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The Otter's Missing
Whistle

Cinar BIBER



Oliver the otter lived in a cozy burrow by the river, and every
morning he woke to a cheerful whistle that rang out over the
water. It was the nicest sound in the world, like a happy bird
saying hello. Oliver would sit on a smooth stone and listen with
his eyes closed. The whistle made the whole river feel friendly.
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Oliver had sleek chocolate-brown fur, a cream belly, and a
mustard-yellow satchel slung across his body. He loved to
collect river treasures in it: shiny stones, curled leaves, and
smooth bits of glass. But the whistle was his favorite thing of
all. 'One day I'll find out who whistles,' he told the reeds. 'And
I'll say thank you.'



One morning, Oliver waited on his stone, but the whistle did
not come. The river was quiet. Too quiet. He sat up straight
and twitched his long whiskers. ‘Where is my whistle?' he
asked the empty air. He felt a little tug in his chest, like a
missing button. Something was wrong, and he wanted to find
out what.



Oliver hurried to find his friend Nell, a water shrew with
velvety grey fur and a tiny red neckerchief. Nell was small
enough to sit in Oliver's paw, and she carried a little
magnifying glass. 'Nell!' he called. 'The whistle has stopped!
Nell looked up with her bright bead-like eyes. 'Then we must
be detectives,' she said. 'Let's listen first and look for clues.'
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Oliver and Nell searched the riverbank for clues. Nell held her
magnifying glass close to the muddy ground and spotted tiny
footprints. 'Look,' she said. 'Small paws went into the reeds.'
Oliver leaned in, his cream muzzle twitching. 'They're very
little,' he said. 'Smaller than mine.' Nell nodded. '‘Good
detectives follow the clues, not guesses,' she said.
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They pushed through the tall green reeds, which rustled and
whispered around them. Nell's quick paws parted the stalks,
and Oliver's thick tail swished behind. 'Listen,' said Nell,
holding up one paw. They heard the river gurgling and a frog
plopping. Then, very faintly, a tiny sound like a squeak. 'Did
you hear that?' Nell asked. Oliver nodded. 'It came from over
there.'




The trail led to a hollow log that lay half in the water. Oliver
peered inside, but it was dark and shadowy. 'Hello?' he called.
No answer. Nell slipped inside with her magnifying glass. 'It's
empty,' she said, 'but look—a little reed flute is lying here.'
Oliver's eyes went wide. 'A flute? Maybe that's the whistle!"
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Oliver wanted to blow the flute right away, but Nell stopped
him. 'Wait,"' she said gently. 'If we blow it, we might scare
whoever owns it. Let's listen first.' Oliver frowned. 'But I want
to hear the whistle again,' he said. Nell smiled. '‘Good
detectives listen before they act,' she said. Oliver sighed and
nodded. 'Okay. We'll listen.'




They sat very still by the hollow log, and Nell's ears twitched.
'T hear something,' she whispered. 'A little cough, and a sad
sigh.' Oliver listened hard, and then he heard it too: a soft, sad
sound coming from the bushes. 'Someone is unhappy,' said
Nell. 'Let's follow that sound.' They crept quietly toward the
bushes, stepping softly.




Behind the bushes, they found an elderly water vole sitting on
a flat stone. He had grey fur and tiny spectacles, and he was
holding a little reed flute. But the flute was cracked. 'Oh dear;'
he said. 'My whistle won't work anymore.' Oliver and Nell
looked at each other. 'So you're the whistler!"' said Oliver. The
vole nodded. 'I'm afraid so.'




The old vole introduced himself as Mr. Pindle. 'I've played my
whistle every morning for years,' he said. 'But now it's
cracked, and I can't fix it." Nell looked at the flute through her
magnifying glass. 'The crack is small,' she said. 'Maybe we can
mend it.' Oliver opened his satchel and pulled out a sticky sap
he had collected from a tree.




Oliver carefully spread the sap over the crack while Nell held
the flute steady. 'There,' said Oliver. 'Now let it dry.' Mr. Pindle
watched with hopeful eyes. 'You two are very kind,' he said.
'‘Most folks would have just blown the flute and gone away.'
Nell smiled. "We're detectives,' she said. "We listen first.' Oliver
beamed. 'And we help.'
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When the sap was dry, Mr. Pindle lifted the flute to his lips. He
blew gently, and out came the cheerful whistle, as bright and
happy as ever. Oliver's heart did a little flip. 'You fixed it!" he
cried. Mr. Pindle's eyes twinkled. 'No,' he said. '"You fixed it.
And you've given me a wonderful gift—friendship.'
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From that day on, Oliver and Nell visited Mr. Pindle every
morning. They would sit on the riverbank and listen to the
whistle, and sometimes Mr. Pindle taught them how to play a
note or two. Oliver learned that listening is the best way to
solve a mystery. And Nell learned that kindness can fix more
than just a cracked flute.
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Oliver still carried his mustard-yellow satchel, but now it held
a tiny gift for Mr. Pindle: a new reed for his flute. Nell wore
her red neckerchief proudly, and her magnifying glass was
always ready. The three friends spent many happy hours by the
river, sharing stories and songs. The whistle rang out every
morning, clear and true.
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And whenever Oliver heard the whistle, he remembered the
day he became a detective. He learned that good detectives
listen first, and that a small act of kindness can make a big
difference. The river was full of friends, if you only knew how
to listen. And Oliver and Nell did. They listened, and they
found friendship, right along the river.
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