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Otter lived by the wide, slow river. He loved to build things
with his small, dexterous paws. His glossy brown fur shone as
he worked in his tan apron. One sunny morning, he watched
his friend Turtle swim slowly across the pond. "I wish we could
go on the river together," said Turtle with a sigh. Otter's bright
amber eyes twinkled. "Then I will build you a boat!"
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Otter hurried to his workshop under the willow tree. He pulled
out his tool pouch and a stack of red wooden planks. "A red
boat," he said, "just right for a turtle." He measured and sawed
and hammered. Turtle watched, his calm dark eyes following
every move. "Take your time," said Turtle, adjusting his blue
scarf. "Good boats are not built in a hurry." Otter smiled and
kept working.



At last the first boat was ready. It was small and round, just big
enough for one. "I made it for you," said Otter proudly. Turtle
climbed in carefully, his shell fitting snugly. But when Otter
gave the boat a push, it wobbled. Splash! The boat tipped over,
and Turtle tumbled into the water. "Oh dear," said Turtle,
dripping and kind. "Maybe it was too small."
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Otter pulled the little boat out and looked at it thoughtfully.
"You are right," he said. "A boat for two needs more room." He
went back to his workshop and chose longer red planks. He
worked all afternoon, humming a tune. Turtle brought snacks
from his woven satchel, and they shared a picnic by the water.
"Tomorrow we will try again," said Otter. Turtle nodded. "I will

be ready."



The next day, Otter showed Turtle a longer boat. It had a flat
bottom and high sides. "This one will float," he said. Turtle
stepped in and sat down. The boat stayed up! But when Otter
climbed in too, it sank low. Water sloshed over the sides. "Too
heavy," said Turtle gently. "We need something wider." Otter
did not give up. "I will think of something."
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Otter sat on the riverbank and thought. He watched leaves
float on the water. He watched ducks paddle by. "What makes
a boat stay up?" he wondered. Turtle sat beside him, calm and
steady. "Maybe it needs more space underneath," said Turtle.
Otter's eyes lit up. "You are a good thinker!" he said. "Let's try
a wider bottom."



Back to the workshop went Otter. He chose the widest red
planks and hammered a broad, flat bottom. He added low sides
and a little seat. Turtle watched and gave helpful hints. "A bit
more room for your tail," he said. Otter nodded and made a
space. At last the boat was ready. "This time," said Otter, "we
will both fit."




They carried the wide boat to the water. It looked big and
sturdy. Turtle climbed in first and settled his shell. Then Otter
stepped in carefully. The boat wobbled, then tipped! Over they
went, into the river again. "Oh no!" cried Otter. "It is too tippy."
Turtle laughed kindly. "Maybe we need something under the
boat to keep it steady."



Otter scratched his head. "Under the boat?" He thought about
the logs floating in the river. They never tipped over. "I have an
idea!" he said. He found two long, smooth logs. "We can put
these under the boat to help it float steady." Turtle smiled.
"“That might work," he said. "Let's try it."
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Together they carried the logs to the water. Otter tied them
under the wide red boat with strong rope. "Ready?" asked
Otter. Turtle nodded and climbed in. The boat stayed flat.
Otter climbed in too. The boat bobbed a little, but it did not tip.
"It floats!" said Otter. "But is it comfortable?" Turtle shifted his
shell. "A little wobbly," he said. "But close!"
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Otter looked at the boat and at his friend. "We need it to be
just right," he said. He thought about how Turtle liked to sit.
“"Maybe the seat should be lower," he said. "And we need a
place to rest our feet." Turtle nodded. "That sounds nice." So

Otter went back to the workshop one more time, with a clear
plan in his head.




This time Otter worked slowly and carefully. He made the red
boat wide and steady, with a low seat and a flat floor. He added
a little rail to hold on to. He tied the logs underneath. "There,"
he said at last. "This boat is made for two friends." Turtle came
to see it. His eyes widened. "It looks perfect," he said.
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They carried the boat to the river. Turtle climbed in and sat on
the low seat. Otter climbed in beside him, tail curled
comfortably. The boat floated! It did not tip. It did not sink. It
rocked gently like a cradle. "We did it!" cheered Otter. Turtle
smiled his calm smile. "You kept thinking," he said. "That is
what friends do."




Otter picked up the little paddle he had carved. He pushed the
red boat away from the bank. Turtle sat beside him, blue scarf
fluttering in the breeze. The river sparkled. "This is lovely,"
said Turtle. "Thank you for not giving up." Otter grinned. "I
could not have done it without your help," he said. "We make a
good team."




They sailed past tall reeds and sleepy lily pads. Turtle shared
snacks from his woven satchel. Otter told funny stories. The
red boat floated smoothly, carrying them both. "Look at us,"
said Otter. "Two friends in a red boat." Turtle nodded.

"Friendship makes the best boats," he said. And they sailed on,
happy and together.
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As the sun began to set, they turned the red boat back toward
home. "Will you build more boats?" asked Turtle. Otter looked
at his friend and smiled. "Maybe," he said. "But this one is
special." They tied the boat to the willow tree and said
goodnight. "Same time tomorrow?" asked Otter. "Same time,"
said Turtle. And the red boat waited for their next adventure.
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