8 .

'IjhejAlpaca S
N Fnend

*Q

i
ti

"'fy,"”s-‘ﬁel Banu; YAVU ZAL ki

Y B ST !—‘ ¢ 1 i !il'v !‘=:L"‘ | -”"
i 8



The Alpaca's New Friend

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



In a wide, green pasture where the grass swayed softly in the
breeze, there lived a gentle alpaca. Her fleece was fluffy cream
and warm beige, and a thin blue ribbon was tied around her
long neck. She loved the quiet mornings best, when the only
sound was the whisper of the wind. She would stand still for
hours, her dark brown eyes half-closed, feeling the soft air on
her delicate muzzle.
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One sunny afternoon, a young goose waddled into the pasture.
She had white feathers with grey wing tips, a bright orange
beak, and a tiny red scarf around her neck. Her amber eyes
were wide with curiosity. 'Hello! What's your name? Why are
you so fluffy? Do you like worms? I love worms!' she honked,
bobbing her head up and down.
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The alpaca opened her eyes slowly. 'Hello,' she said in a soft,
calm voice. 'T am an alpaca. I like quiet and calm.' The goose
tilted her head. 'Quiet? What's fun about quiet? I like to talk
and ask questions! There's so much to know!' She flapped her
wings and honked loudly. The alpaca's ears twitched, but she
said nothing.



Every day, the goose came to the pasture. She asked questions
from morning till night. '"Why is the sky blue? Why do you
stand so still? Can you run fast? Why is your neck so long?"
The alpaca tried to answer, but the goose never waited for a
reply. The peaceful pasture was now filled with honks and
chatter.



The alpaca began to feel tired. She loved the goose's bright
eyes and curious spirit, but she missed the quiet. She wanted
to share the pasture, but the noise made her head spin.
'Please,' she said one day, 'could we have a little quiet time?"
The goose blinked. 'Quiet time? But I have so many questions!"
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The goose didn't understand. She thought the alpaca was
boring. 'Why don't you ever talk?' she asked. 'Why don't you
run and play?' The alpaca sighed. 'I do talk,' she said gently.
'‘But I also like to listen. And I like to be still."' The goose
scratched her head with her orange foot. 'Still? That sounds
impossible!




The alpaca decided to show the goose her favorite spot. It was
under a big oak tree, where the grass was soft and the shade
was cool. 'Let's sit here,' said the alpaca. 'Just for a little
while.' The goose sat down, but her beak kept moving. 'What's
that sound? Is that a bug? Why is the grass so green?’
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The alpaca closed her eyes and took a deep breath. 'Listen,’
she whispered. 'Can you hear the leaves rustling?' The goose
stopped talking and listened. For a moment, there was only the
soft swish of the wind. 'Oh,' said the goose quietly. 'That's
nice.' The alpaca smiled. 'Yes, it is.'
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But the goose's quiet didn't last long. Soon she was honking
again, chasing a butterfly and splashing in a puddle. The
alpaca watched her with kind eyes. She didn't want to change
the goose. She just wanted to find a way to share the pasture
without losing her peace.




That evening, the alpaca had an idea. 'Goose,' she said, 'I have
a game. Let's take turns. You can ask me all your questions for
a little while, and I will listen. Then we can have quiet time,
and you can listen to the sounds around us.' The goose's eyes
sparkled. 'A game? I love games!"
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The next morning, the goose arrived full of questions. 'Why do
you have a ribbon? What's your favorite food? Do you ever get
cold?' The alpaca listened patiently and answered each one.
The goose was so happy to be heard that she forgot to honk
loudly. When she ran out of questions, she said, 'Now it's quiet
time?' The alpaca nodded.
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The goose sat beside the alpaca under the oak tree. At first,
she wiggled and fidgeted. But then she noticed the soft
buzzing of bees and the distant song of a bird. 'It's like music,'
she whispered. The alpaca's gentle dark eyes shone. 'Yes, and
we can share it.' The goose smiled, and for the first time, she
was still.




From that day on, the alpaca and the goose shared the pasture
in their own way. In the mornings, the goose would ask her
questions, and the alpaca would listen. In the afternoons, they
would sit quietly together, watching the clouds drift by. The
goose learned to be gentle, and the alpaca learned to enjoy the
goose's spark.
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One day, the goose said, 'Thank you for listening to me. I know
I'm noisy.' The alpaca nuzzled her softly. 'And thank you for
learning to be quiet. I know it's hard.' They both laughed. The
goose's red scarf fluttered in the breeze, and the alpaca's blue
ribbon swayed. They were different, but they were friends.
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The other farm animals noticed the change. 'How do you two
get along?' asked the horse. The goose honked happily. "We
take turns! She listens to me, and I learn to be still.' The
alpaca nodded. 'Friendship means making room for each
other.' The horse smiled. 'That's a good lesson for all of us.'
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And so, the alpaca and the goose lived happily in the peaceful
pasture. They discovered that friendship isn't about being the
same. It's about understanding different personalities and
sharing the world with kindness. The alpaca's quiet heart and
the goose's curious spirit made a perfect pair, and the pasture
was filled with both gentle silence and joyful honks.
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