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Lulu the llama nibbled a bit of grass and looked around the field. Lambs frolicked in the pasture while their mothers grazed contentedly nearby. A gentle breeze blew, making daffodils dance and pink petals fall from the apple trees like confetti. Lulu absolutely loved springtime, when Apple Tree Farm was at its most beautiful.

The farmhouse door slammed and Lulu looked up curiously, her long, furry ears twitching. Farmer James came out of the stone farmhouse holding a toolbox, a black and white border collie at his heels. The farmer, who wore a jeans and a flat cap over his shaggy, gingery hair, wasn’t old, but his face looked weary and sad. It had been a long time since Lulu had seen him smile – something he used to do every time he saw her and his wife, Rachel, together. “The Dream Team”, he used to call them teasingly. Now, he barely seemed to notice Lulu as he opened the gate and came into the field.
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“Hey, Seamus!” Lulu called out to the sheepdog. “Where’s Farmer James going?”

“To mend the fence in the upper pasture,” said Seamus importantly.

“Maybe I can give him some help,” offered Lulu cheerfully.

“You?” said Seamus. “I don’t think so.”

The farmer whistled, and the sheepdog trotted off obediently.

Lulu watched them stride across the field. She envied the sheepdog and his important job, helping Farmer James. Lulu loved to help too, but now she rarely got the chance.

Across the farmyard, chickens came strutting down the ramp leading out of their little wooden coop. The last hen to emerge was Lulu’s friend Molly, followed by her four fluffy yellow chicks – Polly, Dolly, Lolly and Pip.

Lulu stuck her long neck through the fence. “Good morning, ladies,” she called out. “How are the little ones?”

“Very well,” said Molly, beaming proudly at her brood as they scratched in the dirt, looking for grubs.

One chick wandered away from the others. “Come back, Pip!” said Molly, hurrying over to scold the chick.
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A speckled hen with fluffy leg feathers wandered around the farmyard, peering behind an old tyre and bales of hay.

“Have you lost something, Martha?” asked Lulu. “I could help you look for it.”

Martha shook her head, making the red crest on her head flap. “No, dear. I’m just looking for a good place to lay my egg.”

Eventually, Martha perched on a wheelbarrow filled with hay. The chicken wiggled her bottom and fluffed up her feathers, trying to get comfortable.

Lulu turned on her hooves and headed across the field. She didn’t want to distract the hens while they were laying – she knew how important their eggs were. Farmer James sold them at the village shop.
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Lulu stopped under the shade of an apple tree frothy with sweet-scented pink blossom. A heart was carved into the bark and inside it were the initials J+R. Lulu knew the letters stood for James and Rachel.

Farmer James’s wife had been kind and gentle. She’d known all of Lulu’s favourite spots to be scratched and always brought her apple slices as a treat. Best of all, sometimes she’d taken Lulu with her to work!

Rachel had worked with sick and troubled children. When Lulu came to visit, their faces would light up. Everyone loved hugging her and stroking her soft, shaggy fur. “Llamas have a calming effect on people,” Rachel had liked to say. “They can make anyone smile.”

Lulu blinked back tears with her long eyelashes. Even though it had been over a year since Rachel had died, she still missed her owner so much.

Rachel wouldn’t want you to be sad, Lulu told herself sternly. The best way to remember her was by being friendly and helpful – just like Rachel herself.

Seeking some company, Lulu headed across the pasture. In the upper field, the sheep were gossiping about Farmer James under Seamus’s watchful gaze.

“He’s in a baaaaaaad mood again,” said a sheep named Blanche. The rest of the sheep bleated in agreement.

“He’s worried about the old baaaaarn,” said her friend, Bianca. “It needs a new roof.”

A fluffy lamb bounded over to her. “Mum, will you play with me?”

“I’m too tired, Albie,” Bianca said, yawning. She sat down on the grass, her black legs tucked neatly under her fluffy white body.

“I’ll play with you, Albie!” Lulu offered, delighted to be able to help.

“Thanks, Lulu,” said the lamb’s mother. “Run along with Lulu, Albie. She’ll look after you.”

“Tag, you’re it!” said Albie, butting Lulu with his nose.

Lulu chased the lamb around the pasture’s lush, emerald-green grass.
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“Gotcha!” said Lulu, giggling as she tagged the little lamb back.

“Let’s play hide-and-seek now,” suggested Albie. “I’ll count first.”

The lamb closed his eyes and began counting. “One … two … three …”

Lulu scanned the farm for somewhere to hide. In the distance she saw the ivy-covered farmhouse, and beyond it the big modern sheep shed, where she and the sheep slept at night. At the edge of the pasture stood the old stone barn that Farmer James used for storage. Should I hide behind the old barn? she wondered. No, that would be the first place Albie checked.

A hedge divided the pasture from the little cottage next door. Nearby was a rambling wild rose bush covered in buds. Perfect! Lulu thought. She trotted over to the shrub and squeezed behind it.

“Ouch!” she squealed as the prickly thorns got caught in her tan-coloured hair.

“Ready or not, here I come!” called the lamb.

Lulu kept perfectly still, not making a sound. But a moment later—

“Found you!” cried Albie.

“How?” asked Lulu.

“Your tail was sticking out!” said the lamb, laughing.

As Lulu backed out of the bush, trying to avoid the thorns, she peered over the hedge and blinked in surprise. A removal van was parked in front of the cottage.

“What are you looking at?” asked Albie.

“Someone’s moving into the cottage next door,” said Lulu.

Two burly men were carrying boxes and furniture from the van into the house. A short-haired lady with a camera around her neck was telling them where to put things. A girl stood next to her, fiddling with the ends of her long, dark plaits.

“I want to see too!” clamoured the lamb, jumping up and down to try and see over the hedge.

“Here,” said Lulu. “I’ll give you a boost.” She knelt down on the grass and let Albie clamber on to her back. Lulu’s coat was so thick and fluffy she barely felt the lamb’s hooves.

“Hold tight,” said Lulu. She stood up awkwardly and—

WHOOPS! The lamb pitched forward and toppled over the hedge into the garden next door!
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“Woo hoo!” Albie bleated excitedly. “Look at me, Lulu! I’m on the other side of the hedge!”

The little lamb gambolled around the garden gleefully. The people hadn’t noticed the frisky creature yet. They were too busy trying to fit a big mattress through the front door.
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