


This book is for all the otters that can’t stop fidgeting,
and all the herons that feel a bit left out. W.M.

To my love Stein, for being my rock and for pushing me. M.G.

OXFORD

UMIVERSITY PRESS

Great Clarendon Street, Oxford OX2 6DP

Oxford University Press is a department of the University of Oxford.

It furthers the University's objective of excellence in research, scholarship,
and education by publishing worldwide. Oxford is a registered trade mark of
Oxford University Press in the UK and in certain other countries

Text copyright © Wendy Meddour 2025
lustrations copyright @ Merle Goll 2025

The moral rights of the author have been asserted
Database right Oxford University Press (maker)
First published in 2025

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system,
transmitted, used for text and data mining, or used for training artificial intelligence, in any
form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of Oxford University Press, or as
expressly permitted by law, by licence or under terms agreed with the appropriate reprographics
rights organization. Enquiries concerning reproduction outside the scope of the above should be
sent to the Rights Department, Oxford University Press, at the address above.

You must not circulate this book in any other binding or cover
and you must impose this same condition on any acquirer

British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data
Data available
ISBN: 978-1-38-205767-7
13579108642

The manufacturing process conforms to the
environmental regulations of the country of origin.

Printed in China

The manufacturer's authorised representative in the EU for product safety is
Oxford University Press Espafia S.A. of el Parque Empresarial San Fernando
de Henares, Avenida de Castilla, 2 - 28830 Madrid

(www.oup.es/en). |







It was a peaceful morning on the riverbank and
the otters were doing their daily stretches.

‘Reach for the sky, beamed Elsie.



“This is always so much fun,’
said Clive.




‘Now, let’s lie down and pretend to be

{

big, heavy logs,’ said Elsie.
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Cllve dlsappeared mto the grass.
“Well done, Clive. Your turn, Harry.
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‘I can’t, sighed Harry. ‘It’s €VET SO
hard not to move. Can I do some
dancing instead? Maybe a tiny twirl?’




‘Not now, Harry. It’s log-time. Please try again, sighed Elsie.

Harry was just about to try being a log again when
he noticed something big and grey among the reeds.
‘Oh! What’s that? he asked, standing up as tall as he could.




‘Just a heron,’ said Elsie. ‘Do lie back down.’
Harry waved. ‘Hello, Heron.’

[




‘SHHHHHHH.,’ hissed Clive. ‘And stop moving!
Herons don’t like to be disturbed. You should
know that it makes them cross.’

Elsie and Clive closed their eyes and practised being logs again
but Harry couldn’t stop fidgeting and looking at the heron.



	page-002 (48)
	page-004 (22)
	page-005 (13)
	page-006 (8)
	page-007 (10)
	page-008 (11)
	page-009 (14)
	page-010 (14)
	page-011 (12)
	page-012 (10)

