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Oliver skipped up the gravel path, his red rubber boots

crunching with every step. His mustard-yellow rain jacket

glowed like a little sun against the grey morning sky. He had

been waiting all week to visit the alpaca farm. A wooden sign

with a painted alpaca pointed toward the barn, and Oliver's

curious smile stretched wide across his freckled face.
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Maria, the head caretaker, met him at the gate. Her long black

braid swung as she waved, and her straw hat shaded her

warm, smiling eyes. "Welcome, Oliver! I'm Maria, and this is

Sam." Sam pushed his round glasses up his nose and grinned,

his orange beanie bright against the clouds. "We're getting the

shelter ready for the herd today. Want to help?"
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Oliver nodded so fast his curly dark-brown hair bounced.

Maria led him past a field where alpacas stood together like

fluffy clouds. Some were creamy white, some soft brown, and

one had a red halter with a tiny brass tag. "That's Pepper,"

Maria said. "She's gentle and curious. She'll probably want to

meet you."
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Sam handed Oliver a clipboard and a pencil. "First chore:

count the herd so we know everyone's safe." Oliver walked

slowly along the fence, ticking off each fluffy head. The alpacas

watched him with large dark eyes and long lashes. "They're all

looking at me!" Oliver whispered. Sam chuckled. "They're

curious. Just move calmly and they'll stay calm too."
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Pepper stepped close to the fence and hummed—a soft, low

sound like a happy sigh. "She's humming!" Oliver said. Maria

smiled. "Alpacas hum when they're content, and sometimes to

check on each other. It's their way of talking. If you hum back,

she might answer." Oliver hummed gently, and Pepper's small

ears twitched. She hummed again, and Oliver giggled.
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"Why do they stay so close together?" Oliver asked, watching

the herd press side by side. Maria leaned on the fence.

"Alpacas are herd animals. Being close makes them feel safe.

When one is worried, the others notice. That's why we never

separate them—especially the young ones." Oliver nodded,

thinking about how he felt safer with friends nearby too.
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Suddenly, one alpaca spat a small, wet splutter at another who

had nudged too close to its hay. Oliver jumped back. "It spat!"

Sam laughed kindly. "That's how alpacas say 'give me space.'

They don't mean to be mean. We just make sure they have

room, and they rarely spit at people." Oliver relaxed. "So

spitting is just talking?" "Exactly," said Sam.
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Back at the shelter, Maria showed Oliver a pile of soft straw.

"We're making the shelter warm and dry for tonight. Alpacas

need a cozy place to rest, safe from wind and rain." Oliver

grabbed a pitchfork twice his size and dragged it proudly. Sam

cheered, "Nice teamwork!" Together they spread straw across

the floor, making a soft golden bed.
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As Oliver worked, Pepper wandered in and hummed softly. He

remembered Maria's words and kept his voice low. "Hello,

Pepper," he murmured, calm and slow. Pepper sniffed his

sleeve and stood beside him, her creamy-white fleece brushing

his arm. "She likes you," Maria said. "A calm voice keeps them

happy. You're a natural caretaker."
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Sam showed Oliver how to fill the water buckets and set out

fresh hay. "Alpacas need clean water and good food," Sam

explained. "But the most important thing is understanding

their behavior. Watch how they hold their ears—forward means

curious, back means worried." Oliver watched Pepper's ears

flick forward as she munched. "She's curious about me!" he

said.
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A chilly wind blew through the open barn door, and several

alpacas hummed a little louder, pressing closer together.

"They're telling us they're cold," Maria said. "Let's close the

door and add more straw." Oliver hurried to help, his small

hands working fast. He spread straw in every corner, and soon

the shelter felt warmer. The humming softened into a happy,

sleepy tune.
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Oliver sat on a straw bale, and Pepper rested her soft brown

head near his knee. "Caring for animals means understanding

them," Maria said gently. "When you listen to their hums and

watch their ears, you know what they need." Oliver smiled, his

hazel eyes bright. "So being kind is about paying attention."

Maria nodded. "That's exactly right."
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Sam checked the shelter with his clipboard. "Straw spread,

water filled, hay set, and a calm, happy herd. Oliver, you did a

great job!" Oliver felt warm and proud inside. The alpacas

settled into their cozy beds, humming softly. Pepper gave one

last gentle hum, as if to say thank you. Oliver hummed back,

quiet and content.

13



As the sun peeked through the clouds, Maria walked Oliver to

the gate. "You're welcome back anytime," she said. "The

alpacas will remember your calm voice and kind hands." Oliver

waved goodbye, his red boots crunching on the gravel. "I'll

come back soon!" he called. Pepper watched him go, her small

ears perked forward.
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On the walk home, Oliver thought about everything he had

learned. Alpacas hum when they're happy, spit when they need

space, and stay close to feel safe. A calm voice keeps them

peaceful, and a warm shelter keeps them cozy. He smiled, his

freckles crinkling. Caring for animals meant understanding

their behavior—and kindness was the best way to do it.
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That night, Oliver dreamed of fluffy alpacas humming in their

warm, straw-filled shelter. He dreamed of Pepper's soft brown

face and Maria's gentle lessons. And he knew that his kindness

had helped the herd feel safe and loved. The farm would

always be a special place, full of soft hums and warm hearts.

He couldn't wait to visit again.
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