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INTRODUCTION
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This story about Eddie Beaver is fiction because we don’t understand ‘beaver’ language and therefore, we can’t know what a real beaver would do or think in the circumstances of this story. However, every creature wants the same things. They want to be free to live where it best suits them, live with the family they love, and make decisions for themselves. All creatures face obstacles in life; some are easy to overcome, some much harder, but a healthy animal with a good mind will do his best. That is what Eddie does.

In fictitious stories, there are situations that stretch the reader’s mind, things he knows aren’t true. Yet, while reading the story it is fun to imagine they could be real. Fiction grows our imagination. Even though Eddie’s story is make-believe, many of the descriptions of him, his family, their lodge, and lifestyle are true. There is a lot to learn about beavers, and if the reader wants to know more, he can find many ‘fact’ books that will answer his questions.

In the meantime, enjoy the story. Perhaps beavers face some of these trials, and we don’t hear about them because humans don’t often take time to speak with a beaver, to say nothing of the language barrier. For now, step into Eddie’s world and see what you think of how he handles the Trouble at Beaver Creek.
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Chapter One
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Eddie Beaver's valley home was far from any town. It was past the swelling, forest-covered hills. It was beyond the deep woods where, even on bright sunlit days, tall sturdy oaks cast dark shadows on the leaf-covered ground. Eddie's beautiful little valley lay nestled in the distant hills. And in the valley was a sparkling, bubbling clear-water stream with a broad meadow stretching along either side. On the edge of the meadow grew slender aspen trees with nervous leaves that trembled and turned in the slightest breeze. Closer to the stream stood tall cottonwood and pale green willow trees.

This was Eddie's home.

Every dawn when young Eddie awoke, he was joyous that his parents had picked Beaver Creek to make their home and form a colony. One early spring morning he was especially happy, for this morning marked the end of Eddie’s first year. Next spring he would be two years old, a grown beaver. He was bright, cheerful, and pleased with himself and his surroundings. Eddie wanted never, never to leave this place. There was only one thing that brought even the slightest sadness into his world. When he turned two, he'd have to leave home and start a colony of his own. Still, that was a long time away and right now, the wide pond was his whole world. His parents had built a dam across the middle of the swiftly flowing stream to create the pond, for they needed a pond in which to build their lodge.

The pale morning light filtering through the small air holes in the top of the beaver lodge took on a green tint as it passed through the roof’s foliage. From the outside, the pile of logs, sticks and branches that formed the lodge dome looked washed into place, perhaps by a flood. Yet on closer inspection, the mud holding them together told a different story. There were no large openings on the top or sides of the lodge. Two tunnels at the bottom of the structure served as entrances into the dwelling. Inside was a large platform that stood above the waterline and made a dry place to form their rooms. This is where Eddie’s family lived. A cozy nest in which to raise kits.

This morning, Eddie watched with wonder as his mother brought two new kits into this perfect world. As he saw the babies squirm and begin nuzzling for milk, joy rippled through his round, furry body. What a fine family they were. His mother and father had been wise in choosing their meadow home, far from the dangers of human fur hunters. The newborn kits brought the colony to seven members. The spring before he, his brother, Jode, and sister, Sally had been tiny kits. Now they were yearlings.

As he combed, fluffed, and oiled his thick reddish-brown coat, Eddie tried not to disturb his brother and sister. He took oil from a gland at the base of his broad, flat tail and smoothed it over his fur. Now it would stay dry when he dived down the watery tunnel that led out of the lodge and into the pond. When he finished, Eddie jumped into a hole in the lodge floor and paddled through the tunnel. His strong, webbed back feet propelled him forward. As the water slid over his slick fur, uneasiness stirred inside Eddie, a faint inkling that somehow the tunnel was different this morning.

For a second it puzzled Eddie, but then he let the vague feeling fade away. He was anxious to be out into the wide pond and start pulling up tender new cattail stalks. His mouth fairly watered at the thought. After eating bark all winter, something green and juicy would be a treat. Eddie's head broke the surface of the pond and he swam toward the marshy side where the cattails grew. As he moved smoothly through the water, he looked from side to side and suddenly the uneasiness returned. This time it was stronger, for Eddie saw there was a problem. The water in the pond was lower than normal.

Something was definitely wrong with the water, and he knew how bad it could be for them. The water was their life.

For the moment, Eddie forgot about the delicious cattails. If something were amiss in their pond, he must find out what it was. He swam directly toward the high dam built of sticks, stones, and mud which he and the others constantly added to in order to make repairs. Eddie dived to the bottom of the pond and paddled slowly along the mud embankment that formed the base of the dam. Then he came to the surface and inspected the tightly woven barricade of sticks, limbs, and twigs, the debris that covered the highest portion of the dam.

The dam was tight; there were no leaks. Only small amounts of water at either end of the dam ran out to flow on down the stream, and this was as it should be. Eddie frowned, making his small ears wiggle. This was a real puzzle. Since the dam was sturdy, there was no reason for the pond to be lower. With no immediate danger, Eddie shrugged and tucked his short front legs under his furry chin and swam back toward the cattails. He'd have breakfast and then continue the investigation. Eddie was persistent; he didn't tolerate mysteries concerning his pond.

When he reached the shore, his father was standing on the damp ground where the waterline had been the day before. He was sitting up on his tail looking around the edge of the shrinking pond.

“What do you think it is?” asked Eddie.

“I'm not sure,” his father answered slowly.

“I checked the dam. It seems just fine,” Eddie said quickly.

He wanted his father to know if anything threatened their lovely home, he could count on Eddie to help.

His father started waddling upstream, a determined look on his face. It pleased Eddie that his father didn't make a second inspection of the dam. It meant he trusted Eddie's judgment. He hurried to catch up with his father; he didn't want to miss anything.

His father plodded on steadily, looking neither left nor right. That surprised Eddie. They should be keeping an eye out for some of the more unpleasant animals that inhabited the area. Once a wolverine had come to the pond and Eddie’s mother had slapped the water with her powerful, flat tail to sound a warning. It had made a fearful splat that had sent everyone diving into the deep center of the pond. Water was their refuge from predators. Along with the wolverine, there were coyotes and bobcats. When one of those came along, the family needed the deep water in which to escape. If necessary, they could slip through the tunnel and into the lodge. There had been dry seasons and times when the dam leaked and the pond suffered, but they knew how to handle it. Until they found the source of this new problem, the threat increased. If the pond emptied, they’d lose its safety and their home.

Eddie scurried along faster. He knew how important water was for them. Without it they lost everything, a place to store food for the winter, somewhere safe for the kits, and shelter from harmful creatures. The seriousness of the situation grew in Eddie’s mind until he trembled as he hurried after his father. He tried to think of what they might find. Maybe a big tree had fallen across the stream. That would be okay. He and his father could chisel through a tree in no time. They could drag it back to the pond and use the wood to strengthen their dam.

Finally, his father stopped. Eddie was lost in thought and bumped into him. When he straightened and peeked around his father’s larger body, he gasped in amazement.

The thing before him looked like a dam, but Eddie had never seen one like this. It rose straight out of the water and high up the sides of the creek bank. It looked like a huge flat gray stone turned on end. Eddie stared in awe at the towering structure.

“What is it?” he whispered.

His father drew a deep breath.

“It's a manmade dam, Eddie. I'm afraid man has come to our valley.”

Eddie and his father waddled to the steep side of the concrete dam where a narrow flow of water gushed through an opening. On the bank next to the end of the dam stood a tall wooden building with a big wheel attached to the waterside of it and the wheel had buckets along its rim. Fascinated, Eddie watched as the lower part of the wheel dipped into the narrow flow of water and filled the buckets. Somehow, the rushing water made the big wooden wheel turn around and around.

“What a strange thing to do with water,” Eddie muttered.

He turned to see what his father thought of such a contraption, but he was waddling away toward the other end of the dam. Eddie hurried after him. They didn’t move fast on land, and Eddie wished they were faster because it was scary to be this far from their pond. However, he knew they had to find out more about their problem. The amount of water the big dam allowed to pass by the turning wheel did flow on toward their pond, but it wasn’t nearly enough to keep their home safe. When they reached the far end of the dam, his father started up the embankment. Eddie, watching the sky for winged threats, followed. He knew things were extremely serious if his father took such a risk, especially in broad daylight. When they reached the top of the rise beside the dam, Eddie gazed out over a huge blue-green pool. The stream flowing into it was barely visible as it was far to the other side of what Eddie could only think of as a lake. He’d never seen this large a body of water. They stood silently near the rim of the dam. It was an overpowering sight; it looked impossible to destroy. Angrily, Eddie turned to his father.

“This water should be in our pond,” he said.

His father didn’t reply. He stood quietly on the bank of the dam. He stared at the ground as if deep in thought. Eddie couldn’t imagine what he was thinking, but it had to be of a way to save their pond. He’d never known a problem his father didn’t solve. He was wise, stern at times, but always fair. Impatient, Eddie waited for an answer. Whatever his father decided to do Eddie would help. Finally, his father uttered a huge sigh, then turned and started down the bank. Eddie scurried along beside him until they reached the bottom of the dam where they stood in the smaller stream.

“What have you decided? How are we going to save our home?” Eddie asked, his heart beating with excitement.

His father stopped and put his paw on Eddie’s shoulder.

“Eddie, I don’t want you to tell your mother about this. The kits are too small to travel and we don't want to upset your mother.”

“Travel? Why would we be traveling?” Eddie shrieked.

“Because this big dam will stop most of the water we need to keep our pond at the proper level. And sometimes humans release a great flood from their dams. Something to do with keeping their pond at the right level. When they do this, a raging torrent will sweep everything away down the stream, and that’s us. The best thing to do, Eddie, is set out to find a new home.”

Eddie couldn't believe what he heard. How could his father give up so easily? It was unthinkable to consider leaving their home. Eddie frowned and pounded the water with his broad flat tail. He couldn’t help it, he was that angry. He looked once more at the man's dam and his stomach boiled in rage. Then he splashed through the water to the dam and chattering his strong chisel-shaped front teeth, Eddie bit the hard gray stuff. Rather he tried to bite it. When his teeth slammed against the concrete, his ears rang with the shock. He shook his head and stumbled backward. Then, angrier than before, he lunged back to the dam and attacked it again. This time it made his teeth hurt. He’d never found anything he couldn’t quickly destroy with his teeth. However, he’d not found it necessary to break rocks...those he simply rolled to another spot, and this dam was like a rock. He’d not try to bite it again; he was a fast learner. He took a step to the side, wondering about moving a rock of this size. Eddie was an excellent digger; perhaps he’d remove the earth beneath this giant rock.

His father had patiently watched as Eddie vented his fury. Then he started toward home.

“Come on, Eddie. It's no use. I've seen these things before,” he called.

Slowly Eddie followed his father through the now shallow stream where they trudged and half swam homeward. Toward what was once home, Eddie thought. He’d never felt this sad or defeated.

When they returned to the pond, Eddie’s brother and sister were playing in the water, diving and chasing each other. His mother was no doubt still in the lodge with the new kits. His father had cautioned him against saying anything to upset her. When his siblings saw their father they stopped playing and rushed to him. His sister, Sally, reached him first.

“Father, where have you been? Something is wrong. The pond is losing water, what can be wrong?” she asked.

His brother, Jode, pushed Sally aside.

“The pond isn’t losing water. I told you the stream isn’t flowing enough,” he said gruffly.

Jode had as strong a will as Eddie did, and they rarely played together because they each insisted on winning. Eddie remained silent. His father would explain. It was obvious the rest of the family recognized the problem.

“You’re right, Jode. The stream has slowed. Eddie and I have found the reason. Has Mother said anything about it?”

“No, but I think she knows. She made the kits start trying to swim in the tunnel,” Sally said.

“What does this mean?” Jode insisted.

“She is trying to prepare the young ones to travel,” their father answered.

“Travel? They are too small to leave the lodge,” Sally said.

Her father patted Sally’s head.

“We’ll see. Maybe there will be rain to keep the pond safe for a while longer.”

Eddie had never seen it rain enough to make up for the creek, but it was a small bit of hope. Jode gave Eddie a shove as he paddled past him.

“Why did Father take you along and not me?”

“I was awake and outside.”

He didn’t expect a reply; Jode was already across the pond.

A deep sadness seemed to settle over the pond. It had turned into a quiet sorrowful place. Eddie didn't hear a birdcall or cry; even the noisy Blue Jays seemed to have deserted them. The rest of the family went about their usual chores. His father made little mud patties which he sprinkled with his scent and placed around the area to mark their territory. Eddie's brother stayed busy stripping branches off the willow tree and his sister worked in the lodge. She carried out every bit of trash to keep their home neat and clean. Eddie didn't have the heart to work. He simply sat on a mound of twigs and branches that were the remains of last winter’s food supply. He sat upright on his tail and surveyed the home he loved. He was too unhappy even to groom himself.
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