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In a green forest, a young moose lived among tall trees. His

name was Moose, and he had long, slender legs and warm

brown fur. His big, friendly dark eyes saw every butterfly and

bird. Each morning, he trotted along the stream, his small

antler nubs bumping the low branches. He loved the forest and

all its sounds.
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One sunny day, Moose heard a splash and a chatter near the

stream. He peeked through the ferns and saw a beaver with

glossy reddish-brown fur. The beaver's flat paddle tail slapped

the water, and his big front teeth gnawed a branch. "Hello!"

said Moose. "I'm Beaver," said the beaver, busy as ever. "I'm

building a path across the stream!"
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Moose looked at the stream. It was wide and sparkly, with

rocks and fallen logs. But the old crossing was broken—

branches were scattered, and the path was gone. "Oh no!" said

Beaver. "How will anyone cross now?" Moose felt sorry for his

new friend. "We can fix it," he said, though he wasn't sure how.
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Beaver scurried to the broken path and tapped a branch with

his paw. "We need strong logs," he said. "And we need to

weave them together. But these are too heavy for me to move."

Moose looked at the logs. They were big and tangled. He took

a deep breath. "Maybe I can help," he said. "My legs are long

and strong."
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Moose wrapped his long legs around a log and tried to lift it.

The log wobbled and rolled. Moose stumbled and splashed into

the stream. "Oops!" he said, shaking water from his ears.

Beaver laughed kindly. "It's okay! Let's try together. You push,

and I'll guide." Moose nodded, feeling a little clumsy but eager

to try again.
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Beaver showed Moose where to place the log. "Put it here,

across the two rocks," he said. Moose pushed with all his

might. The log slid into place with a soft thud. "Great!"

cheered Beaver. "Now we need more logs." Moose felt proud.

His long legs were useful after all. They worked side by side,

the stream gurgling beside them.
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Beaver used his big front teeth to gnaw small branches. His

busy little paws wove them between the logs. "This will make

it safe," he said. Moose carried more logs, his strong body

steady on the muddy bank. "You're good at building," said

Moose. "And you're good at carrying," said Beaver. They

smiled at each other. The crossing was starting to take shape.

7



A squirrel scampered by and stopped to watch. "What are you

doing?" she asked. "We're fixing the crossing," said Moose. "So

everyone can cross safely." The squirrel clapped her tiny paws.

"That's wonderful! I'll tell the others." She dashed off, her tail

flicking. Moose and Beaver kept working, feeling happy and

important.
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More animals came to help. A rabbit brought soft grass to fill

the gaps. A raccoon found a sturdy stick. A bird flew overhead

and sang encouragement. Moose and Beaver directed the

team. "Place that log here!" said Beaver. "Push it gently," said

Moose. Everyone worked together, and the crossing grew

stronger and safer.
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The sun began to set, painting the sky pink and gold. Moose's

long legs were tired, and Beaver's paws were sore. But they

looked at the crossing and smiled. It was almost done. "Just a

few more branches," said Beaver. Moose nodded and lifted one

last log. With a final push, it fit perfectly. "We did it!" they

shouted together.
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The next morning, all the forest animals gathered by the

stream. The crossing was ready—strong logs woven with

branches, steady and safe. "Let's test it!" said Beaver. He

scurried across, his flat tail bouncing. Then Moose stepped on,

his long legs careful. The crossing held firm. "Hooray!"

cheered the animals. Moose and Beaver beamed with pride.

11



The squirrel crossed first, then the rabbit, then the raccoon.

Everyone laughed and cheered. "You two make a great team!"

said the bird. Moose looked at Beaver. "We do," he said. "Your

building and my carrying—together we fixed it." Beaver

nodded. "Different talents make great solutions," he said. And

they both knew it was true.
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From that day on, Moose and Beaver were best friends. They

met by the stream every morning. Sometimes they fixed other

things, like a wobbly bridge or a leaky dam. And whenever

anyone needed help, they said, "Let's work together!" The

forest was a happier place because of their friendship and

teamwork.
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Moose learned that his long legs and strong body were special.

Beaver learned that his building skills were special too. But

the best part was helping others. "I'm glad we met," said

Moose. "Me too," said Beaver, slapping his tail happily. They

watched the sun set over the stream, feeling warm and

content.
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The forest animals often talked about the little moose and the

busy beaver. They told the story of how two very different

friends fixed the crossing. "Different talents create great

solutions," they said. And Moose and Beaver would smile and

say, "And friendship makes it fun!" The stream flowed on,

sparkling and bright.
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So if you ever visit the forest, look for the crossing. You might

see a tall moose and a small beaver working side by side. They

will tell you their secret: when we share our talents and help

each other, we can do anything. And that is a secret worth

sharing with everyone.
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