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The Girl and the Llama

Cinar BIBER



Emma stepped off the bus and breathed in the sweet smell of
hay. Her aunt's farm spread out before her, full of clucking
chickens and a big red barn. Aunt Rosa waved from the gate,
her straw hat tilted against the sun. ‘Welcome, Emmal! I have a
surprise for you.' Emma's brown eyes sparkled with curiosity.
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Behind the barn stood a tall, cream-white llama with a soft
blue halter. 'This is Pebble,' said Aunt Rosa. Pebble tilted her
head and blinked her long lashes. Emma giggled. 'She's so
fluffy!' Pebble sniffed Emma's mustard overalls and gave a
gentle hum. Emma felt a warm glow—maybe this llama wanted
to be friends.




Aunt Rosa showed Emma how to offer a handful of hay with a
flat palm. 'Animals need gentle care,' she said. Pebble nibbled
the hay, her dark eyes calm and kind. Emma watched closely.
She noticed Pebble's ears twitch toward every new sound.

'‘She's curious about everything,' Emma whispered. 'Just like
me,' she thought.



The next morning, Emma found Pebble sniffing an empty box
by the fence. The llama nudged it with her nose, then looked
up with a hopeful tilt of her head. 'You want to play, don't you?'
Emma laughed. But when she tried to pat Pebble's neck too
quickly, the llama stepped back. Emma remembered Aunt
Rosa's words: gentle care comes first.
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Emma ran to find Aunt Rosa. 'Pebble wants to play, but I don't
know how to do it safely,' she said. Aunt Rosa smiled, her
laugh lines crinkling. 'Let's build her some enrichment
activities—fun things to explore that keep her happy and safe.’
She handed Emma a canvas tool belt and together they
gathered boxes, hay, and a few simple obstacles.
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First, they set up a row of cardboard boxes with hay inside.
Pebble approached slowly, her fluffy tuft bobbing. She sniffed
the first box, then pushed her nose inside. 'She's exploring!"
Emma cheered. Pebble pulled out a mouthful of hay and
chewed happily. Her blue halter jingled as she moved to the
next box.




Next, Aunt Rosa showed Emma how to make a simple obstacle
from two poles and a rope. '"We'll teach Pebble to step over it,'
she said. Emma held the rope steady while Pebble lifted one
long leg, then the other. The llama hesitated, then stepped
over with a proud little hum. 'You did it!"' Emma clapped.
Pebble's ears perked up at the praise.
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They added a small platform made of sturdy wood. Pebble
sniffed it, then placed one foot on top. Emma waited patiently,
remembering to let Pebble go at her own pace. Soon the llama
stood fully on the platform, looking around like a queen. 'She
loves exploring new things,' Emma said. Aunt Rosa nodded.
'‘And she trusts you because you're patient.'
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Each day, Emma and Pebble played together. Emma hid apple
slices in the hay boxes, and Pebble found every one. They
practiced the obstacle course, and Pebble grew braver and
bouncier. Emma learned to read Pebble's signals—a flick of the
ear meant 'I'm unsure,' and a soft hum meant 'I'm happy.'
Their friendship grew with every gentle moment.
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One afternoon, Emma noticed Pebble standing quietly by the
fence, watching the other animals. 'What's wrong, girl?' Emma
asked. Pebble gave a low hum and nuzzled Emma's shoulder.
Aunt Rosa explained, 'Llamas are herd animals. She might be
lonely when you're not here.' Emma thought hard. 'Then let's
make her a friend too—a safe mirror or a soft radio?"'
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Aunt Rosa helped Emma set up a gentle radio playing soft
music near Pebble's pen. They also placed a large mirror so
Pebble could see another llama—her own reflection. At first,
Pebble tilted her head, curious. Then she stood close, calm and
content. 'She seems happier,' Emma said. Aunt Rosa smiled.
‘You understood what she needed. That's real friendship.'
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Emma decided to share what she'd learned. She drew pictures
of Pebble playing with boxes and obstacles. 'Let's make a
guide for other children,' she said. Aunt Rosa helped her write
simple tips: move slowly, offer hay from a flat palm, and let the
animal explore at its own pace. They called it 'Pebble's
Playbook.'




When the guide was finished, Emma read it aloud to Pebble.
The llama listened with her head tilted, as if she understood
every word. 'You inspired this,' Emma told her. Pebble hummed
and nudged the booklet with her nose. Emma laughed. 'Maybe
you want to add a page about hay boxes!' They sat together in
the warm afternoon sun.




On Emma's last day at the farm, she gave Pebble a gentle hug.
'T'll miss you,' she whispered. Pebble rested her soft chin on
Emma's shoulder. Aunt Rosa promised to send photos and
keep up the enrichment games. 'You've taught me so much
about care,' Emma said. 'And Pebble taught me that friendship
grows when we take time to understand each other.'
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Back home, Emma shared Pebble's Playbook with her class.
Her teacher loved it and invited Emma to read it to the
younger children. Emma smiled as she showed the pictures of
Pebble stepping over obstacles and sniffing boxes. '‘Animals
have feelings, just like us,' she said. 'When we're gentle and
patient, they become our friends.'
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That night, Emma looked at a photo of Pebble with her blue
halter and fluffy tuft. She remembered every playful moment—
the hay boxes, the obstacle course, the soft hums. She knew
that friendship, like a garden, grows with time and care. And
she couldn't wait to visit Pebble again, ready for new
adventures and gentle understanding.
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