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Maya skipped down the dusty lane toward Gran's farm, her
curly dark-brown hair bouncing in two short puffs. The
morning was full of sounds: a rooster crowing, a tractor
rumbling, a gate creaking. Maya loved the noisy farm, but
today she heard something new—a soft, shaky hum coming
from the barn. She pushed open the big wooden door and
peeked inside.




In a corner of the barn stood a small alpaca, fluffy and round,
with cream-white fleece and soft caramel patches on his face
and legs. He wore a blue ribbon around his neck, and his big
dark eyes were wide and nervous. When a bucket clattered, he
jumped and hid behind a bale of hay. 'Hello,' Maya said softly.
'I'm Maya. It's okay—I won't make loud noises.'
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Gran came in, her silver-grey bun neat under her straw hat
and her green apron dusted with flour. She smiled at Maya.
‘That's Pepper,;' she said. 'He's new here, and every strange
sound startles him. He needs a gentle friend.' Maya nodded,
her round cheeks dimpling. 'I can be gentle,' she said. She sat
down on the soft hay and waited quietly, her little woven
bracelet resting on her knee.



Pepper peeked out from behind the hay bale, his small twitchy
ears turning this way and that. Maya stayed perfectly still. 'You
can come closer if you like,' she whispered. 'I'll just sit here.'
The alpaca took one wobbly step, then another, his pink nose
twitching. When a distant dog barked, he flinched, but Maya's
calm voice kept him steady. Slowly, he came to stand beside

her.




Maya reached out and let Pepper sniff her hand. 'See? Nothing
scary,' she said. 'How about we listen to the quiet sounds
together?' They sat side by side, and Maya pointed out soft
things: the breeze rustling straw, a hen clucking gently, water
dripping from a tap. Pepper's ears relaxed, and his long lashes
blinked slowly. For the first time, he didn't hide.
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The next morning, Maya brought a small radio to the barn.
'‘Gran says soft music can help,' she said. She turned it on low,
and a gentle tune floated through the air. Pepper's legs
wobbled, but Maya stayed close, humming along. 'It's just
music,' she said. 'It won't hurt you.' After a while, Pepper's
head bobbed slightly, as if he liked the sound.
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Maya had an idea. 'Let's try walking slowly together,' she said.
'‘One step at a time.' She held out her hand, and Pepper
followed. They walked around the barn, past the hay bales and
the feed buckets. Every time a loud noise came—a dropped
shovel, a loud laugh—Maya would stop and say, 'It's okay.'
Pepper learned to stop and listen, then walk on.
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One afternoon, a big truck rumbled down the lane, its engine
roaring. Pepper bolted to the corner, trembling. Maya hurried
to him and knelt down. 'I'm here,' she said softly. 'Let's count
to five together.' She counted slowly, and Pepper's breathing
slowed. 'See? The truck is gone now. You were brave.' Pepper
nuzzled her shoulder, his blue ribbon brushing her cheek.
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Gran watched from the barn door and smiled. 'You're teaching
him well,' she said. 'Courage grows one small step at a time.'
Maya beamed. She and Pepper practiced every day: listening
to the radio, walking past the noisy tractor, greeting the
chickens. Each time, Pepper grew a little steadier, and Maya's

gentle voice was always there to help him feel safe.
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One windy day, a loose shutter banged against the barn wall.
Pepper jumped, but he didn't run. He looked at Maya, who
nodded. 'You can do it,' she said. Pepper took a deep breath
and walked toward the shutter. He stood beside Maya as she
fixed it, and when it was quiet again, he gave a little happy
hum. Maya laughed. 'You did it, Pepper!"
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Pepper began to explore the farm with Maya, his wobbly legs
growing stronger. He still didn't like loud noises, but now he
knew what to do: he would find Maya, and they would listen to
soft music or take slow breaths together. The other animals
seemed to notice. Even the grumpy goose honked a little more
gently when Pepper walked by.

11



Maya and Pepper made a special spot in the barn—a quiet
corner with a soft blanket and the little radio. They called it
their 'brave corner.' Whenever Pepper felt scared, he would go
there, and Maya would join him. 'We can be brave together,'
she said. Pepper would lean against her, and they would listen
to the music until the world felt calm again.
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One evening, a thunderstorm rumbled in the distance.
Pepper's ears twitched, but he didn't hide. He walked to the
brave corner and waited for Maya. She came running, and
they sat together, listening to the soft rain and the radio.
‘You're not scared,' Maya whispered. Pepper blinked his long
lashes and hummed. He was still a little scared, but he knew
he wasn't alone.




Gran brought them warm mash and a gentle smile. 'You see?"
she said. 'Courage isn't about being loud. It's about taking
small steps, even when you're scared.' Maya looked at Pepper,
who was calmly munching his mash. She felt proud of her
friend. 'He's the bravest alpaca I know,' she said. Pepper's pink
nose twitched, and he nudged her hand.
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As the days passed, Pepper grew more confident. He still
didn't like sudden loud sounds, but he learned to listen and
walk calmly beside Maya. They became the best of friends,
sharing quiet moments and small adventures. Maya's gentle
voice and Pepper's growing courage showed everyone that
friendship can make even the scariest sounds feel a little
softer.




And every evening, as the sun set over the farm, Maya and
Pepper sat together in their brave corner. The radio played
soft music, and the world was peaceful. Maya would whisper,
‘We did it again today.' Pepper would hum happily, his blue
ribbon fluttering. They knew that tomorrow might bring new
sounds, but together, one small step at a time, they could face
anything.
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