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Every morning, the boy pulled on his mustard-yellow rain

boots and ran to the river near his home. He carried a green

canvas satchel and a spiral nature journal with a pencil tucked

behind his ear. His large brown eyes sparkled with curiosity,

and a few freckles danced across his nose as he smiled. Today,

he would watch the river birds and draw everything he saw.
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The river sparkled in the morning sun, and birds flitted among

the reeds. The boy sat on a smooth rock and opened his

journal to a fresh page. He drew a tall grey heron standing still

as a statue. Then he sketched a family of ducks paddling in a

line. His pencil moved quickly, and his smile grew wider with

each new bird.
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Suddenly, a flash of brilliant blue caught his eye. A small bird

with a long, pointed beak perched on a low branch over the

water. Its back and wings were turquoise-blue, and its chest

glowed bright orange. The boy held his breath. 'You're the

most beautiful bird I've ever seen,' he whispered. He quickly

drew the kingfisher in his journal.
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The kingfisher sat perfectly still, watching the water below. Its

tiny dark eyes were alert and ready. The boy learned to be

patient, just like the bird. He waited and waited, his pencil

ready. Then, like a tiny arrow, the kingfisher dove into the

river. Splash! It came up with a silver fish in its beak.
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The boy drew the kingfisher with its fish, adding bright blue

and orange to his journal. He wrote: 'Kingfisher dives for fish.

Needs clear water to see.' He watched the bird fly back to its

perch and swallow the fish. The boy felt lucky to see such a

secret moment. He knew he would come back tomorrow to

watch again.
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Each day, the boy returned to the river with his journal. He

drew swallows swooping over the water and a moorhen hiding

in the reeds. He wrote notes about what each bird ate and

where it liked to hide. His journal grew colorful and full. The

river was like a big, busy neighborhood, and he wanted to

know every neighbor.
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One morning, the boy noticed something wrong. The water

looked cloudy and brown. A strange smell hung in the air. The

kingfisher was nowhere to be seen. The boy frowned and

wrote in his journal: 'Water not clear today. Where are the

birds?' He felt a tight knot in his chest. He missed his bright

blue friend.
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The boy walked along the riverbank, looking for clues. He saw

rubbish caught in the reeds and muddy streaks running into

the water. 'This isn't good,' he said to himself. 'The birds need

clean water.' He remembered how the kingfisher needed to see

fish under the surface. Cloudy water made hunting hard. He

had to help.
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The boy hurried home and told his family about the river. They

came back with gloves and bags to pick up the rubbish.

Neighbors joined in, too. They pulled out plastic bottles and

old cans. The boy worked hard, his red shirt getting smudged

with mud. 'Every little bit helps,' he said, feeling hopeful.
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After the cleanup, the boy waited and watched. Days passed,

and the water began to clear. One morning, he saw a flash of

blue! The kingfisher was back on its low branch. The boy's

heart leaped with joy. He opened his journal and drew the bird

again, this time with a big smile on his face. 'Clean water

brings birds back,' he wrote.
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The boy decided to share his journal with his friends. He

invited them to the river and showed them his drawings.

'Look,' he said, pointing to the kingfisher. 'This bird needs

clear water to catch fish.' His friends leaned over the journal,

their eyes wide with wonder. They asked lots of questions, and

the boy answered each one.
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The girl with braided hair asked, 'How can we keep the water

clean?' The boy explained that picking up rubbish and not

polluting helps. His blond friend nodded. 'We can help too!'

they said. Together, they made a promise to keep the river

clean. The boy felt proud. His journal was teaching others, just

like he hoped.
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The friends spent the afternoon by the river, watching birds

and drawing in their own notebooks. The kingfisher dove

again, and they all cheered. The boy wrote in his journal:

'Clean water = happy birds. Many birds live here now.' He

drew a picture of his friends and the kingfisher together. It

was his favorite page yet.
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Weeks later, the river was full of life. Ducks paddled, herons

fished, and the kingfisher flashed blue as it dove. The boy sat

with his friends, sharing his journal. 'When the water is clean,

everyone thrives,' he said. His friends nodded, understanding.

They promised to bring more friends to see the river and learn

how to protect it.
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The boy's nature journal was now full of colorful drawings and

notes. He had drawn every bird he saw and written about the

clean water they needed. His friends loved looking through it.

'You're like a river scientist,' said the girl with braided hair.

The boy grinned. He knew that sharing what he learned could

make a big difference.
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As the sun set, the boy closed his journal and smiled. The river

sparkled, and the kingfisher perched one last time. 'Thank you

for showing me how important clean water is,' the boy

whispered. He knew he would keep watching, drawing, and

sharing. Because a clean river is a home for many, and

everyone can help keep it that way.
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