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On a quiet bend of the river, where the water curled like a

ribbon, lived a young otter with warm brown fur and a cream

belly. Every morning, the otter climbed onto a smooth flat rock

and lifted a bright orange telescope to its eye. The brass rings

on the telescope glinted in the sun. The otter loved to study

the distant riverbanks, watching for anything new.
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The otter’s dark chocolate eyes sparkled as they peered

through the orange telescope. Long whiskers twitched with

curiosity. On the far bank, tall reeds swayed, and a heron stood

still as a statue. The otter watched and waited, patient as a

stone. "The river is full of secrets," the otter whispered to the

breeze. "I just have to look closely."
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One morning, a sudden flash of blue caught the otter’s eye. It

zipped over the water like a bright blue arrow. The otter

swung the telescope around. There, perched on a branch, sat a

small bird with brilliant blue and turquoise feathers, an orange

chest, and a long, dagger-shaped beak. The otter had never

seen anything so vivid. "Hello!" called the otter. "What are

you?"
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The bird tilted its head and chirped a lively tune. "I'm a

kingfisher!" it sang. "I fly fast and low over the river. I know

every bend and ripple." The otter lowered the orange

telescope and smiled. "I'm an otter. I watch the river every day,

but I've never seen you before." The kingfisher fluttered its

wings. "That's because I'm quick! But I've seen you watching.

You look very carefully."
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The kingfisher hopped closer. "Since you're such a good

watcher, I'll tell you a secret," it chirped. "Up the river, past

the old willow, there's a hidden waterfall. Water tumbles down

the rocks like silver ribbons. Very few animals know about it."

The otter's eyes grew wide. "A waterfall? Truly?" The

kingfisher nodded. "Follow me! I'll show you the way."
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The otter slipped the orange telescope around its neck and slid

into the water. The kingfisher darted ahead, its blue wings

flashing. "This way!" it called. The otter swam close to the

bank, watching the bird's every move. The kingfisher flew low,

skimming the surface, then perched on a twig to wait. "You're

good at following," it chirped. "And you're good at leading,"

the otter replied.
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They passed a family of ducks paddling in a row. The ducklings

peeped curiously at the orange telescope. "What's that?" asked

one. "It helps me see far away," said the otter. "Would you like

to look?" The duckling peered through and gasped. "I can see

my nest!" The kingfisher chirped impatiently. "Come on, the

waterfall awaits!" The otter waved goodbye and swam on.
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The river narrowed, and the banks grew tall with ferns and

moss. The kingfisher flew ahead, its blue back glinting like a

jewel. The otter followed, using the telescope to spot the bird

when it disappeared behind leaves. "You're doing great!" the

kingfisher called. "Just a little farther!" The otter's heart beat

fast with excitement. The water grew cooler, and the air

smelled fresh and green.

8



Soon, a soft roar reached the otter's ears. It wasn't loud or

scary—just a gentle rumble, like a giant humming. "Do you

hear that?" asked the kingfisher. The otter nodded, whiskers

quivering. "It sounds like... water falling!" They pushed

through a curtain of hanging branches. The otter held its

breath. Something wonderful was just ahead.
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Behind the trees, water tumbled down the rocks in a sparkling

cascade. It fell in three pretty steps, each one splashing into a

clear pool below. Mist floated in the air, and a rainbow danced

in the spray. "Oh!" gasped the otter. "It's beautiful!" The

kingfisher landed on a wet stone and puffed out its orange

chest. "I told you it was a secret worth finding!"
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The otter sat on a flat rock and raised the orange telescope.

Through the lens, the waterfall looked even more magical.

Every drop of water seemed to sparkle. "Thank you for

showing me," the otter said softly. The kingfisher hopped

closer. "You found it because you watched carefully and

followed a friend. That's the best way to discover anything."

The otter nodded, feeling warm inside.
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The two new friends stayed by the waterfall all afternoon. The

otter watched the kingfisher dive for tiny fish, its blue wings

flashing above the water. "You're even faster than I thought!"

laughed the otter. The kingfisher chirped happily. "And you're

the best watcher I know!" They shared the quiet pool, and the

otter felt lucky to have such a lively guide.
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As the sun began to set, the otter stood up. "I should go home

before dark," it said. The kingfisher nodded. "I'll fly with you

partway." They traveled back along the river, the kingfisher

flitting from branch to branch. "Will you come back

tomorrow?" asked the otter. "Of course!" chirped the

kingfisher. "We can watch the river together."
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Back at the smooth flat rock, the otter waved goodbye to the

kingfisher. The orange telescope hung around its neck, warm

from the day's adventure. "I'll be here at sunrise," the otter

promised. "And I'll bring my telescope." The kingfisher gave a

final chirp and zipped away. The otter watched until the blue

flash disappeared behind the trees, then settled down for the

night.
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The next morning, the otter was back on the rock, telescope

raised. Everything looked a little different now. The distant

banks held new wonders, and the river seemed to whisper

secrets. The otter smiled, remembering the waterfall.

"Observation encourages discovery," the otter said to the

breeze. "And a good friend makes it even better."
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Just then, a flash of blue appeared over the water. The

kingfisher landed beside the otter. "Ready for another

adventure?" it chirped. The otter grinned and lifted the orange

telescope. "Always!" And together, they watched the river,

ready to discover whatever secrets it held next.
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