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Once upon a river bend, where the water sang a soft, bubbly

song, lived a young otter named Ollie. Ollie had sleek brown

fur, a lighter tan belly, and a bright red neckerchief that

fluttered when he ran. His round dark eyes sparkled with

curiosity, and his long whiskers twitched at every new idea. He

carried a small woven reed satchel at his hip, always ready for

adventure.

1



Ollie loved to invent things from river treasures. He collected

smooth stones, curly twigs, and shiny leaves. One sunny

morning, he found a pile of colorful driftwood—red, yellow,

blue, and green—all washed up on the bank. "I'll build a

rainbow raft!" he squealed, his flat tail slapping the water with

joy. He imagined gliding down the river on his bright, beautiful

boat.
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Ollie worked all day, humming a happy tune. He lined up the

colorful planks and tied them with vines. He added a little

mast made of a reed and a leaf for a sail. The raft looked

splendid—like a rainbow floating on the water. But when Ollie

pushed it into the river and climbed on, it wobbled. Then it

tipped, and splash! Ollie tumbled into the cool water.
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Ollie climbed back onto the bank, dripping and sad. His red

neckerchief drooped, and his whiskers drooped too. "My

beautiful raft is no good," he sighed. "It wobbles and tips. I

can't ride it." He sat on a smooth stone, watching his rainbow

planks bob sadly in the shallows. Just then, he heard a friendly

chomp-chomp-chomp behind him.
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It was Beaver, the sturdy river friend, with thick chestnut fur

and a wide flat tail. Beaver wore a grass tool belt holding

wooden pegs and a twig pencil. "Why the long face, Ollie?"

asked Beaver, his warm amber eyes kind. Ollie pointed to the

wobbly raft. Beaver nodded wisely. "A raft needs strong logs

underneath," he said. "May I help?"
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Ollie's eyes lit up. "Yes, please!" Beaver pulled out his twig

pencil and drew a plan on a flat stone. "We'll add two thick

logs under the colorful planks," he explained. "That will make

it sturdy and steady." Beaver used his strong front paws to roll

two big logs to the water's edge. Ollie helped tie them with

vines, and already the raft felt more solid.
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While they worked, Duck paddled over. She was small and

round, with soft white and pale grey feathers, bright blue eyes,

and a perky tuft on her head. A sky-blue ribbon was tied

around her neck. "What a colorful raft!" she quacked

cheerfully. "But you need to balance it just right. May I show

you where to stand?" Ollie nodded, happy for more help.

7



Duck waddled onto the raft and wiggled her orange webbed

feet. "Stand here, in the middle," she said, "and spread your

paws wide. Keep your tail low for balance." Ollie practiced,

wobbling less each time. "You're doing great!" Duck cheered,

flapping her wings. "Teamwork makes it better!" Ollie began to

feel a flutter of hope. Maybe his rainbow raft could still sail.
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Just then, Frog hopped out of the reeds. He was tiny and

bright green, with a pale yellow throat and big golden eyes. A

little brown twine bracelet was wrapped around one ankle. "I

saw your raft tip over," said Frog, his voice quick and bright.

"The ropes need to be tighter. I'm good at knots! May I check

them?" Ollie grinned. "Yes, please!"

9



Frog sprang onto the raft and inspected every vine. "This one

is loose," he said, pulling it tight. "And this one needs a double

knot." His long springy legs helped him reach all the corners.

"There!" said Frog at last. "Every knot is snug and safe." Ollie

tested the ropes with his paw. They held firm. The raft felt

much more trustworthy now.

10



Ollie took a deep breath and climbed aboard. Beaver's strong

logs kept it steady, Duck showed him where to stand, and

Frog's tight knots held everything together. With a push, the

rainbow raft slid onto the river. It didn't wobble. It didn't tip. It

floated smoothly, like a colorful leaf on the water. "I'm doing

it!" Ollie cried, his red neckerchief flapping in the breeze.
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The river friends cheered from the bank. "Hooray for Ollie!"

quacked Duck. "Hooray for teamwork!" chomped Beaver. Frog

did a happy flip. Ollie glided past them, his round eyes shining.

"Thank you, friends!" he called. "You made my invention

better!" He steered the raft in a gentle circle and came back to

shore, splashing happily.
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From that day on, Ollie never built alone. He learned that

sharing ideas makes everything stronger. Beaver, Duck, and

Frog became his best river friends. They built more rafts

together—sometimes with sails, sometimes with flags, always

with teamwork. And whenever Ollie felt stuck, he remembered

to ask for help, because friends make every adventure better.
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One warm evening, they all floated together on the rainbow

raft. Beaver sat at the back, Duck stood in the middle, Frog

perched on the front, and Ollie steered with a long reed pole.

The river sparkled like a ribbon of light. "This is the best raft

ever!" said Ollie. "Because we built it together," said Frog. And

they all agreed.
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So if you ever visit that river bend, listen for the splashy

laughter of four friends on a colorful raft. You might see Ollie

in his red neckerchief, Beaver with his tool belt, Duck with her

blue ribbon, and Frog with his twine bracelet. They'll be

gliding along, happy as can be, showing that teamwork turns a

wobbly idea into a wonderful adventure.
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And Ollie kept his first wobbly plank as a reminder. It hung on

a branch by his den, a little crooked but full of memories.

"Every good invention starts with a wobble," he would tell

anyone who asked. Then he'd pat his reed satchel, whistle for

his friends, and head to the river for another splashy, rainbow-

colored day.
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