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Clara loved the riverbank more than any other place in the

world. Every morning after breakfast, she pulled on her yellow

rain boots and grabbed her silver binoculars. Her curly black

hair bounced in two puff buns as she hurried down the path.

Today, she hoped to see the otter family again. They lived

somewhere along the muddy bank, and Clara knew exactly

where to look.
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Clara crouched behind a big willow tree and lifted her

binoculars to her dark brown eyes. There they were! A sleek

mama otter with glossy dark brown fur and a lighter tan chest

was swimming slowly along the river. Three chubby pups

paddled after her, their tiny ears barely visible above the

water. Clara held her breath so she wouldn't scare them. She

pulled out her notebook and began to write.
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The smallest pup, Pip, had soft chocolate-brown fur and a pale

cream belly. He climbed onto the muddy bank and tried to

slide down on his tummy. But he slipped too fast and rolled

head over tail into the water with a big splash! Clara giggled

and wrote in her notebook: "Pip slides like a slippery banana."

Then she drew a little picture of his muddy belly.
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Every day, Clara returned to the riverside with her binoculars

and notebook. She wrote down all the funny things the otters

did. Mama Otter taught the pups to swim by nudging them

gently with her nose. Pip chased his own tail in circles until he

got dizzy. Another pup tried to catch a leaf and missed every

time. Clara's notebook was filling up with otter stories.

4



One afternoon, Clara noticed something wrong. A plastic

bottle bobbed near the otters' favorite sliding bank. A

crumpled chip bag stuck to the muddy edge. More litter lay

tangled in the tall grass. Mama Otter sniffed the trash and

quickly led her pups away. Clara frowned. "This isn't safe for

them," she whispered. "Their home should be clean and tidy."
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Clara hurried home and told her mom everything. "The otters

need space to live naturally," she said, "and litter is ruining

their riverside." Mom nodded and suggested they ask the

neighbors for help. Clara made a list of everyone she knew.

She drew a small poster with an otter on it and wrote:

"Riverside Cleanup Day! Help our otter friends!" She felt

nervous but excited.
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The next morning, Clara knocked on doors with her blue

backpack full of posters. Her friend Maya said yes right away.

Mr. Patel from next door promised to bring gloves. Even little

Toby from across the street wanted to help. Clara's neighbor

Sam, tall and broad with a friendly wide smile, read the poster

and chuckled. "Count me in, Clara," he said. "I've got tools and

strong arms."
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On cleanup day, everyone met at the riverside. Sam wore his

blue work shirt with rolled sleeves and carried a long litter

grabber. He handed out canvas gloves and big bags. "We'll

work together," he said. "Teamwork makes the river clean."

Clara put on her yellow rain boots and grabbed a bag. She felt

proud to see so many neighbors ready to help. The sun shone

warm on the water.
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The helpers spread out along the bank. Clara picked up a

plastic bottle and dropped it in her bag. Maya found a soggy

paper cup. Toby collected bits of foil and a lost sock. Sam used

his grabber to reach a can stuck under a bush. "Good job,

Clara!" he called. "You spotted the problem and got us all

moving." Clara smiled and kept working. Her bag grew heavier

and heavier.
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After two hours, the bags were full. The riverside looked green

and tidy again. Sam hauled the bags to his truck while the

others folded gloves. Clara peeked through her binoculars.

Mama Otter was back, sniffing the clean mud with her long

whiskers. The pups tumbled out of the water and slid down the

bank, one after another. "They're playing again!" Clara

cheered.
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Clara sat quietly on a flat rock and watched the otters

celebrate. Pip slid down the muddy bank and splashed right

into his brother. Mama Otter floated on her back with a pup on

her belly. Clara opened her notebook and wrote: "Clean river

equals happy otters." She drew a little heart next to it. Sam sat

beside her and said, "You did a big thing today, Clara."
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That evening, Clara thought about everything she had learned.

The otters needed their home to be safe and clean. They

needed space to swim and slide and play without litter in the

way. She added a new page to her notebook titled "How to

Help Animals." She wrote: "Pick up trash. Leave wild homes

alone. Even kids can make a difference." Then she drew a tiny

otter paw print.
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The next morning, Clara returned to the river with her

binoculars. Mama Otter was teaching the pups to fish in the

shallows. Pip caught a minnow and looked very proud. Clara

watched and wrote everything down. She felt happy knowing

the otters had a clean, safe place to grow. The river sparkled in

the sunlight, and the tall grass swayed gently in the breeze.
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Weeks passed, and Clara kept visiting her otter friends. She

brought her notebook every time and filled more pages with

funny stories. Pip learned to slide down the bank without

splashing. The pups grew bigger and stronger. Mama Otter

watched them with round black eyes full of patience. Clara

knew she would always remember this special summer by the

river.
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One Saturday, Sam invited Clara to a neighborhood meeting.

"Tell everyone about the otters," he said. Clara stood up and

showed her notebook. She explained how litter hurts animals

and how a clean river helps them thrive. Everyone clapped.

They decided to have a cleanup day every month. Clara

beamed. Her small idea had grown into something big and

wonderful.

15



Now Clara sits by the river with her binoculars and a big

smile. The otters play and splash and slide, just as they should.

Clara knows that animals need space to live naturally, and that

people can help by keeping wild places clean. She writes one

last note in her notebook: "Everyone can make a difference—

even a kid with binoculars and a plan." Then she watches Pip

slide down the bank one more time.
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