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Jack wore his green shirt and grinned as he packed the fishing rods carefully into a cloth bag. He checked the hooks twice, making sure everything was ready for the day ahead. Molly, in her bright yellow raincoat, skipped beside him toward the sparkling river under the warm sun. The air smelled fresh, and the path was lined with tall grass swaying gently. “It’s the perfect day for a quiet catch,” she said, her eyes shining with excitement as they walked together toward their peaceful spot by the water.

They reached the grassy riverbank where dragonflies danced over the water like tiny glints of gold. Jack set down the tackle box beside a smooth rock, opening it with care. Molly placed the bait neatly inside a shiny tin, arranging each piece so it was easy to grab. The gentle splash of fish in the shallows made them smile with quiet anticipation. Warm sunlight shimmered on the ripples, and the air buzzed softly with summer sounds.

Jack cast his line with a smooth flick, watching the float bob gently on the clear water. He leaned back, feeling the warmth of the sun on his shoulders. Molly hummed a cheerful tune, enjoying the soft breeze brushing her face. “I think we’ll have our first fish soon,” she said, leaning forward to watch the float dance. The moment felt calm, as if the river itself was keeping them company.

Suddenly, a flash of brown fur zipped past the tin of bait. Molly gasped as Ollie the Otter snatched their bait with nimble paws, his cream belly flashing in the sun. “Hey!” Jack shouted, stepping forward quickly. Ollie darted toward the reeds, splashing water as he moved. His playful eyes seemed to sparkle before disappearing behind the tall green stems.

Jack and Molly hurried after Ollie, their boots squishing in the damp soil near the river’s edge. The scent of wet earth rose around them as they pushed through the reeds. The otter glanced back playfully, his whiskers twitching, before slipping out of sight behind a fallen log. Molly laughed despite herself, shaking her head at his clever escape.

They found only empty shells scattered along the muddy bank where Ollie had been moments earlier. Jack sighed, staring at the quiet river as sunlight shimmered on its surface. “We’ll need a new lure,” he said, thinking of their lost bait. Molly scanned the shoreline, her eyes searching for something that might work.

Near the bank, Molly spotted shiny bottle caps glinting in the bright sunlight. She bent down to pick them up, brushing off bits of sand. Jack found a long reed stalk nearby and tested its strength with a gentle bend. “Maybe we can make something work,” he said, already imagining how they might use the pieces together.

Together, they tied the shiny caps to the reed with bits of tough grass. The makeshift lure jingled softly as they moved it in their hands. Molly smiled, feeling hope return
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