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Max lived in a small house with a big, dusty attic. One rainy
afternoon, he climbed the creaky stairs to look for adventure.
His scruffy dog Pip followed, sniffing every corner. In a
forgotten trunk, Max found a roll of yellowed papers tied with
string. They looked old and mysterious, and Max's heart went
thump-thump with excitement.
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Max unrolled the papers on the floor. They were covered with
careful drawings of gears, pipes, and a big barrel. At the top,
in faded ink, it said: 'Rainwater Collector.' 'These are
blueprints!' Max whispered. Pip wagged his stubby tail and
sniffed the pages. Max grinned his gap-toothed grin. He loved
building things, and this was the best find ever.
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Max studied the blueprints all evening. The machine had a
funnel to catch rain, a tank to store it, and a tap to let it out. 'I
could build this,' Max said to Pip. But some parts looked tricky.
He would need help. The next morning, he put the rolled-up
blueprints in his canvas satchel and set off to find the
neighbourhood mechanic, Rosa.
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Rosa's workshop smelled of oil and metal. She was under a
motorbike, her silver braid draped over her green coveralls.
'Hello, Max!' she called, wiping grease from her cheek. Max
showed her the blueprints. Rosa's dark eyes sparkled. "Well,
now,' she said, 'this is a piece of history. Let's bring it back to
life.'




Back in Max's garage, they spread the blueprints on a table.
Rosa pointed at the drawings. 'See this gear? It turns the
crank. And this pipe carries the rainwater into the tank.' Max
nodded, his curly hair bouncing. Pip sniffed a corner and
barked. 'We'll need wood, metal, and a big barrel,' Rosa said.
'Let's make a list.'




They searched the shed and found an old wooden barrel, some
copper pipes, and a rusty crank. 'Perfect!' said Rosa. Max
carried the pipes while Pip carried a small rope in his mouth.
Piece by piece, they gathered everything they needed. Max felt
like a real inventor, and his satchel of blueprints bumped
against his side.




The first job was the frame. Max held the wood steady while
Rosa sawed and screwed. 'Measure twice, cut once,' she said.
Pip chased a loose screw across the floor, making them laugh.
Slowly, a sturdy frame took shape. Max's yellow shirt was
dusty, and his red sneakers tapped with excitement. The
machine was starting to look real.
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Next came the funnel and pipes. Max fitted the pieces
together, following the blueprints. Sometimes a pipe didn't fit,
and they had to try again. 'Don't worry,' Rosa said kindly.
'‘Every inventor makes mistakes.' Pip sniffed the pipes and
sneezed. Max giggled and tried once more. Finally, the funnel
sat on top, ready to catch the rain.
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The tank was the trickiest part. They had to seal it so water
wouldn't leak. Rosa showed Max how to use a wrench. 'Tight,
but not too tight,' she said. Max turned the bolts carefully. Pip
watched with his one blue eye and one brown eye. When the
tank was ready, Max stepped back and looked at their work. It
was almost finished!




The last piece was the tap. Max screwed it into place and
turned the handle. 'We need rain to test it,' he said. Rosa
looked at the sky. 'Those clouds look promising,' she said. They
waited. Pip sat by the machine, his red bandana bright against
his cream fur. Max crossed his fingers. Then—plip! A drop fell
into the funnel.
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More rain pattered on the roof. Max and Rosa watched the
water flow down the funnel and into the tank. 'It's working!'
Max shouted. But then a pipe started to drip. 'Quick, the
wrench!' said Rosa. Max grabbed it and tightened the joint.
The drip stopped. 'Teamwork!' Rosa cheered, and Pip barked

happily.




When the tank was full, Max turned the tap. Clear rainwater
poured out into a bucket. "‘We did it!' Max yelled, jumping up
and down. Rosa laughed, her laugh lines crinkling. 'You did it,
Max. You brought history back to life."' Max felt proud and
happy. He looked at the blueprints and thought about what
else he might invent.




That afternoon, Max showed his parents the machine. 'It
collects rainwater for the garden,' he explained. His mom
hugged him, and his dad took a photo. Pip wagged his tail so
hard his whole body wiggled. Rosa winked at Max. 'Keep those
blueprints safe,' she said. 'You never know what they'll inspire
next.'

113



. -

Max put the blueprints back in his satchel. He patted the
machine and smiled. 'Thanks, old plans,' he whispered. That
night, he drew his own design—a machine that waters plants

automatically. He couldn't wait to show Rosa. History had
given him a great idea, and now he had ideas of his own.
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Max learned that old things can hold wonderful secrets. The
blueprints in the attic weren't just paper—they were a map to
something new. With Rosa's help and Pip's wagging tail, he
had turned a forgotten invention into a working machine. And
he knew that the best ideas often come from the past.
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Now, whenever it rains, Max runs to the machine and watches
the water flow. He thinks about all the inventors who came
before him. Maybe one day, someone will find his blueprints
and build something new. Max grins his gap-toothed grin. The
world is full of ideas, and he can't wait to discover them.
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