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The Sleepy River
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Once there was a river that sang. It sang a soft, sparkling song
as it flowed through the green valley. The water was clear and
cool, and it danced over smooth stones. Everyone who lived
nearby loved to listen to its friendly music. The river was the
heart of their home, and it had been singing for as long as
anyone could remember.



Finn was a young otter with glossy chestnut fur and a cream-
coloured belly. He wore a simple reed band around one wrist.
Every morning he swam in the river, diving and splashing and
chasing minnows. He loved the way the water tickled his
whiskers. But one morning, something felt different. The river
seemed to be moving more slowly than before.
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Mara the heron stood tall on her long skinny legs. Her blue-
grey feathers shimmered in the sun, and her golden eyes
missed nothing. She wore a small polished pebble pendant
around her neck. 'The river is quieter today,' she said, tilting
her head. 'I can barely hear its song.' Finn floated nearby and
nodded. 'It feels sleepy,' he said. 'Like it wants to take a nap.'

3




Each day the river grew slower and quieter. The water no
longer danced over the stones; it crept along like a tired snail.
The animals gathered on the bank and spoke in worried
whispers. ‘What will we do?' asked a duckling. 'The water is
too low for my babies to swim,' said a mother duck. Finn
looked at the calm, still surface and made a decision.
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'T'll swim upstream and find out what's wrong,' Finn said
bravely. His round dark eyes were bright with determination.
‘The river must have a reason for being so sleepy.' Mara
nodded wisely. 'T'll fly above and keep watch,' she said. 'If you
need help, call out, and I'll guide you.' Finn gave a quick nod
and dove into the slow water.




Finn swam upstream, his thick tail pushing him forward. The
water was shallow, and he had to wiggle between rocks. Soon
he reached a narrow passage where the river squeezed
between two mossy banks. There, fallen trees lay across the
water like a giant's game of pick-up sticks. Branches and
leaves clogged the way, and the water could hardly squeeze
through.




Finn's heart thumped. He had never seen so many fallen trees
at once. He climbed onto a rock to think. The river was
blocked, and that's why it was so quiet downstream. He knew
he couldn't move the trees alone. He needed help. Just then,
Pip the kingfisher darted down, his turquoise back flashing.
‘What's wrong, Finn?' he chirped. 'T'll fetch our friends!
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Pip zoomed off, his orange chest bright against the green
trees. He found Bramble the beaver chewing on a branch near
his lodge. 'Finn needs us!' Pip chirped. Bramble's small dark
eyes widened. He grabbed his favourite worn twig and tucked
it behind his ear. 'Lead the way,' he said, his flat tail slapping
the water. Off they went, quick as they could.
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Back at the blockage, Finn explained his plan. ‘We must clear
the trees without hurting anyone's home,' he said. Bramble
studied the fallen trunks with his big orange teeth. 'l can gnaw
through the smaller branches,' he said. 'But we must be
careful not to damage the banks where birds nest.' Mara flew
overhead. 'T'll watch from above,' she said. 'I'll warn you if
anything looks unsafe.'




Finn swam around the huge trunks, looking for the safest way
to move them. 'Bramble, you chew the branches on the left,' he
directed. 'Pip, you can tug on the twigs to loosen them. I'll
push from underneath.' The team set to work. Pip darted
quickly, pulling twigs free. Bramble's strong teeth made quick
work of the smaller limbs. Finn pushed with all his might.
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It was slow, careful work. The sun climbed high, and the
animals grew tired. 'We're making progress!' Pip cheered. But
then a big branch shifted and nearly splashed into a nest.
Mara called out, ‘Watch out!' Bramble held the branch steady.
Finn quickly moved a twig out of the way. 'That was close,’
Finn said. 'Let's be even more careful.' They worked together,
checking every move.




Finally, the last branch was pulled away. The water began to
flow again, gently at first, then faster. It swirled around the
fallen trees and rushed down the passage with a happy gurgle.
The river was free! Finn, Bramble, and Pip cheered. Mara
swooped low and said, "Well done, team. You worked together
beautifully.' The water sang as it hurried downstream.
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The river's song grew louder and clearer as it flowed back into
the valley. The ducks quacked with joy, and the fish leaped in
the sparkling water. Finn felt proud of what they had done. "We
all played a part,' he said. 'Mara guided us, Bramble planned,
Pip connected us, and everyone helped. That's why it worked.'
The animals nodded. They had kept the balance of their home.
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That evening, the animals gathered by the river to celebrate.
They brought fresh berries and sweet roots to share. The
river's song was soft and happy again. Mara said, 'Nature is
like a big puzzle. Every piece matters.' Bramble nodded. 'And
when we work together, we can solve any problem.' Pip
chirped, 'Let's promise to always help each other.'
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From that day on, Finn swam in the river every morning and
listened to its song. He knew that the river was not just water;
it was a home for many creatures. He touched his reed band
and smiled. The river flowed freely, and the valley was full of
life. The animals had learned that teamwork and care keep
nature in balance.
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And if you ever visit that valley, you might hear the river
singing its happy song. You might see a young otter with a
reed band swimming happily. You might spot a heron with a
pebble pendant watching from above. And you might learn, as
they did, that when everyone works together, the world stays
in perfect balance.




