


Deep within a hidden mossy glen lies Pebble Brook,
home to a bustling village of hardworking, tiny dwarfs.




Every day, the dwarfs worked tirelessly, harvesting
sweet wild berries and hauling heavy pinecones.




Bram, the strongest of them all, wiped his brow. Even
the smallest twigs felt like giant logs today.




Suddenly, a brilliant blue shimmer danced across the
water, catching the attention of Pip.
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Out from the reeds flew Swift, a magnificent dragonfly
with wings like spun glass.




Swift chirped a cheerful greeting, landing softly on a
smooth green leaf right next to Pip.




“You look tired, little friends!” Swift hummed. “Let me
help you with those heavy loads.”




Bram was skeptical. "How can a delicate insect lift
these heavy things?” he asked.




With a swift loop-de-loop, Swift grabbed a thick blade
of grass and tied it to a heavy acorn.




With a powerful beat of his iridescent wings, Swift
lifted the acorn high into the air!




The dwarfs cheered below, throwing their hats into the
air in pure delight.
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"“Amazing
we can gather enough food for winter in no time

cried Pip. "With your speed and our tools,
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Next, Swift helped transport wild blackberries, carrying
them one by one to the village storehouse.
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Bram constructed a special woven basket so Swift
could carry muttiple berries at once.




With the new basket secured, Swift flew back and forth
like a blue streak of lightning.




By midday, the sun was high and hot. The dwarfs took
a break under the cool shade of a mushroom.
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They shared sweet nectar drops, laughing and telling
stories of past adventures.




But the weather in the valley can change quickly. Dark,
heavy clouds began to roll in.
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“A storm is coming
harvest will be ruined if it gets wet

Bram warned. “Our remaining
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The remaining seeds were scattered across the
riverbank, too far for the dwarfs to reach in time.




“"Hold on to my harness!” Swift buzzed bravely, facing
the strong winds.




Swift flew courageously through the heavy gusts,
carrying Bram across the rushing stream.




Working together in the howling wind, Bram loaded
the seeds into Swift’s big basket.




The first giant raindrops began to fall, splashing
heavily onto the forest floor.
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Swift pushed his wings to the limit, flying the final load
of seeds across the water.




Pip caught the basket safely at the door of the warm,
dry stone storehouse.




They had done it! Every single seed and berry was safe
Inside before the heavy downpour.




Swift rested by the fire, his wings drying safely as he
enjoyed a warm, sweet treat.




“You are a true hero, Swift,” Bram said, placing a tiny
golden crown of flowers on his head.




From that day on, Pebble Brook was not just the village
of dwarfs, but the home of their greatest friend.




Deep within a hidden mossy glen lies Pebble Brook,
home to a bustling village of hardworking, tiny dwarfs.




