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The Beaver's Blueprints

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Down by the wide, winding river, where the water sang a soft
song all day long, lived a cheerful beaver named Bram. He
wore a little yellow hard hat and a red tool belt, with a sharp
pencil tucked inside. Every morning, Bram stood on the muddy
bank and watched the river sparkle. He loved to draw plans for
bridges, dams, and all sorts of wonderful things.
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One sunny morning, Bram sat on a smooth flat rock and
sketched with his pencil. He dreamed of building a floating
playground right on the water, a place where every animal
could slide and splash and laugh. His amber eyes grew bright
as he drew little stairs, a jumping board, and a bouncy log
bridge. 'What a grand idea,' Bram said to himself, tapping his
two big front teeth.




Just then, a small muskrat named Millie paddled up. She wore
blue overalls and a green measuring tape looped around her
thin neck. 'Hello, Bram! What are you drawing?' she asked,
her dark round eyes full of curiosity. Bram showed her the
blueprints for the floating playground. Millie wiggled her
pointed snout and said, 'Let's build it together! I can gather
logs and check every measurement.'
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Bram nodded happily. 'Teamwork makes big ideas work!"' he
said. He unrolled his blueprints on the flat rock, and Millie
traced the lines with one tiny paw. They planned a raft made of
sturdy logs, tied tight with strong vines. Bram drew arrows.
Millie measured with her tape. 'We must plan well,' said Bram,
'so we don't have problems later.' Millie nodded, her whiskers

twitching with excitement.
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All afternoon, the two friends worked along the riverbank.
Millie scurried into the woods and dragged back long, straight
logs, one by one. Bram stacked them neatly, just like the
picture in his blueprints. Together, they wrapped the logs with
vines and pulled every knot tight. "Two logs here, three there,’
Millie said, checking the tape. The pile of logs grew taller, and
the sun began to set.




The next morning, other river animals came to watch. A duck
named Dottie paddled close, and a turtle named Tuck peeked
from the reeds. 'What are you making?' asked Dottie. 'A
floating playground!" said Bram proudly. 'It will have a jumping
board and a bouncy bridge.' The animals clapped their paws
and flippers. Everyone wanted to help, so they carried twigs
and gathered soft moss for the top.
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At last, the raft was ready. Bram put on his hard hat and tied
one last vine with a tug. 'Ready to test our plan?' he asked.
Millie checked the measurements one more time. 'Ready!' she
said. They pushed the raft toward the river, and all the animals
held their breath. The raft slid onto the water with a soft
splish. Then, with a loud glug, it dipped down.
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The water swirled over the logs. The playing bridge wobbled,
and the jumping board tipped. With a splash, the raft sank
below the surface, and bubbles floated up. 'Oh no!' cried
Dottie the duck. 'It sank!' Millie stared at the water, her ears
drooping. Bram's bright eyes grew wide. For a moment,
nobody spoke. The river lapped gently at the bank, as if it were
sorry too.




Bram took a deep breath. 'Don't worry,' he said gently. 'We can
plan again. Every problem is a clue to a better idea.' He pulled
his pencil from the red belt and spread the blueprints on the
rock. Millie hopped up beside him. 'Our logs were too heavy,
and the vines were too loose,' she said, tapping her measuring
tape. 'I have an idea! We need a stronger base.'
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Millie drew a new shape with her paw. 'If we cross the logs like
a grid, they will hold each other up,' she said. 'And we can add
empty barrels for floating,' added Bram, sketching them
quickly. 'Then the raft won't sink!' The animals gathered
around to listen. Dottie fetched more vines, and Tuck found
four small barrels. Everyone wanted to help with the new plan.
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Bram and Millie worked side by side all day. Millie measured
each barrel carefully with her green tape. Bram tied the logs
in a crisscross pattern, tight and strong. 'One, two, three
knots!' he counted. The other animals passed sticks and vines,
and Dottie carried moss in her bill. Slowly, the new raft took
shape, wider and sturdier than before. 'This design will hold,’
said Millie with a grin.




At sunset, they pushed the new raft to the water. It floated!
The barrels bobbed, and the log grid stayed firm. 'It works!"
shouted Bram, hopping onto the deck. Millie jumped up beside
him, and the raft wobbled just a little. Then Dottie splashed
aboard, and Tuck crawled up slowly. One by one, all the river
animals climbed on, and the raft held them all happily.
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The floating playground was ready. Bram slid down the mossy
slide with a whoop, and Dottie splashed in the little pool. Tuck
sat on the bouncy log bridge and smiled a slow turtle smile.
"You did it!' cheered Millie, her thin tail wagging. Bram looked
at the happy animals and grinned. ‘We did it together,' he said,
raising his pencil high. 'Good planning made our big idea
work.'
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That evening, the animals rested on the raft as the sky turned
pink and gold. Bram opened his blueprints and drew a little
star beside the finished design. ‘What shall we build next?’
asked Millie, curling her thin tail around her paws. 'Maybe a
floating garden,' said Bram. 'Or a little lighthouse,' said Dottie.
Everyone laughed, and the river carried their voices softly
downstream.
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From that day on, the floating playground floated on the river
like a happy secret. Whenever an animal had a big idea, Bram
and Millie would take out their blueprints and their measuring
tape. 'Plan first,' they would say, 'and teamwork will do the
rest.' The ducks splashed, the turtles sunned, and the beavers
drew, and everyone agreed that the river had never been so
much fun.




And if you ever paddle down that wide, winding river, look for
a sturdy raft with a bouncy bridge and a mossy slide. You will
find Bram and Millie there, with pencils and tape, planning
something new. They will tell you their secret: a good plan, a
strong knot, and a friend beside you can turn a sinking idea
into a floating playground for everyone.
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