LLAMAS AT QUEANBEYAN STREET PARADE

It was a hot November day - a very hot day.  I was worried.  I had agreed to take 3 llamas and 3 alpacas in the annual Queanbeyan City Street Parade.  The route was just over a kilometre.  Would the tar be too hot for their feet?  What should I do?  Cancel?  Take the risk that the lamas would stand on the tar and sizzle like frying eggs?  Maybe they were like their larger camel cousin, the dromedary, and the hot sands of the desert wouldn’t worry them either?  I had never asked them to walk on tar - let alone really hot tar.  What should I do?

I loaded the lamas and decided to front up and unload them inconspicuously at the showground, where the parade was to start, stand them on some tar, and see what happened.

“You the llama lady?”  the man asked as we pulled up.  

“Yes”, I said “I’m the Llama Mamma, but I’m really worried about the tar being too hot for them”

“Too hot for what, their hooves?” he asked – his confusion was obvious.

“Well, that’s exactly it” I said “they don’t have hooves”  I expected him to ask if we had accidentally left their feet behind, and so I added, “they have padded feet like dogs paws.”

“I see” he said  “Then you’ll be needing the Fire Brigade”

I was horrified at his casual attitude, as I visualised the lamas stamping about in flames!  Or was this supposed to be a joke?  I certainly wasn’t laughing!

He continued “the fire truck goes in front of them and waters down the road, the same as they do for the dogs”

Hallelujah, the lamas can keep their cool, I thought.  What a relief!
We were almost at the end of a seemingly endless flow of colourful and imaginative floats. Many smiling adults and excited children rushed forward, falling over themselves, desperate to touch “what ever it was”.  A sea of clicking cameras and questions from a huge number of spectators who lined the road “What are they?”   “Where do they come from?”  It took all my strength to resist the temptation to say “They’re Lamas from Tibet- they sit on top of a Himalayan Mountain and meditate - that’s why they call them “ships of the Himalayas!”
The llamas looked indignant with some of the children’s gushing advances, but handled the attention beautifully.  The alpacas, being a little more nervous moved closer to their bigger cousins.  All kept walking, staying together in a band.  It was as if we were taking them for a brisk walk round the paddock.

The parade finished, and we yarded them in a grassy pen.  Again a sea of onlookers, and an enthusiastic crowd asking more and more questions.  While the alpacas watched with suspicion from the back of their pen, the llamas vied for the best spot to watch the spectators!  A brief stop for a drink and a WC stop and each llama took their handler for a walk around the fair.  More photo opportunities, more questions and many more pats.

A successful day?  I certainly think so!  This no doubt was the first time llamas had ever been to Queanbeyan.  Of course the following day, there was a photo of Llama Roberto in the Queanbeyan Chronicle.

