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Maya loved Saturdays more than any other day. On Saturdays
she pulled on her yellow rain boots, tied her green volunteer
apron, and went to work at the llama sanctuary. Grandpa Luis
ran the place, and he always said Maya was his best helper.
The llamas with their long necks and soft fleece made her
smile every single time.



The sanctuary sat at the edge of a green hill, full of wandering
llamas with fluffy ears and gentle eyes. Maya knew every one
of them by name. There was Pepper, who loved carrots. There
was Cloud, who hummed when happy. But on this bright
Saturday, Grandpa Luis had news. "A new llama arrived last
night," he said. "She is very shy."

2



The new llama stood far back in her pen, tall and slender, with
soft cream-white fleece and a blue halter. Her big dark eyes
had long, long lashes, and her small banana-shaped ears
flicked back and forth. "Her name is Sunny," said Grandpa
Luis, his straw hat shading his crinkly eyes. "She came from a
busy farm. She needs a gentle friend."
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Maya peeked through the fence. Sunny stood very still, her
fluffy topknot trembling just a little. When Maya took one step
closer, the llama shuffled backward and let out a soft, worried
hum. "She is scared," Maya whispered. Grandpa Luis nodded
slowly. "New places are hard for anyone," he said. "Go slowly.
Speak softly. Let her come to you."
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Maya thought hard about how to help. At home that evening,
she drew a plan with crayons. She would make enrichment
activities, fun things to help a llama feel at home. She cut
holes in a cardboard box and filled it with hay and apple slices.
She hung a big rope ball from a post. She even made a puzzle
feeder from a muffin tray.




The next morning, Maya carried her bag of activities to the
sanctuary. She wore her green apron and her little name
badge. "Sunny might like these," she told Grandpa Luis. His
grey moustache twitched into a smile. "Let's find out," he said.
"But remember, no rushing. A shy llama watches before she
trusts." Maya nodded and took a slow, slow breath.
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Maya set the cardboard box near Sunny's pen, then stepped
back and sat on a low stool. She did not reach out. She did not
hurry. She just sat quietly and hummed a soft tune. Sunny
watched her from the far corner, one banana ear tipped
forward. The cream-white llama lifted her long neck and
sniffed the air. She was curious, but still cautious.
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For a long time, nothing happened. Maya kept humming and
kept her hands still in her lap. Grandpa Luis watched from the
barn, leaning on his pitchfork with his faded green work shirt
rolled to the elbows. "Patience," he called softly. "You are doing
fine." Then Sunny took one tiny step forward. Then another.
Maya's heart beat fast, but she stayed calm.
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Sunny stretched her long neck toward the cardboard box. She
sniffed at the hay and the sweet apple slices. Her big dark eyes
blinked slowly. Maya stayed as still as a stone. The gentle
llama nosed the box, and a slice of apple rolled out. Sunny
nibbled it. Her small tail gave a happy little wiggle. Maya
wanted to cheer, but she only smiled.
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Day after day, Maya came back. Each time she moved slowly
and spoke softly. "Hello, Sunny," she would whisper. "You are
safe here." She set out the rope ball and the puzzle feeder.
Sunny learned to nudge the tray to find treats. She learned to
bump the ball and watch it swing. Every day she stepped a
little closer to Maya.




One afternoon, Maya held an apple slice flat on her palm and
waited. She did not move. She did not speak. Sunny came
close, her blue halter tag glinting. Her warm breath tickled
Maya's fingers. Then, softly and gently, the shy llama ate the
apple right from her hand. Maya's big dark eyes went wide
with joy. "You did it," she breathed.
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After that, Sunny followed Maya everywhere. She trailed
behind her through the green grass, her banana ears
bouncing. Maya cleaned the water trough, and Sunny stood
beside her. Maya filled the hay, and Sunny hummed a happy
tune. The other volunteers laughed and smiled. "You have a
shadow now," said Grandpa Luis, his crinkly eyes warm and
proud.




Maya learned that trust grows slowly, like a seed in the sun.
You cannot pull it up to make it grow faster. You have to water
it with patience and kindness. "Sunny trusted you because you
were gentle," said Grandpa Luis, tipping his straw hat. "You
never once rushed her. That is the best way to make a friend."
Maya nodded and gave Sunny a soft pat.
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Now Sunny is the gentlest llama in the whole sanctuary. She
greets every new visitor with her big dark eyes and her fluffy
topknot. When a small child comes to the fence, Sunny stands
quietly and lets them look. Maya whispers, "Go slowly. Speak
softly." And Sunny, the rescue llama who once was scared,
leans down to say hello.
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On sunny Saturdays, Maya and Sunny walk the hill together,
one small girl and one tall, cream-white llama. Maya still
wears her green apron and yellow boots. Sunny still wears her
blue halter. They make a funny, wonderful pair. "You two are a
team," says Grandpa Luis. Maya smiles. Sunny hums. And the
whole sanctuary feels warm and kind.
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The best friendships begin with gentle hands and patient
hearts. That is what Maya learned at the llama sanctuary, one
slow step at a time. Being soft and calm helped a shy llama
feel safe and loved. And now Sunny follows Maya everywhere
she goes. Maya pats her soft fleece and whispers, "We are
friends forever." Sunny hums happily, and the sun shines
warm.
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