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Preface

This book was written for every child who’s ever faced something that seemed too big to overcome. The Brave River Otter is more than a story about floods and an otter—it’s about courage, patience, and learning new skills even when they feel impossible. 

Harry’s journey shows that bravery doesn’t mean never being afraid; it means trying anyway. The river’s twists and turns mirror life’s own surprises, and through each challenge, Harry discovers the power of perseverance. 
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Chapter 1: The Floods
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It was a warm morning in the valley. Harry the river otter padded along the dry riverbed, his paws kicking up little puffs of dust. The sun shone brightly, and the rocks felt warm under his feet. Harry liked days like this because the riverbed felt like a secret road just for him.

He hopped from stone to stone, pretending they were stepping-stools in a giant’s kitchen. Sometimes he imagined he was an explorer finding treasure. Today, the treasure was a shiny pebble he had tucked under his arm. The air smelled dry, and not a drop of water could be seen anywhere.

Far away, beyond the hills, heavy clouds began to gather. They were dark and full, pressing together like a crowd at a fair. Harry couldn’t see them from where he stood. He was too busy studying the shapes in the dust and thinking about lunch.

High in the mountains, the first raindrops splashed against the ground. They tapped faster and faster, until it became a wild drumming. Streams began to form, sliding down the rocky slopes. The water joined together, rushing toward the valley where Harry played.

Back in the riverbed, Harry paused. He thought he heard something, a faint roaring sound. It was low at first, like wind in the trees. He tilted his head, wondering what it could be.

The sound grew louder. It was not the wind. It was not animals. It was the voice of water, and it was calling loudly now. Harry’s fur prickled. He had never heard the river speak like this before.

Before he could decide what to do, the ground beneath him began to change. A cold splash hit his back paw. He looked down and saw a thin sheet of water crawling across the rocks. It came from upstream, moving fast.

Harry stepped backward, but the water was faster. It slid between the stones and wrapped around his feet. The thin sheet thickened into a rushing stream. It wasn’t calm. It bubbled and foamed as if it had been running a long way and was in a hurry.

Then the main wave arrived. It leapt forward like a wild animal, slamming into the dry bed with a roar. Pebbles tumbled, sticks spun, and the air filled with the smell of fresh rain. The riverbed Harry knew was gone, replaced by a swirling path of water.

Harry yelped and turned to run toward the bank. His paws splashed hard against the surface, but the water was rising too quickly. It chased him, splashing against his belly. He had never felt water like this—cold, heavy, and pushy.

The river caught him. One strong surge lifted him off his paws and swept him forward. His stomach dropped as he floated for the first time in his life. It wasn’t like lying in soft grass. It was like being picked up by invisible hands that wouldn’t let go.

Harry kicked wildly, trying to get back to the ground. His paws churned the water, but nothing happened. The river spun him sideways, and his head went under. Cold filled his ears. He coughed and pushed his nose back above the surface, gasping for air.

He tried paddling the way he had seen ducks do, but it didn’t work. His legs moved in all directions without any rhythm. His head bobbed up and down. Every time he got a breath, the next wave slapped it away.

The current was too strong for his clumsy moves. He felt small and helpless. His chest burned from coughing. Still, something inside him refused to give up. He stretched his neck high and kept moving his legs.

The water roared around him. It slapped against his cheeks and tugged at his tail. Spray filled his eyes, making it hard to see. He could tell the river wanted to carry him far, far away.

He thought of the riverbank and the soft sand where he liked to nap. It felt so far away now, almost like a dream. But he couldn’t stop. He wouldn’t stop.

Another wave rolled over his head, turning the world into a blur of bubbles and shadows. His chest tightened. He pushed up hard, breaking the surface again. He spat out water and gulped in air as fast as he could.

The river had no end in sight. It kept rushing forward, pulling Harry along. The more he fought, the more it seemed to pull. But fighting was all he knew to do.

He remembered watching fish swim upstream. They always looked strong and sure of where they were going. Harry wished he had asked them how they did it. Now he was learning the hard way, with the water teaching lessons in the roughest way possible.

His fur felt heavy, weighed down by the flood. His arms and legs ached. Still, the thought of stopping never entered his mind. The river might be strong, but he could be strong too.

A sudden drop in the river made his stomach lurch. The water poured over a small ledge, pulling Harry with it. He tumbled through foamy water, coming up coughing again. His heart pounded like a drum.

He had never been in the deep part of a river before. It felt endless beneath him. His paws paddled without touching anything solid. It was both strange and scary, but he forced himself to keep moving.

The air above was full of mist. It stung his nose and made it harder to breathe. Harry tried to keep his head high, but each wave pushed against his chin. His whiskers dripped with cold water.

Somewhere deep inside, a little voice told him, “Don’t stop moving.” He listened to that voice. Even though his legs felt tired, he kept them going. He kicked, splashed, and reached forward again and again.

The water’s roar grew louder in his ears. It was as if the whole valley had turned into one giant rushing river. There was no dry ground in sight. Only the wide, wild flood.

Harry felt the current spin him again. His head dipped under, and for a moment the river was all he could hear. Then he burst through the surface, coughing and gasping, but still kicking.

He didn’t know how long the flood would last. He didn’t know where it would take him. All he knew was that he had to stay above the water.

The rain from the mountains kept feeding the river, making it faster and higher. The water swirled past rocks and over old tree roots that had never felt so much rushing force before.

Harry thought about home. He thought about the warm burrow and the smell of dry reeds. The memory gave him a spark of courage. He puffed out his chest and kept paddling, no matter how clumsy he felt.

The flood showed no mercy. But Harry, the otter who didn’t know how to swim, was still in the fight.
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Chapter 2: The Whirlpool


[image: ]


A roar exploded in Harry’s ears as the flood pushed him toward a strange circle in the water. It was huge and spinning like a giant bowl being stirred. The closer he got, the faster the water spun. Harry’s paws splashed wildly, but the pull was too strong.

The whirlpool grabbed him. It spun him around once, then again, then faster still. His tail whipped behind him like a flag in a storm. He tried to paddle straight, but the water twisted him sideways.

Round and round he went, his head bobbing up and down. The spinning made his eyes ache, and his stomach felt heavy. He coughed as spray slapped against his face. The sound of rushing water was all around him.

Harry had never felt so dizzy. It was like running in circles without stopping, except he wasn’t running at all—he was stuck in the water’s wild game. Each spin seemed to drag him deeper into the middle.

He kicked hard with his back legs, trying to push out of the circle. But every time he thought he was making progress, the whirlpool tugged him back. It was like invisible hands grabbing his fur and pulling him the wrong way.

His heart pounded faster than the spinning water. He gasped for air whenever his head was high enough. His paws ached from paddling so much. The river seemed to be laughing at his efforts.

“Keep going, keep going,” he told himself, his thoughts
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