caught him in the knee, pushing him to the floor. Thoroughly panicked, 
Alfie crashed down beside him, still attempting to kick the supportive frame away 
from his body. Groaning and bleating, the boy and llama lay side by side as the 
cracked frame fell to the floor.  

Joe decided a few more modifications might be needed. 
 

* 

“So,” Anushka enquired, “What 
happened after that?” 

Rose spoke up from where she 
was drinking her coffee. “As you can 
probably guess, I found out.” 

Joe wrinkled his nose. “I could 
have done it without her.” 

Rose raised her eyebrows. 
“Well, after that incident, I helped 
plenty. I’m not letting him take all the 
credit.” 

“It was fine until Gary came 
along, anyway.” 

Anushka looked curious. “Tell 
me more,” she invited. 

Joe and Rose exchanged a 
glance. Joe spoke up. 

“Well, he caught us taking parts 
from the shop…” 
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Chapter 7 
 

As Joe was grabbing a spare part, the sound of the door unlocking sounded 
from behind him. Rose’s eyes widened in alarm. 

“Quick, hide!” she whispered, hurriedly trying to cover the wheelchair. Joe 
ducked behind the workbench, peeking through the gaps. Rose switched off the 
light, and ran back to join him. The sound of tools being moved floated through the 
door. Joe held his breath, silently praying they wouldn’t be caught. His nose started 
to tickle, growing into a massive sneeze that he couldn’t hold back. 

“Achoo!”  
Silence. 
“Who’s there? Come out!”  
Rose cursed under her breath. It was Gary’s voice. The floor creaked as Gary 

moved towards them, yanked open the door and turned on the lights.   
“Rose? What are you doing here?” 
“I can explain…” Rose stammered. “I– I just needed some parts for a project of 

mine.” 
“So you were stealing?” 
Rose took a step back. “I’m sorry, Gary, I just needed specific pieces, and I 

couldn’t get them at home so –” 
Gary took a menacing step towards her.  
“This is my shop, Rose. And those are my parts–” 
Joe burst out from under the workbench. “I’m sorry Gary, it’s all my fault. I’m 

making a wheelchair for an injured llama, and we needed the parts for that and–” 
“I don’t care!” Gary shouted, “Keep the pieces, but get out of my shop! Don’t 

come back!” 
 
Early the next morning, Joe hauled the completed wheelchair into the back of 

the ute. Rose had offered her help, but he was determined to do it by himself. He 
wiped the sweat off his face. Rose smiled at him as she climbed into the driver’s 
seat. 

“Is the wheelchair secured properly?”  
“Of course it is. I’m not stupid.” 
The rusty blue ute jerked out of the parking bay, heading towards the vet. Joe 

twisted around to check the wheelchair, and couldn’t help grinning. It had been five 
days since Alfie showed up, and they were on their second prototype. Joe squirmed 
in his seat, unable to contain his excitement. Rose looked over at him, frowning 
slightly.  

“Don’t get your hopes up too high, Joe. The suspension is still dodgy, so it will 
definitely need adjustments.”  

Joe deflated slightly, but soon perked up again. 
“The adjustments aren’t too hard to do. We’ll sort that out in no time!”  
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Rose eyed him warily, tired from staying up most of the night, and worried that 
his enthusiasm would lead to disappointment.  
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Chapter 8 
 

As the ute pulled into the car park, Joe leapt out and started unstrapping the 
wheelchair. He glanced up to see Rose hiding a grin. Together they hauled the chair 
to the reception. The nurse looked up from her desk and smiled. 

“Alfie is in Room Two.” 
Joe took off, with Rose and the wheelchair trailing behind him. He slowed 

outside the room, and gently opened the door. Alfie was lying on a blanket of hay, 
his two bandaged stumps stark against his creamy wool. He let out a happy bleat 
when he saw the boy. Joe walked over to gently stroke Alfie’s head. Rose and 
Doctor Bailey entered, shutting the door behind them. Alfie shot them a snooty 
glance, before turning his attention happily back to Joe. The two adults manoeuvred 
the wheelchair behind Alfie, lifted his back end up, and attached the straps. He 
tossed his head, annoyed. They waited for a moment, until he calmed to sullen 
obedience, and lifted him into a standing position. He seemed surprised at being 
able to balance. Rose handed an apple to Joe. 

“Come on, Alfie. Come and get the apple. Take a step closer. You can do it.” 
Alfie craned his neck, his eyes glistening in excitement. Joe moved it back 

slightly, so Alfie would have to take a step to reach it. 
“Come on Alfie, I know you can do it.”  
Alfie took a tottering step forward, and then another. As he reached the apple, 

his front legs gave way, and he crashed to the floor. Joe looked away, his dreams 
dashed, only to see Doctor Bailey grinning from ear to ear.  

“What are you so happy about? It didn’t work!” he exclaimed, on the verge of 
tears. All those hours of work, and they had failed. Doctor Bailey smiled at him. 

“But it did work. Alfie stood. You can’t expect him to be able to walk perfectly on 
the first go. He needs physical therapy to get used to the wheelchair. I’ll do that here, 
but it can be quite  traumatic for the animals, so I think you should stay away until I 
contact you.”  

Joe started to object, but Rose interrupted.  
“Of course Doctor Bailey. But is it okay if we spend some time with Alfie?” 
 “Of course.” 
Joe spent the rest of the day with the llama, playing games and talking to his 

new friend. Meanwhile, Alfie steadily ignored Rose and Doctor Bailey. 
 

* 
Rose stood up to go to the bathroom. Joe jumped up and went to the cupboard 

and took out a packet of chocolate biscuits. They had been there for quite a while 
now and Anushka was getting hungry.  

“Shhhh,” he said with a wink as he offered it to her.   
“So, Alfie can move around quite happily now?” Anushka asked in between 

mouthfuls.  
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“Yeah. In the backyard, of course. My parents would never let him in the house,” 
Joe replied as he stood on his tiptoes to put the biscuits back before Rose returned.  

Rose walked back in and Joe quickly stuffed his biscuit in his mouth with a 
cheeky grin. Rose shook her head and went to the cupboard to get her own biscuit. 

“Alfie’s made quite a name for himself in this town.” Rose said. 
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Chapter 9 
 
The rusty blue ute rattled as they drove down their driveway. Joe had woken up 

at the crack of dawn, unable to sleep due to excitement. He had been waiting for this 
day all week, but finally, today was the day he was able to take Alfie home. 

Rose had barely cut the engine before Joe was racing towards the vet, gravel 
spraying behind him. The nurse at the desk looked up to see Joe bouncing on his 
feet, and Rose running to catch up with him. The nurse pointed down the corridor to 
Room Two. Joe rushed past with a quick thank you. He stopped outside the door 
abruptly. His hand closed around the door handle as Doctor Bailey came around the 
corner. 

“Honestly, I was surprised you weren’t here when the sun came over the 
horizon,” she said with a small chuckle. 

Joe gave her a huge smile. “Rose was still sleeping and I needed her to drive 
me.” His expression turned serious. 

“Alfie’s fine, right? He was okay this week without me?”  
Doctor Bailey pulled the keys to the room out of her coat, and rattled them in 

front of Joe’s face. 
“Why don’t you see for yourself?”  
She laughed as she pushed the door open. Joe stopped just inside the room, 

amazed. There Alfie was, standing. He turned around at the noise of the door. The 
wheelchair moved smoothly, as though it was part of him. Joe could have sworn 
Alfie smiled when he saw him. He ran to Alfie and pulled him into a careful hug, 
burying his face deep into his wool. He turned back to face Doctor Bailey and his 
sister, who was out of breath. His face split into a grin so big that it hurt. Rose 
walked over and squished Joe and Alfie into a hug.  

 
 
Joe could barely stay in his seat on the car ride back. When they finally arrived 

home, they helped Alfie get out of the tray of the ute. Joe lead Alfie to his new home. 
During the week, Rose and him had converted the shed into a stable. Alfie went 
straight over to the hay and started eating. Joe laughed and leaned into Rose, who 
had put her arm around his shoulders.  

“How are we ever going to explain this to Mum and Dad?” Joe asked. 
Rose looked up to the roof and groaned. “Hopefully he’ll win them over with his 

llama-ly charms.” 
Alfie looked up from the hay and spat in the direction of Rose, causing her to 

shout some nasty things at him. 
“I don’t see how he couldn’t,” Joe laughed. 
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Chapter 10 
 
“Would you like to meet him?” Joe asked as he stood up and stretched.  
The sun was setting slowly, and the light reflected through the window onto the 

table.  
“Of course. I need a photo for my article, anyway,” replied Anushka. 
Rose stood up and opened the door to the backyard.  
“He’s out here in his stable,” she said as she pointed towards the small shed in 

the very spacious garden. 
Anushka, Rose and Joe made their way down the garden, avoiding various 

bushes and stones. Joe opened the door to the shed and immediately they could 
hear bleating coming from inside. 

“Hey Alfie,” Joe called, “we have a visitor.” 
Joe lead the llama out of the shed and into the garden. Anushka gasped as she 

caught sight of the wheelchair. It really was a clever creation. It wasn’t big or clunky, 
but sleek and supportive. Anushka reached over and stroked him on the nose. 

“This really is an amazing contraption,” she said, admiringly. 
“Quite a bit of effort went into it,” Rose said smiling at Joe and hugging him 

around the waist. 
Anushka took her camera out of her bag. 
“Okay Joe, why don’t you stand next to Alfie for the picture,” said Anushka. 
Joe untangled himself from Rose and went to stand by Alfie. 
“I have one more question for you,” Anuska said as she took a photo, “How did 

you have the motivation to keep going? How did you never lose hope?” 
Joe gave her a warm smile.  
“Because everything can be fixed.” 
 
On the drive home, Anushka contemplated the story of the day: Joe and his 

determination, Rose’s supportiveness, Doctor Bailey’s willingness to indulge the 
hopes of the little boy. She parked her car in her garage and as she walked towards 
the house, she glanced through the window. Her husband sat inside, reading to their 
two-year-old daughter. Her husband turned and smiled. For the first time in months, 
watching his wheelchair spin to face her, Anushka smiled in return as she returned 
home. 
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