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The morning sun spilled gold over the river’s edge, turning the ripples into strands of light. Mia, in her yellow raincoat, waved to Jake in blue overalls. Lily’s purple hoodie fluttered in the soft breeze, and Ben tipped his green cap with a grin.

“Let’s build a raft,” Mia said, her voice ringing like a bright bell in the quiet air. The friends stood together, feeling the day open wide before them, the river winding away like a long, shining path waiting to be explored.

They gathered by the willow trees, where long leaves swayed like whispering hands. The branches bent low, touching the ground in gentle arcs. Jake set down a bundle of strong ropes, each coil neat and ready. Lily brought wooden planks, their surfaces smooth and pale.

Ben pointed toward the water, where the current curled like a silver ribbon across the river. The sound of flowing water mixed with the rustle of the willow leaves, making the air feel alive and full of promise.

Mia knelt by the boards, fitting them together like puzzle pieces that clicked into place. Jake tied knots that held like a firm embrace, each loop strong and sure. Lily hummed a tune, her voice soft, making the air feel warm around them.

Ben laughed when a frog leapt nearby, its splash sending tiny rings across the water. The friends worked close together, their movements steady and patient, shaping something that was slowly becoming more than just planks and rope.

The raft began to take shape, sturdy and wide beneath their hands. The boards lay straight, and the ropes hugged them tight. The friends worked side by side, their hands moving like dancers in quiet rhythm.

“It’s almost ready,” Jake said, tightening the last rope with care. The river glimmered nearby, waiting for them to set their new creation upon its surface.

Under drifting clouds, they pushed the raft to the shore. The water lapped gently at the edges, as if greeting the raft. The river’s surface shimmered, catching the light in tiny sparks.

“It looks like glass,” Lily said, her eyes wide with wonder. Ben bent down and splashed his fingers in the water, smiling at its cool touch. The air smelled fresh, and the moment felt like the start of something grand.

Mia stepped onto the raft first, steady as a tree trunk rooted deep.

She tested the boards beneath her boots, feeling them hold firm.

Jake followed, holding a long pole for guiding their path.
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Lily climbed aboard, her purple hoodie swaying, and Ben joined them, his heart beating like a soft drum. The raft rocked gently, and the friends shared a look that carried both excitement and trust.
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The raft drifted forward, rocking gently under their weight. Water murmured around the edges, carrying them downstream. The friends breathed in the scent of wet earth and green leaves.

“We’re really sailing,” Lily said, her eyes shining like polished stones. The river’s song
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