
        
            
                
            
        

    
     IMPRESSUM 

 Beppo the Beaver Builds a Bubble Bridge 

  Author: Kelly Johnson 


  © 2025 Kelly Johnson. 

  All rights reserved. 


  Author: Kelly Johnson 

  Contact: 903 W Woodland Ave, Kokomo, IN 46902 

  Email: kellyjohnson3dart@gmail.com 


 Disclaimer 

 
This eBook is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author.




    

     Table of Contents 

    
 Chapter 1 — The River That Stopped the Fun  

 Chapter 2 — The Big, Bubbly Idea   

 Chapter 3 — Experiments and Popping Disasters  

 Chapter 4 — The Sparkle Bloom Discovery  

 Chapter 5 — The First Floating Bubble Step  

 Chapter 6 — A Bridge of Bubbles

 Chapter 7 — Trouble in the Wind 

Chapter 8 — The Midnight Bubble Glow  

Chapter 9 — The First Forest Festival 

 Chapter 10 — Beppo’s Big Surprise 

    

Beppo the Beaver Builds a Bubble Bridge 

 

By: Kelly Johnson 




Chapter 1 — The River That Stopped the Fun 

Beppo the Beaver was known throughout the forest as the friendliest builder anyone had ever met. His round cheeks were always lifted in a warm, welcoming smile, and his big flat tail thumped happily whenever one of his friends called his name. Most mornings, he woke to the soft rustle of leaves overhead, the gentle creak of swaying branches, and the sweet, earthy scent of pine drifting lazily through the cool air. He’d peek out from the round doorway of his cozy lodge—built carefully from sturdy sticks, cushioned with soft moss, and lined with warm, fragrant straw—stretching his paws toward the sky and letting out a long, satisfied yawn. His ears twitched eagerly as he listened, hoping to hear the playful chatter of his friends gathering for another day of forest fun. 

Beppo loved mornings. There was a kind of quiet magic in them—the mist rising gently off the Ripple River, curling around moss-covered rocks like drifting silver ribbons, the dew sparkling like tiny diamonds on leaves, petals, and blades of grass, and the first golden rays of sunlight sliding between the trees like lazy beams on a forest dance floor. Sometimes, a curious bird would land delicately on the edge of his lodge roof, chirping a cheery hello, and Beppo would tip his head, blink, and grin. He liked to think that every rustle, chirp, and ripple was the forest’s way of saying good morning, a gentle reminder that he was never alone in his little corner of the world. 

The forest was alive in a thousand tiny ways. A butterfly flitted across a patch of wildflowers, brushing its delicate wings against petals of bluebells and daisies. A family of rabbits hopped through the ferns, noses twitching in perfect rhythm, and somewhere nearby, a chipmunk tumbled clumsily down a hill, squeaking in delight as it landed in a pile of leaves. Even the trees seemed to participate in the morning chorus—their branches swaying, leaves whispering secrets to the breeze, and bark creaking softly as if stretching along with Beppo himself. 

On the west side of Ripple River lived the squirrels, a lively, mischievous bunch who seemed to have boundless energy. They loved nothing more than scampering across branches, leaping from treetop to treetop, and tumbling head over paws into giant piles of crunchy autumn leaves. Their laughter—high-pitched, exuberant, and contagious—floated across the forest like a stream of tiny, chiming bells. Sometimes, Beppo would watch them from his lodge window, tail thumping gently in amusement, as one daring squirrel attempted the impossible: leaping from the tallest pine to a bush below. More often than not, the landing was messy—a tangle of limbs, leaves, and squeaks—but the squirrel would pop up, shake off the leaves, and try again with undiminished enthusiasm. 

Beppo chuckled quietly to himself, imagining the squirrels’ little eyes sparkling with determination. Sometimes he wished he could join them in their acrobatic antics—but he knew he was better suited to building than climbing. His paws were perfect for constructing cozy lodges, bridges, and clever inventions, but not so much for swinging from tree to tree. Still, he admired the squirrels’ bravery and their boundless joy, and he loved watching them brighten the forest with their laughter. 

Some mornings, Beppo would even leave his lodge to greet them, tail thumping in greeting as he wandered along the forest floor. He’d pick up a stray acorn or a shiny pebble, leaving it on the branch as a friendly gift, and the squirrels would squeak in delight before scampering off with their treasure. Other times, he would hum softly as he worked on a new project, the rhythmic slap of his tail and the gentle scrape of his paws against sticks creating a melody that blended with the forest’s morning chorus. 

Even on the busiest mornings, Beppo never rushed. He liked to pause, listen, and breathe in the smells and sounds of the forest—the faint tang of pine resin, the earthy scent of damp soil, the soft babble of the Ripple River as it wound through the trees. Every moment, he thought, was a chance to notice something new, to smile at a friend’s antics, or to imagine a new creation waiting to be built. 

For Beppo, mornings weren’t just the start of the day—they were the heart of the forest, filled with life, laughter, and endless possibilities. And as he watched the squirrels tumble and leap, tail thumping happily, round cheeks lifted in a smile, he knew that no matter what challenges the day might bring, he would face them with friends, laughter, and a little bit of beaver magic. 

On the east side lived the ducks, graceful and silly all at once. They spent hours diving for pebbles, floating in synchronized patterns, and inventing the silliest splash contests imaginable. Beppo had once counted seven different ways they could flap, dive, and twirl, all while making the loudest, funniest quacking sounds. Their joyful splashes often echoed across the river, and more than once Beppo had found himself laughing so hard he nearly slipped on the wet riverbank. 

Raccoons wandered wherever snacks could be found, darting in and out of trees, underbrush, and burrows with nimble, clever paws. They were never predictable—sometimes heading north, sometimes south, east, or west, but always with a twinkle of mischief in their eyes. And then there was Fable, the shy little fox, who often followed quietly behind the raccoons, her bright, curious eyes peeking from beneath a fluffy tail. She was cautious, careful, and observant—but always smiling just a little whenever Beppo waved at her or offered a kind word. 

Beppo loved them all. Every single one. And they loved him right back, in a way that made his heart feel full and warm, like sunshine filtering through a canopy of leaves. He had a way of making each friend feel seen, no matter how small or shy. If a squirrel got tangled in a mess of vines while trying to collect acorns, Beppo would gently nudge the branches aside, carefully freeing it without a single scratch. If a duck struggled to hop from lily pad to lily pad without tipping into the water, Beppo would demonstrate clever new ways to balance, flapping his paws and wiggling his tail until the duck quacked with delight. And Fable—well, she could always count on Beppo to make her laugh. Sometimes it was a silly story about a “superhero beaver who built bridges in his pajamas,” sometimes a playful dance he’d invent on a log, and sometimes just a patient, encouraging smile that said, I believe in you. 

But there was one problem. 

Ripple River. 

The wide, rushing river snaked through the middle of the forest like a glittering blue ribbon, curling around rocks, splitting into little streams, and sparkling in the sunlight so brilliantly it could make anyone pause, close their eyes, and just marvel at nature’s brilliance. Tiny fish flickered beneath the ripples, their scales flashing like living jewels. Dragonflies skimmed along the surface, leaving ripples and trails of light in their wake. Water lilies floated lazily, petals tipped with dew that glinted like diamonds. The river was breathtakingly beautiful—almost magical. 

And yet, beauty didn’t change the facts. Ripple River was big. Its waters ran fast and strong, pulling everything downstream with a gurgling roar that made even the bravest animals pause. Fallen branches swirled in mini-whirlpools, jagged rocks jutted at unexpected angles, and hidden currents tugged at anything that dared to float or stumble. The river had a mind of its own. And, as many creatures had discovered the hard way, it was very, very splashy. One misstep could send a raccoon flailing, a duck quacking in alarm, or a squirrel tumbling backward into a frothy swirl of white water. Even a tiny mouse attempting to cross on a stick might find itself whisked away in a panic. 

Beppo often sat on the edge of his lodge, tail thumping thoughtfully against the soft moss beneath him, eyes following the sparkling water as it twisted and turned. From his perch, he could see his friends gathering on either bank, tails twitching and ears flicking as they hesitated, longing to meet each other but unsure how to cross. The squirrels on the west side peeked nervously over the edge, imagining the fun they could have if only they could scamper across to play. On the east side, the ducks paddled in little circles, feathers slick with anticipation, quacking softly as if asking the universe to find a way for them to join in. Raccoons sniffed the air, eager to share their latest discoveries of berries, nuts, and strange shiny pebbles, while Fable, shy but curious, hovered near the riverbank, her bright eyes scanning the rushing waters, longing to explore beyond the familiar side of the forest. 

Beppo sighed softly, his round cheeks puffing as he considered the problem. He loved the river—it was part of the forest’s heartbeat—but he also loved his friends, and he hated seeing them separated. Every time a raccoon tried to jump and landed in the water with a surprised splash, or a squirrel skidded back to safety with a squeaky squeal, Beppo’s heart ached a little. There had to be a way, he thought, a clever, creative, magical way, to connect the two sides. 

And as he watched the sunlight glinting off the water and the trees swaying in the morning breeze, a spark of an idea flickered in his mind. What if… what if the river didn’t have to keep them apart? What if there was a bridge—strong, silly, and maybe even a little magical—that could let everyone meet, play, and share adventures together? 

Beppo’s tail thumped once, then twice, the rhythm of a plan forming in his mind. He could feel the pulse of possibility in the air, the same pulse that made leaves rustle, dragonflies buzz, and the river sparkle like liquid gemstones. And in that moment, he knew: the forest, his friends, and even Ripple River itself were about to change forever. 
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