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By a quiet pond at the edge of a green meadow, a tall heron
stood on one long leg. His blue-grey feathers shone in the
morning light, and his white chest was soft and clean. His
amber eyes watched the water calmly. He had lived by this
pond for many springs, and he knew every ripple and reed.
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Near the heron's feet, a little water vole popped out of a
burrow. She was round and plump, with chestnut-brown fur
and a pale cream belly. Her tiny black eyes sparkled with
curiosity. 'Good morning, Heron!' she squeaked, whiskers
twitching. "What will we find today?' The heron blinked his
bright amber eyes and smiled. 'Let's look together,' he said.
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The two friends loved their pond. The heron saw the wide sky
and the far bank from high above. The water vole knew the
cool underwater world of roots and stones. "You see the big
picture,' said the vole. 'And I see the small details,' said the
heron. 'Together we see everything,' they agreed, and the
pond sparkled around them.




One sunny morning, something strange happened. Little rings
spread across the pond, far from any fish or frog. The heron
tilted his long neck and looked from above. 'Ripples!' he said.
'‘But nothing is moving there.' The water vole stood on her
tiptoes at the water's edge. 'I don't see anything either,' she
squeaked, puzzled.




The ripples came again, gentle circles spreading from the far
bank. The heron stepped carefully through the shallow water
on his long spindly legs. He looked down with his bright amber
eyes. 'They start near the old willow tree,' he called. 'But I
can't see what makes them.' The water vole's whiskers
twitched with excitement.




'T can dive under and feel what's happening!' said the water
vole bravely. She slipped into the pond with a tiny splash. The
heron watched from above, his long yellow beak pointed at the
water. 'Be careful, little friend,' he said kindly. 'I'll keep
watching from here.' The vole paddled down into the cool
green water.




Under the surface, the water vole felt a cold current pushing
through the water. It was stronger than the usual pond water.
She followed it with her little pink paws, swimming past stones
and roots. The current felt fresh and new. 'This is something
special,' she thought, her round ears tingling with excitement.
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The heron saw bubbles rise where his friend had dived. He
stepped closer on his long legs, his curved neck stretched low.
‘What do you feel?' he called softly. The water vole popped up,
her chestnut fur slick and shiny. 'There's a cold stream down
there!' she squeaked. 'It's coming from under the bank!"
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The heron looked from above and saw a patch of darker,
wetter earth near the old willow. The water vole looked from
below and felt the water gushing through a small gap in the
stones. 'l see soft mud moving,' said the heron. 'l feel water
pushing,' said the vole. They shared what they knew, and their
eyes grew wide.




'Let's follow it together,' said the heron. He walked along the
bank, his long yellow beak pointing at the ground. The water
vole swam in the pond, following the cold current. 'Here!'
called the heron. 'The ground is damp and squishy.' 'Here!"
squeaked the vole. 'The current is strongest by the willow
roots!'




The heron stepped carefully to the willow tree and looked
down. The water vole climbed onto a smooth stone beside him.
Together they examined the spot. 'There's a little hole under
the roots,' said the heron. 'And cold water is bubbling out,’
said the water vole. 'It's a spring!' they said together, and they
danced with joy.




The heron nodded his head slowly. 'Your diving helped us find
it,' he said kindly. 'And your tall eyes saw the wet earth,' said
the water vole. '‘We needed both,' said the heron. '‘One view
from above, one from below.' The water vole's whiskers
twitched proudly. 'Different perspectives solve mysteries!' she
squeaked.
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The new spring bubbled happily into the pond, making fresh
ripples that danced in the sunshine. 'The pond will be even
better now,' said the heron. The water vole nodded. 'And we
found it together!' She skipped along the bank, her cream
belly bright. The heron stood tall and smiled, his amber eyes
warm and kind.
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All spring long, the two friends watched their pond grow
clearer and fresher. The heron stood on one leg in the morning
sun. The water vole swam quick circles in the cool water. 'I'm
glad you're my friend,' said the heron. '"Me too,' squeaked the
vole. 'You see the sky, and I see the stones, and together we
see the whole world."




And whenever strange ripples appeared, the heron looked
from above and the water vole looked from below. They shared
what they saw, and they always found the answer. 'Different
perspectives,' said the heron, 'make us a great team.' The
water vole giggled and splashed her little pink paws. Their
friendship grew stronger every day.
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So if you ever see a tall heron and a plump water vole by a
pond, watch them closely. They might be solving a mystery
together, one looking up and one looking down. And they will
tell you, with happy hearts: 'Friends who share what they see
can find anything.' The spring sunshine danced on the water,
and the pond sparkled with joy.
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