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The Girl and the Llama

Cinar BIBER



Maya skipped up the path to the llama sanctuary, her red
rubber boots splashing in puddles. Her yellow raincoat flapped
in the breeze, and her curly puff buns bounced. She carried a
canvas satchel with her sketchbook and colored pencils. Today
she would meet a real llama! Maya wondered what it would be
like. She hoped the llama would be her friend.
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Ms. Rosa, the sanctuary keeper, greeted her with a warm
smile. She wore a green apron over her plaid shirt, and her
silver bun gleamed in the sun. 'Welcome, Maya! The llamas are
eager to meet you,' she said. Maya's dark brown eyes sparkled
with excitement. 'Remember,' Ms. Rosa added, 'llamas have
their own way of talking. Watch their ears and tails."
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Maya nodded and followed Ms. Rosa to the grassy field. A
fluffy cream and caramel llama stood there, his banana-shaped
ears swiveling. He wore a red braided halter with a small
brass bell. 'That's Pepper,' Ms. Rosa said. 'He's funny and
cautious.' Maya's gap-toothed smile widened. She couldn't
wait to say hello to the llama.



Maya rushed toward Pepper with open arms. 'Hi, llama!' she
called. But Pepper stepped back, his ears flicking, and let out a
soft, worried hum. Maya stopped, her cheeks flushing. 'He
doesn't want me too close,' she whispered. Ms. Rosa nodded
gently. 'Llamas need space. Let's watch him first.' Maya felt a
little sad but decided to learn.



Maya sat on a low wooden fence and pulled out her
sketchbook. She watched Pepper's banana ears swivel left and
right. When he was calm, his ears stood up straight. When he
was nervous, they flattened back. His fluffy tail swished gently
when he was happy. Maya drew each ear and tail position
carefully, adding little notes. 'Ears back means stay away,' she
murmured.



Next, Maya listened to Pepper's sounds. He hummed softly
when he was content, a low, rumbly tune. When he was
surprised, he made a clucking noise. And when he wanted to
warn someone, he let out a short, sharp hum. Maya drew a
musical note for each sound and wrote what it meant.
'Humming means happy,' she said. 'Clucking means curious.'

6



Maya watched how Pepper moved around the other llamas. He
stood tall and still when he was unsure. He sniffed the air with
his long neck stretched out. When he felt safe, he walked
slowly with a gentle sway. Maya added these movements to
her sketchbook. She drew a little llama figure with arrows
showing each action. 'A guide,' she thought. 'I'm making a
llama guide!"




Maya wanted to try her new knowledge. She approached
Pepper slowly, her hands at her sides. She kept her body calm
and quiet. Pepper's ears swiveled toward her, but he didn't
step away. Maya stopped a few feet from him and waited.
'Hello, Pepper,' she said softly. 'I understand you now.' But
Pepper just looked at her and didn't come closer.
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Maya realized she needed to make her guide clearer. She used
her colored pencils to draw big, bright pictures. She drew a
happy llama with ears up and a musical note for humming. She
drew a llama with ears back and a red stop sign. She labeled
each picture with simple words. 'This guide will help
everyone,' she said proudly.




Ms. Rosa came over to see Maya's work. ‘What a wonderful
idea!' she said, adjusting her wire glasses. ‘May I see?' Maya
showed her the bright pages. 'Understanding behavior builds
trust,' Ms. Rosa said. 'You've captured that perfectly.' She
praised Maya's careful drawings and clear labels. Maya
beamed, her freckles crinkling. She couldn't wait to use her
guide with Pepper.
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Maya approached Pepper again, this time holding her guide
open. She showed him the page with the happy llama. Then
she stood calmly, her hand out flat. Pepper's ears stood up
straight, and his tail swished gently. He took a slow step
toward her. Maya's heart beat fast, but she stayed still. 'That's
it, Pepper,' she whispered. 'You can trust me.'
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Pepper sniffed Maya's open hand. His brass bell jingled softly.
Then, ever so gently, he nibbled a piece of carrot from her
palm. His banana ears relaxed, and he hummed a low, happy
tune. Maya's gap-toothed smile stretched wide. 'He did it!' she
cheered softly. Ms. Rosa clapped her hands. 'You did it, Maya.
You listened and understood.'
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Just then, a boy named Theo raced toward the llama pen. His
orange hoodie flashed, and his white sneakers pounded the
path. 'Llama!' he shouted. Pepper's ears flattened, and he
stepped back. Maya hurried over. ‘Wait, Theo,' she said,
holding up her guide. 'Look at the picture. Ears back means
give him space.' Theo stopped and looked at the drawing.
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Theo studied Maya's guide. 'Oh,' he said, his round eyes wide.
'‘So I should be calm?' Maya nodded. 'Yes, and hold your hand
out like this.' She showed him. Theo copied her, standing still
and quiet. Pepper's ears came up again. He walked over and
nuzzled Theo's small hand. Theo giggled. 'He likes me!' Maya
smiled. 'Your guide helped,' Theo said.
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Ms. Rosa hung Maya's guide at the sanctuary gate for all
visitors to see. 'Now everyone can learn llama talk,' she said.
Maya's heart swelled with pride. She watched Theo use the
guide with another llama, his orange hoodie bright against the
green grass. Maya knew that understanding behavior had built
trust, and that made her happier than anything.

-

15



As Maya walked home, her yellow raincoat swishing, she
thought about Pepper. She had learned to watch, to listen, and
to be patient. The llama had taught her that trust grows when
you pay attention. Maya hugged her sketchbook. She couldn't
wait to visit again and learn even more. After all,
understanding behavior builds trust—one small, fuzzy friend at
a time.
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