


Freddie Frog perched on a smooth stone while other 
frogs splashed and croaked in the Great Swamp 
pond.  He traced blueprints  in  the mud with his 
webbed toe, dreaming of towers and bridges. 'Why 
sketch dirt pictures when you could be swimming?' 
teased a passing newt. Freddie only smiled. He had 
noticed the water rising near Mossy Hollow, and he 
wondered if engineering could save his neighbors 
before the next storm arrived.
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That  afternoon,  Freddie  met  Bramble,  a  clever 
beetle tinkering with twigs near the reeds. 'You're 
building wrong,'  Freddie said gently,  pointing at 
the  wobbly  stack.  'Civil  engineers  use  triangles 
for strength.' Bramble's eyes lit up. Together they 
sketched a levee design, weaving reeds and packing 
mud  into  sturdy  walls.  'If  this  holds,'  Bramble 
said,  'Mossy  Hollow stays  dry.'  Freddie  nodded, 
determined, already imagining how pulleys might 
lift the heavier logs they would need tomorrow.
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Thunder rumbled, and rain battered the swamp. 
The  levee  groaned,  then  a  log  shifted  loose, 
threatening  to  break  the  wall.  'We  need  more 
force!'  Bramble  shouted  over  the  wind.  Freddie 
remembered  pulley  systems  and  quickly  rigged 
vines around a sturdy branch, creating leverage to 
hoist the log back into place. 'Pull now!' he cried. 
Together they heaved, muscles straining, until the 
log locked tight. The levee held, water rushing safely 
past Mossy Hollow instead of through it.
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By  morning,  the  storm  had  passed,  and  Mossy 
Hollow stood dry and safe. Bramble inspected the 
sturdy levee, amazed by its clever design. 'You really 
are an engineer,'  Bramble said proudly.  Freddie 
blushed, webbed hands fidgeting with his pencil. He 
realized that even small sketches in the mud could 
grow into ideas that protected an entire swamp. 
From that day on, Freddie Frog kept dreaming, kept 
building, and kept helping the Great Swamp thrive.
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