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Down by the wide, winding river lived a kind beaver named

Benny. He had warm brown fur, a flat leathery tail, and a cozy

red scarf wrapped around his neck. Every morning, Benny

chewed fallen branches and stacked them neatly by the water.

He loved the soft rush of the river and the friendly birds who

sang in the tall trees. Benny was always ready to help a

neighbor with a smile.
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On the other side of the river lived a tiny field mouse named

Milly. She had soft grey-brown fur, big round eyes, and a little

blue ribbon bow on one ear. Milly's friends—squirrels,

chipmunks, and a chatty blue jay—lived on the far bank. Every

day she waved to them from across the water, but she could

not swim and the river was too wide to cross. Her tiny pink

paws felt helpless.
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Milly stood at the river's edge, her long whiskers twitching

with worry. She watched her friends play tag among the ferns

and wished she could join them. 'If only there were a way

across,' she squeaked softly. Benny the beaver heard her from

his spot by the reeds. He poked his head out of the water, his

round dark eyes full of curiosity. 'What's wrong, little one?' he

asked kindly.
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Milly pointed her tiny paw toward the far bank. 'My friends are

over there,' she said, 'but I'm too small to swim across. The

water is deep and fast.' Benny nodded slowly, his flat tail

slapping the water gently. He looked at the river, then at

Milly's hopeful face. 'Don't worry,' he said. 'I think I can help

you.' Milly's big eyes sparkled with hope for the first time in

days.
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Benny set to work right away. He gnawed branches from a

fallen willow tree and dragged them to the river's edge. His

big front teeth worked busily, and his red scarf bobbed as he

moved. He laid the branches side by side, then wove smaller

twigs between them to make a sturdy little path. The bridge

was just wide enough for a tiny mouse like Milly—a miniature

bridge, built with care.
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High above, a wise owl named Hootie watched from a branch.

He wore a small brown vest with two wooden buttons and his

golden eyes blinked slowly. 'What are you building, Benny?' he

hooted softly. Benny looked up and smiled. 'A bridge for Milly,'

he said. 'She needs a way to visit her friends.' Hootie nodded

wisely. 'A kind idea,' he said. 'I'll spread the word.'
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Milly watched Benny work, her tiny heart full of wonder. She

had never seen anyone build something just for her. She

scurried closer, her blue ribbon bow bouncing. 'Is it really for

me?' she squeaked. Benny chuckled. 'Of course,' he said.

'Everyone should be able to visit their friends.' He placed the

last twig and stepped back. The little bridge stretched neatly

across the water, ready for tiny paws.
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At last, the bridge was finished. Benny waved his paw toward

it. 'Go on, Milly,' he said gently. 'Try it out.' Milly took a deep

breath and stepped onto the branches. They felt firm beneath

her tiny pink paws. She walked across, her whiskers twitching

with excitement. When she reached the other side, she turned

and waved. 'Thank you, Benny!' she called. 'It's perfect!'

8



Milly's friends rushed to greet her. They hugged her and

danced around her, chattering happily. 'How did you get

across?' asked a squirrel. Milly pointed back at Benny. 'The

kind beaver built me a bridge,' she said proudly. Her friends

looked across the river and waved at Benny. He waved back,

his red scarf fluttering in the breeze. Milly's heart felt as light

as a feather.
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Soon, other animals noticed the little bridge. Rosie the rabbit,

who lived on the far bank, hopped over to see what was

happening. She carried a green leaf-shaped satchel across her

body and her long ears stood up straight. 'What a wonderful

bridge!' she exclaimed. 'Now I can visit my cousin on the other

side.' She hopped across and waved at Benny. 'Thank you!'

10



Rosie told her friends about the bridge, and they told their

friends. Hootie the owl flew from tree to tree, spreading the

news. 'A bridge for everyone!' he hooted. Soon, animals from

both riverbanks were crossing to visit each other. Squirrels

chattered with chipmunks. A raccoon met a rabbit. The little

bridge became a happy meeting place, full of new friendships

and cheerful greetings.
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Milly stood on the bridge and watched the animals come and

go. She felt so grateful to Benny. She scurried over to him, her

blue ribbon bow bouncing. 'You didn't just help me,' she said.

'You helped everyone.' Benny smiled warmly. 'I just thought

about what you needed,' he said. 'And it turned out to be what

lots of animals needed too.' Milly hugged his paw tightly.
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Benny looked at the happy crowd on the bridge and felt a

warm glow inside. He realized that thinking about what others

need makes friendship even sweeter. 'I'm glad I built it,' he

said to Milly. 'You showed me that small kindness can bring

everyone together.' Milly nodded. 'And you showed me that

friends come in all sizes,' she squeaked. They both laughed

happily.
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From that day on, the little bridge was always busy. Animals

came from both riverbanks to share stories, snacks, and

laughter. Benny often sat by the bridge, his flat tail resting on

the bank, watching his friends cross. He wore his red scarf

proudly. Milly visited her friends every day, and she always

stopped to say hello to Benny. The bridge was their special

place.
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Hootie the owl perched above the bridge each evening, his

golden eyes watching over the happy scene. Rosie the rabbit

brought fresh clover to share. Everyone agreed that Benny's

kindness had changed the riverbank forever. 'A good friend

thinks of others,' Hootie said wisely. 'And a great friend builds

a bridge.' The animals cheered, and the little bridge glowed in

the sunset.
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As the sun set over the river, Benny and Milly sat together on

the bank. 'Thank you for my bridge,' Milly said softly. 'It's the

best gift ever.' Benny smiled. 'Thank you for showing me what

really matters,' he said. And from then on, the beaver's

surprise—a tiny bridge built with love—remained a place

where friends met, kindness grew, and everyone felt welcome.

The river sang a happy song.
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