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Oliver the otter lived by a sparkling stream that sang over

smooth stones. His fur was warm brown with a pale cream

belly, and his dark button eyes twinkled. Every morning he

swam and played, but always he carried one special pebble. It

was small, round, and smooth from years of holding. 'This

pebble holds all my best memories,' Oliver told his friend

Mink, who nodded with a bright smile.
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Mink was slim and glossy dark brown, with a small white patch

on her chin. Her black eyes were always curious, and her

bushy tail flicked with excitement. 'What kind of memories?'

she asked. Oliver turned the pebble in his webbed paws. 'The

day I learned to swim. The first fish I caught. The time we built

a dam together.' Mink smiled. 'That's a lot of memories for one

little pebble,' she said, and Oliver agreed.
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One sunny morning, Oliver reached for his pebble on the

smooth rock where he always left it. But the rock was bare!

'Oh no!' he cried, his long whiskers drooping. 'My pebble is

gone!' He searched around the rock, under it, and behind it,

but found nothing. Mink hurried over. 'Don't worry, Oliver.

We'll find it together,' she said. 'Let's follow the clues along the

stream.'
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Mink pointed her pointed nose at the ground. 'Look, here are

tiny scratch marks in the mud,' she said. 'They lead toward the

water.' Oliver's dark eyes widened. 'Maybe the pebble rolled

into the stream!' He slipped into the water with a splash, his

thick tail steering him. Mink followed, her slender body gliding

smoothly. Together they swam downstream, scanning the

shallows for a small, round shape.

4



The stream curved past tall reeds and under a fallen log. 'Let's

check under the log,' Mink suggested. They dove down, but

the water was murky and they found only smooth stones. 'Not

here,' Oliver sighed. 'Keep looking,' Mink said cheerfully. 'We'll

check under every rock!' They searched under big rocks and

small rocks, peering into every crevice. But no pebble.
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As they swam further, the stream narrowed and the banks

grew wild with ferns. 'I've never been this far,' Oliver said, a

little nervous. 'Me neither,' Mink admitted, 'but it's exciting!'

She pointed ahead. 'Look, the water glows! Maybe there's

something special there.' They paddled on, their webbed paws

pushing against the gentle current. The stream seemed to

whisper secrets as they went.
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Suddenly the stream opened into a hidden pool surrounded by

soft green moss. Waterfalls trickled down rocks, and

dragonflies danced in the sunbeams. 'Oh!' Oliver gasped. 'It's

beautiful!' Mink's black eyes sparkled. 'I didn't know this was

here!' They floated in the clear water, amazed. 'Maybe your

pebble floated here,' Mink said. 'Let's search the pool.'
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They searched the pool carefully. Oliver dove to the bottom, his

whiskers brushing the sandy floor. Mink checked under lily

pads and behind smooth stones. 'Any luck?' she called. Oliver

surfaced, shaking his head. 'No pebble.' He looked around the

pool. 'But this place is wonderful. I'm glad we found it, even if

my pebble isn't here.' Mink nodded. 'It's like a secret treasure.'
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They climbed out onto the mossy bank. Oliver's fur dripped,

but he didn't mind. 'Let's look under these rocks,' he said.

They lifted flat stones and peeked into crevices. Mink found a

shiny beetle and a tiny snail, but no pebble. 'We've looked

everywhere,' Oliver said. He sat down with a sigh. 'My pebble

is really gone.'
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Mink sat beside him. 'I'm sorry, Oliver,' she said gently. 'I know

how much it meant to you.' Oliver stared at the pool. 'It wasn't

just a pebble,' he said. 'It was all the memories.' Mink nudged

him with her nose. 'But the memories are still in your heart,

right?' Oliver blinked. 'I guess so.' He smiled a little.

'Remembering them makes me feel warm inside.'
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Oliver closed his eyes and thought of the day he learned to

swim. He saw his mother's encouraging smile. He remembered

the first fish he caught, and how proud he felt. He thought of

building the dam with Mink, laughing as the water splashed.

'You're right, Mink,' he said, opening his eyes. 'The memories

are still here. I don't need the pebble to keep them.'
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Mink's bushy tail wagged. 'And now we have a new memory,'

she said. 'The day we found this hidden stream!' Oliver looked

around at the sparkling water and the mossy rocks. 'You're

right,' he said. 'This is a happy memory we'll share forever.' He

felt lighter, as if a heavy stone had rolled away. 'Let's

remember this place always.'
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Oliver took one last look at the hidden pool. 'Thank you for

helping me search,' he said to Mink. 'It made the day special.'

Mink smiled. 'That's what friends are for.' They dove into the

stream and let the current carry them home. They splashed

and raced, their tails leaving ripples. Oliver didn't have his

pebble, but he had something even better: a heart full of

memories and a friend beside him.
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When they reached home, the sun was setting. Oliver looked at

the empty rock where his pebble used to sit. 'I thought I'd be

sad,' he said, 'but I'm not.' Mink tilted her head. 'Why not?'

Oliver smiled. 'Because the pebble was just a thing. The

memories are what matter, and they stay with me forever.' He

touched his chest. 'Right here.'
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Mink nodded. 'And we made new memories today,' she said.

'We found a hidden stream and helped each other.' Oliver

agreed. 'From now on, let's collect memories, not pebbles,' he

said. 'And share them with each other.' They both laughed and

splashed in the stream, happy and content.
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That night, Oliver curled up in his cozy den. He didn't have his

pebble, but he felt rich. He remembered the hidden stream,

the dragonflies, and Mink's cheerful voice. He knew that

memories are the real treasures, and they never get lost. With

a warm heart, he fell asleep, dreaming of tomorrow's

adventures with his best friend.
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