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In the heart of the green forest, a river runs clear and bright.
It sparkles and sings as it tumbles over smooth stones. This is
the river where Olive the otter lives. She has warm brown fur,
a cream belly, and a thin green reed bracelet on one wrist.
Every morning, Olive loves to swim. She dives and twists and
splashes in the cool, magical water.
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One sunny day, Olive visits her small friend Pip. Pip is a little
otter with soft grey-brown fur and a tiny blue pebble pendant.
Pip has big, round, worried eyes. Today, Pip looks extra
nervous. "The river is so deep and fast," Pip whispers. "I wish I
could swim like you, but I'm scared." Olive smiles kindly.
"Don't worry," she says. "I promise I will help you learn."
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Pip's eyes grow wide. "You promise?" Pip asks. Olive nods and
touches her green bracelet. "I promise," she says. "We will
take it one small step at a time. And I will stay right beside
you." Pip feels a tiny bit better. The river gurgles softly, as if it
is listening. Olive points to a quiet, shallow spot near the bank.
"“That's where we'll start," she says. "It's safe and calm there."
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The next morning, Olive leads Pip to the shallow spot. The
water is clear and only reaches Pip's tummy. "See?" Olive says.
"You can stand here." Pip steps in slowly. The water feels cool
and soft. Pip's tiny paws grip the pebbles. Olive stands close,
her broad flat tail swishing gently. "I'm right here," she says.
"Just try a little splash."” Pip lifts one paw and pats the water. A
tiny splash pops up.



"That was a great splash!" Olive cheers. Pip's worried eyes
brighten just a little. "Really?" Pip asks. "Really," Olive says.
"Every big swimmer starts with a small splash." Pip tries
again, and again. Each splash is tiny, but Olive claps her small
webbed paws every time. "You're doing wonderfully," she says.
Pip feels warm inside, like the sun is shining just for her.
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Day after day, Olive and Pip come to the shallow spot. Olive
never rushes. She shows Pip how to kick her tiny paws. "Kick,
kick, kick," Olive says. Pip kicks, and the water swirls. "Look at
those kicks!" Olive cheers. Pip giggles. The little otter is still
nervous, but each day she feels a little braver. The river sings
its soft song around them, and the green reeds sway.
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One morning, Pip tries to float on her back. At first, she
wobbles and splashes. "I can't!" she cries. Olive stays close.
"You can," she says gently. "I've got you. Just relax and let the
water hold you." Pip takes a deep breath. She lets go, and the
water cradles her like a soft blanket. "I'm floating!" Pip shouts.
"You are!" Olive laughs. "See? Patience pays off."
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But some days are harder. Pip feels nervous again. "What if I
sink?" she asks. Olive does not sigh or hurry. She simply says,
"“Then I will be right here to help you." They practice in the
shallow water, where Pip feels safe. Olive never says, "Hurry
up." She never says, "That's enough for today." She just waits
and smiles. And slowly, Pip's worry shrinks like a puddle in the
sun.
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Soon, Pip can paddle in a small circle. Her slim tail swishes
behind her. Her pale chest patch dips in and out of the water.
"Look at you go!" Olive calls. Pip paddles back to Olive,
panting and happy. "I did it!" she says. "You did!" Olive replies.
"And you did it with your own brave heart." The river sparkles
as if it is clapping too. Pip feels proud, and Olive feels proud of
Pip.




One afternoon, Olive has an idea. "Let's try swimming to that
big flat stone," she says, pointing. "It's only a little way." Pip's
big eyes grow worried again. "But it's deeper there," she
whispers. "I'll swim right beside you," Olive promises. "If you
feel scared, just reach for my paw." Pip takes a breath. "Okay,"
she says. "I'll try." They push off together into the slightly
deeper water.
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Pip paddles hard. Her tiny paws splash, and her heart beats
fast. Halfway there, she stops. "I'm scared!" she says. Olive is
right there. "You're doing great," she says softly. "Look how far
you've come. Just a few more kicks." Pip looks at Olive's kind
face. She feels her blue pebble pendant bounce. She takes a
deep breath and kicks again. One kick, two kicks, three! Her
paws find the smooth stone. She climbs up, dripping and
amazed.
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"I made it!" Pip shouts. "You made it!" Olive cheers, climbing
up beside her. "I knew you could. You were brave and you kept
trying." Pip looks back at the water she just crossed. It doesn't
look so scary now. "I couldn't have done it without you," Pip
says. Olive gives her a gentle nudge. "You did the hard part,”
she says. "I just stayed close." They sit together on the warm
stone, watching the river dance.
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The next day, Pip wants to swim all by herself. "Are you sure?"
Olive asks. Pip nods. "I'm ready," she says. Olive smiles. "Then
I'll be right here, watching." Pip slides into the water. She
paddles with strong, steady kicks. She swims in a big circle,
then another. Her little tail swishes happily. When she climbs
out, she is beaming. "I swam!" she says. "All by myself!"

13



Olive hugs Pip close. "You kept your promise to try," Olive says.
"And I kept my promise to help you. We did it together." Pip
touches her blue pebble pendant. "Thank you for being so
patient," she says. "You never rushed me, and you cheered
every splash." Olive's green bracelet glints in the sun. "That's
what friends do," she says. "They wait and cheer and stay
close."
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From that day on, Pip swims in the river every day. She is not
scared anymore. She dives and splashes and plays with Olive.
The river seems even more magical now, full of happy splashes
and laughter. Other little animals come to watch, and Pip
shows them her brave kicks. Olive watches from the bank, her
heart full. She is glad she made her promise, and even gladder
that she kept it.




And so, in the green forest, by the clear, bright river, Olive the
otter and her friend Pip swim together. Olive learned that
patience makes promises bloom like river flowers. Pip learned
that courage grows one small splash at a time. They both
learned that a kind friend who stays close is the best help of
all. The river sings its gentle song, and two happy otters splash
in the sun.
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