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High in the Andes Mountains, where the air is crisp and the
sky is a deep, clear blue, lived a little guanaco. He had soft,
sandy-tan fur, a creamy white belly, and large, dark brown eyes
that sparkled with curiosity. His long, upright ears twitched at
every sound, and his delicate legs with dark hooves stood
firmly on the rocky ground. He loved to explore the winding
mountain paths, always looking closely at the world around
him.




One sunny morning, as the little guanaco nibbled on tufts of
grass, a giant shadow swept over the rocks. He looked up and
gasped. A great Andean condor soared overhead, its enormous
black wings spread wide. The condor had a fluffy white neck
ruff, a bare reddish-pink head, and sharp dark eyes that
seemed to see everything. The guanaco had never seen such a
magnificent bird. 'Hello up there!' he called, his voice echoing
in the clear air.




The condor circled lower and landed gracefully on a nearby
rock. 'Hello, little one,' he said in a calm, wise voice. 'l am a
condor, and I fly high above these mountains. I can see for
miles and miles.' The guanaco introduced himself. 'I am a
guanaco, and I love to explore the ground,' he said cheerfully.
'l know every rock and trail around here.' They looked at each
other, so different, yet both curious and friendly.
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The two became good friends. Every day, the guanaco would
show the condor the tiny flowers hidden between rocks and
the cool streams that trickled down the slopes. The condor
would tell the guanaco about the vast landscapes he saw from
the sky—the winding rivers like silver ribbons and the distant
peaks capped with snow. 'You see the world up close,' said the
condor, 'while I see it from far away. We make a good team!"
The guanaco nodded, his long ears flopping happily.
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One afternoon, they decided to explore a new path that led to
a high mountain meadow. The guanaco trotted ahead, his nose
close to the ground, sniffing for the safest route. The condor
soared above, keeping watch. 'The meadow is just beyond that
ridge,' the condor called down. 'But be careful, the ground
looks loose there.' The guanaco flicked his ears and slowed
down, listening to his friend's warning.
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Suddenly, a low rumble echoed through the mountains. The
ground shook beneath the guanaco's hooves. '‘What was that?"
he cried, his big eyes wide. The condor swooped lower. 'A
landslide!" he called. 'The hillside is sliding down!' Rocks and
dirt tumbled across the path ahead, blocking their way. The
guanaco leaped back, his heart pounding. 'Oh no!' he bleated.
'‘Our path is gone!"



The landslide had left a huge pile of rocks and rubble where
the trail used to be. The guanaco looked at the mess and felt
worried. 'How will we ever get to the meadow now?' he asked.
The condor landed beside him. 'Don't worry, little friend,' he
said calmly. "We can figure this out together. But first, let's see
what we're dealing with.'



The guanaco took a deep breath. He remembered that he was
brave and curious. 'I'll look at the ground,' he said. 'I can read
the terrain up close.' He stepped carefully toward the rubble,

his dark hooves testing each stone. The condor nodded. 'And I
will look from the sky,' he said. 'I can see the whole mountain

from above.' They agreed to work as a team.
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The guanaco studied the ground. He noticed that the rocks
were piled high on the left, but on the right, there was a small
gap where water trickled through. 'I see a little stream over
here,' he called. 'The ground looks firmer beside it.' He sniffed
the air and listened to the water's gentle sound. 'But I can't tell
if it leads anywhere safe,' he added, his long ears drooping
slightly.



The condor spread his powerful wings and lifted off. He soared
high above the landslide, his sharp eyes scanning the
mountainside. 'I see something!' he called down. '‘Beyond the
rubble, there is a narrow path that winds around the hill. It
looks safe, but it's hidden from the ground.' He circled lower.
'The stream you found leads right to it!' The guanaco's ears
perked up with hope.
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The condor landed next to the guanaco. '‘You found the stream,'
he said. 'And I saw where it goes. If we follow it, we can reach
the path.' The guanaco nodded. 'But we must be careful,' he
said. 'The rocks are still loose.' The condor agreed. 'T'll fly
ahead and warn you if anything moves.' Together, they started
forward, step by step, helping each other.
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The guanaco picked his way along the stream, his small hooves
finding the safest spots. The condor flew just above, his broad
wings casting a gentle shadow. ‘A little to the left!' he called.
'‘Now straight ahead!' The guanaco trusted his friend's view
from the sky, and the condor trusted the guanaco's careful
steps. They moved slowly but surely, teamwork guiding them
through the tricky ground.
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Finally, they reached the hidden path. It was narrow but clear,
winding around the hillside. The guanaco looked back at the
landslide and then at the condor. ‘We did it!' he cheered. 'We
found a new route!' The condor landed beside him. '‘We did it
together,' he said. 'Your careful eyes and my wide view made
all the difference.' They shared a happy moment, friends who
had solved a problem by combining their different ways of
seeing.
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From that day on, the guanaco and the condor explored the
mountains with even more joy. They knew that no matter what
obstacle they faced, they could overcome it by sharing what
each one saw. The guanaco would look at the ground, and the
condor would look from the sky. Their friendship grew
stronger with every adventure, and they always remembered
the day the landslide taught them the power of teamwork.

14



And so, high in the Andes, the little guanaco and the great
condor remain the best of friends. They show us that it's okay
to see the world differently—because when we share our
viewpoints, we can find solutions we might never see alone.
Whether you're small and sturdy or big and soaring, working
together makes every journey better.

15



So if you ever find yourself facing a tricky path, remember the
guanaco and the condor. Look closely at the ground, and look
up at the sky. Ask a friend to share what they see. With
kindness, courage, and teamwork, you can find your way
through any mountain.
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