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Sophie loved rainy days. She pulled on her mustard-yellow

raincoat, green rubber boots, and striped shirt, then grabbed

her canvas satchel. Today the sanctuary was open, and she

could not wait to visit. The path sparkled with puddles, and

Sophie hopped right through them, splashing happily. She was

curious about everything and always ready for a new

adventure.
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At the sanctuary gate, Mara waited with a clipboard and a

warm smile. Her olive vest had a name badge, and her grey-

streaked hair was tucked behind her ears. "Welcome, Sophie,"

Mara said. "The alpacas are gentle and quiet today." Sophie's

round brown eyes grew wide. She had never met an alpaca

before, and her freckled nose wrinkled with excitement.
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They walked past a row of small paddocks. In the last one

stood a fluffy alpaca with cream-and-caramel fleece and a

white patch on its face. Its long lashes blinked slowly, and a

tiny brass bell jingled on its red halter. "This is Pepper," Mara

said softly. Pepper swayed a little, side to side, as if listening to

a secret song. Sophie smiled her quick, dimpled smile.

3



Sophie sat on the fence rail and watched. Pepper nibbled

grass, then lifted its head and swayed again. A soft breeze

rustled the leaves, and Pepper took two slow steps, then one

more. "It looks like dancing," Sophie whispered. She hummed

a quiet tune, and Pepper's tufted ears turned toward her. The

gentle melody floated through the paddock, and Pepper

swayed along.
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Sophie hurried to find Mara. "Pepper dances when there's soft

music!" she said, her words tumbling out. Mara nodded, her

warm dark eyes crinkling. "Alpacas do respond to gentle

sounds," she said. "We can try a calm music session. It's called

enrichment, and it lets animals choose what they enjoy."

Sophie clapped her hands. This was the best idea she'd had all

week.
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Just then, Theo jogged over. His blue hoodie was bright against

the grey sky, and his braces showed when he grinned. "Did

someone say music?" he asked, holding up a small portable

speaker. "I can keep the volume soft." Sophie explained her

plan. Theo nodded eagerly, his sandy wavy hair bouncing. "I'll

help set up," he said. "Pepper can dance if Pepper wants to."
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Mara brought a soft blanket and spread it near the fence.

"We'll watch from here," she said. "We never push. We let

Pepper decide." Sophie sat on the blanket, her green boots

tucked under her. Theo placed the speaker on a low post and

chose a gentle song with slow, rolling notes. The music was

quiet, like a hummingbird's wings. Pepper lifted its head,

listening.
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At first, Pepper only stood still. Its long lashes blinked, and its

bell gave a tiny jingle. Sophie held her breath. Then Pepper's

front leg lifted and tapped the grass, once, twice. Its fluffy

body swayed, and its ears swiveled toward the music. "Look!"

Sophie whispered. "It's really dancing!" Mara smiled and

nodded, watching quietly.
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Pepper stepped in a slow circle, its cream fleece bouncing

softly. The little brass bell on its red halter chimed with each

step. Theo turned the volume down a touch more, and Pepper

seemed to relax. It swayed left, then right, then dipped its

head as if bowing. Sophie giggled behind her hand. She had

never seen an animal so full of quiet joy.

9



Sophie stood up slowly, her heart thumping. "Can I dance too?"

she asked. Mara nodded. "If you stay calm and gentle." Sophie

stepped into the paddock, her green boots soft on the grass.

She swayed her arms like Pepper swayed its neck. The alpaca

watched her with dark, gentle eyes, then swayed back. It was

like a conversation without words.
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Theo grinned from behind the speaker. "You two are amazing!"

he called softly. Sophie laughed her quick, dimpled laugh and

swayed again. Pepper tapped its foot and turned in a slow

circle. The music wrapped around them like a warm scarf.

Sophie's stripes whirled as she twirled, and Pepper's bell

jingled along. There was no pushing, no pulling, just dancing

together.
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After a while, Pepper wandered to the fence and nibbled some

hay. Sophie stopped dancing and sat back down on the

blanket, her chest feeling full and happy. "That was

wonderful," she said. Mara smiled. "Pepper chose to dance,

and you chose to join in. That's what makes it special." Sophie

nodded, understanding. Joy shared freely was the best kind of

joy.
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Theo packed up his speaker and gave Sophie a thumbs-up.

"Same time next week?" he asked. Sophie's eyes sparkled.

"Yes, please!" she said. Mara wrote a note on her clipboard.

"We can make this a regular music session," she said. "Pepper

seems to enjoy it, and it's good for the animals to have

choices." Sophie hugged her satchel, already planning the next

visit.
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On the walk home, Sophie thought about Pepper's gentle

swaying. She remembered how the alpaca decided when to

step and when to stop. Nobody made it dance. It danced

because the music felt good. And Sophie joined in because she

felt happy, not because anyone told her to. She smiled at a

puddle and splashed right through it, sending ripples in every

direction.
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The next week, Sophie returned with a new song to share.

Theo had the speaker ready, and Mara had the blanket spread.

Pepper stood by the fence, its bell shining in the sun. When the

soft music began, Pepper swayed and stepped, and Sophie

swayed along. Friendship and joy filled the paddock, growing

like the grass beneath their feet.
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Sophie learned something important that day. Joy grows best

when everyone is free to join in. Pepper danced because it

wanted to, and Sophie danced because she wanted to. Nobody

was pushed or pulled. The music, the friendship, and the

gentle swaying all came together like a happy song. And

Sophie knew she would come back to dance again and again.
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