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Oliver the otter lived beside a wide, sparkly river. His brown

fur was glossy and sleek, and his cream belly was soft as a

cloud. He loved his river home and all the animals who shared

it. One sunny morning, Oliver opened his little woven reed

satchel and pulled out a crumpled list. "It is time," he said with

a playful smile, "for a friendship festival!"
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Oliver swam up and down the river, telling everyone his big

news. "A festival!", chirped Pip, a small blue songbird with a

bright red scarf. "I can fly high and invite the treetop

animals!", chirped the little bird. Bramble the rabbit hopped

close, his long ears twitching. "And I can help with the land

games," he said, "I am very quick on my feet."
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Oliver sat on a smooth flat stone and wrote his plans in the

damp sand. There would be games for swimmers, games for

flyers, and games for walkers on land. He wanted every animal

to join the fun. "Swimmers can race in the river," he said.

"Flyers can try the low branches. And walkers can hunt for

treasure in the sand." His whiskers wiggled with excitement.
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Pip fluttered down to the water's edge, her black bead eyes

shining. "I can test the low branch challenges," she said,

spreading her blue wings. "I will flutter from branch to branch

and make sure they are safe for everyone." Bramble thumped

his big back feet. "And I will dig the sandy treasure hunt," he

said. "I know all the best hiding spots along the bank."
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Oliver made a big welcome sign from reeds and bright river

flowers. He placed it where the path met the water, so nobody

would miss it. "FRIENDSHIP FESTIVAL TODAY," it said.

"EVERYONE WELCOME." Pip hung a string of shiny shells

across two low branches. Bramble set out little leaf plates with

berries and nuts. The riverbank began to look happy and

bright.
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Soon the animals started to arrive. Ducks paddled up with

their ducklings in a neat row. Frogs leaped from lily pad to lily

pad, splashing with joy. A tall heron landed softly on the bank,

folding her long wings. Pip flew overhead, guiding more and

more animals to the festival. "Come in, come in!", she sang.

"Everyone is welcome by the river today!"
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The first game was the floating race. Ducks, frogs, and otters

lined up in the shallow water. "Ready, steady, splash!", called

Oliver, and the water churned with happy splashes. Bramble

watched from the bank, cheering loudly. "Go, go, go!", he

shouted, hopping up and down. Even the heron clapped her

wings. The swimmers laughed as they raced to the finish line.
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Next came the low branch challenges. Pip fluttered along the

lowest branches, showing how it was done. The flyers took

turns hopping from twig to twig. A young sparrow wobbled but

made it to the end. "You did it!", chirped Pip, giving the

sparrow a friendly nudge. Oliver cheered from below, his

round dark eyes shining with pride. Everyone clapped and

flapped their wings.
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Then it was time for the sandy treasure hunt. Bramble had

hidden little shells and smooth stones along the bank.

"Walkers, this one is for you!", he called, twitching his nose.

The land animals dug and searched, laughing. "I found a pink

shell!", squealed a mouse. Oliver made sure the swimmers and

flyers could search too, by the edge of the sand.
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Everyone was having fun when Oliver spotted someone new. A

small turtle peeked out from behind a big rock. Her green

shell was patterned like tiny hexagons, and a yellow daisy sat

beside it. She looked nervous and did not come closer. "Who is

that?", whispered Bramble, his ears standing up straight.
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Oliver swam quietly to the rock. "Hello," he said gently. "I am

Oliver. What is your name?" The turtle peeked out a little

more. "I am Tilly," she said, in a soft, slow voice. "I am late. I

think I am too slow for the games." Oliver smiled his warmest

smile. "You are just in time," he said. "And there is a game for

you too."
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Oliver led Tilly to the water's edge. "I made a slow-and-steady

race," he said, "for anyone who likes to take their time." Tilly's

amber eyes blinked with surprise. "A race for me?", she asked.

"For you," said Oliver, "and for anyone else who wants to join."

Bramble hopped over and Pip fluttered down. "We will race

with you," they said together.
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Tilly waddled to the starting line, her little daisy bobbing.

"Ready, steady, go!", called Oliver. The racers moved slowly,

step by step, and nobody rushed. Tilly smiled her shy smile,

and it grew bigger and bigger. "I am doing it!", she laughed.

When she reached the end, all the animals cheered and

clapped. Tilly was not shy anymore.
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After the races, everyone shared a big riverside feast. Ducks

passed berries to rabbits. Frogs shared lily-pad snacks with

the heron. Pip sang a happy song, and Tilly tapped her feet to

the beat. Oliver looked around at all the laughing faces. "This

is the best festival ever," he said, "because everyone is here."
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The sun began to sink, painting the river gold and pink. "Thank

you for welcoming me," Tilly said to Oliver. "I almost turned

back," she admitted, "but now I am so glad I came." Oliver

patted her shell softly. "A festival is only a festival," he said,

"when everyone feels welcome." The animals nodded, and the

river rippled with happy sounds.
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Oliver packed away his reed satchel and smiled. He had

learned something important that day. When swimmers, flyers,

and walkers all play together, everyone has more fun. "Our

river community is stronger," he said, "because we include

everyone." Pip chirped in agreement, and Bramble thumped

his feet. "Same time next year!", they all shouted, and the

riverbank rang with laughter.
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