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“Look, Sam, I can see Lliam! Or is that Llarry?” Amelia Haywood peered through the car window at a pair of long white llama ears sticking up behind the hedge. She had been best friends with Sam since she had moved to Welford Village and they had started helping out at Animal Ark, the local veterinary surgery. That morning they were travelling with the vets, Mr and Mrs Hope, to check up on the animals at the Parish family’s petting farm before school.

“It’s probably Lliam,” said Sam, leaning over her shoulder. “He likes that corner of the field.”

As they drew closer to the petting farm, Amelia heard the bleating of goats and clucking of chickens and she broke into a wide smile.

“How do you know it’s not the new llama?” Mr Hope asked from the front passenger seat. He turned to peer at Amelia and Sam over his glasses.

“Caleb said Llucinda’s brown,” Sam explained. Their friend Caleb had been talking all week about the new llama his family had adopted.

“I can’t wait to meet her!” said Amelia, excitement swelling in her chest.

Mrs Hope smiled at Amelia through the rear-view mirror, her green eyes twinkling, as she pulled into the farmhouse driveway.

The Hopes really understand why I love animals … because they love them too! thought Amelia.

Caleb leapt off the farmhouse porch as Amelia got out of the car. He jogged down the gravel pathway towards them. “Come and see Llucinda! She’s so cute!”

Amelia glanced back at the Hopes, who were rummaging in the boot of their car. She and Sam had come along to help them, really.

Mr Hope lifted out his black case, full of medicines and paperwork. “You two go on and meet the new llama,” he said. “The goats won’t take long, and we can manage the chickens and pigs quite easily. We’ll save the llamas for last!”

Amelia grinned at Sam, and they both broke into a run, following Caleb up the drive. He led them down the side of the house and through the petting farm.

“Hello, Puff and Cookie!”Amelia called out to a pair of guinea pigs, their twitching noses poking out from a pile of hay.
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“Morning, Daisy and Pip!” Sam said, waving at two pigs snuffing in their trough as he ran past their enclosure. Pip looked up and his mouth dropped open, spilling out the corn he’d been chewing. Daisy snorted, a little indignantly. The pigs clearly weren’t used to having an audience at breakfast time!

“Here we are!” Caleb called out, as they ran around the back of the goat enclosure and came out by the llamas’ field.

A pair of white llamas were jostling each other by the trough, while Mrs Parish filled it with water. Llarry was trying to drink straight from the jet that spurted from the hose. Lliam nudged Llarry out of the way so he could have a go too, but he knocked the hose and the spray went all over Mrs Parish’s face!
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“Steady on, boys!” she complained, reaching for a small towel draped over the fence. “I already showered this morning, thank you very much!” Lliam lifted his head up, his eyes level with hers. “That’s better,” Mrs Parish told him. “You two are boisterous today!”

“Where’s Llucinda?”asked Amelia. She couldn’t see a third llama anywhere.
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Then a furry brown head poked up above the fence a little further along.

“Oh!”Amelia’s breath caught in her throat. “She’s beautiful!”

Llucinda flicked her ears forward and trotted towards them. She was smaller than Llarry and Lliam, with long-lashed chocolate-brown eyes, and she had a colourful blanket on her back.

Sam stretched out to stroke Llucinda, but she stepped back and tossed her head. She opened her mouth …
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PTUHHH!

A shower of spit flew from her mouth, splattering Sam’s shoulder.

“Yikes!” Sam froze, his eyes bulging. Then he burst out laughing.

Amelia couldn’t help laughing too, and she heard Caleb chuckling beside her. The look on Sam’s face had been so funny!

Llucinda didn’t look amused, though. She backed away from the fence, eyes wide and tongue lolling.

“Here, Sam!” Mrs Parish handed him the towel she’d used earlier, just as Mr and Mrs Hope arrived.

“That’s not a good sign, I’m afraid!” said Mrs Hope, wincing. “Llamas in the wild spit at each other to show how important they are.”

Mr Hope ruffled Sam’s hair. “Llucinda thinks you’re the least important llama in the herd, Sam!”

Mrs Hope opened up the black case and took out a set of needles for the llamas’ annual vaccinations, while Mr Hope filled out some paperwork.

“Does Llucinda like her new home?” Amelia asked Mrs Parish.

Mrs Parish frowned. “She’s having a bit of trouble settling in.”
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Amelia reached out, a little hesitantly, bracing herself in case the llama spat at her face too. But Llucinda just nuzzled her soft nose against Amelia’s hand.

“She likes you!” Mrs Parish looked relieved. “Of course, the real test will be tomorrow, when the farm is open to the public.”

“Where did she come from?” asked Amelia. She ran a hand down Llucinda’s thick, fluffy coat.
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