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The Otter's Floating
Stage

Cinar BIBER



On a wide, slow river where the water hummed over smooth
stones, a young otter named Pip lived in a cozy burrow under
the willow roots. Pip wore a faded red bandana and carried a
little wooden mallet in a tool belt. Every morning he patrolled
the bank, patching small dams and dreaming up big ideas.
"One day," Pip said, "I will build something wonderful right
here on the water."



One sunny morning Pip found a small green frog sitting on a
flat rock, studying a rolled paper blueprint. Her name was
Fern, and she wore a tiny blue vest with two pockets. Fern
unrolled the paper and showed a drawing of a stage that could
float on the river. "A floating stage!" said Pip, his dark brown
eyes shining. "I have always wanted to build one. Let's do it
together!"



Pip grabbed his wooden mallet and tapped the willow trunk.
"We will need logs and rope and a big flat deck!" he said,
whiskers twitching. Fern flipped her blueprint open with her
sticky toe pads. "Slow down," she said gently. "A floating stage
must balance on the water. Plan first, build second." They
looked at each other, one bursting with energy, one full of
careful thought.




So they began. Pip dragged long logs to the muddy bank while
Fern measured and sketched ideas in the sand. "The stage
should be a round raft," Pip decided, rolling a log into the
water with a splash. Fern tapped the paper. "Round things
roll," she said. "A rectangle floats more steady." Pip frowned.
His broad flat tail slapped the water. "Round is better," he said.
Fern folded her arms.



The two friends tried Pip's round raft first. They tied the logs
with rope and pushed it out onto the river. But the round raft
tipped and wobbled, and the rope slipped loose. Fern jumped
from the water just in time. Pip's tail drooped low. "Maybe
round is not so steady," he mumbled. Fern did not say, "I told
you so." She simply offered her wide, friendly smile.
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"Let's try your rectangle," Pip said at last. Fern unrolled her
blueprint, and together they laid out four straight logs side by
side. Pip hammered the pegs with his wooden mallet, and Fern
tied the knots tight. They added a low rail and a mossy curtain
at the back. The rectangle raft sat calm on the water like a
sleeping leaf. "It works!" they cheered.
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Word spread along the river. A mallard duck named Mabel
paddled over, her lavender scarf fluttering and her straw hat
with its daisy bobbing. "A floating stage?" she quacked.
"Splendid! I could sing to open the show, and every creature
on the river could have a turn to shine!" She flapped her glossy
emerald wings. "Let's make it a riverwide talent show!"
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Soon animals came paddling from every bend of the river. A
heron wanted to recite poems, and two minnows wanted to
swim in a circle dance. Pip began to worry. "There are too
many acts," he said, tapping his mallet. "We need a list and a
plan," said Fern, pulling a pencil from her vest pocket. "Who
performs first? Who performs last?" The animals all talked at

once.



They argued about the order until the sun grew low. Mabel
wanted to sing first, but the minnows wanted the morning. The
heron said poems were best at sunset. Pip's head spun.
"Forget the list!" he snapped. "Any order is fine!" Fern shook
her head slowly. "If we do not listen to everyone," she said,
"someone will be left out."



That evening the old turtle Shelly climbed onto a log to
practice her dancing. She wore round spectacles and a brand-
new magenta bow tie. Her feet moved slowly, one step at a
time, but her shell swayed in a lovely rhythm. "Again," she
said, and practiced every step until the fireflies came out. Pip
watched her and felt his grumpy mood soften.
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On the day of the show, disaster struck. Too many animals
crowded onto one side of the stage, and the raft tilted with a
creak. A rope snapped, and the mossy curtain slid right into
the water. "Oh no!" cried Mabel, her straw hat nearly tipping.
"“The show cannot happen now!" Fern jumped onto the deck
and waved her sticky pads. "Everyone, please listen. We can fix
this together!"
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Pip took a deep breath. "Fern is right," he said. "I was too
stubborn before. Let's share ideas, quick!" Fern drew a new
plan in the wet sand, and every animal helped. Mabel fetched
dry rope, the heron tied it with his long beak, and the minnows
pushed the railing straight. Shelly held the curtain while Pip
hammered it back with his wooden mallet.
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By evening, the floating stage was steady and beautiful. Mabel
sang first, her voice floating over the water like a warm
breeze. The minnows danced in bright circles, and the heron
recited a poem about the moon. Then Shelly danced her
patient steps, and everyone cheered her bow tie and
spectacles. Every single animal got a turn to shine in the
golden light.
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When the last firefly drifted home, Pip and Fern sat on the
edge of their stage. "I am sorry I did not listen," said Pip,
rubbing his bandana. Fern smiled her wide frog smile. "And I
am sorry I folded my arms," she said. "Your round idea gave us
a good start, and teamwork made it better." They watched the
river carry small ripples of moonlight toward the sea.
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From then on, the floating stage stayed on the river, and every
season brought a new show. Pip learned to ask before he
hammered, and Fern learned to try a wild idea now and then.
Together they made plans, tied knots, and listened to every
friend. "A stage is just logs and rope," said Fern, "until friends
build it together." And Pip nodded.
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So if you ever visit that wide, slow river, look for a red bandana
and a tiny blue vest on a raft of smooth logs. You might hear a
duck sing, or a turtle's slow, lovely dance. And you will know
that the best creative projects grow when friends share ideas,
take turns, and listen. That is how Pip and Fern built a floating
stage, and that is how friendship made it shine.
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