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The Heron's Silver
Spoon

Cinar BIBER



On a bright spring morning, the river sparkled like a ribbon of
glass. A tall heron stood in the shallows, blue-grey feathers
smooth and neat. His long pale neck curved as he watched for
fish. His sharp yellow beak was ready, and his bright amber
eyes missed nothing. The river rushed and gurgled, carrying

secrets from far away.




Something glinted in the water near the heron's thin legs. He
dipped his beak and lifted out a small silver spoon. It was cold
and shiny, and it had a name carved on the handle: 'Eleanor.’
The heron blinked his amber eyes. 'Who would lose such a
treasure?' he wondered. He held the spoon carefully and

looked up and down the river.




A rustle came from the reeds. Out popped a little water vole,
no bigger than a teacup. Her chestnut-brown fur was soft, her
belly pale cream, and her tiny pink paws held a reed. 'Hello!'
she squeaked. 'What have you found?' The heron lowered the
spoon so she could see. 'A silver spoon with a name,' he said.
'Do you know who Eleanor is?'




The vole's glossy black eyes grew wide. 'Eleanor! I know her!
She lives in the old cottage downstream, past the willow bend.'
She twitched her whiskery snout. 'She lost this spoon long ago.
She told me once, when I nibbled seeds in her garden.' The
heron tilted his head. 'Then we must return it,' he said. 'Will
you show me the way?"
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'Follow me!' chirped the vole, and she scurried along the bank.
The heron strode behind on his long thin legs, the spoon held
gently in his beak. They passed tall reeds and buzzing
dragonflies. The vole called out, 'Left at the big oak! Right at
the stepping stones!' The river hurried beside them, shining in
the sun.




Soon they came to a tangle of fallen branches. The vole
stopped. 'Oh no! The path is blocked.' The heron looked at the
mess. 'l can help,' he said. He used his long beak to push a
branch aside. The vole pushed a twig with her tiny paws.
Together they made a small gap. "Teamwork!' squeaked the
vole. They slipped through and hurried on.

6



The river widened and the banks grew muddy. The vole's little
paws sank in the soft earth. 'I'm stuck!' she cried. The heron
gently picked her up by the scruff of her neck and set her on a
dry stone. 'Thank you!' she said, shaking her fur. "The cottage
is just around the bend.' They pressed on, the spoon still safe
in the heron's beak.




At last they saw the cottage. It was small and old, with a mossy
roof and a crooked chimney. A garden full of flowers grew by
the door. The vole ran ahead and knocked on the door with her
tiny paw. The heron stood tall and waited, the silver spoon

gleaming in the sunshine. 'l hope she is home,' whispered the
vole.
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The door creaked open. An old lady stood there, small and
stooped, with wavy silver-white hair in a loose bun. Her blue
eyes twinkled behind round spectacles on a chain. She wore a
soft lavender shawl and a white apron. 'Hello, little vole!' she

said. 'And who is your tall friend?' The heron bowed his head
politely.



The heron opened his beak and held out the silver spoon. 'Is
this yours?' he asked. The old lady gasped. 'My spoon! My dear
mother's spoon! I lost it in the river years ago.' Her rosy
cheeks flushed with joy. 'I thought it was gone forever!' She
took the spoon with trembling hands and smiled a wide, happy
smile.




‘Where did you find it?' she asked. The heron explained how it
glinted in the shallows. The vole told how she recognized the
name. 'You are both so kind,' said the old lady. 'Please come in
for tea and biscuits.' She set out a plate of warm biscuits. They
sat together in the cozy kitchen, and the old lady told stories of
long ago.




When it was time to go, the old lady hugged them both. 'You
have made an old woman very happy,' she said. 'Returning lost
things is the honest and kind thing to do.' The heron nodded.
'It was my pleasure,' he said. The vole beamed. 'And it was an
adventure!' They waved goodbye and started back along the
river.




As they walked, the sun began to set. The river turned gold
and pink. 'I'm glad we returned the spoon,’ said the heron. ‘Me
too,' said the vole. 'Eleanor was so happy.' They stopped at the
willow bend. 'I live here,' said the vole. 'Thank you for helping
me,' said the heron. 'And thank you for showing the way,' said
the vole.




The heron continued to his own nest by the river. He felt warm
inside, even though the evening was cool. He thought about
the old lady's smile and the vole's cheerful chatter. Honesty
had led him on a grand adventure. He promised himself he
would always return what he found. It was the right thing to
do.
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The next morning, the heron stood in the shallows again. The
river sparkled as before. But now he had a new friend, and a
happy memory. The water vole waved from the reeds. 'See you
tomorrow!' she called. The heron raised his long beak in a
smile. The river carried its secrets, but some secrets, like a
silver spoon, are meant to be returned.

15




And so, the heron and the water vole remained friends. They
often visited the old lady at the cottage. And whenever
someone lost something, the heron would remember the shiny
silver spoon. He would return it, because honesty and
kindness make the world a better place. The river still flows,
and the heron still watches, ready to help.
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