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The Little Alpaca's Bell

Cinar BIBER



In the green hills where the grass grows tall, there lived a
little alpaca with fleece as soft as cream. She wore a bright red
ribbon collar with a shiny golden bell that went jingle-jingle as
she walked. She loved that bell more than anything. It made
her feel special and fancy. Every morning, she shook her head
just to hear it ring.
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The little alpaca had a friend named Sheep, who was round
and woolly with a black face and kind amber eyes. Sheep
didn't wear any bells or ribbons, but she was always cheerful.
“Your bell is very pretty," Sheep said one sunny day. "But don't
you get tired of the noise?" The alpaca tossed her head. "No!
It's the best sound in the world!"

2



The alpaca loved to explore the hills, and her bell jingled with
every step. She walked past tall flowers and buzzing bees,
feeling proud of her shiny accessory. "Everyone can hear me
coming!" she thought. She didn't notice the quiet birds or the
soft wind. The bell was all she listened to, and it made her feel
important and seen.



e e R

One afternoon, while chasing a butterfly, the alpaca ran
through a thick patch of bushes. She felt a tug at her neck, but
she kept running. When she stopped, something was missing.
The jingle was gone! She looked down and saw only the red
ribbon, empty and flat. Her shiny golden bell had fallen off
somewhere in the bushes.



The little alpaca's big dark eyes filled with tears. "My bell! My
beautiful bell!" she cried. She ran back to the bushes, but the
leaves were thick and tangled. She couldn't find it anywhere.
Just then, Sheep came trotting over. "What's wrong?" she
asked. "I lost my bell!" the alpaca wailed. "Will you help me
look?"



"Of course I'll help!" said Sheep, her floppy ears bouncing.
"“We'll find it together." They searched under bushes and
behind rocks. They looked in the tall grass and around the old
oak tree. The alpaca felt sad and worried. Without her bell, she
felt plain and ordinary. She didn't like that feeling at all. She
wanted her shiny bell back.



As they searched, the alpaca noticed something strange. The
hills were very quiet without her bell. She could hear the birds
singing sweetly and the wind whispering through the grass.
She could hear her own soft footsteps. "It's so peaceful," she
said. Sheep smiled. "It is, isn't it?" The alpaca listened to the
quiet and felt a little calmer.




“Let's look by the stream," said Sheep. They walked along the
bubbling water, and the alpaca didn't jingle at all. She stepped
softly and felt light. She saw a family of ducks paddling and a
dragonfly zipping by. "I never noticed those before," she said.
"My bell was too loud." Sheep nodded. "The world is full of
quiet wonders."



They climbed a small hill and looked all around. The alpaca
forgot about her bell for a moment. She felt the warm sun on
her fleece and the cool breeze on her nose. She explored a
little cave and peeked behind a waterfall. Without the bell, she
felt free to go anywhere without making a sound. She liked
this feeling more and more.



"Do you see it anywhere?" Sheep asked. The alpaca shook her
head. "No, but I don't mind as much now." She wandered
through a field of flowers, sniffing the petals. She felt happy
and light. "I think I like exploring without the bell," she said.
"It's quiet and peaceful. I can hear everything." Sheep's amber
eyes twinkled. "That's wonderful."
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The alpaca thought about her shiny bell. It was pretty, but it
was also noisy and heavy. It made her feel fancy, but it didn't
make her feel comfortable. She realized that she liked the
quiet better. "I don't want to look for my bell anymore," she
said. "I like the way I feel now." Sheep gave her a gentle
nuzzle. "Then let's not look for it."
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“"Are you sure?" Sheep asked. The alpaca nodded. "Yes. The
bell was nice to look at, but it made me miss the quiet sounds.
I feel more like me without it." Sheep smiled warmly. "I'm glad
you found what makes you happy." The alpaca felt a warm
glow inside. She didn't need the bell to feel special. She was
special just as she was, quiet and free.
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They walked back home together, side by side. The alpaca's
neck felt bare without the ribbon, but her heart felt full. She
listened to the birds and the wind and her friend's soft steps.
"Thank you for helping me search," she said. "Even though we
didn't find it, I found something better." Sheep tilted her head.
"What's that?" "Comfort," said the alpaca.
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From that day on, the little alpaca explored the hills without
her bell. She wore a soft blue ribbon instead, just for fun, but
no noisy bell. She could hear the world around her, and she
felt happy and free. Sheep often joined her, and they wandered
quietly together. The alpaca learned that feeling comfortable
matters more than how things look.
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One evening, as the sun set over the hills, the alpaca and
Sheep sat together on a grassy knoll. "I used to think my bell
made me special," the alpaca said. "But now I know I'm special
without it." Sheep leaned against her. "You always were." They
watched the stars appear, and the alpaca felt a deep, quiet joy.
She didn't miss the jingle at all.
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And if you ever visit those green hills, you might see a little
cream-white alpaca and her woolly sheep friend, exploring
quietly. You won't hear a bell, but you might hear them
laughing softly. The alpaca is happy, comfortable, and free. She
knows that true friends help you find what really matters, and
that sometimes the quietest path is the best one.
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