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BEAVER	AND	THE	PIGEONS
Beaver	Cleaver,	whose	first	name	had	been	changed	unofficially	from
Theodore	by	his	older	brother	Wally,	wanted	more	than	anything	to	be	a
member	of	the	neighborhood	pigeon	club.	His	best	friends,	Larry	Mondello
and	Whiter	Whitney,	already	had	two	pigeons	apiece	cooing	contentedly	in
cages	in	their	back	yards.	Beaver	owned	two	pigeons,	too,	but	they	were	not
in	a	cage	in	his	back	yard.	Neither	were	they	cooing	contentedly.	Beaver’s
pigeons	were	huddled	sulkily	in	a	cage	in	Mr.	Claxton’s	pet	shop,	waiting	for
Beaver	to	take	them	home.

“When	are	you	going	to	take	your	pigeons	home,	Beaver?”	Larry	asked.	“You
can’t	belong	to	our	club	and	train	pigeons	to	carry	messages	and	stuff	when
your	pigeons	are	still	in	the	pet	shop.”

“I’ll	take	them	home	pretty	soon,”	answered	Beaver.	“I	visit	them	every	day
so	they	will	feel	acquainted	first.”

“Aw,	I	bet	you’re	scared	to	ask	your	Dad	if	you	can	keep	pigeons,”	scoffed
Whitey.	“You	know	your	Dad	won’t	let	you.”

“Sure	he	will,”	said	Beaver.	“You	wait	and	see!'

“Then	why	don’t	you	take	them	home?”	Larry	asked.

Beaver	had	no	answer.	The	next	time	he	went	to	see	his	pigeons,	Mr.	Claxton
said,	“Say,	Beaver,	I'm	going	to	be	needing	that	cage.	I	have	a	shipment	of
parakeets	coming	in.”

“Sure,	Mr.	Claxton,”	answered	Beaver.	“I’ll	take	them	home	tomorrow.	Don’t
worry.”	Maybe	Mr.	Claxton	did	not	have	to	worry.	Beaver	did.	If	his	father
would	not	let	him	keep	pigeons,	he	was	going	to	be	left	out	of	everything.	He
wouldn’t	get	to	go	to	club	meetings,	he	wouldn’t	get	to	take	the	pigeons	on
trips	outside	of	town	so	they	could	fly	home,	he	wouldn’t	have	any	fun	at	all.

That	was	why	one	Friday	morning	late	in	August	Beaver	sat	at	the	breakfast
table	thinking	about	some	rabbits	he	had	owned	when	he	was	in	the	second
grade.	Beaver	had	a	feeling	that	because	of	what	had	happened	when	he	had
the	rabbits,	his	father	was	not	going	to	be	very	enthusiastic	about	his	keeping
pigeons.



Beaver	remembered	uncomfortably	all	the	talk	there	had	been	about	those
rabbits—how	he	hadn’t	been	responsible	enough	and	how	he	was	too	young
—the	sort	of	things	grownups	say	when	a	boy	does	something	that	doesn’t
turn	out	right.	Now	Beaver	decided	the	thing	to	do	about	the	pigeons	was	ease
into	the	subject	gradually.

“Say,	Dad,”	he	began	cautiously.	“How	are	you	coming	home	from	work
today?”

“In	the	car,”	answered	Mr.	Cleaver	from	behind	his	newspaper.	“How	did	you
think	I	was	coming?”

“I	mean	what	street,”	said	Beaver.	“I	wondered	if	you	might	just	happen	to
come	down	Grant	Avenue.	You	know.	Past	Claxton’s	Pet	Shop.”

Mr.	Cleaver	lowered	his	paper	and	looked	at	his	younger	son.	“Now	why	on
earth	should	I	just	happen	to	come	down	Grant	Avenue	past	Claxton’s	Pet
Shop	when	you	know	perfectly	well	I	always	come	down	Euclid	Avenue?”

“Look	out,	Dad,”	said	Wally,	Beaver’s	older	brother,	through	a	mouthful	of
toast.	“It’s	probably	a	trap.”

“You	keep	out	of	this,”	Beaver	ordered	Wally,	even	though	he	knew	his
brother	had	spoken	good-naturedly.

“Now,	boys,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver,	who	never	liked	arguments,	even	friendly
ones,	at	the	breakfast	table.	“Beaver,	eat	your	oatmeal.”

Beaver	dutifully	ate	one	spoonful	of	cereal.	“Well,	I	just	thought	you	might
happen	to	be	coming	down	Grant	Avenue	for	a	change	is	all.	Don’t	you	get
tired	of	driving	Euclid	Avenue	every	day?”

Mr.	Cleaver	smiled.	“All	right,	Beaver.	What	is	it	you	want	me	to	get	at	the
pet	shop?”

“Remember	those	rabbits	he	had,”	warned	Wally.

“Now,	Wally,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“Let	Beaver	explain.”

“Sure,”	said	Wally	agreeably.	“I	just	want	Dad	to	remember	those	rabbits.”

“O.K.	I	remember	the	rabbits,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.

“Aw,	I	was	just	a	little	kid	then,”	said	Beaver,	looking	sheepish.



Mr.	Cleaver	glanced	at	his	watch.	“Come	on,	let’s	have	it,	Beaver.	I	haven’t
got	all	day.”

“Well—”	Beaver	took	a	deep	breath.	“Some	of	us	kids—me	and	Larry	and
Whitey—decided	it	would	be	fun	to	have	a	pigeon	club	and	train	pigeons	to
come	home	and	carry	messages	and	stuff	like	that.	Except	we	didn’t	have	any
pigeons."

“Some	pigeon	club,”	muttered	Wally.	“No	pigeons.”

Beaver	ignored	his	brother.	If	his	father	didn’t	have	much	time	he	had	better
get	his	story	out	in	a	hurry	because	there	was	sure	to	be	an	argument.	There
always	was	when	he	had	a	good	idea.	“So	we	went	to	Mr.	Claxton	and	asked
if	he	had	any	pigeons,”	Beaver	continued.	“He	didn’t	have	any	but	he	said	he
would	see	if	he	could	get	us	some,”	Beaver	went	on,	“and	last	week	he	got
them.	There	was	this	fellow	who	had	to	get	rid	of	his	homing	pigeons	because
he	was	going	away	to	college	next	month.	He	sold	them	to	Mr.	Claxton	who
sold	them	to	us	and	now	each	of	us	has	two	pigeons.	See,	Dad?”	He	did	not
tell	his	father	that	Larry	and	Whitey	had	already	had	their	pigeons	for	a	whole
week	and	he	had	begun	to	feel	left	out	because	with	his	pigeons	still	in	a	cage
at	the	pet	shop	he	could	scarcely	be	considered	a	member	of	the	pigeon	club.

“You’ve	picked	them	out	alreadv”	asked	Beaver’s	mother.

Beaver	looked	down	at	his	oatmeal	“Gee	Mom,	the	other	fellows	were
choosing	theirs	and	I	wanted	to	get	good	pigeons.”

“I	see,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“And	you	want	me	to	bring	them	home	today.”

Beaver	began	to	feel	hopeful.	“That’s	right,	Dad.	I—I	already	paid	for	them
and	everything.	And	I	have	been	going	in	every	day	to	get	acquainted.”

“Hmm,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“And	where	are	you	planning	to	keep	these
pigeons?”

Beaver	glanced	at	Wally.	“Well—there	is	that	old	rabbit	cage	out	back	of	the
garage.	That’s	pretty	big.	And	I	thought	we	could	sort	of	make	it	bigger.”

“Well—”	Mr.	Cleaver	seemed	to	be	considering	the	matter.

Beaver	waited	anxiously.	If	his	father	turned	him	down	he	did	not	know	how
he	could	ever	face	Larry	and	Whitey	or	Mr.	Claxton.	“After	we	get	our
pigeons	trained	to	carry	messages	we	could	save	a	lot	of	money	on	phone



calls,”	he	said	to	help	his	cause	along.

“I	think	Beaver	should	have	the	pigeons,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“He	is	older	than
he	was	when	he	had	the	rabbits,	and	the	responsibility	of	the	pigeons	would
be	good	for	him.	After	all,	he’s	in	the	fifth	grade	now.	Besides,	he	needs	to	be
with	friends	his	own	age.	He	spends	too	much	time	with	Wally.”

“Just	so	it’s	Beaver	that	hets	responsible	and	not	me,”	said	Wally.	“You	know
how	it	was	with	those	rabbits.	He	forgot	about	them	and	all	of	a	sudden	we
had	a	lot	more	rabbits	and	I	got	stuck	with	feeding	them	and	changing	their
water	and	cleaning	out	their	cage.	And	when	they	got	hoof	and	mouth	disease
or	whatever	it	was	and	started	conking	out	I	got	the	blame	for	it.”

“Oh,	Wally,”	laughed	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“It	wasn’t	quite	as	bad	as	all	that.”

“Just	about,”	said	Wally	darkly.

Beaver	was	inclined	to	agree	with	his	brother.	Wally	had	been	reliable	about
caring	for	the	rabbits	when	Beaver	forgot.	Wally	was	the	kind	of	boy	who
always	did	a	good	job	and	that	was	one	of	the	reasons	Beaver	admired	him.
When	Wally	had	trouble	with	rabbits	it	showed	that	Beaver	had	let	the	rabbit
situation	get	into	pretty	bad	shape.

“June,	you’re	right,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver	to	his	wife.	“The	responsibility	of	two
pigeons	will	be	a	good	experience	for	Beaver.	I'll	pick	them	up	on	the	way
home	and	tomorrow	I’ll	help	Beaver	enlarge	the	rabbit	cage.”

“Gee,	swell,	Dad,”	exclaimed	Beaver,	greatly	relieved	that	the	matter	was
settled,	even	though	his	parents	expected	him	to	learn	responsibility	by	taking
care	of	the	pigeons.	Oh,	well	that	was	the	way	grownups	were,	always	ranting
auout	responsibility	when	he	wanted	to	think	about	the	fun	he	could	have	with
the	pigeons.	Well,	he	was	going	to	show	them	how	responsible	he	could	be.
They	would	see!	He	would	be	every	bit	as	responsible	as	Wally.

The	day	passed	quickly	for	Beaver.	While	he	made	a	perch	out	of	a	broom
handle	for	one	end	of	the	cage,	he	amused	himself	imagining	his	pigeons
soaring	up	into	the	sky	and	returning	with	messages	from	Larry	and	Whitey.
After	lunch	Beaver	made	a	trip	down	to	the	firehouse	to	tell	his	friend	old
Gus,	the	auxiliary	fireman,	that	his	father	was	going	to	let	him	keep	the
pigeons.	He	said	he	would	send	Gus	a	message	by	carrier	pigeon	and	Gus	said
that	would	be	mighty	exciting,	almost	as	exciting	as	getting	a	letter	by	Pony
Express.	Beaver	had	known	that	Gus	would	understand.



“Did	you	get	them,	Dad?”	Beaver	called	out	when	his	father’s	car	finally
turned	into	the	driveway.

“Sure	did,”	answered	Mr.	Cleaver,	climbing	out	of	the	car	and	lifting	a	box
out	of	the	back	seat.

“Gee,	thanks,	Dad!”	said	Beaver	as	he	took	the	box.	“Thanks	a	lot.”	No
longer	would	he	have	to	to	talk	about	the	pigeon	club.	Now	he	too	was	a	full-
fledged	member.

Mrs.	Cleaver	and	Wally	came	out	of	the	house.	“Let’s	see	these	new	members
of	the	family,”	said	Beaver’s	mother.

Beaver	opened	the	box	enough	to	show	them	his	birds.	“See,	Mom,”	he	said
proudly.	“Aren’t	they	a	couple	of	beauts?”

“They	are	pretty,”	agreed	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“Such	lovely	soft	gray	and	just	look
at	those	beautiful	colors	on	their	throats.”

“They’re	a	couple	of	good-looking	birds,”	said	Wally.	“Come	on,	Beav,	let’s
put	them	in	the	rabbit	cage.”

The	family	walked	around	behind	the	garage	to	the	old	rabbit	cage	which	was
a	wooden	frame	covered	with	chicken	wire.	Beaver	unhooked	the	door,	lifted
the	pigeons	out	of	the	box	and	set	them	inside.	The	birds	stood	blinking	their
eyes	uncertainly.	“They	have	to	get	used	to	their	new	home,”	Beaver
explained.

The	pigeons	walked	around	the	cage	before	they	finally	flew	up	on	their	perch
where	they	sat	cooing.

“See!”	said	Beaver.	“They	like	it	here	already	and	they’ll	like	it	even	better
when	we	make	their	cage	bigger.	Mr.	Claxton	said	they	were	lady	pigeons,	so
I	am	going	to	call	them	Miss	Canfield	and	Miss	Landers	because	they	are	my
two	favorite	teachers.”

Oo-oo	cooed	the	pigeons.	Oo-oo.

“Sounds	as	if	they	have	stomach	aches,”	remarked	Wally.	“How	soon	do	you
think	you	can	let	them	out?”

“Soon	as	I	am	sure	they	are	used	to	eating	here	so	they	will	want	to	come
back,”	answered	Beaver.	“And	then	after	they	learn	to	come	back,	me	and



Larry	and	Whitey	are	going	to	take	our	pigeons	out	someplace	and	turn	them
loose	and	see	whose	pigeons	get	home	the	fastest.”

“Sounds	like	fun,”	agreed	Mr.	Cleaver.

Saturday	morning	Mr.	Cleaver,	assisted	by	Beaver	and	Wally,	enlarged	the
rabbit	cage	for	the	pigeons,	and	when	he	and	Wally	went	in	the	house	to	get
washed	for	lunch,	Beaver	lingered.	How	pretty	his	pigeons	were!	He	leaned
over	and	made	clucking	noises.	“Polly	.	.	.	want.	.	.	a	cracker?”	he	asked
slowly	as	he	stuck	his	finger	through	the	chicken	wire.

The	pigeons	stared	at	Beaver.	Oo-oo	cooed	Miss	Canfield.	Or	maybe	it	was
Miss	Landers.	Their	iridescent	feathers	gleamed	in	the	sunlight,	and	Beaver
reached	inside	the	cage	to	stroke	his	pets.

They	were	soft	and	smooth	to	his	touch,	but	the	best	part	about	them	was	that
they	made	Beaver	a	member	of	the	pigeon	club.	Because	of	them	Beaver
belonged.

Unfortunately	Miss	Canfield	and	Miss	Landers	did	not	stay	soft,	smooth	and
gleaming.	The	next	day	they	began	to	look	cross	and	ruffled,	as	if	they	needed
their	feathers	combed.	They	no	longer	pecked	and	cooed.	They	sat	on	their
perches	and	sulked.	Anxiously	Beaver	gave	them	more	food	and	water,	but
they	did	not	improve	and	Beaver	knew	one	thing	for	sure.	They	did	not	look
happy	enough	to	want	to	come	back	if	he	let	them	out	of	the	cage.

Beaver	called	on	Larry	and	Whitey.	Their	pigeons	were	sleek	and	glossy	and
the	boys	were	full	of	plans	for	letting	them	out.	Beaver	made	excuses	about
wanting	to	keep	his	in	a	few	more	days	because	he	had	not	had	his	pigeons	as
long	as	his	friends.	Then	he	walked	gloomily	home.	Miss	Canfield	and	Miss
Landers	looked	worse.

Finally	Beaver	faced	the	fact	that	he	needed	help,	even	if	it	meant	his	father
would	give	him	a	lecture	on	responsibility.	“Mom,	what	do	people	do	when
they	have	tired	blood?”	Beaver	asked	at	breakfast.

“Beaver,	you’re	goofy,”	Wally	said	with	a	friendly	grin.

Mrs.	Cleaver	laughed,	too.	“Beaver,	what	a	funny	question!”	She	must	have
sensed	that	something	was	amiss	because	she	asked,	“Is	there	something
wrong	with	your	pigeons?”

“I	tried	to	be	responsible,”	said	Beaver	miserably.



Mr.	Cleaver	laid	his	napkin	beside	his	plate.	“Maybe	we	had	better	have	a
look	at	those	birds.”

“See,	Dad?”	said	Beaver	when	his	mother	and	father	went	out	to	the	pigeons’
cage.	“They	used	to	hop	around	and	coo	but	now	they	just	sit	(	there.”

“I’m	no	expert,”	said	Beaver’s	father,	“but	it	certainly	looks	as	though	we
have	a	couple	of	sick	pigeons	here.	I	think	I’d	better	drop	them	off	at	the	pet
store	on	the	way	to	work.	Maybe	Mr.	Claxton	knows	what	to	do.”

Once	more	Beaver	found	himself	waiting	for	his	father	to	come	home	with
Miss	Canfield	and	Miss	Landers.	He	wandered	down	to	the	firehouse	i	to	help
his	friend	Gus	polish	the	old	fire	engine,	Number	Seven.	Later	in	the
afternoon	he	passed	the	time	by	joining	Wally	in	shooting	a	basketball
through	the	hoop	attached	to	the	front	of	the	garage.

“Wally,	do	you	think	I	wasn’t	responsible	about	the	pigeons?”	Beaver	asked
as	he	missed	the	hoop	with	the	ball.

“I	thought	you	acted	okay,	but	we’ll	know	when	we	find	out	what’s	wrong,”
Wally	shot	the	ball	neatly	through	the	hoop.	It	seemed	to	Beaver	that	Wally
always	did	things	right.

The	boys	stopped	shooting	baskets	when	Mr.	Cleaver	turned	into	the
driveway.

“They	O.K.,	Dad?”	Beaver	called	before	his	father	was	out	of	the	car.

Mr.	Cleaver	got	out	and	lifted	the	pigeons’	box	out	of	the	car.	“Sure,	Beaver,”
he	said.	“They’re	going	to	be	all	right.”

“Good!”	exclaimed	Mrs.	Cleaver	from	the	kitchen	window,	where	she	was
working	at	the	sink.	“What	was	the	trouble?”

“I	won’t	go	into	the	medical	terms,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver,	“but	it	seems	that	Miss
Canfield	and	Miss	Landers	have	.	.	.	uh,	lice.”

“Lice!”	Mrs.	Cleaver	sounded	alarmed.

“What’s	lice?”	asked	Beaver.

“Bugs,”	said	Wally.	“Little	tiny	bugs	that	make	you	itch.”

“They	must	have	picked	them	up	while	they	were	boarding	at	the	pet	shop,”



explained	Mr.	Cleaver.	'Mr.	Claxton	gave	them	a	treatment	but	I	brought	some
spray	home	in	case	it	happens	again.”

“Again!”	Mrs.	Cleaver	sounded	even	mor	alarmed.	‘‘Oh,	Ward!”

Beaver	paid	no	attention.	He	was	too	bus	thinking	that	now	that	his	pigeons
were	well	was	still	a	member	of	the	pigeon	club.

Wally	began	to	laugh.	“Poor	Beav!	A	couple	lousy	pigeons!”

To	Beaver’s	surprise	his	mother	did	not	tell	Wally	not	to	use	the	word	“lousy”
the	way	she	usually	did.	“Does	lousy	mean	something	lice?”	he	asked.

“That’s	right,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.

This	was	a	surprise	to	Beaver,	who	had	always	thought	lousy	was	just	a	word
his	mother	did	want	him	to	say.	And	now	all	of	a	sudden	becat	of	his	pigeons
it	was	all	right	to	use	the	word.

Mrs.	Cleaver	joined	her	family	on	the	drivewa	“Lice!	No	wonder	the	pigeons
looked	disagreable.	Beaver,	before	you	put	those	pigeons	back	in	their	cage
you	put	on	your	oldest	clothes	scrub	out	their	cage	and	then	take	a	hot	bath
and	wash	your	hair.	And	put	your	clothes	in	the	garbage	can.”

“But,	Mom—”	protested	Beaver,	“It’s	Miss	Canfield	and	Miss	Landers	who
have	lice.	Not	me.”

“We	hope,”	said	his	father.	“Bird	lice	eat	feathers	and	make	the	birds	itch.
They	shouldn’t	bother	people	but	we	better	not	take	any	chances.”

“That’s	rights	my	fine-feathered	friend,”	said	Wally.

Beaver	spent	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	scrubbing	the	cage.	When	he	lifted	his
two	pigeons	out	of	the	box	and	set	them	back	on	their	perch	he	could	tell	they
were	feeling	better	already.	“Cheer	up,”	he	told	them.	“Maybe	tomorrow	I	can
let	you	out	so	you	can	fly	around	and	we	can	have	some	fun.”	Then	he	went
in	the	house,	took	a	bath	and	washed	his	hair.

When	Beaver	joined	his	family	at	dinner	he	noticed	that	his	father	was	acting
strangely.	“Say,	Dad,”	said	Beaver	at	last.	“Why	do	you	keep	scratching	like
that?”

Mrs.	Cleaver	dropped	her	fork.



“Scratching?”	asked	Mr.	Cleaver.	“Was	I	scratching?”

“Yeah,	Dad,”	said	Wally.	“I	noticed	it,	too.”

Mr.	Cleaver	scratched.	“I	guess	I	am,”	he	admitted.

“Ward—you	don’t	suppose—”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver,	“—we	have	a	lousy	father,”
finished	Wally.

“Of	course	not!”	Mr.	Cleaver	sounded	annoyed.	“If	a	pigeon	lice—louse—did
happen	to	get	on	me,	it	wouldn’t	stay.	It	would	start	looking	around	for	a
pigeon.”

“I	hope	you	are	right,	dear,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver,	scratching	her	head.

Wally	seemed	to	be	trying	to	scratch	his	back	against	his	chair.

Mr.	Cleaver	scratched	the	back	of	his	neck.

Nobody	said	anything.

“Doggone	it!”	Wally	finally	burst	out.	“Maybe	people	don’t	get	lice	from
pigeons	but	just	talking	about	it	makes	me	feel	itchy.”

“It’s	just	your	imagination,”	his	mother	told	him.	“Now	finish	your	dinner.”

Beaver	noticed	his	mother	must	have	imagination,	too,	because	she	kept
scratching	her	arm.	In	fact	his	whole	family	had	imagination.	Plenty.

Right	after	dinner	Mr.	Cleaver	went	upstairs	and	pretty	soon	Beaver	heard	the
shower	running.	When	he	came	downstairs	Wally	said	something	about
cleaning	some	of	the	junk	out	of	his	closet.	He	went	upstairs	and	in	a	little
while	Beaver	heard	the	shower	running	a	second	time.	When	Wally	came
downstairs	Mrs.	Cleaver	said	thoughtfully,	“It	is	such	a	nice	warm	evening.	I
think	I’ll	wash	my	hair.”



“There	isn’t	any	hot	water	left,”	said	Wally.

“Well,	I	guess	I’ll	go	out	and	see	if	Miss	Canfield	and	Miss	Landers	have
enough	water,”	said	Beaver.

Wally	groaned.	“What	did	you	have	to	go	and	mention	pigeons	for?”	he
demanded.	“Now	I’ve	started	to	itch	all	over	again.”

“Like	Mom	said,	it’s	your	imagination,”	Beaver	told	him.

“Then	why	did	you	just	scratch	your	ankle	with	your	toe?”	Wally	wanted	to
know.



“Who,	me?”	said	Beaver	and	went	out	to	inspect	his	pigeons.	Miss	Canfield
and	Miss	Landers	looked	happy	enough,	if	a	pigeon	can	be	said	to	look
happy,	and	Beaver	decided,	as	he	scratched	that	hard-to-reach	place	between
his	shoulder	blades,	that	the	next	day	he	could	risk	letting	them	out.

The	next	morning,	when	Beaver	started	out	to	feed	his	pigeons,	his	mother
called	to	him,	“Beaver,	if	I	were	you	I	wouldn’t—uh—touch	the	pigeons.”

“Sure,	Mom.”	Beaver	knew	what	his	mother	meant.	He	began	to	scratch.	He
threw	some	food	into	the	cage	and	after	watching	his	birds	peck	awhile	he
unhooked	the	door	of	the	cage	and	opened	it.	“Shoo,”	he	said.	“Come	on.
Time	for	some	exercise.”

The	pigeons	hopped	out	of	the	cage,	spread	their	wings	and	took	off.	Beaver
watched	with	mounting	excitement	as	they	circled	above	the	Cleavers’	house.
How	pretty	they	looked	against	the	sky.	He	was	glad	to	see	them	get	some
exercise	after	being	shut	up	so	long	and	tomorrow	he	would	try	fastening
messages	to	their	legs.	Suddenly	the	pigeons	veered	off	over	the	neighbors’
houses.

“Hey!”	yelled	Beaver.	“Come	back!	You’re	supposed	to	finish	your
breakfast.”

The	pigeons	paid	no	attention.	Soon	they	were	two	dots	in	the	distance	and
then	they	disappeared	altogether.

“Well,	how	do	you	like	that?”	said	Beaver	to	the	empty	pigeon	cage.	Slowly
he	walked	back	into	the	house.

“What’s	the	matter,	Beaver?”	his	mother	asked	as	she	washed	the	breakfast
dishes.

Beaver	told	her	what	had	happened.

“Don’t	worry	about	it,”	she	said.	“Leave	the	door	open	and	they’ll	probably
come	back	after	a	while.”

Beaver	wasn’t	so	sure.	Maybe	they	didn’t	like	living	at	his	house	after	all.
They	probably	blamed	him	for	leaving	them	in	the	pet	shop	so	long	they	got
lice.	He	couldn’t	exactly	expect	them	to	be	grateful,	could	he?

Beaver	spent	the	day	going	out	to	the	pigeon	cage	every	half	hour	to	see	if	his
pigeons	had	come	back	and	each	time	he	found	the	cage	empty.	He	grew



more	and	more	discouraged.	First	his	pigeons	got	lice	and	now	he	had	lost
them.	He	wondered	what	Larry	and	Whitey	would	say	when	they	found	out.
He	was	sure	he	knew—without	pigeons	he	could	not	be	a	pigeon-club
member.

When	Mr.	Cleaver	came	home	from	work	the	pigeons	were	still	missing.

“Do	you	suppose	a	cat	got	them?”	Beaver	asked.

“I	doubt	it,”	answered	his	father.	“Cats	can’t	fly.”

“Ward,	what	do	you	think	we	should	do	about	the	pigeons?”	Mrs.	Cleaver
asked	her	husband.

Mr.	Cleaver	thought	a	moment.	“Maybe,”	he	said	slowly,	“maybe	we	should
be	thankful.”

“Ward!”	Mrs.	Cleaver	sounded	shocked.	“Those	pigeons	are	Beaver’s	pets.”

“I	know	they	are	Beaver’s	pets,”	Mr.	Cleaver	answered.	“But	every	time	I
think	of	them	I	start	scratching.”

“So	do	I,”	said	Wally,	who	had	been	watching	television.

“Now	that	you	mention	it,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“So	do	I.”

“Me,	too,”	said	Beaver	in	a	small	voice.

There	it	was.	Beaver’s	whole	family	itched.	Imaginary	itches,	it	was	true,	but
an	imaginary	itch	itched	just	as	much	as	a	real	itch.	More,	maybe,	thought
Beaver,	rubbing	his	toe	against	the	back	of	his	leg.	And	then	school	was	about
to	start.	What	if	it	got	around	that	his	whole	family	scratched	all	the	time?
That	they	were	.	.	.	lousy?	He	would	never	hear	the	last	of	it.	And	the	news
would	be	sure	to	get	around	high	school	and	Wally	wouldn’t	hear	the	last	of	it
either.	And	the	men	at	his	father’s	office—why,	it	would	be	all	over	town.	It
all	added	up	to	one	thing.	The	pigeons,	wherever	they	were,	were	happy.	The
Cleavers	were	not.

Beaver	was	miserable.	He	did	not	want	his	family	to	be	unhappy,	yet	he
wanted	his	pigeons	back	so	he	could	belong	to	the	pigeon	club.	“I	guess	I
wasn’t	very	responsible,	losing	the	pigeons	the	very	first	thing,”	he	said.

“Why,	Beaver,	I	think	you	were	very	responsible.”	Mrs.	Cleaver	was	trying	to



reassure	her	son.	“You	took	good	care	of	the	pigeons	and	told	us	as	soon	as
they	looked	sick.”

“Yeah,	Beav,”	said	Wally.	“Don’t	feel	that	way.	It	wasn’t	your	fault.	The
pigeons	will	come	back	and	we’ll	all	stop	scratching—I	think.”

Gradually	the	Cleavers	did	stop	scratching	but	the	pigeons	did	not	come	back.
Beaver	searched	the	skies.	He	saw	all	kinds	of	birds,	robins	and	sparrows	and
jays,	but	no	silvery	flash	of	pigeon	wings.	He	avoided	Larry	and	Whitey	and
was	glad	that	they	seemed	to	have	no	time	for	him.	They	no	longer	came	over
to	his	house	and	he	knew	they	were	too	busy	having	fun	with	their	pigeons.	It
was	just	as	well.	He	was	not	eager	to	explain	that	he	had	lost	his	birds	the
very	first	time	he	let	them	out.

Finally,	when	he	could	think	of	nothing	else	to	do,	Beaver	walked	down	to	the
firehouse	to	talk	over	his	problem	with	Gus,	who	was	busy	polishing	old
Number	Seven.	Usually	Beaver	enjoyed	helping	Gus	polish	the	ancient	fire
engine,	but	today	he	did	not	feel	like	it.	He	sat	down	on	an	overturned	bucket
and	propped	his	chin	up	on	his	fists.

“Something	the	matter,	Beaver?”	Gus	asked,	rubbing	his	rag	over	the	brass
bell	on	the	engine.

“It's	my	pigeons,”	said	Beaver.	“I	think	they	are	mad	at	me	because	I	left
them	at	the	pet	shop	so	long	they	got	lice.”

“Well	now,	I	don’t	suppose	pigeons	have	much	feeling	about	people	one	way
or	another,”	said	Gus.

“Mine	did,”	said	Beaver.	“I	let	them	out	for	some	exercise	and	they	never
came	back.	They	just	took	off	and	flew	away	and	I	haven’t	seen	them	since.
And	now	I	can’t	be	a	member	of	the	pigeon	club,”

Gus	laid	his	rag	on	a	fender	and	sat	down	on	his	chair	which	he	tilted	back
against	the	wall.	“What	kind	of	pigeons	did	you	say	these	were,	Beaver?”	he
asked.

“Homing	pigeons,”	answered	Beaver.

“Well	now,	if	you	were	a	homing	pigeon,	what	would	you	do?”	inquired	Gus.

“Go	home,	I	guess,”	said	Beaver.



“I	expect	that’s	what	they	did,”	said	Gus	calmly.

“No,	they	didn’t,”	said	Beaver.	“They	just	flew	off	and	didn’t	even	look
back.”	He	thought	a	moment.	“Heyl	Wait	a	minute!	You	mean	they	flew	back
to	their	other	home	where	they	lived	before?”

“Yep,	I	expect	they	did,”	said	Gus.

“Boy,	Gus,	you’re	swell!”	Beaver	jumped	up	from	the	bucket	he	had	been
sitting	on.	“I	never	would	have	thought	of	that!”

“Oh,	I	expect	you	would,	given	enough	time,”	answered	Gus	calmly.

Then	a	wonderful	thought	came	to	Beaver.	If	his	pigeons	had	flown	back	to
their	former	home,	perhaps	Larry’s	and	Whitey’s	had,	too.	Maybe	the	whole
pigeon	club	had	flown	away!	Suddenly	Beaver	hoped	that	was	exactly	what
had	happened.	If	there	wasn’t	any	pigeon	club	he	would	not	feel	left	out	and
his	family	would	stop	scratching,	too.

“Gee,	thanks,	Gus,”	he	said	hastily.	“I’ve	got	to	go	now.	I’ve	got	a	lot	to	do.”

“No	trouble,”	said	Gus,	“no	trouble	at	all.”

The	first	thing	Beaver	did	was	run	over	to	Whitey’s	house.	When	he	found	no
one	home,	he	went	around	to	the	back	yard	where	the	door	of	Whitey’s	empty
pigeon	cage	stood	open	as	if	it	might	be	waiting	for	pigeons	to	return.

Larry’s	house	was	the	second	stop.	Beaver	found	Larry	at	home,	but	when
Beaver	suggested	they	go	look	at	Larry’s	pigeons,	Larry	said	he	had	let	them
out	for	some	exercise	and	why	didn’t	they	go	look	at	television	instead.

“You	know	something?”	said	Beaver.	“I	bet	you	let	your	pigeons	out	and	they
flew	away	and	never	came	back.”

Larry	looked	uncomfortable.

“Didn’t	they?”	persisted	Beaver.

‘‘Well	.	.	.	yeah,”	admitted	Larry.	“But	they’ll	be	back.	I	know	they	will.”

“No,	they	won’t,”	Beaver	informed	his	friend.	“And	you	know	why?	They	are
homing	pigeons	so	as	soon	as	they	got	out	they	went	home.	To	their	other
home.	That’s	what	they	did.”



“No	kidding?”	Larry	was	not	sure	he	believed	Beaver.

“Sure,”	said	Beaver.	“Mine	did	the	same	thing	and	I	bet	Whitey’s	did,	too.”

“Golly,”	said	Larry.	“I	thought	I	had	lost	my	pigeons	and	I	didn’t	want	you
fellows	to	know.”

“Me,	too,”	said	Beaver	and	began	to	laugh.	“Like	my	brother	Wally	says,
some	pigeon	club	with	no	pigeons.”

Larry	laughed,	too.	“Maybe	we	should	tell	Mr.	Claxton.	After	all,	we	paid	for
the	pigeons	and	they	should	have	been	willing	to	stick	around,”

“I’ll	phone	him,”	offered	Beaver.

“Would	you,	Beav?”	asked	Larry.

And	so	Beaver	telephoned	Mr.	Claxton	at	the	pet	shop.	When	the
conversation	was	finished	he	turned	to	Larry	and	said,	“Mr.	Claxton	says	he	is
sorry	about	what	happened	but	the	boy	who	sold	the	pigeons	is	buying	them
back	because	his	kid	brother	says	he	will	take	care	of	them	while	he	is	away
at	college.	Mr.	Claxton	says	pigeons	won’t	stay	in	a	new	home	until	they	have
raised	some	little	pigeons	there.	He	said	he	should	have	told	us.”

“Do	we	get	our	money	back?”	Larry	asked.

“Sure,”	said	Beaver.	“Mr.	Claxton	said	we	could	get	our	money	back	or	we
could	have	something	else	from	the	pet	shop.”

Larry	thought	it	over.	“I	guess	I’ll	get	my	money	back,”	he	said.	“I	think	I’d
rather	have	some	more	track	for	my	electric	train.”

“I	won’t,”	said	Beaver.	“I’m	going	to	get	something	else	from	the	pet	shop.”

“How	about	a	mynah	bird?”	asked	Larry.	“I	would	help	you	teach	it	to	talk.	I
heard	about	a	mynah	bird	that	could	say	‘Birds	can’t	talk.’	”

“No.”	Beaver	was	emphatic.	It	might	be	fun	to	have	a	bird	that	he	could	teach
to	talk,	but	if	he	did	get	a	mynah	bird,	he	could	guess	what	would	happen.	It
would	be	sure	to	get	mynah-bird	lice	and	then	his	whole	family	would	start
scratching	imaginary	itches.	“I	think	I’ll	get	a	couple	of	goldfish,”	he	said.	“I
can	keep	them	on	my	half	of	the	dresser	and	I’ll	name	them	Miss	Canfield
and	Miss	Landers.”



“I	don’t	think	goldfish	are	very	exciting,”	said	Larry.

Beaver	did	not	answer.	He	was	thinking	that	maybe	goldfish	weren’t	very
exciting,	but	at	least	they	did	not	get	lice.	And	that	was	important.	A	fellow
couldn’t	let	his	family	go	around	scratching	all	the	time.



BEAVER’S	HERO
From	the	very	first	day	school	started	in	September,	Beaver	had	trouble	with	a
girl	named	Judy.	Anything	that	Beaver	could	do,	Judy	could	do	better.	If
Beaver	made	only	two	mistakes	in	his	arithmetic	work	book,	Judy	did	not
make	any.	If	Beaver	told	the	class	about	the	trip	he	took	to	the	lake	with	his
family	during	the	summer,	Judy	promptly	told	how	she	went	with	her	family
all	the	way	to	Disneyland.

It	wasn’t	the	fact	that	Judy	did	everything	better	that	Beaver	minded	so	much,
it	was	the	snippy	way	she	acted	about	it,	always	tossing	her	head	and	flipping
her	pigtails	over	her	shoulder.	That	was	what	really	bothered	Beaver.	It	got	so
that	when	his	father	asked	him	how	things	went	at	school,	he	answered	by
muttering,	“Aw,	that	old	Judy—”	so	many	times	that	his	father	stopped	asking
about	school.	Instead	he	asked,	“What	did	that	old	Judy	do	today?”

Beaver	did	not	like	Judy’s	attitude	but	it	did	not	cause	him	any	real	trouble
until	one	day	when	the	class	was	discussing	Veterans’	Day,	a	holiday	that	was
not	far	off.	Miss	Landers	explained	that	Veterans’	Day	was	a	holiday	honoring
all	the	men	who	had	fought	for	the	United	States	in	all	the	wars.

Beaver	raised	his	hand	and	Miss	Landers	nodded,	giving	him	permission	to
speak.	“My	father	was	in	the	same	war	with	President	Eisenhower,”	he	told
the	class.

Several	members	of	the	class	laughed	but	it	seemed	to	Beaver	that	Judy’s
laugh	was	just	a	little	louder	than	that	of	anyone	else.	He	looked	around
bewildered,	because	he	could	not	see	anything	funny	about	what	he	had	said.
He	was	proud	to	have	a	father	who	had	been	in	the	same	war	with	the
President.

Miss	Landers	smiled	at	Beaver.	“I	am	sure	you	must	be	very	proud	of	your
father.	How	many	of	the	rest	of	the	class	have	fathers	who	were	in	the	same
war	with	President	Eisenhower?”

To	Beaver’s	embarrassment	most	of	the	class	raised	their	hands.

“I	had	an	uncle	who	was	almost	a	general,”	volunteered	Gilbert.	“He	was	a
sergeant.”

“My	father	was	a	first	lieutenant	on	a	mine-sweeper,”	someone	else	said.



“That	was	really	dangerous.”

The	whole	class,	It	seemed,	was	eager	to	tell	about	the	war	experiences	of
their	fathers	and	their	uncles.	Beaver	noticed	Judy	waving	her	hand	harder
than	anyone	else.

“Yes,	Judy,”	said	Miss	Landers.

“My	father	was	a	flyer	in	the	war,”	she	said.	“He	had	a	whole	airplane	with
his	name	on	it	and	he	flew	it	all	over	the	whole	Pacific.	When	the	war	was
finished	he	didn’t	even	have	to	give	it	back	unless	he	wanted	to.”	She	shot
Beaver	a	look	that	said	quite	plainly,	So	there!

That	old	Judy,	thought	Beaver.

“Beaver,	suppose	you	tell	me	what	your	father	did	in	the	war?”	suggested
Miss	Landers.

Unfortunately,	now	that	Beaver	was	given	the	opportunity	to	speak,	he
discovered	that	he	really	did	not	know	what	his	father	had	done	in	the	war.
All	he	knew	was	that	his	father	had	been	someplace	called	Guadalcanal,
which	he	thought	was	some	kind	of	island	even	though	it	sounded	more	like	a
canal.	“My	dad	was	.	.	.	uh	.	.	.”	His	mind	raced.	He	had	to	say	something	to
let	Judy	know	his	father	was	just	as	important	as	her	father,	but	he	realized
that	he	had	to	be	pretty	careful	what	he	said	because	he	did	not	even	know	the
difference	between	a	lieutenant	and	a	sergeant.	A	general	was	pretty
important,	he	knew,	but	he	didn’t	think	his	father	was	that	important.	The
whole	class	was	waiting.	“He	was	a	hero,”	Beaver	said	at	last,	feeling	that	this
was	a	good	safe	answer	because	being	a	hero	could	cover	a	lot	of	things.

“I	bet,”	Judy	whispered	derisively.

Beaver	turned	around	in	his	seat.	“He	was,	too!”	he	said	to	Judy	in	a	loud
whisper.	Then	he	faced	Miss	Landers	and	said	aloud,	“My	dad	has	a	whole
trunk	full	of	stuff	he	brought	home	from	the	war.”	That	much	was	true.	In	the
garage	there	was	an	old	trunk	with	his	father’s	name	on	it.	“Stuff	like	.	.	.	like
guns	and	hand	grenades	.	.	.	and	medals.	He’s	got	a	bunch	of	medals.”

“Ha,”	said	Judy	just	loud	enough	so	Beaver	could	hear	her	but	Miss	Landers
could	not.

Beaver	could	not	help	himself.	There	was	something	about	the	way	Judy	said
“ha”	that	goaded	him	on.	Before	he	really	stopped	to	think	what	he	was



saying,	he	volunteered,	“Miss	Landers,	I’ll	bring	some	of	his	medals	and	stuff
to	school	to	show	the	class	if	you’d	like.”

“Why—yes,	Beaver,”	answered	Miss	Landers.	“We	would	be	glad	to	have
you	bring	some	of	your	father’s	war	souvenirs	to	school	and	tell	us	about
them	tomorrow.”

“Sure,	Miss	Landers.”	Beaver’s	thoughts	were	fixed	on	that	battered	trunk	in
the	garage.	It	was	a	big	trunk	and	it	must	contain	a	lot	of	things	his	father	had
brought	home	from	the	war,	things	like	guns	and	hand	grenades—and	medals.
After	what	he	had	just	said	there	had	to	be.	And	what	else	would	his	father
have	brought	home?	Beaver	sat	at	his	desk	wondering	what	he	would	find	in
that	trunk	until	he	caught	Miss	Landers	watching	him.	Then	he	bent	hastily
over	his	workbook.

Beaver,	who	worried	all	day,	was	glad	to	hear	the	bell	announce	that	school
was	out.	He	was	anxious	to	get	home,	think	things	over	and—what	was	more
important—find	out	what	really	was	in	that	trunk.

As	the	class	crowded	out	of	the	room,	Judy	edged	close	to	Beaver.	“I’ll	bet
you	were	just	saying	that,	Beaver,”	she	said.	“I’ll	bet	your	father	really	wasn’t
a	hero.	You’re	just	making	it	up.”

“I	am	not!”	retorted	Beaver.

“What	did	he	do?”	Judy	demanded.

“Don’t	worry.”	Beaver	tried	to	sound	mysterious.	“He	did	plenty

“Aw,	cut	it	out,	Judy,”	said	Whitey.	“Beav	will	tell	us	all	about	it	tomorrow
when	he	brings	his	dad’s	medals	to	school.”

"Yeah,”	said	Beaver	faintly	as	he	walked	down	the	steps	of	the	school
building.	“That’s	right.”

"Hey,	Beaver,”	yelled	Gilbert	as	he	headed	for	the	bicycle	rack.	"Maybe	you
could	bring	a	machine	gun	when	you	bring	the	medals.”

Instead	of	answering,	Beaver	managed	a	weak	grin	in	Gilbert’s	direction.

“Just	so	you	don’t	forget	the	medals,”	said	Judy	with	a	toss	of	her	head	and	a
flip	of	her	pigtails.



"Don’t	worry,”	said	Beaver	darkly.

“I	knew	you	weren’t	making	it	up,	Beaver,”	said	Whitey.

"You	did,	Whitey?”	Beaver	wished	he	was	as	sure	as	Whitey.

“Sure,”	said	Whitey.	“A	fellow	wouldn’t	make	up	stuff	like	that	and	look	like
a	boob	in	front	of	the	whole	class.”

"Yeah,	a	fellow	sure	wouldn’t,”	agreed	Beaver.

When	Beaver	reached	his	house	he	headed	straight	for	the	garage	where	he
found	the	trunk	buried	beneath	a	pile	of	old	magazines	and	camping
equipment.	He	pulled	and	tugged	until	he	had	uncovered	the	trunk	and	as	he
stood	wondering	how	he	was	going	to	open	it,	Wally	came	home	from	school.

"Hey,	Wally—do	you	think	Dad	will	mind	us	looking	at	his	old	war	stuff?”
Beaver	asked.

“No,”	said	Wally.	“He	wouldn't	have	left	the	key	hanging	on	that	nail	if	he
cared."

“Look,	Wally,	at	this	picture	on	the	top	of	the	trunk,”	said	Beaver.	“It’s	a	big
bee	carrying	a	machine	gun,	a	wrench	and	a	hammer.”

“I	guess	that	shows	the	kind	of	outfit	Dad	was	in,”	said	Wally	as	he	took	the
key	off	the	nail.	“If	they	missed	the	guys	with	a	gun	they	hit	them	with	a
hammer.”

Wally	unlocked	the	trunk	and	together	the	boys	lifted	the	lid.	“I	bet	he	has	a
lot	of	neat	guns	and	stuff	in	here,”	remarked	Beaver	and	thought,	There’s	got
to	be.	Oh	boy,	how	there’s	got	to	be!

The	first	thing	the	boys	saw	was	four	photographs	pasted	inside	the	lid.	“Hey,
look	at	the	pretty	girls!”	exclaimed	Wally.

“Those	aren’t	pretty	girls,”	said	Beaver.	“Those	are	Mom.”	He	studied	the
pictures	a	moment.	“She	sure	was	pretty	.	.	.	but	then	I	guess	she	still	is	when
you	compare	her	to	other	fellows'	mothers.”	He	poked	around	among	some
bundles	of	old	letters	in	the	trunk	and	pulled	out	several	large	rolls	of	paper.
“What	are	these?”	he	asked.

Wally	examined	the	rolls.	“Some	kind	of	maps,	I	guess.”



“Oh.”	Beaver	was	encouraged.	Maybe	his	father	had	crawled	behind	the
enemy	lines	and	captured	the	maps.	Next	he	pulled	out	a	drawing	board	and	a
long	T-shaped	piece	of	plastic.	“What’s	this?”	he	wanted	to	know.	“Some	kind
of	sword?”

“No,	it’s	a	T-square,”	said	Wally.	“They	use	it	to	draw	stuff	with.”

“Hey!	Look	at	this	thing!”	exclaimed	Beaver,	pulling	out	a	metal	object.	“See,
it	opens	out.	I’ll	bet	it’s	the	bottom	of	a	machine	gun.”



“I	don’t	know.”	Wally	sounded	doubtful.

“Sure	it	is,”	said	Beaver	enthusiastically.	He	wasn’t	going	to	let	Wally’s
doubts	discourage	him.	Wait	till	the	class	at	school	saw	this!	“And	here’s	a
gun	barrel.”

“No,	it	isn’t,”	said	Wally.	This	time	he	was	positive.	“It	looks	like	some	sort
of	telescope	to	me.”

A	telescope	had	interesting	possibilities.	“Dad	must	have	used	it	to	look	for
enemy	planes,”	Beaver	said	and	sighted	through	the	instrument	toward	the
roof	of	the	garage.	“A-a-a	.	.	.	a-a-a	.	.	.	a-a-a.”	He	shot	down	three	enemy
planes	just	like	that.

“I’m	not	so	sure,”	Wally	was	skeptical.	“What	would	he	be	doing	with	a
drawing	board	and	T-square?”

“He	probably	drew	pictures	of	the	planes	so	he	would	know	what	he	was
supposed	to	shoot	down‚”	was	Beaver’s	easy	explanation.	The	trunk	was	so
full	of	things	he	was	bound	to	come	upon	the	medals	soon.

Wally	pulled	out	a	snapshot	which	the	boys	examined.	“Bearded	women
wearing	grass	skirts!”	exclaimed	Wally.

“Hey,	these	ladies	are	guys,”	said	Beaver.	“And	one	of	them	is	Dad!	Say,	do
you	suppose	he	is	fixed	up	like	that	because	he	was	a	spy?”	Now	Beaver	was
really	excited.	His	father	an	honest-to-goodness	spy,	and	he	had	a	picture	to
prove	it!	Wouldn’t	that	be	something	to	show	the	class!	And	that	old	Judy—
let	her	try	to	top	that	one.

“On	television	spies	wear	trench	coats,	not	grass	skirts,”	Wally	pointed	out.

“Ye-es,”	Beaver	agreed	reluctantly.	“But	maybe	things	were	different	in	the
olden	days	when	Dad	was	in	the	war.”

The	boys	were	reaching	for	another	souvenir	when	Mr.	Cleaver	drove	into	the
garage	and	stopped	the	car.	“Mind	if	I	join	the	fun?”	he	asked	when	he	had
climbed	out	of	the	car,

“We	were	just	looking	in	your	trunk	for	war	souvenirs,”	said	Wally.

“Yeah,	Dad.	We	didn’t	think	you’d	mind,”	said	Beaver.	“We	didn’t	break
anything.”	He	held	the	snapshot	out	to	his	father.	“Were	you	disguised	as	a



native	so	you	could	sneak	up	on	people?”

Mr.	Cleaver	took	the	snapshot	and	smiled	at	it	as	if	it	reminded	him	of
something	funny.	“No,”	he	said	at	last.	“No,	we	were	just	fooling	around.	We
were	pretty	hard	up	for	amusement	out	there	on	Guadalcanal.”

Beaver	was	disappointed.	He	certainly	was	not	going	to	tell	the	class	his
father	fooled	around	during	the	war.	“How	many	enemies	did	you	kill	in	the
war?”	he	asked.

“Beaver,	I	didn’t	kill	anybody,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver,	laying	the	snapshot	back	in
the	trunk.	“I	was	a	Seabee.”

“Oh.”	Well,	supposed	Beaver,	there	were	probably	lots	of	other	things	a	hero
could	do	in	the	war.

“What	did	you	do	with	this	telescope?”	asked	Wally.

“That’s	not	a	telescope,”	answered	Mr.	Cleaver.	“That’s	a	transit.	When	we
were	building	a	base,	we	would	sight	through	one	of	these	to	see—well,	if	the
ground	was	level.”

“Dad!”	Beaver	did	not	even	try	to	hide	his	agitation.	“Did	all	you	do	in	the
war	was	see	if	the	ground	was	level?”

“Well,	I	sure	did	a	lot	of	it—acres	and	acres,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.

thing?"	asked	Beaver.

“Nope,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver	as	cheerfully	as	if	it	did	not	matter	at	all.

Beaver	replaced	the	items	he	had	removed	from	the	trunk	and	closed	the	lid.
His	dad	a	dirt-leveler!	How	was	he	ever	going	to	explain	that	to	the	class?	Me
and	my	big	mouth,	he	thought	gloomily.	He	was	never	going	to	hear	the	last
of	this.	A	dirt-leveler!	You	couldn’t	get	much	lower	than	dirt.

Beaver	brooded	about	his	problem	all	through	dinner	and	finally	concluded
that	he	had	better	confide	in	Wally.	Wally	would	know	what	to	do.

When	Wally	went	upstairs	to	do	his	homework,	Beaver	followed.	He	closed
the	door	and	in	a	low	voice	told	his	brother	what	had	happened	at	school	that
day.

“Boy,	Beaver—”	Wally	shook	his	head	when	Beaver	had	finished.	“Leave	it



to	you	to	think	up	something	like	that	to	get	into.”

From	the	tone	of	his	brother’s	voice	Beaver	had	a	feeling	the	situation	was
pretty	hopeless.	“I	didn’t	mean	to	say	so	much	but	I	started	talking	and	it	just
sort	of	slipped	out,”	he	said	in	a	feeble	effort	to	defend	himself.	“Anyway,
how	did	I	know	that	all	Dad	ever	did	in	the	war	was	measure	dirt?”

'‘It	must	have	done	some	good	or	Dad	wouldn’t	have	done	it,”	Wally	pointed
out.

“Yeah,”	agreed	Beaver,	“but	Judy’s	father	had	his	own	airplane	named	after
him	and	flew	all	over	the	war.”

“Oh,	Judy.”	Wally	dismissed	her.	“She	probably	just	made	that	stuff	up,	too.”

“I	know.”	Beaver	felt	that	Wally	was	right.	“But	she	didn’t	tell	the	class	she
was	going	to	bring	her	father’s	medals	to	school.”

The	boys	sat	on	their	beds	contemplating	Beaver’s	problem.	“Well,”	said
Wally	at	last.	“I	don’t	know	what	you	are	going	to	do,	but	I	know	I’ve	got	to
get	on	with	my	homework.	I’ve	got	to	write	an	example	of	a	friendly	letter
and	a	business	letter.	The	dumb	assignments	teachers	think	up!”	He	walked	to
his	desk,	switched	on	his	desk	lamp	and	sat	down	to	work.

Beaver	got	up	and	fed	his	two	goldfish,	Miss	Canfield	and	Miss	Landers.
Then	he	leaned	over	the	bowl	and	watched	them	nibble	at	the	food	as	it
drifted	to	the	bottom.	Now	what	was	he	going	to	do?	He	swallowed
experimentally.	His	throat	was	not	the	least	bit	sore.	His	stomach	didn’t	ache,
either.	And	it	was	no	good	pretending	to	be	sick	to	get	out	of	school—his
mother	always	saw	through	that.	He	threw	himself	on	the	bed	and	stared	at
the	ceiling	while	he	listened	to	the	scratch	of	Wally’s	pen.

“Hey,	Beav!”	said	Wally,	turning	around	suddenly.	“How’s	this?”	He	began	to
read	what	he	had	written.	“	‘Dear	Mom,	I	am	sitting	here	with	my
submachine	gun—’	”

Beaver	interrupted.	“Are	you	nuts	or	something?	What	are	you	writing	to
Mom	about	your	submachine	gun	for?	You	don’t	have	a	submachine	gun.”
That’s	the	whole	trouble,	thought	Beaver,	nobody	in	his	family	had	a	machine
gun.

Obviously	Wally	was	excited	about	his	work.	“Don’t	you	get	it?	This	isn’t
really	from	me,”	he	explained,	“This	is	a	letter	from	Dad	to	Mom—”	“He



doesn’t	call	her	Mom,”	Beaver	pointed	out.	“He	calls	her	June.”

“Oh—yeah.”	Wally	crossed	something	out	and	went	on	reading.	“	‘Dear	June:
I	am	sitting	here	with	my	submachine	gun	waiting	for	the	enemy	to	attack.
They	haven’t	arrived	yet	so	I	am	writing	this	letter	to	you.	Me	and	all	the
other	brave	men	have	been	on	Wake	Island	for	two	weeks—’	”

“But	Dad	was	on	Guadalcanal,”	Beaver	said.

“I	know.”	Wally	was	impatient	to	get	on	with	his	masterpiece.	“But	I	can’t
spell	Guadalcanal.	Now	keep	quiet	and	listen.	‘This	morning	I	volunteered	for
a	dangerous	patrol	and	captured	sixty-five	prisoners	single-handed	and	the
General	said,	“Good	going,	Ward,”	and	he	wished	he	had	more	soldiers	like
me.	I	have	to	finish	now	as	I	hear	the	enemy	approaching.	Yours	truly,	Ward.
P.	S.	I	got	your	last	letter	and	I	am	sorry	you	lost	all	those	medals	I	sent	you.’
”	Wally	paused	for	breath.	“See,	Beav.	We	put	it	in	one	of	those	old	army
envelopes	in	Dad’s	trunk	and	you	take	it	to	school	and	when	Judy	asks	about
Dad’s	medals,	you	just	show	her	this.”

It	was	a	good	idea.	Too	good,	Beaver	decided.	There	must	be	something
wrong	with	it.	“Shouldn’t	you	put	in	some	mush	talk?”	he	asked	doubtfully.

“Miss	Landers	might	want	to	read	it	out	loud	in	class.	You	don’t	want	her
reading	a	bunch	of	mushy	stuff,	do	you?”	Wally	asked.

“Well	.	.	.	no.”	Beaver	took	the	letter	and	examined	it.	It	was	written	on	a
sheet	of	paper	torn	from	a	composition	book	and	it	did	not	look	to	Beaver	like
a	letter	written	by	a	grownup.	“Wally,	I	don’t	think	this	is	going	to	work.”

“No,”	admitted	Wally,	slumping	in	his	chair.	“But	I	had	fun	writing	it.”

“Wally,”	said	Beaver	desperately.	“What	am	I	going	to	do?”

“You	could	tell	them	Dad	is	real	mean	and	wouldn’t	let	you	bring	his
souvenirs,”	suggested	Wally.

“No,	I	don’t	think	a	hero	is	supposed	to	be	that	mean,”	said	Beaver.

“Beaver,	you’ve	done	stuff	like	this	before,”	said	Wally.	“Why	do	you	make
up	things	like	that?”

Beaver	sighed	unhappily.	“Because	when	I’m	saying	it	and	everyone	is
listening	I	feel	good.”



Wally	groaned.	“But	sooner	or	later	you	get	caught.”

“Yeah,	I	know.”	Beaver	plucked	at	a	tuft	on	his	bedspread.	“I	wish	I	could
remember	that	ahead	of	time.”

There	was	a	knock	at	the	door	and	Mr.	Cleaver	entered.	“Just	checking	on	the
homework,	Wally,”	he	said.	“There	seems	to	be	a	lot	of	conversation	going	on
up	here.”

“I’m	supposed	to	write	a	friendly	letter	and	a	business	letter,”	Wally	told	his
father.

Before	Wally	could	hide	it,	Mr.	Cleaver	had	picked	up	the	letter	from	Wally’s
desk.	“Is	this	the	friendly	letter?”	he	asked.

“Uh	.	.	.”	said	Wally.

Beaver	looked	at	his	brother	who	was	slowly	turning	red.	Poor	old	Wally.
Now	he	was	in	trouble,	too.

Mr.	Cleaver	read	the	letter.	Then	he	read	it	again.	He	laid	it	back	on	Wally’s
table	and	said,

“It’s	friendly,	all	right.”	He	looked	curiously	at	Wally.	“Tell	me,	how	did	you
happen	to	write	a	letter	like	this?”

“Well	.	.	.	uh	,	.	.	you	see,	Dad,”	Wally	began.

“We	had	this	assignment	to	write	this	friendly	letter	and	most	of	the	kids	write
dumb	stuff	like	thanking	somebody	for	an	imaginary	invitation	to	a	farm	or
something	and	.	.	.	well,	I	just	thought	it	would	be	more	interesting	to	.	.	.
write	something	different	is	all.”

“It	is	interesting	all	right,”	agreed	Mr.	Cleaver.	Different,	too.”

It	made	Beaver	uncomfortable	to	see	Wally	looking	so	uncomfortable—
especially	since	the	whole	thing	was	his	fault.	He	felt	as	if	he	ought	to	help
out.	“But	Dad,”	he	began	and	did	not	know	what	to	say.	“But	Dad,”	he	tried
and	this	time	found	some	words.	“It	is	sort	of	my	fault.	I	was	looking	at	your
old	war	souvenirs	and	Wally	came	along—”	'

Wally	took	it	from	there,	“—and	that’s	where	I	got	the	idea.”

“I	see.	By	looking	at	my	old	drawing	board	you	got	the	idea	of	writing	a	letter



about	my	submachine	gun,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	He	looked	sharply	at	Beaver.
“And	why	this	sudden	interest	in	my	war	souvenirs	in	the	first	place?”

Now	it	was	Beaver’s	turn	to	color.	“Well	.	.	.	at	school	we	were	talking	about
Veterans’	Day	and	the	class	got	to	bragging	about	what	their	fathers	did
during	the	war	and	.	.	.	I	just	thought	I	would	like	to	see	your	war	souvenirs	is
all.”	Beaver	stopped	and	studied	his	father	to	see	if	he	could	get	by	with	this
much	information	without	telling	the	whole	story.	He	was	not	eager	to	have
his	father	tell	him	he	should	learn	to	be	more	careful	about	what	he	said.	He
had	learned	that	already.	The	hard	way.

“Hmm.”	Mr.	Cleaver	studied	his	younger	son’s	face.

Beaver	looked	at	the	floor.

“Well,	Wally,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver	at	last.	“I	hope	you	get	an	A	on	that	letter.
That	postscript	about	the	medals	is	a	nice	touch.	What	made	you	think	your
mother	would	lose	my	medals—if	I	had	any	to	send	her,	that	is?”

Wally	shrugged.	“I	don’t	know,	Dad.	I	just	did.	The	teacher	said	to	use	our
imaginations.”

“You	did	that	all	right.”	Mr.	Cleaver	paused	at	the	door.	“If	you	need	any	help
with	that	business	letter,	let	me	know,”	he	said	and	went	out,	closing	the	door.

“Whew!”	exclaimed	Wally	as	he	listened	to	his	father’s	footsteps	going	down
the	stairs.

“Thanks,	Wally,”	said	Beaver.	“Thanks	for	helping	me	out.”

“I'd	like	to	know	what	he	was	really	thinking,”	remarked	Wally	and	turned
back	to	his	studies.

“Yeah,”	agreed	Beaver	and	flopped	back	on	the	bed	with	his	hands	under	his
head.	“It	is	kind	of	hard	to	tell	about	Dad	sometimes.”	He	lay	there	listening
to	the	sounds	about	the	house—the	television	set	in	the	living	room,	his	father
talking	to	someone	on	the	telephone,	an	airplane	overhead.	The	sound	of	the
airplane	reminded	him	of	Judy’s	father’s	war	record	and	his	own	dilemma.
There	was	no	way	out.	Tomorrow	he	would	have	to	face	the	class	and	admit
that	his	father	didn’t	have	any	medals.	With	luck	he	might	be	able	to	get	out
of	telling	them	his	father	was	just.	.	.	a	dirt-leveler.	Except	that	old	Judy
would	probably	ask	right	out	loud	what	he	had	done.



The	next	morning	Beaver	dawdled	through	his	breakfast.

“Good	luck,	Beav,”	called	Wally	as	he	went	out	the	door	with	his	books.

“Thanks,”	said	Beaver	without	enthusiasm.

“Good	luck	about	what?”	asked	Mrs.	Cleaver.

“Oh	.	.	.	nothing.”	Beaver	began	to	eat	his	oatmeal.	It	always	pleased	his
mother	to	see	him	eat	his	cereal	without	her	having	to	tell	him	to.	After
breakfast	he	walked	reluctantly	to	school	and	managed	to	arrive	just	as	the
last	bell	rang	so	that	no	one	had	a	chance	to	ask	about	his	father’s	medals
before	school	started.

“Good	morning,	boys	and	girls,”	Miss	Landers	began	briskly.	“We	have	a
busy	day	ahead	of	us.”

Judy	waved	her	hand.

Beaver	slid	down	in	his	seat	and	held	his	spelling	workbook	up	in	front	of	his
face.

“Yes,	Judy,”	said	Miss	Landers.

“Aren’t	we	going	to	get	to	see	Beaver’s	father’s	medals?”	asked	Judy.

Beaver	slid	a	little	lower	in	his	seat	as	the	class	turned	to	look	at	him.

Miss	Landers	looked	directly	at	Judy.	“We	have	a	full	morning	ahead	of	us,
Judy,”	she	said.	“I	think	it	will	do	to	remember	that	all	the	men	who	took	part
in	the	war	were	heroes	in	one	way	or	another.	Some	were	awarded	medals	and
many	more,	the	unsung	heroes,	were	not.	Beaver’s	father	performed	one	of
the	most	valuable	services	of	the	whole	war.	He	leveled	dirt.”

Beaver	sat	up	in	his	seat	and	stared	at	Miss	Landers.	How	did	she	know	his
father	was	a	dirt-leveler?	He	glanced	around	at	the	class,	half-expecting	them
to	laugh,	but	Miss	Landers	had	spoken	so	seriously	that	everyone	was	silent.

“You	see,	Judy,”	Miss	Landers	continued.	“It	was	the	brave	men	in	the
Seabees	like	Beaver’s	father	who	leveled	the	dirt	to	build	the	air	bases	so	that
men	like	your	father	could	land	their	planes.”

Beaver	continued	to	stare	at	Miss	Landers.	He	had	never	thought	of	his
father's	dirt-leveling	that	way,	but	she	was	right.	If	his	father	hadn’t	leveled



dirt,	Judy’s	father	could	not	have	landed	his	plane.	Beaver	felt	better.	Miss
Landers	had	settled	Judy	all	right.

“And	now,	class,	take	your	spelling	workbooks,”	said	Miss	Landers	in	a	let’s-
have-no-nonsense	voice.

Puzzled,	Beaver	kept	glancing	at	Miss	Landers.	He	had	a	feeling	there	was
something	funny	going	on—and	he	was	glad	of	it.	He	still	could	not
understand	how	Miss	Landers	knew	his	father	had	been	a	dirt-leveler,	but
slowly	a	suspicion	began	to	form	in	his	mind.	Maybe	.	.	.	no,	it	couldn't	be	.	.	.
yes,	maybe	it	could	.	.	.	his	father	had	just	happened	to	tell	Miss	Landers	.	.	.
but	why.	.	.	and	how?

To	Beaver’s	great	relief,	everyone	lost	interest	in	his	father’s	medals	except
Gilbert,	who	merely	asked	as	the	class	started	to	leave	for	recess,	“Say,	Beav,
didn’t	your	father	get	any	medals?”

“Aw,	he	didn’t	need	any	medals,”	bragged	Beaver	and	the	matter	was	settled.

Beaver	waited	until	the	rest	of	the	class	had	left	the	room	before	he	went	to
the	front	of	the	room	to	talk	to	Miss	Landers.

“I	thought	you	might	want	to	talk	to	me,”	said	Miss	Landers	with	a	smile.

“Uh	.	.	.	you	didn’t	just	happen	to	talk	to	my	dad,	did	you,	Miss	Landers?”
asked	Beaver.

Miss	Landers	laughed.	“No,	I	didn’t	just	happen	to	talk	to	him.	Your	father
telephoned	me	on	purpose	and	said	he	thought	from	the	way	you	had	been
behaving	at	home	that	you	might	have	talked	yourself	into	a	corner	at	school.
He	said	he	was	pretty	sure	that	was	what	happened	because	when	he	was
about	your	age	he	told	everyone	his	father	was	commander	of	the	Graf
Zeppelin	and	the	day	after	it	crashed	he	begged	his	father	not	to	leave	the
house.”

Beaver	grinned.	“I	sure	did	talk	myself	into	a	corner,	but	gee,	thanks,	Miss
Landers,	for	helping	me	out.”

“That’s	all	right,	Beaver,”	said	Miss	Landers,	“but	after	this	please	think
before	you	speak.	You	will	save	yourself	a	lot	of	trouble.”

“Sure,	Miss	Landers,”	said	Beaver	and	ran	out	to	join	the	rest	of	the	class	on
the	playground.	He	lost	no	time	in	finding	Judy.	“I	guess	your	father	would



have	been	in	a	pretty	tight	spot	if	it	hadn’t	been	for	my	father,”	he	boasted.
“Your	father	would	probably	still	be	flying	around	out	there	without	any	place
to	land	if	my	father	hadn’t	got	there	first	and	leveled	all	that	dirt	for	the
landing	fields.”

“Yeah,	Judy,”	said	Gilbert.	“Without	Beaver’s	father	your	father	wouldn’t
even	have	got	off	the	ground.”

“Pooh!”	said	Judy.	“Beaver’s	father	didn’t	even	get	any	medals.”

“So	what,”	scoffed	Beaver.	“He	didn’t	need	any	old	medals.	He	was	a	non-
sung	hero,	that’s	what	he	was.”

“You	mean	he	was	an	unsung	hero,”	said	Judy	with	a	toss	of	her	head	and	a
flip	of	her	pigtails.

For	once	Beaver	did	not	mind	Judy’s	snippy	way	of	speaking.	“That’s	right.
An	unsung	hero,”	he	agreed	and	thought	to	himself,	And	he	is	sure	handy,
too.



BEAVER	GETS	ADOPTED
It	all	began	happily	enough	the	day	of	the	field	meet	at	Mayfield	Park.	Beaver
had	enjoyed	himself.	The	sun	shone,	all	his	friends	had	been	there	and	he
even	had	enjoyed	eating	his	lunch	out	of	a	paper	bag.	All	the	running,	yelling
and	playing	had	been	fun.	Beaver	had	not	won	any	races	but	he	did	not	care.
Wally	had	won	enough	races	for	both	of	them	and	had	been	awarded	a	trophy
besides.	Beaver	was	proud	of	that	and	went	around	saying,	“That’s	my
brother—the	one	over	there	with	the	trophy.”

When	it	was	all	over	Beaver	was	eager	to	go	home	and	tell	his	mother	and
father	all	about	what	a	good	day	it	had	been.	On	the	way	home	he	had	to	stop
at	Larry	Mondello’s	house	to	return	Larry’s	sneakers.	This	made	him	late	and
when	he	reached	his	own	house	he	found	the	table	set	for	dinner	and	Wally’s
track	trophy	on	display	in	the	center	of	the	table	in	place	of	the	bowl	of
flowers	his	mother	usually	kept	there.

“Oh,	there	you	are,	Beaver,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“Run	along	and	wash	in	a
hurry	before	the	mashed	potatoes	get	cold.”

When	Beaver,	his	hands	and	face	clean,	returned	to	the	dining	room,	he	found
his	father	admiring	Wally’s	trophy,	a	gold	figure	of	a	discus	thrower	mounted
on	a	plastic	base.	It	was	a	handsome	trophy,	which	was	going	to	look	pretty
impressive	on	Wally’s	half	of	the	dresser.

“Mayfield	Park	Field	Day.	High	point	winner,”	Mr.	Cleaver	read	from	the
base	of	the	trophy.

“Yeah,	Dad.”	It	was	easy	to	see	Wally	was	pleased	with	himself.	“I	finished
second	in	the	hundred-yard	dash,	first	in	the	broad	jump,	and	third	in	the	high
jump.	I’m	supposed	to	take	my	trophy	back.	For	a	dollar	they’ll	engrave	my
name	on	it.”

"Wally,	I	think	that’s	just	wonderful,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.

“Yes,	I	think	we	have	another	decathlon	star	here,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver,	and
Beaver	could	tell	from	the	tone	of	his	voice	that	his	father	was	proud	of
Wally.

Mrs.	Cleaver	turned	to	her	younger	son.	“How	did	you	make	out,	Beaver?”
she	asked.



“Well,	I	was	in	the	fifty-yard	dash,	but	I	didn’t	get	to	finish,”	said	Beaver.

“You	didn’t	get	to	finish?”	asked	his	father.

“No,	I	forgot	my	sneakers	and	I	had	to	run	in	Larry	Mondello’s.”

Mrs.	Cleaver	laughed.	“Beaver,	when	are	you	going	to	learn	to	remember
things?	I	hope	you	didn’t	fall.”

“He	didn’t	fall,”	said	Wally.	“He	just	kind	of	flopped	around	the	track.	They
were	sort	of	big	for	him.”

“Yeah,”	agreed	Beaver.	“Besides,	I	don’t	think	Larry’s	sneakers	are	used	to
winning.”

Mr.	Cleaver	turned	to	Wally.	“Who	did	you	beat	in	the	high	jump?”	he	asked.

“Chester	Anderson,”	answered	Wally.

“Say,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver	admiringly.	“He’s	older	than	you	are.	That’s	pretty
good.”

“I	guess	so,	Dad,”	said	Wally.	“The	track	coach	was	there.	He	said	I	should
come	out	for	the	track	team	next	year.”

This	was	something	Beaver	did	not	know	about.	The	high	school	track	coach!
That	was	really	something.	Beaver	began	to	feel	a	little	embarrassed	about	his
own	performance,	flopping	around	in	Larry’s	sneakers	because	he	hadn’t
remembered	to	bring	his	own.	He	had	thought	it	was	funny	when	all	the
fellows	laughed	but	now	he	wasn’t	so	sure.	He	must	have	looked	pretty	silly.
No	high	school	track	coach	would	ever	ask	him	to	come	out	for	the	team,	not
after	the	way	he	had	behaved.

“Beaver,	would	you	like	a	little	more	meat?”	Mrs.	Cleaver	asked.

“Well	.	.	.	no	thanks.”	Beaver	discovered	he	really	was	not	so	very	hungry
after	all.	Probably	all	the	fellows	had	been	laughing	at	him,	not	with	him.

“Wally,	in	the	hundred-yard—”	began	Mr.	Cleaver.

Beaver	noticed	that	his	father	stopped	when	his	mother	frowned	at	him.

Mrs.	Cleaver	then	smiled	at	her	youngest	son.	“Beaver—I	wouldn’t	worry	too
much	about	not	bringing	home	any	trophies.	You	know	the	old	saying—you



can’t	win	every	time.”

“I	didn’t	get	in	it	to	win,”	said	Beaver.	“I	just	got	in	it	to	be	with	the	other
fellows.”	That	was	the	whole	trouble.	He	should	have	gone	in	to	win.	Like
Wally.	Wally	always	did	things	right.	Wally	had	his	own	track	shoes.	You
didn’t	see	Wally	flopping	around	in	borrowed	sneakers	not	caring	whether	he
won	or	not.

“Say,	Beav,”	said	Wally.	“After	supper,	if	you	want,	I’ll	show	you	how	to	do	a
real	racing	start.”	Beaver	poked	listlessly	at	his	mashed	potato.	“Oh,	I	can	get
started	all	right.	I	just	can’t	keep	going.”	He	made	a	little	dent	in	the	side	of
his	pile	of	potato	so	the	gravy	ran	off	onto	his	plate.	“Larry	says	it’s	not	real
gold.”

“What’s	not	real	gold?”	asked	Mr.	Cleaver.

“Wally’s	trophy,”	answered	Beaver.	“It’s	just	plastic.”

“I	know	that,	Beaver,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver,	“but	it’s	not	what	it’s	made	of	that
counts.	It’s	what	it	stands	for.	Anyway,	Son,	I	wouldn’t	resent	it	just	because
your	brother	won	a	trophy.”

“I’m	not	resenting	it,”	said	Beaver.	“I	just	said	it's	not	real	gold.”

“All	right,”	said	Wally.	“So	it's	not	real	gold.”	Beaver	did	not	answer.	He	was
thinking,	You	don’t	have	to	be	so	crabby	about	it.

The	next	morning	after	Sunday	school	Beaver	found	Wally,	still	in	his	best
suit,	sitting	on	his	bed	polishing	his	trophy.

“Don’t	polish	it	too	hard,	Wally,”	said	Beaver.	“You’ll	polish	all	the	plastic
gold	off.”

“I	won’t	polish	it	off.”	Wally	set	the	trophy	on	his	half	of	the	dresser	and
stepped	back	to	admire	it.

Beaver	wished	he	had	a	trophy	to	admire,	too.

The	dresser	looked	lopsided	with	just	one	trophy	on	Wally’s	half.

“Well,	so	long,	Beav,”	said	Wally,	starting	for	the	door.	“I’m	going	over	to
Chester’s	house.”

“In	your	Sunday	suit?”	asked	Beaver.



“Sure,”	said	Wally.	“Chester’s	cousin	Kathy	might	be	there.	If	she	isn’t	I	can
always	stuff	my	tie	in	my	pocket.”	He	walked	into	the	hall	and	then	called
back	to	his	brother,	“If	Larry	Mondello	is	coming	over,	you	kids	leave	my
stuff	alone.	See?”

“Sure,”	agreed	Beaver	and	started	to	change	into	his	old	clothes.	He	had	only
taken	off	his	coat	when	Larry	arrived.

The	first	thing	Larry	spotted	was	Wally’s	trophy.	“Hey,	Beav!”	he	exclaimed.
“That’s	a	keen-looking	trophy	your	brother	won	yesterday!”	He	picked	it	up
and	examined	it,	turning	it	around	and	running	his	hands	over	the	plastic	gold.

“Yeah,	he’s	going	to	get	it	engraved	for	a	dollar,”	said	Beaver.	“Say,	Larry,	put
it	down,	will	you?	We	aren’t	supposed	to	touch	any	of	Wally’s	stuff	and	he	is
so	particular	about	his	old	trophy	he’ll	probably	inspect	it	for	fingerprints.”

Larry	set	the	trophy	back	on	the	dresser.	“Hurry	up	and	get	your	clothes
changed	so	we	can	go	over	to	my	house	and	play,”	he	said.



Beaver	jerked	open	his	drawer	to	get	a	clean	sport	shirt	and	as	he	did	so,	the
trophy	tottered.	Beaver	grabbed.	His	fingers	touched	the	smooth	plastic.	He
felt	it	but	he	could	not	grasp	it.	Wally’s	precious	trophy	slid	through	his
fingers	and	fell	to	the	floor	with	a	smash.	Not	a	thud.	A	smash.	For	a	minute
Beaver	was	scared	to	look,	and	when	he	did	he	saw	the	discus	thrower	lying
armless	and	beheaded	on	the	floor.	The	head	had	rolled	across	the	rug,	the
arms	had	slid	under	the	dresser.

“Boy,	Beaver,”	Larry	sounded	awed.	“You’re	really	going	to	get	it.”



Numbly	Beaver	stooped	to	pick	up	the	pieces.	“I	know	I	am,	but	it	was	just	as
much	your	fault	as	mine.	You	set	it	back	too	near	the	edge	of	the	dresser.	I’m
not	supposed	to	get	into	any	of	Wally’s	things	or	touch	any	of	his	stuff.	Now
I’m	scared	to	tell	anybody	because	they’ll	think	I	did	it	on	purpose.”

“Maybe	you	don’t	have	to	tell	anybody,”	suggested	Larry.	“Don’t	you	have
some	glue	around	someplace	that	would	stick	it	together?	Some	airplane	glue
or	something?	If	you	do,	I’ll	help	you	and	maybe	we	could	get	it	fixed	before
Wally	comes	back.”

“Hey!	There	is	some	airplane	glue	out	in	the	garage.	You	wait	here	while	I	go
get	it.”	Glue	that	could	hold	an	airplane	together	should	be	able	to	hold	a
trophy	together.	Beaver	hoped	so,	because	glue	was	his	only	chance.

There	followed	a	terrible	afternoon	for	Beaver.	The	airplane	glue	was
extremely	sticky	and	difficult	to	work	with.	Neither	Beaver	nor	Larry	could
remember	whether	the	figure	on	the	trophy	was	holding	his	discus	in	front	or
in	back.	They	tried	gluing	the	arms	so	the	discus	was	in	front.	That	didn’t
look	right	so	they	tried	turning	the	head	around.	That	was	worse	because	the
figure	appeared	to	be	going	forward	while	looking	backward.	They	pulled	the
head	and	arms	off	and	started	over	again.	By	now	their	fingers	were	sticky
with	glue	that	would	not	wash	off.	They	succeeded	in	sticking	the	pieces	back
together	the	way	they	thought	they	should	go—and	then	the	glue	would	not
harden.	If	they	let	go	of	the	trophy	the	arms	fell	off.	Finally	they	held	the
pieces	together	with	adhesive	tape	and	Beaver	hoped	Wally	would	stay	over
at	Chester’s	house	for	dinner.

When	Larry	had	gone	home,	Beaver	went	downstairs	and	pretended	to	be
reading	the	comic	section	a	second	time	when	really	he	was	just	sitting	on	the
couch	dreading	Wally’s	return.	Unfortunately	Wally	did	not	stay	at	Chester’s
house	for	dinner.	He	came	home,	whistling	cheerfully,	thumped	up	the	stairs
and	thumped	right	down	again	with	the	trophy	in	his	hand.

“Mom!	Dad!”	yelled	Wally.	“Come	here!”

Mrs.	Cleaver,	wiping	her	hands	on	her	apron,	came	in	from	the	kitchen	and
Mr.	Cleaver	came	in	from	outdoors	where	he	had	been	staking	up	the
chrysanthemums.	“What	is	it?”	they	asked.

Wally	waved	the	trophy.	“Look	what	happened!	And	I	told	Beaver	not	to
touch	my	stuff!”

Beaver’s	parents	turned	to	him.	“Beaver,	you	broke	Wally’s	trophy,	didn’t



you?”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.

Beaver	gulped.	“Yes	sir,	but	.	.	.”

Wally	interrupted.	“He	was	sore	about	me	winning,	so	he	broke	it	on
purpose,”	he	said	angrily.

“I	did	not,”	said	Beaver	hotly.

“It	sure	is	a	dirty	trick,	breaking	my	trophy	just	because	he	didn’t	win
anything,”	Wally	said	to	his	father.

“That’s	not	why	I	broke	it,”	protested	Beaver.	“It	got	broken	because	I	was
showing	it	to	Larry.”

“Beaver,	you’ve	been	told	time	and	time	again	not	to	touch	Wally’s	things—
haven’t	you?”	asked	Mr.	Cleaver.

Beaver	looked	down	at	the	floor.	“Yes,	sir.”

“Beaver,	I	think	it	is	time	you	learned	to	be	more	responsible	about	your
brother’s	possessions,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“And	I	think	the	first	thing	for	you
to	do	is	tell	your	brother	you’re	very	sorry	about	this	whole	thing.”

Suddenly	Beaver	felt	rebellious.	His	whole	family	had	made	up	their	minds
that	he	had	broken	the	trophy	on	purpose	and	nobody	was	even	interested	in
hearing	his	side	of	the	story.	“Gee,	with	everybody	being	so	mean	to	me,	I
don’t	know	if	I’m	sorry	or	not,”	he	muttered.

“You	don’t	know	if	you’re	sorry?”	his	father	demanded.

“All	I	know	is,	why	do	I	have	to	have	a	brother	that’s	always	winning	stuff
and	getting	me	in	trouble?”	Beaver	answered.

“Beaver,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver	reproachfully.	“That’s	not	very	fair.”

“Yes,	Beaver,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver,	“your	mother	and	I	are	just	trying	to	see	that
you	do	the	right	thing.”

Beaver	scowled.	“Gee	whiz—why	do	I	have	to	have	parents	that	all	they	do	is
yell	at	me?”

Now	Beaver’s	father	sounded	really	angry.	“Well,	unfortunately,	Beaver,
we’re	the	parents	you	have	been	given.	If	you	think	you	can	improve	on	us	.	.



.	well,	I	guess	that’s	your	privilege.”

Beaver	stared	straight	ahead	and	did	not	answer.

“Theodore,”	said	Mr,	Cleaver,	“I	think	you	can	go	up	to	your	room.”

“O.K.‚”	said	Beaver	crossly.

“O.K.	what?”	asked	his	father.

“O.K.,	sir,”	said	Beaver	and	started	upstairs.

“And	Beaver,”	Mr.	Cleaver	called	after	him.	“If	I	had	ever	implied	to	my
father	that	I	didn’t	think	I	had	the	best	parents	in	the	world,	he’d	have	taken
me	right	out	to	the	woodshed	and	proved	to	me	that	I	did.”

Beaver	did	not	answer.	He	was	glad	his	family	didn’t	have	a	woodshed.	He
went	into	his	room	and	flopped	down	on	his	bed.	Things	were	pretty	tough
when	a	fellow’s	whole	family	picked	on	him.	A	lot	they	cared	how	he	felt.
And	just	because	he	was	the	youngest,	too.	Nobody	picked	on	Wally	that	way.
No,	Wally	went	around	winning	trophies	and	having	everybody	tell	him	how
good	he	was.	A	fellow	Beaver’s	age	couldn’t	compete	with	that	kind	of	stuff.

Beaver	began	to	get	a	certain	pleasure	out	of	feeling	sorry	for	himself,	and	as
long	as	he	was	feeling	sorry	for	himself,	he	might	as	well	feel	good	and	sorry.
The	way	his	father	picked	on	him	you’d	think	he	wasn’t	even	the	Cleavers’
son,	and	maybe	he	wasn’t.	Maybe	he	was	really	adopted.	Like	that	girl	at
school	who	was	adopted	and	went	around	bragging	about	how	her	parents
chose	her	because	they	liked	her	best	out	of	a	whole	lot	of	other	kids.	She
bragged	so	much	it	got	so	the	rest	of	the	class	felt	as	if	their	parents	were	just
stuck	with	them	because	they	had	to	take	what	they	got	in	the	way	of
children.

At	the	moment	Beaver	did	not	feel	chosen.	He	felt	like	an	outcast.	Still,	it	was
agreeable	to	think	about	being	adopted.	It	explained	why	he	was	getting
picked	on.	His	adopted	parents	didn’t	really	understand	him	the	way	real
parents	would.

After	a	while	Wally	poked	his	head	in	the	door.	“Hey,	Beav—you	want	to	get
washed	first.”

“Don’t	talk	to	me,	Wally,”	Beaver	said.	“I	don’t	want	anyone	in	this	house	to
talk	to	me.”



“O.K.	.	.	.	O.K.”	Wally	went	on	into	the	bathroom	where	Beaver	heard	the
sound	of	water	running.	When	Wally	returned	to	the	bedroom	he	did	not	try	to
start	a	conversation	with	Beaver.

Beaver	sat	up.	“Say,	Wally—do	you	suppose	I	was	really	.	.	.	adopted?”	he
asked,	forgetting	that	he	did	not	want	anyone	in	the	house	to	talk	to	him.

“Heck,	no,”	answered	Wally.	“I	remember	when	Mom	and	Dad	brought	you
home	from	the	hospital.	You	were	little	and	red	and	you	yowled	all	the	time.”

“I	did?”	Beaver	was	rather	surprised	at	this	picture	of	himself.	He	thought	it
over	a	minute	and	then	asked,	“How	do	you	know	they	brought	me	home
from	a	hospital?	Maybe	they	got	me	at	an	orphanage.”

“They	said	hospital—I	think—but	I	was	just	a	little	kid	then,”	answered
Wally	and	went	on	downstairs.

And	so	Beaver	continued	to	feel	sorry	for	himself.	On	Monday	morning	on
the	way	to	school	he	told	Larry	Mondello	what	had	happened.

“You	mean	your	pop	actually	said	he	didn’t	want	you	any	more?”	asked
Larry.

“Almost,”	said	Beaver.	“He	said	if	I	could	find	better	parents	it	would	be	all
right	with	him.”	Larry	seemed	impressed.	“The	worst	my	father	ever	said	to
me	was	he	wished	I’d	been	a	girl.	What	are	you	going	to	do,	Beaver?”

“I	don’t	know,”	admitted	Beaver.

“You	know,	Beaver,”	said	Larry	thoughtfully.	“I	saw	a	movie	once	where	they
left	a	baby	on	the	doorstep.	It	was	an	orphanage	and	they	gave	him	to	real
neat	parents.	When	he	got	big	his	new	parents	gave	him	horses	and	a	yacht.”

“No	fooling?”	Beaver	found	this	picture	an	attractive	one	to	think	about.	He
could	see	it	all	clearly—he	could	go	leave	himself	on	the	doorstep

of	an	orphanage	and	the	people	inside	would	give	him	to	some	new	parents
who	would	really	appreciate	him	and	when	he	grew	up	and	had	all	those
horses	and	yachts	and	stuff	his	picture	would	be	in	the	paper	and	his	father
would	see	it	and	then	he	would	be	sorry	about	the	way	he	had	treated	Beaver.
He’d	really	be	sorry.

The	trouble	was,	there	wasn’t	any	orphanage	in	Mayfield,	but—wait	a	minute



—there	was	the	Margaret	Manning	Adoption	Society!

That	afternoon	after	school	Beaver	walked	downtown	to	the	Margaret
Manning	Adoption	Society	where	he	sat	down	on	the	steps.	He	sat	there	a
while,	but	nothing	happened.	Several	people	went	in	and	out	of	the	building,
but	no	one	spoke	to	him	or	even	appeared	to	think	there	was	anything	unusual
about	a	boy	sitting	on	the	steps.	The	sun	was	beginning	to	sink,	shadows	were
growing	longer,	the	cement	steps	felt	cold	and	hard,	and	Beaver	felt	more	and
more	sorry	for	himself.	Realizing	that	he	was	not	getting	on	with	the	business
of	finding	a	pair	of	parents	who	would	appreciate	him,	he	finally	stood	up	and
looked	at	the	door	which	had	“Enter”	painted	on	it.

“Yes?”	said	a	young	woman	behind	a	desk	when	Beaver	had	entered.	“May	I
help	you?”

“Is	this	where	you	come	to	get	adopted?”	Beaver	asked,	and	then	seeing	that
the	woman	looked	puzzled,	added,	“It	says	so	out	in	front.”

“Well,	this	is	the	Margaret	Manning	Adoption	Society,	but	what	is	it	you
want?”	asked	the	woman.

“I	want	to	get	myself	adopted	by	new	parents,”	Beaver	told	her.	“Do	you	have
any?”

“I	think	I	had	better	get	someone	to	talk	to	you,”	answered	the	woman.	“You
just	wait	over	there	on	the	couch.”

“Yes,	ma’am.	Thank	you.”	Beaver	sat	down	on	the	couch	and	discovered	he
was	beginning	to	feel	scared.	He	licked	his	fingers	and	tried	to	slick	his	hair
down.	He	picked	up	a	magazine,	saw	that	the	title	was	The	Happy	Child	and
put	it	down	again.

A	pleasant-looking	older	woman	entered.	“This	is	Mrs.	Brady,”	said	the	lady
behind	the	desk.

Beaver	stood	up.	“My	name	is	Theodore	Cleaver,”	he	said,	“and	I	came	to	be
adopted.”

“How	do	you	do,	Theodore?”	answered	Mrs.	Brady.	“Won’t	you	sit	down?”

Beaver	was	glad	to	sit	down.	His	knees	felt	weak.	Mrs.	Brady	smiled
reassuringly.	“Usually,	Theodore,	parents	come	here	looking	for	children.
You’re	the	first	child	who	ever	came	here	looking	for	parents.”



“Oh.	I	didn’t	know	how	it	worked,”	said	Beaver.

“Tell	me,	Theodore—do	you	have	parents	now?”	asked	Mrs.	Brady.

“Yes,	ma’am,”	said	Beaver.	“Two	of	them.”

“Then	why	do	you	want	new	parents?”

“Because	my	brother	won	a	trophy	and	I	didn’t	and	me	and	my	friend	busted
it	accidentally—not	on	purpose—and	then	my	father	yelled	at	me	and	told	me
to	go	find	better	parents	so	that’s	why	I	came	here.”	Beaver	got	the	words	out
in	a	rush.

“I	see,”	said	Mrs.	Brady.

“I	would	like	to	get	them	as	soon	as	I	can	because	I	am	getting	hungry,”	said
Beaver.

Mrs.	Brady	looked	as	if	she	were	trying	not	to	smile.	“Tell	me,	Theodore—
have	your	parents	ever	been	mean	to	you	before?”

Beaver	tried	to	think.	“Well	.	.	.	they	hardly	ever	hit	me	but	once	when	I
wanted	a	piece	of	pie	for	breakfast	they	wouldn’t	let	me	have	it.	They	always
make	me	eat	oatmeal	and	I	think	that	is	pretty	mean.”	It	was	funny	he
couldn’t	think	of	a	better	example	of	his	parents’	meanness.	“What	would	you
do	if	your	parents	told	you	to	go	get	other	parents?”	he	asked.

“I	admit	that	could	be	a	problem,”	agreed	Mrs.	Brady.	“But	you	wait	here	a
few	minutes	and	let	me	see	what	I	can	do.	Do	you	want	Miss	Walker	to	get
you	something	to	eat?”

“No,	thank	you.”	Beaver	discovered	he	wasn’t	hungry	after	all.

“You	won’t	go	away,	will	you?”	asked	Mrs.	Brady.

Beaver	suddenly	wished	he	could	go	away—fast.	“N-no,	ma’am.”	How	did
he	ever	get	himself	in	this	mess,	anyway?

In	a	moment	Mrs.	Brady	returned.	“I	have	just	left	a	message	for	some	very
nice	parents	who	have	been	looking	for	a	boy,”	she	said.	“I	have	a	feeling
they’d	be	perfect	for	you	and	you’d	be	perfect	for	them.	They	should	be	here
in	a	little	while.”

“Uh	.	.	.”	Beaver	shifted	uncomfortably	on	the	couch.	“Maybe	I	ought	to



come	back	some	other	time.	I’m	kind	of	dirty	from	going	to	school.”

“I	am	sure	they	will	understand,”	said	Mrs.	Brady.	“You’d	better	wait.”

“Uh	.	.	.	do	you	ever	give	kids	away	to	bad	people?”	Beaver	asked	cautiously.

“Oh	no,	Theodore,”	Mrs.	Brady	assured	Beaver.	“We	make	sure	that	they	are
the	right	kind	of	parents.”

Beaver	considered	this.	Then	he	had	another	inspiration.	“What	if	it’s	not	the
right	kind	of	kid?	Do	the	people	ever	bring	them	back?”

“Oh,	no,”	said	Mrs.	Brady.	“We’ve	never	had	that	happen.”

“If	somebody	adopts	you	and	they	don’t	like	you,	can	they	be	mean	to	you
just	like	you	were	their	own	kid?”	asked	Beaver.	It	would	be	pretty	bad	if	his
new	parents	made	him	eat	oatmeal,	too.

“You’re	not	thinking	of	changing	your	mind,	are	you?”	asked	Mrs.	Brady.

“Oh	no	.	.	.”	was	Beaver’s	miserable	answer.	He	knew	he	had	changed	his
mind	a	long	time	ago,	but	now	that	he	had	started	all	this,	he	didn’t	know	how
to	stop.	He	wanted	to	get	up	and	run	out	that	door	but	he	couldn’t—not	when
Mrs.	Brady	was	sitting	there	smiling	at	him	and	being	so	nice	and
understanding	and	everything.	Beaver	slumped	down	on	the	couch	and	tried
to	hide	his	misery.	“You’re	sure	they’ll	want	me?”	he	ventured.

“Very	sure,”	answered	Mrs.	Brady.

Beaver	guessed	he	was	stuck.	He	thought	wistfully	of	the	way	his	mother
never	yelled	too	much	when	he	washed	his	hands	and	wiped	the	dirt	off	on
the	towel	and	the	way	his	father	always	saved	the	well-done	piece	at	the	end
of	the	roast	for	him.	He	even	thought	wistfully	of	Wally.	Good	old	Wally.	A
fellow	should	be	proud	of	a	brother	who	went	around	winning	trophies.	And
as	Beaver	sat	there	thinking	about	his	brother	he	began	to	understand	why	he
had	been	angry.	It	wasn’t	that	Wally	had	won	a	trophy	at	all.	He	had	really
been	angry	because	Wally	was	fourteen	and	he	was	only	ten.	Well,	he
supposed	he	would	never	see	any	of	them	again	now	that	his	new	parents
were	coming	for	him	any	minute.	He	hoped	Wally	would	remember	to	feed
Miss	Canfield	and	Miss	Landers,	the	goldfish.

Beaver’s	mouth	felt	so	dry	he	had	a	hard	time	swallowing.	In	an	attempt	to
take	his	mind	off	his	predicament,	he	studied	a	painting	hanging	on	the	wall.



It	showed	a	young	couple	smiling	down	at	a	baby	in	a	bassinet.	The	baby	was
smiling	up	at	them	and	Beaver	wondered	if	that	was	the	way	he	had	smiled
when	his	parents	got	him.	The	couple	in	the	picture	looked	so	happy	that	he
imagined	his	mother	and	father	smiling	at	him	that	way.	He	thought	how
happy	they	must	have	been	to	have	him,	and	he	began	to	feel	even	worse.	His
poor	mother	and	father,	so	happy	to	have	a	nice	pink	baby,	or	even,	as	Wally
had	said,	a	red,	yowling	one	.	.	.

Suddenly	the	door	burst	open	and	Wally	rushed	in.	He	was	panting	and	his
face	was	red.

“Wally!”	Beaver	was	so	surprised	he	rose	to	his	feet.	“What	are	you	doing
here?”

It	took	Wally	a	minute	to	catch	his	breath.	“I—I’ve	come	to—get	you,”	he
panted.

“To	adopt	me?”	asked	Beaver,	bewildered.

“No,	goofy,”	said	Wally.	“To	take	you	home.”

All	Beaver	could	think	was	how	good	it	sounded	to	hear	Wally	call	him	goofy
again.	Just	like	old	times.

“Boy,	Beaver,”	said	Wally,	shaking	his	head.

Beaver	turned	to	Mrs.	Brady.	“Is—is	it	all	right	to	go	with	my	brother?	I
mean,	would	my	new	parents	.	.	.”	His	voice	dwindled	away	to	nothing.

“Theodore,”	said	Mrs.	Brady	seriously,	“do	you	?want	to	go	with	your
brother?”

“I	sure	do,”	said	Beaver,	and	never	in	his	life	had	he	meant	anything	so	much.

“Then	you	may	go,”	said	Mrs.	Brady	with	a	smile.

“Gee,	thanks,	Mrs.	Brady,”	said	Beaver.	He	was	so	happy	he	couldn’t	help
grinning.

“Goodby,	Theodore,”	said	Mrs.	Brady	kindly.	“I	hope	you	will	be	very	happy
with	your—old	parents.”

“I	sure	will,”	Beaver	said	as	he	followed	Wally	out	the	door.	“Whew!”	he
exclaimed	when	they	were	outside.	“That	was	sure	close!”



“Boy,	Beav.”	Wally	sounded	as	if	he	almost	admired	his	brother.	“Did	you
think	this	one	up	all	by	yourself?”

“I	had	a	little	help	from	Larry	Mondello,”	admitted	Beaver.

“Oh,	swell,”	said	Wally.	“He’s	always	a	big	help.	Come	on,	I’ll	ride	you	home
on	my	bike.”

“But	how	did	you	know	where	I	was?”	asked	Beaver,	perching	on	the
crossbar	of	his	brother’s	bicycle.

“Well,	this	adoption	lady	phoned	while	Mom	and	Dad	were	out	in	the	car
looking	for	you.	They	were	really	pretty	worried	when	you	didn’t	show	up	by
the	time	Dad	came	home	and	Mom	thought	maybe	you	had	gone	to	the	park
and	had	forgotten	the	time	or	something.”

Beaver	could	not	help	feeling	just	a	little	bit	pleased	that	his	mother	and
father	had	gone	out	to	search	for	him.	That	showed	they	really	did	care	for
him	after	all.

“Anyway,”	Wally	went	on,	“this	adoption	lady	said	you	were	there	waiting	to
be	adopted	and	could	I	find	Mom	and	Dad	and	give	them	the	message
because	she	knew	you	would	be	glad	to	see	them	when	they	got	there.	I	said	I
would	and	then	I	got	to	thinking—maybe	I	just	better	come	down	here	on	my
bike	and	get	you	and	bring	you	home	and	maybe	they	wouldn't	have	to	know
anything	about	it.	I	thought—well,	maybe	it	would	hurt	their	feelings,
knowing	you	went	off	to	get	some	other	parents.”

‘Gee,	Wally,”	said	Beaver	as	Wally	pumped	along.	“I	never	thought	of	that.”
Boy,	was	he	ever	lucky	to	have	a	brother	like	Wally.	Good	old	responsible
Wally.	“Wally,	I’m	sure	sorry	about	your	trophy.”

“That’s	O.K.,”	said	Wally.	“I	had	it	soldered	together	so	it	is	almost	as	good
as	new.	It	wasn’t	real	gold	anyway.”

When	the	boys	reached	home	they	found	the	car	on	the	driveway	and	the
front	door	standing	wide	open.	“Hey,	Wally,”	whispered	Beaver	as	he	slid	off
the	bicycle.	“Now	what	am	I	going	to	say?”

“Search	me,”	said	Wally.	“You	take	it	from	here.”

Beaver’s	mother	met	him	at	the	front	door.	“Beaver	Cleaver!	Where	on	earth
have	you	been?”



“Yes,”	said	his	father.	“We	have	been	out	searching	the	neighborhood	for	you.
We	were	just	about	to	call	the	police.”

Seeing	his	mother	and	father	so	worried	about	him	was	too	much	for	Beaver.
He	told	them	the	whole	story,	how	he	thought	since	he	was	adopted	anyway
he	might	as	well	try	another	set	of	parents.	“And	so	you	see,	Dad,’’	he
finished,	“I	thought	that	when	I	grew	up	and	had	all	those	horses	and	things
and	you	saw	my	picture	in	the	paper,	you’d	be	sorry	you	weren’t	nicer	to	me.”

“Wow,	Beaver,”	said	Wally.	“Was	that	ever	a	goofy	idea!”

“Oh,	I	don’t	know,”	remarked	Mr.	Cleaver.	“When	I	was	about	Beaver’s	age	I
got	the	idea	I	was	adopted.	My	dad	bawled	me	out	about	something	and	I
decided	he	didn’t	really	understand	me	and	so	he	couldn’t	really	be	my	father.
I	went	around	for	days	looking	at	men	with	hair	and	eyes	like	mine
wondering	if	they	could	be	my	real	father.”

Beaver	looked	admiringly	at	his	father.	So	he	used	to	have	goofy	ideas,	too.
That	was	comforting	to	know.	“You	know,	Dad,”	said	Beaver,	“When	I	got
the	horses	and	yachts	and	all	that	stuff	I	planned	to	give	Wally	a	horse	and
you	a	yacht	and	Mom	a	fur	coat.”

Mrs.	Cleaver	laughed	and	then	she	leaned	over	and	kissed	her	youngest	son.
“Thank	you,	Beaver,”	she	said	just	as	if	he	had	never	worried	her	at	all.
“Thank	you	for	wanting	me	to	have	a	fur	coat.”	Beaver	looked	around	at	his
family	and	decided	he	had	the	best	family	in	the	whole	world	and	he	was
lucky	he	wasn’t	chosen.	It	would	have	been	pretty	terrible	if	his	mother	and
father	had	gone	to	an	orphanage	to	choose	a	boy	and	hadn’t	chosen	him.	Why,
he	wouldn’t	have	had	Wally	for	a	brother.	Yes,	thought	Beaver,	he	was	really
a	pretty	lucky	fellow.	His	family	was	stuck	with	him	and	that	was	the	way	he
liked	it.



BEAVER	GOES	SHOPPING
It	all	happened	suddenly.	One	afternoon	Beaver	and	Wally	came	home	from
school	to	find	their	mother	packing	her	suitcase.

“Hey,	Mom,	you	going	someplace?”	asked	Wally.

“Yes,	Wally,”	answered	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“Your	Aunt	Peggy	just	had	her	baby
and	I	promised	her	I’d	come	up	for	a	few	days	to	help	out.”

“Oh	boy!”	exclaimed	Wally.	“We’ll	have	a	lot	of	fun.	We	can	eat	burnt	food
and	everything.”

“Is	that	what	happened	to	my	broiler	the	last	time	I	went	away?”	asked	Mrs.
Cleaver.

“I	get	sort	of	tired	of	Dad’s	cooking,”	said	Beaver,	“and	besides,	Mom,	I	was
hoping	maybe	you	would	take	me	shopping	so	I	could	get	that	leather	jacket
with	the	eagle	on	that	I	wanted.	You	said	I	needed	a	new	jacket.”

“Beaver,”	Mrs.	Cleaver	sounded	impatient.	“I	know	you	need	a	new	jacket
but	I	have	told	you	repeatedly	and	your	father	has	told	you	that	you	may	not
have	a	leather	jacket	with	an	eagle	on	the	back.	We	do	not	want	our	son
looking	like	a	roughneck.”

“Yeah,	Beav,”	said	Wally.	“You	aren’t	old	enough	to	have	a	motorcycle	to	go
with	the	jacket.”

“Well,	anyway,	I	do	get	tired	of	Dad’s	cooking,”	said	Beaver.

“Now	don’t	worry,	boys.”	Mrs.	Cleaver	folded	a	dress	with	tissue	paper	in	the
creases	and	laid	it	carefully	in	her	suitcase.	“Aunt	Martha	is	coming	to	stay
with	you	while	I	am	gone.	Your	father	will	be	here	in	a	few	minutes	to	take
me	to	the	airport	and	your	Aunt	Martha	will	arrive	later	this	evening.”

“I	thought	Aunt	Martha	was	your	aunt,”	Wally	told	his	mother.

“She	is,”	answered	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“She	is	really	your	great-aunt.”

“Why	can’t	Aunt	Martha	go	take	care	of	the	baby	and	you	stay	home?”
Beaver	asked.



Mrs.	Cleaver	smiled.	“Aunt	Martha	never	married,	and	I	am	afraid	she
doesn’t	know	much	about	babies.”

“Does	she	know	about	boys?”	Beaver	asked	skeptically.

Mrs.	Cleaver	closed	her	suitcase.	“She	was	devoted	to	you	when	you	were
little,	and	one	reason	she	is	coming	to	stay	with	you	is	that	it	has	been	a	long
time	since	she	has	seen	you.”	Mrs.	Cleaver	looked	at	her	two	sons.	“Boys,
don’t	look	so	glum.	Your	Aunt	Martha	loves	you.”

Wally	did	not	look	convinced.	“Isn’t	she	the	aunt	who	sends	us	soap	for
Christmas?”

“No—she’s	the	aunt	who	sent	you	Winnie-the-Pooh,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver,	“and
I	want	you	to	remember	to	thank	her	for	it.”

“But	Mom,”	said	Beaver,	“you	had	already	read	it	to	us	years	ago	when	we
were	little	kids.”

Mrs.	Cleaver	brushed	Beaver’s	hair	back	from	his	forehead.	“I	know,	Beaver,
but	you	tell	her	you	enjoyed	it	anyway.	You	don’t	have	to	say	when	you
enjoyed	it.	Old	ladies	are	inclined	to	forget	how	children	grow	up.”

“I	remember	her	now,”	said	Wally.	“She’s	the	aunt	with	birds	on	her	hat.”

The	front	door	opened	and	Mr.	Cleaver	called	up	the	stairs,	“Ready,	honey?”

“Be	down	in	a	minute,”	Mrs.	Cleaver	called	back.	“Wally,	you	take	my
suitcase	down.”	She	took	a	last-minute	look	in	the	mirror	and	snatched	her	hat
and	coat	from	the	closet.

Downstairs,	as	Mrs.	Cleaver	slipped	into	her	coat,	she	said	to	her	sons,	“Now
remember	that	Aunt	Martha’s	ideas	may	at	times	seem	old-fashioned	and
trying	but	she	is	very	sensitive.	I	want	you	to	obey	her	and	be	polite	and	stay
on	your	best	behavior.”

“Now	June,	relax,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“We	all	have	problem	relatives	and	you
know	I	wouldn’t	stand	for	the	boys	being	rude	to	her.	I	promise	we’ll	do
everything	to	make	it	pleasant	for	her.	If	you	want	me	to,	I’ll	even	have	the
boys	meet	her	carrying	Winnie-the-Pooh”

Mrs.	Cleaver	laughed.	“No,	I	don’t	think	that	will	be	necessary.	Now	boys,
don’t	forget	your	baths.	And	Beaver,	I	put	four	pairs	of	socks	in	your	top



drawer.	I	don’t	want	to	find	them	there	when	I	get	back.	And	it	will	make	me
very	happy	if	you	do	everything	your	Aunt	Martha	tells	you.”

“Even	if	she	gives	us	milk	toast	for	breakfast	again?”	Wally	asked.

“Boys,	sometimes	older	people	have	different	ideas.	They	forget	what	it	was
like	when	they	were	young,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“But	just	remember	while	I
am	gone—if	you	make	Aunt	Martha	happy,	you'll	make	me	happy.”

“Okay,	Mom,”	said	Beaver.	“I’ll	make	Aunt	Martha	happy	and	I’ll	make	you
happy	and	change	my	socks	every	day.”

When	their	parents	had	departed,	Beaver	and	Wally	exchanged	a	gloomy
look.	“It	doesn’t	sound	so	good,	does	it,	Wally?”	asked	Beaver.

“Aw,	don’t	worry,	Beav,”	said	easy-going	Wally.	“Things	will	work	out.”

But	somehow,	Beaver	was	not	so	sure.

Later	that	evening,	after	a	meal	of	too-well-done	,	hamburgers	prepared	by
Mr.	Cleaver,	the	boys’	friend	Gus	the	fireman	and	like	Gus,	in	spite	of	turned
with	Aunt	Martha	who,	Beaver	noticed	from	his	post	at	an	upstairs	window,
still	wore	birds	on	her	hat.	She	was	also	much	older	than	Beaver	had	pictured
her.	She	was	as	old	as	his	friend	Gus,	the	fireman	and	like	Gus,	in	spite	of	her
age,	she	held	herself	erect	and	walked	with	a	brisk	step.

Aunt	Martha’s	voice	came	up	the	stairwell.	“Well,	I	must	say,	Ward—you
have	a	very	nice	place	here.	Very	nice	indeed.	You	must	be	doing	rather	well
now.”

Beaver	heard	his	father	chuckle.	“Oh,	we	manage	to	keep	one	jump	ahead	of
the	sheriff.”

Beaver	did	not	hear	Aunt	Martha	laugh	at	his	father’s	joke.	“And	where	are
the	boys?”	she	asked.

“Beaver!	Wally!”	called	Mr.	Cleaver.	“Your	Aunt	Martha	is	here.”

The	two	boys	exchanged	a	here-we-go	look	and	clattered	down	the	stairs.

“Wallace!”	exclaimed	Aunt	Martha.	“I'd	know	you	anywhere.	You	certainly
look	like	a	Bronson.	Just	like	a	Bronson.”

Wally	wiped	his	hand	on	his	pants	and	shook	hands	with	Aunt	Martha.



“Yeah,”	he	said	uncertainly.

“And	this	is	Beaver,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.

“	‘Beaver’?”	Aunt	Martha	did	not	sound	approving.	“I	thought	your	name
was	Theodore.”

“I	don’t	use	it	much,”	said	Beaver.	“I	think	Beaver	Cleaver	sounds	better.”

“Theodore	is	a	fine	old	name,”	said	Aunt	Martha	crisply.	“It	has	been	in	the
family	for	generations.”

“Oh,”	said	Beaver.

“Boys,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“Don’t	you	have	something	to	say	to	Aunt	Martha?
You	know—	Christmas?”

“Oh	sure,”	said	Wally.	“Thanks	for	Winnie-the-Pooh.”

“It	was	a	good	book,”	said	Beaver	truthfully.

“Aunt	Martha,	would	you	care	for	some	coffee?”	asked	Mr.	Cleaver.	“I	have
some	waiting.”

“Thank	you,	Ward,”	said	Aunt	Martha.	“That	would	be	very	pleasant.	Now	sit
down,	boys,	and	let	me	look	at	you.”

The	boys	sat	while	Aunt	Martha	studied	them.	Beaver	felt	puzzled.	Aunt
Martha	really	had	a	very	kind	face	and	yet,	somehow,	the	way	she	sat	up	so
straight	and	looked	at	him	so	sharply	made	him	feel	as	if	he	had	done
something—something	not	exactly	wrong,	but	not	exactly	right,	either.

Beaver	suddenly	wished	he	was	not	wearing	the	jeans	his	mother	kept	putting
in	the	Goodwill	box	and	he	kept	taking	out.	Maybe	they	did	have	holes	in	the
knees	but	to	him	they	felt	broken	in	just	right.	Jeans	were	not	really
comfortable	until	they	had	been	around	awhile,	but	maybe	Aunt	Martha	was
too	old	to	understand	that.	He	crossed	one	leg	over	the	other	so	the	biggest
hole	did	not	show.

Mr.	Cleaver	came	out	of	the	kitchen	carrying	a	tray	with	the	coffee.	“Well,
Aunt	Martha,	have	you	noticed	a	big	change	in	the	boys?”

“Oh	yes,	they’ve	really	grown.”	Aunt	Martha	accepted	a	cup	of	coffee.	“It
won’t	be	long	until	Wallace	is	ready	for	college.	Ward,	I	do	hope	you	will



send	him	to	an	eastern	college.	It	does	give	a	boy	a	polish	he	won’t	get	any
place	else.”

Beaver	looked	at	Wally	and	tried	to	picture	what	he	would	be	like	polished.

“You	certainly	live	an	informal	life	out	here,	don’t	you?’’	observed	Aunt
Martha.

Mr.	Cleaver	smiled	but	did	not	say	anything.

“I	suppose	the	older	boy	has	to	wear	those—	‘blue	jeans’	I	believe	they	are
called,”	Aunt	Martha	went	on	while	Beaver	put	his	hand	over	the	hole	in	the
other	knee	of	his	jeans,	“but	I	must	say	.	.	.	little	Theodore	.	.	.”	Aunt	Martha
seemed	to	have	an	inspiration.	“Ward,	I	would	just	love	to	take	Theodore
shopping.	After	all,	he	is	a	Bronson,	too.”

“Now,	Aunt	Martha—”	began	Mr.	Cleaver.

Aunt	Martha	interrupted.	“Now,	Ward,	you	aren’t	going	to	deny	an	old	lady	a
little	pleasure,	are	you?”	she	asked.

“Well—no,	Aunt	Martha,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.

“Then	it	is	all	settled,”	she	said	almost	gaily.	“Tomorrow	Theodore	and	I	shall
go	shopping.”

When	the	boys	had	been	excused,	Beaver	whispered	to	Wally	on	the	way	up
to	their	room.	“Say,	what’s	a	Bronson?”

“The	name	of	some	relatives	in	the	East,”	said	Wally.

“Oh.	I	thought	it	was	some	kind	of	dinosaur	and	I	thought	it	was	kind	of
funny	Aunt	Martha	kept	saying	we	were	one,”	said	Beaver.

Wally	laughed.	“You’re	thinking	of	a	brontosaurus.”

“Anyway,”	said	Beaver,	“now	I	can	get	the	jacket	I	want	when	Aunt	Martha
takes	me	shopping.	The	leather	one	with	the	eagle	on	the	back.	It	was	sure
nice	of	her	to	offer	to	take	me.	I	guess	she	is	a	pretty	nice	old	lady	after	all.”
Beaver	realized	his	mother	could	not	say	anything	about	the	jacket	if	Aunt
Martha	bought	it	because	she	had	told	him	that	making	Aunt	Martha	happy
would	make	her	happy	and	if	it	made	Aunt	Martha	happy	to	buy	him	the
jacket,	he	couldn’t	help	that,	could	he?



Later	that	evening	Beaver	telephoned	Larry	Mondello	the	good	news	about
the	jacket.	Larry	said	golly,	he	wished	he	had	an	Aunt	Martha.	His	mother
said	his	old	jacket	had	a	lot	of	wear	left	in	it	and	would	do	for	another	winter.
Beaver	felt	sorry	for	Larry	having	to	go	through	another	winter	in	his	old
jacket	with	no	eagle	or	anything	on	the	back.

And	so	the	next	afternoon	Beaver,	in	happy	anticipation,	accompanied	his
Aunt	Martha	downtown	to	the	most	expensive	children’s	shop	in	town,	a	shop
that	was	bound	to	have	the	very	finest	leather	jackets	with	the	fiercest	eagles
on	the	back.	He	could	hardly	wait	to	show	off	his	new	jacket	at	school.
However,	once	inside	the	shop	Beaver	did	not	see	any	leather	jackets	at	alL
He	saw	a	lot	of	girls’	ruffled	dresses	and	toward	the	back	in	the	boys’
department,	a	few	neat	flannel	suits,	the	kind	Beaver	always	thought	of	as
Sunday-school	suits.	Beaver	was	disappointed,	but	he	did	not	lose	hope.
Probably	Aunt	Martha	would	look	around	and	then	take	him	to	another	store.

Aunt	Martha,	it	seemed,	had	very	definite	ideas	of	her	own	as	to	what	a	boy
should	wear,	and	it	did	not	take	Beaver	long	to	understand	that	this	was	not
the	day	he	was	to	acquire	a	leather	jacket.	Aunt	Martha	felt	fabrics	between
her	thumb	and	forefinger.	She	read	labels.	She	examined	buttonholes.	She
asked	questions.	Beaver	stood	on	one	foot	and	then	the	other	and	thought
wistfully	of	the	way	his	mother	usually	just	brought	home	jeans	and	sport
shirts	without	even	taking	him	to	the	store.

When	Aunt	Martha	finally	selected	his	clothes,	he	had	lost	interest	in	what	he
was	to	wear.	He	just	wanted	her	to	buy	whatever	it	was	she	was	going	to	get
so	he	could	go	home.	That	was	why,	when	the	salesman	took	him	to	the
fitting	room	to	try	on	the	new	clothes,	he	was	so	shocked.

Beaver	stared	at	himself—three	different	views

of	himself	in	a	triple	mirror	and	thought,	No,	it	can’t	be	me.	But	it	was
Beaver,	all	three	versions.	He	was	wearing	a	gray	flannel	suit	with	a	little	cap
that	matched,	and	a	white	shirt.	The	suit	had	short	pants	and	Beaver	was
wearing	half	socks.	Nobody,	absolutely	nobody,	in	the	whole	town	wore	short
pants	and	half	socks.

“We	don’t	have	much	call	for	these	smart	little	suits,”	said	the	salesman.

I’ll	say	you	don’t,	thought	Beaver	as	he	looked	miserably	at	his	Aunt	Martha,
who	had	come	in	and	was	quite	plainly	delighted	with	her	choice.	He
remembered	his	mother’s	words	about	making	her	happy	and	finally	said
uncertainly,	“Uh	.	.	.	Aunt	Martha,	my	knees	are	cold.”



“When	my	brothers	were	your	age	they	wore	trousers	like	that	winter	and
summer,”	said	Aunt	Martha	and	turned	to	the	salesman.	“Theodore	will	wear
the	clothes.	You	may	dispose	of—those	things	he	took	off.”

Beaver	watched	his	old	clothes	being	carried	away	by	the	salesman.	“I	feel
funny,	almost	like	I	got	no	clothes	on	at	all.”

“Theodore,	don’t	be	indelicate,”	said	Aunt	Martha,	but	she	looked	at	him	with
love	and	pride	shining	on	her	old	face.	Beaver	felt	terrible.	Because	they	had
spent	such	a	long	time	shopping

and	it	was	time	for	Aunt	Martha	to	prepare	supper,	they	took	a	taxicab	home.
And	a	good	thing,	thought	Beaver,	who	did	not	care	to	be	seen	in	public	in
short	pants.	When	they	reached	the	Cleavers’	house	Aunt	Martha	hurried	into
the	kitchen.

With	heavy	feet	Beaver	climbed	the	stairs	and	walked	into	his	room	where
Wally	was	working	at	his	desk.	“Hi,	Wally,”	he	said	in	a	dull	voice.

Wally	looked	up	from	his	work.	“Beaver,	you’re	kidding!”	he	exclaimed.

“No,	I’m	not.”	Beaver	sat	down	on	the	edge	of	the	bed.	“Aunt	Martha	bought
it	for	me.	And	what	I	wanted	was	a	leather	jacket.”

“Oh,	brother,”	said	Wally.	“Get	a	load	of	those	knees!	You	look	like	a	chicken
with	its	feathers	off.”

Beaver	tugged	at	the	pants,	but	he	could	not	make	them	cover	his	knees.
When	he	heard	his	father	coming	up	the	stairs,	he	went	out	in	the	hall	to	meet
him.	Maybe	his	father	could	help	him	out.

Mr.	Cleaver	stopped	in	his	tracks	and	stared	at	his	son.	Beaver	could	tell	he
was	trying	not	to	laugh	and	that	made	him	feel	worse.	A	fellow	didn’t	want
his	own	father	trying	not	to	laugh	at	him.

“I	see—uh—you	and	Aunt	Martha	have	gone	shopping,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver,
continuing	on	up	the	stairs.

“Dad,”	whispered	Beaver	urgently,	“I’ve	got	to	talk	to	you.	Do	I	have	to	wear
these	things?”

Mr.	Cleaver	put	his	hand	on	Beaver’s	shoulder.	“Son,	remember	what	your
mother	said.	It	isn’t	asking	much	to	make	a	kind	old	lady	happy,	is	it?”



Beaver	thought	it	was	asking	a	lot	to	make	an	old	lady	happy	but	he	knew
better	than	to	say	so	to	his	father.

“Be	a	good	sport,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“It	is	only	for	a	few	days.”

“Yeah,”	said	Beaver	gloomily.	Anyway,	tomorrow	was	Sunday.	The	kids
couldn’t	make	too	much	fun	of	him	in	Sunday	school—at	least	not	out	loud.

Sunday	morning	when	Beaver	came	down	to	breakfast	he	tried	walking	with
his	knees	bent	to	make	his	pants	look	longer.

“It	won’t	do	any	good,	Beav,”	Wally	assured	him.	“You	can	still	tell	they	are
short	pants.”

“Stand	up,	Theodore,”	said	Aunt	Martha.	“I	do	like	to	see	a	boy	with	good
posture.	Francis	Bronson,	Junior,	who	is	just	your	age,	has	the	best	posture	of
any	boy	I	know.”

“Don’t	worry,	Beaver,”	whispered	Wally.	“The	kids	will	laugh	themselves
sick	in	the	first	couple	of	hours.”

“Sunday	school	only	lasts	an	hour,”	said	Beaver	and	thought,	Just	because	I
am	the	youngest	I	have	to	go	and	get	stuck	to	make	Aunt	Martha	happy.
Wally	could	joke.	He	was	safe	because	he	was	too	old	to	wear	short	pants.
Even	the	fourteen-year-old	Bronsons	back	East	wore	long	pants.

Beaver	was	careful	to	be	late	for	Sunday	school	that	chilly	autumn	day.
Gooseflesh	did	not	improve	the	appearance	of	his	knees.	He	slipped	into	the
last	pew	while	the	other	boys	and	girls	were	singing	the	opening	hymn.	He
stayed	there	until	the	brief	service	was	over	and	the	others	had	filed	down	to
the	church	basement	for	their	Sunday	school	lesson.	Then	in	desperation
Beaver	picked	up	a	hymn	book	and	held	it	down	at	his	side	in	an	attempt	to
hide	the	gap	between	the	top	of	his	socks	and	the	bottom	of	his	pants.	He
slipped	down	the	stairs	and	edged	sideways	to	his	own	group	where	he	sat	on
the	closest	chair	and	quickly	opened	the	book	across	his	bare	legs.

It	did	not	work.	Not	that	anyone	said	anything	right	out	loud,	not	in	Sunday
school.	They	just	nudged	one	another,	pointed	at	Beaver,	grinned	and
snickered.	The	lesson	that	day	was	about	Joseph	and	his	coat	of	many	colors.
Beaver	felt	Joseph	was	pretty	lucky	to	have	a	father	who	gave	him	such	a
beautiful	coat	that	his	brothers	envied	him.	It	was	a	cinch	Wally	did	not	envy
him	his	short	pants	and	neither	did	anybody	else.



As	soon	as	the	lesson	ended,	Beaver	slid	out	of	his	chair	and	made	a	beeline
for	the	door.	The	rest	of	the	class	was	not	far	behind.

“Hey,	Beaver,"	yelled	Judy	when	they	were	out	on	the	sidewalk,	“what
happened	to	the	bottoms	of	your	pants?”

Beaver	turned	and	faced	his	friends,	or	maybe	by	now	they	were	ex-friends.
“Nothing,”	he	said.

“Where’d	you	get	the	girl’s	stockings?”	asked	Larry.

“Is	that	a	new	kind	of	underwear?”	Whitey	wanted	to	know.

“It’s	a	suit,”	said	Beaver,	“and	it’s	supposed	to	be	like	this.”

“Hey,	Beaver,”	said	Larry,	“I	thought	you	said	you	were	going	to	get	a	leather
jacket!”

Beaver	did	not	have	an	answer	to	that.

“You	know	something,	Beaver?”	asked	Judy.	“You’ve	got	dimples	on	your
knees!”

“I	have	not!”	yelled	Beaver.

Someone	snatched	Beaver’s	cap	and	started	a	game	of	catch	with	it.

“You	know	what?”	said	Larry.	“You’re	a	sissy!”



“You	take	that	back!”	yelled	Beaver.

“I	will	not!”	shouted	Larry.	“You’re	a	sissy!”

That	was	too	much	for	Beaver.	He	hit	Larry.	Larry	hit	back.	All	of	a	sudden	it
seemed	to	Beaver	that	everyone	was	hitting	everyone	else.	He	yanked	at
Judy’s	pigtail	as	it	flew	past	his	face.	He	struck	out	at	whatever	boy	was
nearest	him.	He	felt	himself	pushed	backwards.	He	felt	himself	pushed



forward.	He	tripped	and	fell,	skinning	his	knee	on	the	sidewalk.	He	heard	the
minister’s	voice	calling,	“Boys!	Boys!”

And	then	Beaver	felt	Wally’s	hand	on	his	arm.	“Cut	it	out,	Beaver,”	he
ordered.	“Lay	off,	you	fellows!”

The	truth	of	the	matter	was	that	Beaver	was	glad	to	be	rescued.	There	were
too	many	against	him	and	besides,	Judy	scratched.	He	looked	up	and	saw	the
minister	standing	in	front	of	him.

“Theodore,	did	you	start	this?”	asked	the	minister.

Beaver	wiped	his	face	on	his	sleeve	before	he	answered.	“No,	sir	.	.	.	my	pants
did.”

The	minister	looked	as	if	he	were	trying	not	to	smile.	“You	had	better	go	on
home	with	Wally,”	he	said	to	Beaver.	“It	looks	as	if	you	need	some
protection.”

The	boys	walked	home	in	silence.	Beaver	thought	gloomily	that	now	he	never
would	get	that	leather	jacket.	Now	that	he	had	been	in	a	fight	his	mother	and
father	would	be	more	afraid	than	ever	that	he	might	look	like	a	roughneck.
Mr.	Cleaver’s	face	was	serious	when	he	saw	Beaver’s	rumpled	clothes	and
bloody	knee.	Aunt	Martha	told	Beaver	to	change	to	his	old	clothes	while	she
repaired	the	damage	to	his	new	suit	—so	that	it	would	be	ready	for	him	to
wear	to	school	the	next	day.	She	said	she	did	hope	the	Cleavers	weren’t	going
to	allow	Theodore	to	grow	up	to	be	a	ruffian—really,	the	casual	ways	of
people	out	here	did	seem	very	strange.	The	little	Bronsons	in	the	East	didn’t
get	into	fights.	Perhaps	what	Theodore	needed	was	to	attend	a	really	good
private	school.

When	Beaver	had	changed	to	his	jeans,	his	good	old	comfortable	jeans,	and
Aunt	Martha	was	in	the	laundry	removing	spots	from	his	new	clothes,	Beaver
joined	his	father	and	Wally	in	the	living	room.	He	expected	his	father	to	give
him	a	talking	to	about	the	fight	but	instead	Mr.	Cleaver	said,	“Kind	of
lonesome	around	here	without	your	mother,	isn’t	it?	I	put	in	a	long	distance
call	to	her.”

“Uh	.	.	.	Dad?”	said	Beaver.

“Yes,	Beaver?”

“That	fight	wasn’t	really	my	fault‚”	said	Beaver.



“Oh?	Whose	fault	was	it?”	Mr.	Cleaver	wanted	to	know.

“Aunt	Martha’s.	She	made	me	wear	those	short	pants,”	explained	Beaver.

Mr.	Cleaver	looked	so	concerned	that	for	a	minute	Beaver	thought	his	father
was	going	to	help	him	out	of	his	difficulties.	Then	the	telephone	rang.

“Hello	.	.	.	yes,	I	did,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver	when	he	had	picked	up	the	receiver.
“This	is	Mr.	Cleaver	,	.	,	Oh,	hello,	June	.	.	.”

Beaver	and	Wally	settled	back	to	listen.	Beaver	hoped	his	father	would
explain	about	the	short	pants	and	his	mother	would	say	that	it	would	make	her
happy	to	have	him	wear	jeans	instead	of	short	pants.

“Everything’s	just	fine	here,	just	fine,”	Mr.	Cleaver	said	into	the	telephone.
“Yes,	Aunt	Martha’s	a	tremendous	help.	She’s	whipping	up	a	wonderful
dinner—eggplant	and	everything.”

Eggplant!	Beaver	and	Wally	exchanged	a	look	of	distaste.	There	was	a	long
silence.	Apparently	their	mother	had	a	lot	to	say	to	their	father.

“Oh,	no,	of	course	not.	We	wouldn’t	dream	of	such	a	thing,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver
to	his	wife.	“As	a	matter	of	fact,	we’re	all	getting	along	like	four	peas	in	a
pod.	We’ll	call	you	again	tomorrow	night.	Goodby,	dear.”

Not	a	word	about	short	pants.	Beaver	slumped	lower	in	his	chair,	remembered
that	Aunt	Martha	might	come	in	and	tell	him	about	the	splendid	posture	of
Francis	Bronson,	Junior,	and	sat	up.

“What	did	she	say,	Dad?”	asked	Wally.

“She	sent	you	both	her	love,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver	and	lowered	his	voice.	“And
she	said	she	knew	Aunt	Martha	could	be	a	trial	at	times	but	when	your	mother
was	a	little	girl,	Aunt	Martha	was	practically	the	only	mother	she	ever	had.
She	loves	her	very	dearly	and	.	.	.”

Wally	interrupted.	“Well,	I	guess	that	takes	care	of	Beaver’s	pants.”

“I	guess	so,”	admitted	Mr.	Cleaver.	“Too	bad,	Beaver,	but	it’s	just	a	couple
more	days.”

Just	a	couple	more	days,	thought	Beaver	glumly,	and	all	because	he	was	the
youngest.	His	father	didn’t	have	to	go	around	in	short	pants,	did	he?	And



Wally	didn’t	have	to	go	around	in	short	pants.	No.	They	were	too	big	for	Aunt
Martha	to	pick	on.	Well,	if	he	had	to	he	guessed	he	could	go	on	fighting	the
fellows	at	school,	but	that	Judy	—her	fingernails	were	pretty	sharp.

The	next	morning	Beaver,	dressed	in	the	short	pants	and	half	socks,	joined
Wally	at	breakfast.

“Where’s	Dad?”	he	asked	as	he	bit	into	one	of	Aunt	Martha’s	baking	powder
biscuits.	That	was	one	nice	thing	about	Aunt	Martha.	She	liked	to	bake
biscuits.

“I	don’t	know,	Beav,”	answered	Wally.

‘‘Why,	your	father	left	for	work,”	said	Aunt	Martha.

“Already?”	Beaver	was	surprised.	His	father	never	left	for	work	this	early.

“Well,	I’ve	got	to	get	going,”	said	Wally.	“I’ve	got	an	early	class.	Goodby,
Aunt	Martha.”

“Be	a	good	boy,	Wally,”	she	answered	as	he	went	out	the	door

Feeling	that	he	had	been	deserted	by	the	men	in	his	family,	Beaver	ate	a
second	biscuit	and	even	managed	to	eat	some	oatmeal.	He	had	a	feeling	that	if
he	did	not	eat	it,	his	aunt	would	tell	him	that	Francis	Bronson,	Junior,	always
ate	his	oatmeal—and	probably	asked	for	a	second	helping.	“Are	you	sure	Dad
left	for	work?”	he	asked.

“Yes,”	answered	Aunt	Martha.	“He	left	before	Wally	came	down.”

For	some	reason	it	depressed	Beaver	to	know	that	his	father	had	hurried	off	to
work	without	even	bothering	to	say	goodby.	It	was	bad	enough	that	he	was
going	to	have	to	fight	his	way	through	the	day	with	his	fists	without	his	father
running	out	on	him	before	breakfast.

Beaver	finished	his	breakfast	and	stood	patiently	while	his	aunt	straightened
the	collar	on	his	jacket.	She	looked	so	kind	and	so	affectionate	that	he	felt
worse	than	ever.	His	feet	were	heavy	as	he	walked	out	the	back	door.	When
he	reached	the	driveway	he	stopped	to	look	at	his	clenched	fists,	which	he
wished	were	bigger	and	harder.	He	wished	he	had	the	biggest,	hardest	fists	in
the	whole	world,	because	he	was	going	to	need	them.

“Psst.”



The	sound	startled	Beaver.	He	looked	around	to	see	where	it	had	come	from.

“Psst.”	It	was	Beaver’s	father	beckoning	from	inside	the	garage.	“Come
here,”	he	whispered.

Beaver	slipped	inside	the	garage	where	he	found	his	father	holding	up	a	pair
of	blue	jeans	and	a	sport	shirt.	“Hurry	up,”	his	father	ordered.	“Change	into
these.”

“Gee,	Dad,”	said	Beaver	as	he	pulled	off	his	jacket.	“I	sure	thought	you	had
ditched	me.”

“Wally	and	I	talked	it	over	last	night	and	he	said	you	couldn’t	go	to	school	in
those	pants	no	matter	how	Aunt	Martha	felt	and	I	had	to	agree.	After	all,	my
mother	made	me	wear	long	white

stockings	to	school	when	I	was	a	kid	and	I	know	how	it	is.”

"‘You	do?”	asked	Beaver	as	he	pulled	on	his	jeans.

“Sure	I	do‚”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“Now	look,	we	can’t	hurt	Aunt	Martha’s
feelings,	can	we?”

“Well,	no,	but-—”

“Now	here’s	what	you	do,”	Mr.	Cleaver	spoke	hurriedly.	“You	slip	out	the
back	way	so	your	Aunt	doesn't	see	you	and	when	you	come	home	from
school,	you	come	in	here	and	change	back	to	your	short	pants	before	you	go
in	the	house.”

“Sure,	Dad.”	Beaver	felt	suddenly	light	again.	Both	Wally	and	his	Dad	were
on	his	side	and	that	made	a	lot	of	difference.	It	wasn’t	going	to	be	so	bad
wearing	short	pants	around	home	after	school,	not	when	he	knew	the	men	in
his	family	cared.	“Gee,	thanks,	Dad—you’re	almost	like	one	of	the	fellows.”

Mr.	Cleaver,	who	had	started	to	leave,	turned	and	looked	back	at	his	son.
“Beaver,	that’s	just	about	the	nicest	thing	you	ever	said	to	me.”

“That’s	okay,	Dad,”	said	Beaver	as	he	changed	his	pants.	When	his	father	had
gone,	he	slipped	out	of	the	garage,	around	through	the	back	yard	and	over	the
fence.

At	school	some	of	the	fellows	gathered	around



Beaver	to	demand,	“What	happened	to	your	short	pants,	Beav?”

“What	short	pants?”	asked	Beaver,

“You	know	what	short	pants,”	someone	said.	“The	ones	you	wore	to	Sunday
School.”

“Oh,	those,”	said	Beaver	scornfully.	“I	got	tired	of	wearing	them.”

“Whatever	happened	to	that	leather	jacket	you	were	going	to	get?”	asked
Larry.

“Don’t	worry.”	Beaver	tried	to	sound	mysterious,	because	he	could	not	think
of	an	answer.

After	school	Beaver	returned	home	to	the	garage	by	way	of	the	back	fence,
changed	back	into	his	white	shirt,	jacket,	short	pants	and	half	socks	and	went
into	the	house	to	say	hello	to	Aunt	Martha.	He	was	safe	from	his	friends	as
long	as	he	could	keep	out	of	sight	from	the	neck	down.

“Why,	Beaver,	how	nice	and	clean	you	kept	your	clothes	today.”	Aunt
Martha’s	old	face	beamed	with	pleasure.

“Uh	.	,	.	yes,	Aunt	Martha.”	For	some	reason	Beaver	felt	guilty	because	Aunt
Martha	looked	so	happy	that	he	had	taken	care	of	his	clothes.	Probably	she
thought	he	had	stayed	as	clean	as	Francis	Bronson,	Junior.

“Theodore,	I	just	got	to	thinking	this	afternoon	that	you	might	like	some
cookies	when	you	came	home	from	school,”	said	Aunt	Martha,	“and	so	I
made	up	a	batch	of	your	Cousin	Mary	Bronson’s	hermits—she	was	your
mother’s	second	cousin	on	her	father’s	side.	Her	recipe	is	a	family	favorite,
and	the	cookies	are	so	full	of	nuts	and	raisins	that	they	are	very	nutritious.”
Aunt	Martha	set	a	plate	of	cookies	on	the	kitchen	table	and	poured	Beaver	a
glass	of	milk.

Beaver,	who	was	not	used	to	such	service	for	an	after	school	snack,	sat	down
and	began	to	eat	the	cookies.	They	were	good	even	if	they	were	nutritious.
“Thanks	a	lot,	Aunt	Martha,”	he	said	and	felt	worse	than	ever.	Such	a	nice	old
lady	baking	him	cookies	and	he	couldn’t	stand	the	thought	of	wearing	the
short	pants	she	had	given	him	to	school.

While	Beaver	was	eating	his	cookies	he	heard	Larry	Mondello	scuffing	his
feet	up	the	driveway,	Quickly	he	went	to	the	kitchen	window	where	he	was



visible	only	from	the	neck	up	and	called	out,	“I	can’t	come	out	and	play
today,	Larry.	I	promised	Mom	I	would	clean	out	my	closet	before	she	comes
home.”

“Okay,	Beav,”	Larry	called	and	went	back	down	the	driveway.

“Wouldn’t	you	like	to	invite	your	little	friend	in	for	some	cookies	and	milk?”
asked	Aunt	Martha.

“No,	thank	you,	Aunt	Martha,”	said	Beaver.	“Larry	Mondello,	he’s	sort	of	fat
and	he’s	not	supposed	to	eat	things	like	cookies.	His	mother	gives	him	an
apple	after	school.”

“The	poor	boy,”	said	Aunt	Martha.

Beaver	felt	worse	than	ever.	He	felt	so	bad	he	went	upstairs	and	really	did
clean	out	his	closet.	He	had	to	do	something	to	keep	busy	while	he	stayed	in
the	house	to	keep	his	short	pants	out	of	sight.

“You	feeling	all	right?”	Wally	asked	when	he	came	home	and	saw	what
Beaver	had	done.

“I	feel	okay,”	said	Beaver	briefly.	“You	know—except	for	the	way	she	feels
about	short	pants,	Aunt	Martha	is	kind	of	nice.”

“She’s	all	right,	I	guess,”	said	Wally,	“except	she	likes	eggplant.”

“That’s	better	than	liking	short	pants,”	said	Beaver.

And	that	was	the	way	Beaver’s	days	went.	Each	morning	he	went	out	to	the
garage	and	changed	into	his	jeans.	Each	afternoon	he	changed	back	to	his
short	pants	and	enjoyed	a	snack	prepared	and	served	by	Aunt	Martha.	Each
day	he	felt	a	little	worse	than	he	had	the	day	before.

Then	one	evening	Mrs.	Cleaver	came	back	from	Aunt	Peggy’s,	and	the	next
day	it	was	time	to	take	Aunt	Martha	to	her	plane.	Mr.	Cleaver	stopped	in	the
boys’	room	as	he	was	taking	the	old	lady’s	bag	downstairs	and	whispered,
“Come	down	and	say	goodby	to	your	Aunt	Martha.	You	won’t	have	to	come
to	the	airport	with	us.”	He	glanced	significantly	at	Beaver’s	short	pants.

The	boys	followed	their	father	down	the	stairs.	“Goodby,	Aunt	Martha,”	said
Wally.	“Thanks	for	taking	care	of	us.”



“Goodby,	Aunt	Martha,”	said	Beaver.

Aunt	Martha	looked	as	if	her	feelings	were	hurt.	“Why—aren’t	you	boys
coming	to	the	airport	to	see	me	off?	It	will	be	such	a	long	time	before	I	see
you	again.”

The	Cleaver	family	stood	in	embarrassed	silence.	It	was	a	bad	moment	for
Beaver.	He	didn’t	want	to	hurt	Aunt	Martha’s	feelings.	Except	for	the	way	she
felt	about	short	pants	he	liked	her	almost	as	much	as	Gus	the	fireman.	But
going	to	the	airport	in	those	short	pants	.	.	.	with	everybody	staring	and
snickering	.	.	.

“Sure,	Aunt	Martha,”	Beaver	said	bravely.	“I’d	like	to	see	you	off.	Just	a
minute	till	I	get	my	jacket	and	cap.”

At	the	airport	Beaver	climbed	out	of	the	car	and	exposed	his	knees	to	the
chilly	breezes	and	the	view	of	everyone.	He	hoped	that	by	not	looking
directly	at	anyone	he	would	somehow	become	invisible,	but	it	didn’t	work.
He	could	feel	people	staring	at	him	and	he	overheard	remarks.	‘Hey,	look	at
the	kid	in	short	pants.”	“Oh,	look	at	the	sweet	little	boy	wearing	a	proper
suit.”	“Half-socks!	I	didn’t	know	they	made	them	any	more.”	Beaver’s	only
consolation	was	that	with	so	many	grownups	around	he	didn’t	have	to	fight
anybody,	although	he	thought	he	might	feel	better	if	he	did	have	an	excuse	to
punch	someone.

Beaver	was	mighty	glad	when	Aunt	Martha’s	plane	was	announced	and	he
could	say	goodby	once	more.	He	stood	waving	while	Aunt	Martha	boarded
the	plane,	but	he	was	mighty	glad	to	see	the	door	closed	and	the	steps	rolled
away.

“Beaver,	that	was	a	mighty	nice	thing	you	did	to	please	your	Aunt	Martha,”
said	Mr.	Cleaver	as	the	plane	started	down	the	runway.	“And	do	you	know
something?	The	stores	are	open	tonight	and	we	are	going	to	stop	on	the	way
home	and	buy	you	that	leather	jacket	with	the	eagle	on	the	back.”

“Oh	Ward,”	protested	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“Do	you	want	people	to	think	Beaver	is	a
roughneck?”

“Any	boy	who	will	deliberately	and	of	his	own	free	will	wear	a	pair	of	short
pants	in	public	just	to	make	an	old	lady	happy	isn’t	a	roughneck	and	never
will	be,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“Beaver	gets	the	leather	jacket	tonight	and	that’s
final.”



“Gee,	thanks,	Dad!”	Beaver	grinned	at	his	father.	He	guessed	he	would	show
Larry	and	Judy	and	all	the	rest	of	them.	They	were	going	to	be	sorry	when
they	saw	his	new	leather	jacket!	“But	Dad,	is	it	all	right	if	I	.	.	.	uh	.	.	.	go
home	and	change	my	pants	first?”



BEAVER’S	BIG	GAME
One	morning	at	breakfast	Mrs.	Cleaver	glanced	out	the	kitchen	window	and
set	her	coffee	cup	back	on	its	saucer	with	an	angry	click.

“What’s	the	matter,	dear?”	asked	Mr.	Cleaver.

“That	gopher!”	she	exclaimed.	“It	has	been	eating	my	marigolds	all	week	and
now	I	see	another	plant	is	gone.	Marigolds	are	just	about	the	last	flowers	to
bloom	in	the	fall	and	I	don’t	want	a	single	one	used	for	gopher	food.”

“That	shouldn’t	be	hard	to	take	care	of,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“I’ll	stop	at	the
hardware	store	today	and	pick	up	a	gopher	trap.”

“Gee,	Dad,”	said	Beaver,	“couldn’t	we	build	our	own	trap	and	bring	it	back
alive?	I’ve	never	seen	a	gopher.”

“Did	you	ever	see	a	rat?”	asked	Wally.

“Yeah.”

“Well,	if	a	rat	swelled	up	and	turned	brown	he’d	look	like	a	gopher,”	Wally
explained.

“Oh,”	Beaver	thought	it	over.	“Dad,	I’d	still	like	to	bring	a	gopher	back	alive.
Can	we?”

“Sure,	Beaver,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“We’ll	see	what	kind	of	a	trap	we	can	rig
up.	I	used	to	get	a	kick	out	of	trying	to	trap	animals	when	I	was	a	kid.”

After	breakfast	Mr.	Cleaver	found	a	wooden	box,	a	metal	screw-eye,	some
string	and	a	stick.	The	boys	followed	him	out	to	the	back	yard	where	he
propped	up	the	inverted	box	with	a	stick,	tied	a	string	to	the	bottom	of	the
stick	and	ran	it	through	the	screw-eye	on	the	edge	of	the	box	so	that	the	end	of
the	string	hung	down	under	the	box.	Then	he	tied	a	flower	to	the	string.
“There,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“When	he	goes	for	the	bait,	he	pulls	the	stick	out
and	springs	the	trap.”

“With	all	the	flowers	out	here,	why	would	he	go	in	there	under	the	box	and
eat	that	one?”	Wally	asked.



“I	guess	gophers	are	like	boys,”	suggested	Mr.	Cleaver.	“They’re	extremely
curious.	We’re	counting	on	that.”

Beaver	had	to	try	the	trap.	He	reached	in,	pulled	on	the	flower	and	the	box	fell
on	his	hand.	“Ow!”	He	pulled	his	hand	out	and	shook	it.	“I	thought	I	could	get
out	before	the	box	came	down.”

Mr.	Cleaver	patted	Beaver	on	the	shoulder.	“That’s	exactly	what	I	hope	the
gopher	will	think.”

“You	know	something,	Beaver?”	said	Wally.	“I’ll	bet	every	guy	doesn’t	have
a	father	who	can	think	like	a	gopher.”

Beaver	kept	an	eye	on	the	trap	all	morning,	but	every	time	he	went	out	to	look
at	it	the	flower	still	dangled	in	the	breeze	and	the	trap	had	not	been	sprung.	By
afternoon	Beaver	became	so	impatient	he	decided	to	walk	over	to	the
firehouse	to	tell	Gus	about	the	gopher	trap.	Gus	might	know	what	to	do.

“Well,	now,”	said	Gus	when	he	had	heard	Beaver’s	story,	“if	you	were	a
gopher	would	you	come	out	and	walk	into	a	trap	when	a	boy	was	hanging
around	all	the	time?	Of	course	not.	You	would	hear	the	footsteps	tramping
around	on	the	grass	over	your	head	and	you	would	decide	to	stay	down	in	the
ground	and	not	take	any	chances	no	matter	how	hungry	you	were	for
marigolds.”

“I	guess	you’re	right,	Gus,”	Beaver	agreed.	“I’ll	stop	walking	around	over	the
gopher’s	head	and	maybe	that	will	help.”

After	that	Beaver	looked	out	the	bedroom	window	at	the	trap,	but	by	nightfall
the	now	wilted	bait	was	still	dangling	in	the	breeze.	Beaver	decided	that	the
gopher	might	prefer	a	nice	fresh	marigold	to	an	old	droopy	one	so	just	before
bedtime	he	tiptoed	out	and	changed	the	flower.

“You	sure	want	to	catch	that	old	gopher,	don’t	you?”	asked	Wally	as	the	boys
put	on	their	pajamas.

“I	sure	do.	Just	think—trapping	a	wild	animal	in	our	own	back	yard,”
answered	Beaver.

As	soon	as	the	twittering	birds	and	first	rays	of	morning	light	woke	Beaver,
he	slipped	out	from	under	his	blankets	and	looked	out	the	bedroom	window.
The	trap	had	been	sprung.



“Hey,	Wally!”	In	his	excitement	Beaver	forgot	to	whisper.	“Wake	up!	We
caught	the	gopher!”

“Huh?”	mumbled	Wally,	but	he	woke	up.	“No	fooling?”

Mr.	and	Mrs.	Cleaver,	half-awake	and	pulling	on	their	bathrobes,	appeared	at
the	door.	“Boys,	what’s	going	on?”	demanded	Mr.	Cleaver.	“It’s	not	even	six
o’clock.”

Wally	had	gone	to	the	window	to	see	for	himself.	“The	trap’s	sprung.	We	can
see	it	from	here.”

“Listen,	Dad,”	said	Beaver.	“I	can	hear	our	wild	animal	scratching	around
under	the	box.”

Sleepily	Mr.	Cleaver	looked	out	the	window.	"All	right,	boys,	but	calm	down.
We’ll	go	take	a	look.”

“I	don’t	suppose	anybody	in	this	house	will	go	back	to	bed,”	said	Mrs.
Cleaver	with	a	yawn.	“I	guess	I	might	as	well	put	on	the	coffee	pot.	Just	don’t
let	your	big	game	bite	you.”

Mr.	Cleaver	and	his	two	sons	went	out	into	the	back	yard	and	tiptoed	over	to
the	gopher	trap,	leaving	footprints	in	the	dew	on	the	grass.	“Funny,	I	don’t
hear	him	scratching	around	now,”	remarked	Wally.

“Maybe	he	hears	us	coming	and	is	getting	ready	to	spring,”	suggested	Beaver.
“Maybe	we	should	be	armed	with	weapons.	I’ll	get	the	baseball	bat.”

“For	a	little	old	gopher?”	Wally	laughed.

“Stand	back,	boys,”	ordered	Mr.	Cleaver.	“Gophers	have	mean	teeth.”

The	boys	watched	while	their	father	cautiously	lifted	the	box	an	inch	from	the
ground.	Nothing	happened.	He	raised	it	another	inch.	Still	nothing	happened.

“Gee,	Dad,	do	you	suppose	it	got	away?”	Beaver	was	beginning	to	be
anxious.

Mr.	Cleaver	lifted	the	box	all	the	way	up.	There	on	the	grass	was	a	large	white
rabbit	nibbling	at	the	last	of	the	marigold.	Although	it	looked	surprised,	it
must	have	been	contented	because	it	made	no	effort	to	leave.

“Hey,	it’s	a	rabbit!”	Beaver	was	not	quite	sure	whether	he	was	pleased	or



disappointed,

Mr.	Cleaver	picked	up	the	rabbit.	“So	you’re	the	rascal	that’s	been	eating	our
flowers.”

“It	looks	kind	of	scared,”	remarked	Wally.

“Yeah,”	agreed	Beaver.	“Look	at	the	way	its	nose	is	going.	Like	it	has	an
itch.”

Mrs.	Cleaver	joined	the	rest	of	the	family.	“Ward!”	she	exclaimed.	“Don’t
pick	up	the	gopher.	They	can	be	dangerous.”

Mr.	Cleaver	laughed.	“You’d	better	stand	back.	It’s	a	man-eating	white
rabbit.”

“Dad—uh,	can	I	keep	it?”	Beaver	spoke	hesitantly.	He	wanted	to	keep	the
rabbit	and	he	wanted	it	to	be	his,	not	his	and	Wally’s.	At	the	same	time	he	was
still	sensitive	about	those	rabbits	he	had	had	when	he	was	in	the	second	grade.
In	spite	of	all	the	trouble	he	had	been	through	at	that	time,	he	still	liked
rabbits.	He	liked	their	soft	fur,	their	long	pink	ears	and	their	wiggly	noses.

“Well,	we	do	have	that	rabbit	cage	we	kept	the	pigeons	in	out	behind	the
garage,”	answered	Beaver’s	father.	“But	you’d	have	to	take	care	of	it	and	feed
it.”

“Sure,	Dad!”	Beaver	was	only	too	happy	to	agree.	“I	can	feed	it	Mom’s
flowers.	There’s	plenty	of	them	left.”

“Oh,	no,	you	don’t,’’	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“Not	my	marigolds.”

“You	can	feed	it	lettuce	and	carrots	and	junk	like	that,”	said	Wally.	“What’ll
you	call	him,	Beav?”

“Look	at	him.	I	guess	he	is	getting	used	to	people.	His	nose	has	slowed
down,”	said	Beaver,	pleased	that	Wally	had	referred	to	the	rabbit	as	his,	not
theirs.	“How	about	calling	him	Henry?	It’s	a	nice	name	and	we	don’t	have
any	Henrys	in	the	family.”

“All	right,	from	now	on	he	is	Henry.”	Mr.	Cleaver	carried	the	rabbit	to	the	old
cage	and	set	him	inside.	“Now	you	fellows	go	eat	your	breakfast	and	get
ready	for	school.”



All	that	day	Beaver	thought	about	Henry	and	what	a	good	home	he	was	going
to	make	for	his	rabbit.	He	bragged	to	all	the	other	boys	and	girls	about	how
his	father	caught	a	rabbit	in	a	gopher	trap	with	a	marigold	for	bait.	When
school	was	out,	Larry	Mondello	walked	home	with	Beaver	to	look	at	the
rabbit.

“Hey,	Beaver!”	exclaimed	Larry	when	he	had	led	his	friend	to	the	cage
behind	the	garage.	“Look!	There	are	some	rats	or	something	in	the	cage	with
Henry.	Golly,	you	better	go	get	your	Mom!”

Beaver	looked	into	the	cage.	“Rats!	Those	aren’t	rats.	They	are	baby	rabbits!”
Now	he	really	was	excited.	First	he	had	one	rabbit	and	now	he	had	a	whole
family.

Larry	looked	closer.	“No	kidding?	Those	little	things	are	rabbits?”

“Sure,”	said	Beaver.	“I	had	some	rabbits	once	when	I	was	a	little	kid	in	the
second	grade	and	I	know.”

Larry	began	to	count.	“One,	two,	three,	four,	five,	six.	Hey,	that’s	pretty	good,
Beaver.”

“They	aren’t	very	furry.	I	hope	their	mother	keeps	them	good	and	warm	until
they	grow	their	own	fur,”	Beaver	said	anxiously.	He	was	eager	to	take	good
care	of	his	new	family,	especially	after	the	trouble	he	had	had	with	his	first
rabbits	and	with	his	pigeons.	He	did	not	want	Wally	to	take	over	the
responsibility	of	his	pets.	Not	this	time.	He	was	old	enough	to	be	every	bit	as
responsible	as	Wally.

“When	they	get	bigger	you	could	sell	them	and	make	some	money,”	Larry
pointed	out.

Beaver	was	indignant.	“How	would	you	like	it	if	your	mother	sold	you?	No,
sir!	I’m	going	to	keep	these	rabbits.”	At	least	he	hoped	he	was.	His	mother
and	father	would	have	something	to	say	about	that.	And	if	he	didn’t	take	good
care	of	the	rabbits	this	time,	they	might	say	a	great	deal,	all	the	tiresome
things	about	responsibility	and	doing	a	good	job—the	things	he	always	got
lectured	about	but	Wally	did	not.

When	Beaver	told	his	family	what	had	happened	to	Henry,	Wally	was	excited
but	his	mother	and	father	did	not	even	seem	much	surprised.

“Well,	you	know	how	rabbits	are,”	was	all	his	father	said.



“Are	you	going	to	change	Henry’s	name	to	Henrietta?”	asked	his	mother.

Beaver	thought	it	over.	“No,	I	think	I’ll	still	call	her	Henry.	It’s	a	good	name.”

“Sure,”	agreed	Wally.	“I	don’t	think	she	knows	we	are	calling	her	Henry.”

Beaver	did	not	tell	his	mother	and	father	that	he	planned	to	keep	all	the
rabbits.	He	decided	that	first	he	had	better	show	them	what	a	good	job	he
could	do	taking	care	of	them.	He	changed	Henry’s	water,	cleaned	out	the	cage
and	fed	her	lettuce	and	carrot	tops	without	anyone	having	to	tell	him	to.

The	next	morning	before	school	Beaver	went	out	to	inspect	the	rabbits.	Henry
looked	healthy	and	contented	and	it	seemed	to	Beaver	that	the	babies	had
grown	a	little	since	the	day	before.	There	was	one	baby,	however,	that	worried
him.

It	was	over	in	the	corner	of	the	cage	all	by	itself,	while	the	others	were	nestled
against	their	mother’s	warm	fur.	The	morning,	although	sunny,	seemed	cool
for	such	a	little	rabbit	to	be	so	far	from	its	mother.	Beaver	opened	the	cage
and	picked	it	up.	He	held	it	against	his	chest	and	patted	it.	It	did	not	seem	cold
but	he	was	not	sure	how	warm	a	little	rabbit	should	be.	Tiny	as	it	was,	he
could	feel	its	heart	beating	against	his	hand.

“I	didn’t	mean	to	scare	you,	fellow,”	he	whispered	and	gently	set	the	rabbit
back	in	the	cage	next	to	Henry.

Beaver	was	still	watching	the	rabbits	when	Wally	joined	him.	“Do	they	look
bigger	to	you?”	he	asked.

“Yeah,	a	little	bit,”	agreed	Wally.	“They	sure	grow	fast,	don’t	they?”

“I’m	taking	good	care	of	them,	aren’t	I?”	Beaver	asked.

“Yeah,	sure,”	agreed	Wally.	“Just	be	sure	you	don’t	pick	any	of	them	up.”

“How	come?”	asked	Beaver.

"If	a	human	touches	any	of	the	babies,	the	mother	won’t	have	anything	to	do
with	it.”

“Why	would	Henry	do	that	to	her	own	babies?”

Beaver	suspected	Wally	of	making	up	the	whole	thing.



“Well,	if	she	smells	people	on	any	of	them,	she'll	get	scared	and	kick	it	out,”
Wally	explained.

It	sounded	logical.	Maybe	Wally	wasn’t	making	it	up	after	all.	“You	mean	.	.	.
she	wouldn’t	take	care	of	it	at	all?	Never?”	Beaver	worried.

“That’s	right,”	answered	Wally.	“It	would	probably	die,	so	be	sure	you	don’t
touch	any	of	them	while	they’re	babies.”

Beaver	could	see	that	Wally	spoke	with	assurance.	“How	come	you	know	so
much	about	it?”	he	wanted	to	know.

“Dad	just	told	me,”	said	Wally.	“After	we	had	those	other	rabbits	that	conked
out	he	asked	around	and	found	out	that	was	probably	the	reason	why.”

“Why	didn’t	he	tell	me?”	Beaver	demanded.

“I	suppose	he	did	tell	you	about	it	at	the	time,	only	you	forgot	about	it	the
same	as	I	did,”	said	Wally.	“He	just	reminded	me	of	it.”

“Well,	why	didn’t	he	remind	me?”	asked	Beaver.	“They	are	my	rabbits.”

“Golly,	Beav,”	said	Wally,	“you	don’t	need	to	get	all	steamed	up.	I	just	told
you,	didn’t	I?”

“Yeah	.	.	.	sure	.	.	.	sure	you	did.”	Beaver	looked	unhappily	at	Henry	and	her
family.

“Is	there	anything	wrong?”	asked	Wally.

“No	.	.	.	no,	everything’s	fine,”	said	Beaver.	“I	was	just	seeing	if	Henry
needed	some	water	or	anything.”

“Well,	so	long,”	said	Wally.	“I’ve	got	to	go	to	school.”

“So	long,	Wally.”	Beaver	stood	looking	at	the	baby	rabbits.	He	felt	terrible.
That	poor	little	tiny	rabbit	that	didn’t	even	have	its	eyes	open	yet.	He	had
practically	killed	it.	And	he	wanted	more	than	anything	to	take	good	care	of
those	rabbits	so	he	would	get	to	keep	them.	And	now	.	.	.	just	because	his	Dad
had	told	Wally	something	and	didn’t	tell	him	.	.	.	well,	that	was	the	way	it
was.	Wally	always	got	all	the	breaks.

Before	Beaver	left	for	school	he	went	back	in	the	house.	“Say,	Mom—when
Dad	says	something,	he’s	always	right,	isn’t	he?”



Mrs.	Cleaver	was	clearing	away	the	breakfast	dishes.	“Well,	I’d	say	he	is	most
of	the	time.”

“Dad	knows	about	a	lot	of	things,	doesn’t	he?”	persisted	Beaver.

“Yes,	he	knows	about	a	lot	of	things.”	Mrs.	Cleaver	poured	soap	flakes	into
the	dishpan	and	turned	on	the	water.	“Why,	Beaver?”

"I	just	wondered,”	said	Beaver	gloomily	and	started	off	to	school.	He	had	one
hope.	It	was	a	sunny	autumn	day	and	the	little	rabbit	might	stay	warm	enough
for	a	little	while	until	he	figured	out	what	to	do.

All	day	Beaver	worried	about	that	little	rabbit.	He	asked	Larry	Mondello	if	he
knew	what	to	do	for	a	little	rabbit	whose	mother	no	longer	wanted	it,	but
Larry	did	not	know	and	he	did	not	seem	much	interested.	“You’ve	got	plenty
of	rabbits,”	he	said.	“Why	worry	about	one?”

Beaver	went	to	the	school	library	where	he	found	a	book	called	Rabbits	for
Fun	and	Profit.	It	told	him	all	the	things	he	already	knew	about	rabbits,	but	it
did	not	tell	him	what	to	do	about	a	neglected	baby	rabbit.

At	recess	out	in	the	schoolyard	Beaver	went	to	Miss	Landers,	his	teacher,	and
told	her	about	his	rabbits.	He	asked	her	if	she	knew	what	to	do	with	the
neglected	baby	rabbit.	She	seemed	sorry	and	said,	“Why,	I	really	don’t	know,
Beaver,	unless	you	can	get	it	to	drink	some	warm	milk.”	Then	she	went	across
the	yard	to	tell	some	of	the	boys	to	stop	climbing	on	the	fence.	Beaver	did	not
see	how	he	could	get	a	little	tiny	rabbit	that	didn’t	even	have	its	eyes	open	to
drink	warm	milk.	And	even	if	he	did	manage	to	get	the	rabbit	to	drink	the
milk,	he	would	have	to	pick	it	up	again	and	then	it	would	smell	more	like
people	and	its	mother	would	dislike	it	even	more.

On	the	way	home	from	school	Beaver	decided	the	only	thing	left	for	him	to
do	was	to	go	home	the	long	way	around	past	the	firehouse	and	consult	Gus.
He	found	the	old	fireman	dozing	behind	his	desk.	Beaver	stood	quietly	in
front	of	him	until	Gus	opened	one	eye.

“Oh.	hiya,	Beaver.”	Gus	opened	the	other	eye.,	“What	are	you	doing?”

“Nothing,”	answered	Beaver.	“I	was	just	watching	you	sleep.”

“I	wasn’t	sleeping.	I	was	just	conserving	my	energy,”	said	Gus.	“How	did	you
come	out	with	that	gopher?	Catch	him?”



“Not	exactly.”	Beaver	sat	down	on	a	coil	of	fire	hose.	“We	caught	a	rabbit
instead.”

“That’s	unusual—set	a	trap	for	a	gopher	and	catch	a	rabbit,”	said	Gus.	“Not
many	people	can	do	it.”

“Gus,	do	you	know	anything	about	rabbits?”’	asked	Beaver,	feeling	that	Gus
was	his	last	hope.

“When	you	get	to	be	my	age,	you	know	a	little	something	about	almost
everything,”	answered	Gus.

“Well,”	said	Beaver,	“if	a	fellow	had	a	rabbit	and	the	rabbit	had	other	rabbits
and	the	fellow	picked	up	one	of	the	babies,	would	the	big	rabbit	let	it	die?”

“The	mother	rabbit	just	might	do	that,”	admitted	Gus.	“Some	rabbits	are
mighty	scared	by	that	man	smell.”

Beaver	felt	even	more	discouraged.	“Gee,	that	would	be	awful	if	a	fellow	did
it.”

“Beaver,	when	did	you	pick	up	this	baby	rabbit?”	asked	Gus.

“This	morning	before	school,”	answered	Beaver.

“Then	you	don’t	have	any	time	to	waste,”	said	Gus.

“Gee,	Gus—is	there	really	something	I	can	do?”	Beaver	asked	eagerly.	He
was	willing	to	try	anything.

“Well,	you	can’t	reason	with	a	rabbit	like	you	can	with	a	dog	or	a	horse,”	said
Gus,	“so	you	got	to	outsmart	them.”

“How	do	I	do	that?”	asked	Beaver.	“I’m	just	a	kid.”

“First	you	get	a	can	of	your	mother’s	talcum	powder,”	directed	Gus,	as	he
tilted	his	chair	back	and	balanced	on	two	legs,	“and	then	you	sprinkle	a	little
of	it	on	all	the	baby	rabbits.”

“Will	this	really	do	something?”	asked	Beaver.	“Something	besides	make
them	smell	pretty?”

“Yep,”	said	Gus.	“That	way	they	all	smell	the	same	to	the	mother.	They	don’t
smell	like	rabbits	and	they	don’t	smell	like	people	so	she	goes	right	back	to



taking	care	of	all	of	them.”

“Golly—gee,	that’s	great,	Gus!”	Beaver	could	see	how	this	suggestion	might
work.	“I	was	really	scared.”

Gus	set	his	chair	down	on	all	four	legs,	leaned	forward	and	spoke
confidentially	to	Beaver.	“Now	there’s	another	thing	you	can	do—that’s	if
that	rabbit	is	smarter	than	we	think	she	is.	You	get	a	few	drops	of	vanilla
extract—your	mother	must	have	some	in	the	kitchen—and	you	put	it	right	on
the	mother’s	nose.	Then	when	she	sniffs,	she	don’t	sniff	rabbits	at	all.	She
sniffs	vanilla.”

Beaver	looked	admiringly	at	his	friend.	“You	know	something,	Gus?	You
must	be	the	smartest	man	in	the	whole	world.”

Gus	looked	pleased,	but	he	said	modestly,	“Well,	now,	it	might	look	that	way
to	a	little	fellow	like	you,	but	to	somebody	who’s	really	smart	I’d	look	like	the
bottom	of	the	barrel.”

“Gee,	thanks	a	lot,	Gus.”	Beaver	was	in	a	hurry	to	get	home	to	that	baby
rabbit.	He	was	sure	Gus’s	suggestion	was	going	to	work—unless	the	mother
rabbit	didn't	like	the	smell	of	talcum	powder	any	more	than	she	liked	the
smell	of	people.	And	in	that	case	he	could	still	try	vanilla.



Beaver	ran	home	as	fast	as	he	could.	“Hi,	Mom,”	he	yelled	as	he	ran	through
the	kitchen	and	up	the	stairs.

“Beaver,	what’s	your	hurry?”	his	mother	called	up	the	stairs	after	him.
“Aren’t	you	hungry?”

“Not	yet,”	Beaver	called	back	as	he	rummaged	through	the	medicine	chest	for
the	can	of	talcum	powder,	which	he	stuck	in	his	hip	pocket.	Then	he	raced
back	down	the	stairs	two	at	a	time	and	into	the	kitchen,	where	he	looked



through	the	cupboard	for	the	bottle	of	vanilla.

“Beaver,	whatever	are	you	doing?”	asked	his	mother	from	the	living	room.

“Nothing,	Mom,”	answered	Beaver,	who	was	not	eager	to	have	his	mother
ask	him	what	he	was	going	to	do	with	the	vanilla.	“I—I’m	just	going	to
perform	a	scientific	experiment	is	all.”

“Oh	well,”	said	his	mother.	“As	long	as	that	is	all	you	are	doing.	I	doubt	if
you	can	blow	up	the	house	with	anything	you	can	find	in	the	kitchen.”
Relieved	that	his	mother	did	not	investigate	further,	Beaver	went	out	to	his
rabbit	hutch	where,	sure	enough,	one	little	rabbit	was	in	the	corner	of	the	cage
by	itself.	Beaver	opened	the	door	and	sprinkled	talcum	powder	on	the	rabbit.
The	rabbit	sneezed	the	tiniest	possible	sneeze.	That	worried	Beaver.	He	was
afraid	he	had	used	too	much	powder—unless	his	little	rabbit	was	catching
cold.	That	would	be	worse.

He	sprinkled	a	little	talcum	powder	on	each	of	the	five	other	babies.	Then	he
put	the	can	back	in	his	pocket	and	opened	the	bottle	of	vanilla.	He	put	a	drop
on	his	finger	and,	holding	the	mother	rabbit	with	one	hand,	rubbed	the	vanilla
on	her	quivering	nose	with	the	other	hand.	“There	now,	it’s	all	right,”	he	said
gently	as	she	struggled	to	free	herself.	“It’s	for	your	own	good.”	That	was
what	Beaver’s	mother	always	said	to	him	about	oatmeal.	While	he	put	the	top
back	on	the	vanilla	bottle	the	rabbit	backed	off	into	the	corner	of	her	cage	and
rubbed	her	nose	with	her	paw.	“Don’t	do	that,”	he	said.	“Don’t	rub	it	off.”

Beaver	decided	the	best	thing	to	do	was	to	leave	the	rabbits	alone	for	a	while
until	they	got	used	to	smelling	like	talcum	powder	instead	of	people.

Mrs.	Cleaver	was	in	the	kitchen	when	Beaver	returned	the	vanilla	bottle	to	the
cupboard.	“Vanilla,	Beaver?”	Her	voice	was	a	question.	“You	aren’t	feeding
the	rabbits	vanilla,	are	you?”

“No,	Mom,”	answered	Beaver.	“I’ve	got	more	sense	than	that.	I’m	taking
good	care	of	my	rabbits.”	And	he	hoped	he	was.	He	would	go	out	in	a	little
while	and	find	out.

Anxious	as	he	was	to	find	out	what	had	happened,	Beaver	put	off	inspecting
the	powdered	rabbits.	He	was	afraid	Gus	just	might	be	wrong	and	the	mother
would	dislike	all	her	perfumed	babies,	and	then	what	would	he	say	to	his
father?	His	father	wasn’t	going	to	like	it	a	bit	if	he	failed	on	his	second	batch
of	rabbits,	especially	now	that	he	was	in	the	fifth	grade	and	old	enough	to	take
care	of	pets.



After	Wally	and	Mr.	Cleaver	had	come	home,	Mr.	Cleaver	asked	Beaver,
“How	are	the	new	members	of	the	family?”

“All	right,	I	guess,”	said	Beaver.

“Hey,	that	reminds	me,”	said	Wally.	“Eddie	Haskell	would	like	to	have	one	of
your	rabbits.”

“I	think	it	would	be	easier	on	the	rabbit	if	you	gave	it	to	Chester,”	remarked
Mrs.	Cleaver.

“Mom,	don’t	you	like	Eddie	Haskell?”	asked	Wally.

“Why,	Wally—I’m	very	fond	of	him,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.

“That’s	funny,”	said	Wally.	“Sometimes	I	think	he’s	a	creep.”

“These	are	my	rabbits,	because	I’m	taking	care	of	them,”	said	Beaver,	“and	I
don’t	want	that	creep	Eddie	Haskell	taking	one	of	them.”

“Wait	a	minute,	Beaver,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“We	all	trapped	the	rabbit,	so	I
think	the	rabbits	belong	to	the	family.”

“But,	Dad,”	protested	Beaver.	“I’m	the	one	that	always	wanted	rabbits	and
I’m	the	one	who	asked	if	we	could	keep	Henry	and	I’m	the	one	that’s	taking
care	of	them.”	At	least	he	thought	he	was	taking	care	of	them.	If	Gus
happened	to	be	wrong,	he	was	really	in	a	mess.	But	what	was	he	thinking
about?	Gus	was	so	old	he	knew	something	about	everything.

“Let’s	go	out	and	have	a	look	at	the	little	fellows,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.

As	the	family	went	out	to	visit	the	rabbits,	Beaver	lagged	behind.	He	was
afraid	to	look.	He	could	just	see	the	mother	rabbit	in	one	corner	of	the	cage
still	trying	to	rub	the	vanilla	off	her	nose	while	she	stayed	as	far	as	she	could
get	from	her	six	perfumed	babies,	who	were	getting	colder	and	hungrier	every
minute.

“Oh.	look	at	them,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“All	six	of	them	are	having	their
dinner	at	the	same	time.”

All	six	of	them!	Beaver’s	relief	was	enormous.	Gus	was	right	after	all.	“Hey,
let	me	see!”	he	said	and	pushed	Wally	aside.	Sure	enough,	all	six	rabbits	were
lying	beside	their	mother	enjoying	their	dinner.



“You	know,	Dad,”	said	Wally.	“They're	almost	beginning	to	look	like	rabbits.”

“Ward,	do	you	notice	some	strange	smell?”	asked	Mrs.	Cleaver.

“Well	.	.	.”	Mr.	Cleaver	sniffed.

“It	smells	kind	of	like	perfume,”	said	Wally.

“They	don’t	smell	like	any	rabbits	I	used	to	know,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.

Beaver	didn’t	say	anything	at	all.	He	was	too	busy	trying	to	think	of	some
way	to	change	the	subject.

“Beaver,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver	sternly.	“Did	you	put	something	on	those	rabbits?”

“Just	.	.	.	uh	.	.	.	some	of	Mom’s	talcum	powder,”	Beaver	admitted	reluctantly.

“Beaver!”	exclaimed	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“Why	on	earth	would	you	do	a	thing	like
that	to	those	poor	little	rabbits?”

Beaver	kicked	at	the	lawn.	“Because	I	picked	one	up.”

“Didn’t	Wally	tell	you	not	to?”	asked	Mr.	Cleaver.

“Yes,”	said	Beaver	miserably,	“but	I	had	already	picked	it	up.	I	didn’t	pick	up
any	more.	Just	one.	And	Henry	wouldn’t	have	anything	to	do

with	it,	like	Dad	said.	So	I	put	talcum	powder	on	the	babies	and	vanilla	on
Henry’s	nose.	That	way,	her	babies	didn’t	smell	like	either	people	or	rabbits.”

“Beaver,	did	you	think	that	up	all	by	yourself?”	asked	Mr.	Cleaver.

“No,”	admitted	Beaver.	“Gus	the	fireman	thought	it	up	for	me.”

“Well,	that’s	fine,	Beaver,	but	why	didn’t	you	ask	me	what	to	do?”	Mr.
Cleaver	wanted	to	know.

“I	guess	I	was	scared	to,”	Beaver	confessed.	“I	wanted	to	keep	the	rabbits	so
much	and	I	was	afraid	you	would	think	I	spoiled	the	second	batch	the	way	I
did	the	first.”

“Oh.”	Mr.	Cleaver	sounded	thoughtful.

“Ward,	I	think	Beaver	has	earned	those	rabbits,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“He	didn’t



mean	to	do	the	wrong	thing,	and	I	think	he	was	very	resourceful	in	doing
something	about	it.”

“Sure,”	agreed	Wally.	“It	is	all	right	with	me	if	they	are	Beaver’s	rabbits.	I	got
things	to	do	besides	take	care	of	rabbits.”

“Gee,	Dad,”	said	Beaver	eagerly.	“Can	they	be	my	rabbits?	My	very	own
rabbits?”

Mr.	Cleaver	thought	it	over.	“I’ll	tell	you	what	we’ll	do,	Beaver.	We	can’t
keep	seven	rabbits	because	we	would	soon	have	seven	hundred,	but	if	you	can
find	good	homes	for	the	babies	when	they	are	old	enough	to	leave	their
mother,	you	can	keep	Henry	for	your	very	own	rabbit.”

“That’ll	be	easy,	Dad,”	said	Beaver	enthusiastically,	as	he	knelt	and	poked
two	fingers	through	the	chicken	wire	to	touch	Henry’s	soft	white	fur.	Even	he
could	see	that	seven	hundred	rabbits	would	be	too	many	for	their	back	yard.
“Larry	Mondello	has	already	asked	for	one.	And	so	has	Whitey.	I’ll	find
homes	for	them	around	the	neighborhood	so	I	can	visit	them.”

“Don’t	forget	Eddie	Haskell,”	said	Wally.

“Nope,”	said	Beaver	flatly.	“I	don’t	want	Eddie	Haskell	to	have	one	of	my
rabbits.”

“Okay,”	said	Wally,	agreeably.	“I	know	what	you	mean.”

“You	don’t	have	to	give	them	away	this	minute,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“It’s	time
to	get	washed	for	dinner.”

The	two	lingered	by	the	rabbit	hutch.	Beaver	opened	the	door	and	stroked	the
fur	of	Henry,	his	very	own	rabbit.	He	thought	Henry	looked	happy	because
her	nose	was	not	twitching	as	fast	as	it	sometimes	did	and	she	no	longer
seemed	to	mind	the	talcum	powder	and	vanilla.	Then	he	closed	the	cage	and
pressed	his	face	against	the	wire.	“Say,	Wally,”	he	said,	“I	wonder	how	come
Henry	doesn’t	like	people-smelling	rabbits	when	she	doesn’t	mind	people?”

“I	don’t	know,”	answered	Wally,	“but	I	don’t	suppose	Mom	would	like	us
very	much	if	we	smelled	like	rabbits.”

Beaver	laughed.	“I	guess	you’re	right,	Wally.	Maybe	we	better	go	wash.”



BEAVER	AND	WALLY
“Where’s	Dad?”	asked	Wally	one	morning	when	he	and	Beaver	came	down	to
breakfast.

“Putting	out	the	trash	cans,”	answered	Mrs.	Cleaver,	setting	a	plate	of
buttered	toast	on	the	table.

Just	then	Mr.	Cleaver	came	in	the	back	door	and,	as	he	washed	his	hands
under	the	kitchen	faucet,	he	remarked,	“Those	cans	are	getting	a	little	rusty.
I’ll	have	to	paint	them	this	weekend.”

“Paint	them?”	said	Wally.	“Gee,	Dad,	I	like	to	paint.	Could	I	do	it?”

“Well,	it’s	nice	of	you	to	offer,	Wally,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver,	“but	I	don’t	think
you	should	do	it	for	nothing.”

Wally	laughed.	“I	don’t	think	so	either.”

“What	do	you	think	it’s	worth?”	asked	Mr.	Cleaver.

Wally	thought	it	over.	“Well,	there	are	two	big	cans.	How	about	fifty	cents
apiece?”

“Fine.	I’ll	bring	the	paint	home	today	and	you	can	do	them	after	school.”	The
matter	was	settled	as	far	as	Mr.	Cleaver	was	concerned.

Beaver,	who	had	been	poking	at	his	oatmeal	with	his	spoon,	trying	to
rearrange	it	in	his	dish	so	his	mother	would	think	he	had	eaten	most	of	it,
suddenly	took	an	interest	in	the	conversation.	“You	mean	you’re	going	to	pay
Wally	to	paint	the	cans?”	he	asked.	“Gee,	Dad,	I’d	have	done	it	for	fun.”

“Too	late	now,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“The	deal	is	made.”

Beaver	took	a	small	bite	of	oatmeal.	“Wally	always	gets	to	do	everything.”

“You	must	remember,	dear,	that	Wally	is	older,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver,	“and	don’t
dawdle	over	your	oatmeal.”

Beaver	did	not	have	to	be	told	to	remember	that	Wally	was	older.	He	couldn’t
forget	it.	Every	day	something	happened	to	remind	him	that	Wally	could	do



things	that	he	couldn’t	just	because	Wally	accidentally	happened	to	be	older.
Things	like	staying	up	until	ten	o’clock,	being	a	Boy	Scout	and	getting	a
bigger	allowance.	And	the	latest	thing,	having	his	very	own	sleeping	bag
because	his	Scout	troop	was	going	on	an	overnight	hike.	Now,	besides	all
these	things,	Wally	was	going	to	get	to	earn	a	whole	dollar	for	doing
something	that	was	fun.	It	wasn’t	fair.

That	afternoon	Wally	came	straight	home	from	school	and	changed	into	some
old	clothes,	so	he	would	be	ready	to	paint	the	trash	cans	when	his	father	came
home	with	the	paint.	Beaver	changed	into	some	old	clothes,	too,	just	in	case
Wally	might	want	a	little	help.	When	Mr.	Cleaver	came	home	he	was	most
apologetic.	He	had	forgotten	the	paint.

The	next	day	after	school	Beaver	went	with	Wally	over	to	Eddie	Haskell’s
house	to	watch	Wally	and	Eddie	try	to	start	a	fire	by	rubbing	two	sticks
together.	They	wanted	to	get	in	some	practice	before	their	overnight	hike,	but
after	rubbing	a	while	they	decided	they	didn’t	have	the	right	kind	of	sticks,
because	the	fire	would	not	start.	Then	Wally	said	he	had	really	better	be
going.	His	father	was	bringing	home	some	paint	so	he	could	paint	the	trash
cans.

“Those	big	things?”	asked	Eddie.

“Yes,”	said	Wally.	“My	dad’s	giving	me	fifty	cents	apiece	to	do	it.”

“Fifty	cents	apiece?”	Eddie	was	scornful.	“When	my	old	man	had	his	painted,
the	guy	charged	him	three	dollars.”

“Yes,	but	he	was	probably	a	real	painter	and	did	a	good	job,”	Wally	pointed
out.

“How	can	you	do	a	bad	job	slopping	paint	on	a	couple	of	old	trash	cans?”
asked	Eddie.	“You’re	getting	gypped.”

Wally	was	not	so	sure.	“I	think	Dad’s	giving	me	a	dollar	is	okay.	Come	on,
Beav.	We’ve	got	to	go.”

“Well,	I’ll	be	seeing	you,”	said	Eddie,	“and	you	wouldn’t	catch	me	painting
them	for	any	dollar.”

Somehow	the	boys	were	later	getting	home	than	they	expected	and	Wally	did
not	get	around	to	painting	the	trash	cans	that	day.	He	wasn’t	sure	he	could	do
them	the	next	day,	either,	because	he	thought	he	might	have	to	play	ball	after



school.

“You	don’t	seem	very	enthusiastic,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“I	thought	you	wanted
the	job.”

“So	did	I,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“You	were	going	to	get	a	whole	dollar.”

A	whole	dollar,	thought	Beaver.	If	anybody	paid	him	a	dollar	to	do	anything,
he	would	start	saving	up	for	a	sleeping	bag	like	Wally’s.

“Well,	gee—I	don’t	know	if	I’m	going	to	have	time,”	said	Wally.

Mr.	Cleaver	looked	puzzled.	“But	last	night	you	were	so	anxious	for	me	to
bring	home	the	paint.”

“You	sure	were,	Wally,”	agreed	Beaver.

“I	have	a	lot	of	things	to	do	getting	ready	for	the	overnight	hike,”	explained
Wally.	“And	anyway,	Eddie’s	father	paid	a	man	three	dollars	to	have	his	cans
painted.”

“Why,	Wally!”	exclaimed	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“You’re	not	asking	your	father	to	pay
you	three	dollars,	are	you?”

“Oh,	no,”	said	Wally.	“I	just	said	that’s	what	Eddie’s	father	paid	a	man.”

“Well,	I	have	no	intention	of	paying	you	that	kind	of	money	to	paint	trash
cans,”	Mr.	Cleaver	informed	Wally.	“We	made	a	deal	for	fifty	cents	apiece
and	that’s	the	deal.”

“I	guess	I	can	get	around	to	them	one	of	these	days,”	said	Wally	without
enthusiasm.	“Well,	I’ve	got	to	go	wash.”

“Dad?”	said	Beaver.

“What	is	it,	Beaver?”

“I’ll	paint	them	for	nothing,”	offered	Beaver.

“Thanks	for	the	offer,	Beaver,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver,	“but	I	don’t	know.”

“I	think	we	should	wait	for	Wally	to	make	up	his	mind,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.

“I’ll	do	a	real	good	job,”	promised	Beaver.	“Well	have	the	prettiest	trash	cans



in	the	whole	block.”

“Well,	Beaver—”	Mr.	Cleaver	appeared	to	weaken.	“If	you	did	do	them,	I
think	you	should	get	the	same	as	Wally	is	going	to	get.”

“I	guess	I	could	take	some	money	if	you	wanted	me	to,”	agreed	Beaver	as	he
thought,	And	then	I	could	start	saving	up	for	a	sleeping	bag.

“If	Wally’s	lost	interest,	I	guess	you	could	try	it,	Beaver,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.

“Gee,	thanks,	Dad!”	Beaver	felt	that	the	sleeping	bag	was	practically	his.	Or
at	least	a	down	payment	was	almost	his,	although	he	did	not	think	his	mother
and	father	would	let	him	pay	a	dollar	down	and	a	dollar	a	month.

Mrs.	Cleaver	looked	worried.	“Ward,	I	hope	you	haven’t	started	anything.
Wally	said	he	didn’t	want	the	job,	but	I	don’t	think	he	really	meant	he	didn’t
want	it.”

“As	far	as	I’m	concerned,	it	sounded	a	lot	more	like	he	didn’t	want	it	than	it
sounded	like	he	did	want	it,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.

“But,	Ward	.	.	.”

“Look,	dear,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver,	as	Beaver	started	up	the	stairs	to	wash	for
dinner,	“why	don’t	we	just	relax	and	appreciate	the	fact	that	we’re	going	to
have	the	prettiest	trash	cans	in	the	block?”

Somehow	Beaver	did	not	get	around	to	telling	Wally	that	he	now	had	the	job
of	painting	the	trash	cans,	but	that	evening	he	did	interrupt	Wally’s	homework
long	enough	to	ask	if	Wally	was	planning	to	play	baseball	the	next	day.

“Yeah,	I	guess	so,”	said	Wally.	“Why?	You	want	to	come	along?”

“What	for?”	asked	Beaver.

“To	play	baseball,”	said	Wally.

“No,”	said	Beaver.

“Then	why	did	you	want	to	know	if	I	was	going	to	play	baseball?”	Wally
wanted	to	know.

“Just	so	I’d	know	if	you	were	going	to	play	baseball	or	not,”	said	Beaver.



Wally	shook	his	head	and	turned	back	to	his	homework.

The	next	day	Beaver	ran	home	from	school.	He	changed	to	his	oldest	clothes
and	hurried	out	to	the	garage	to	go	to	work.	He	spread	newspapers	around	the
cans,	got	out	the	paint	and	brush	and	stirred	the	paint	with	a	stick	the	way	he
had	seen	his	father	do	it.	He	dipped	the	brush	in	the	paint	and	painted	a	long
stroke	down	the	side	of	the	can.	He	stepped	back	to	admire	his	work	and	then
dipped	the	brush	in	the	paint	again.	He	could	not	understand	why	Wally	had
lost	interest	in	the	job,	even	if	Eddie’s	father	had	paid	a	man	three	dollars	for
the	same	job.	It	was	fun	to	paint.	It	was	fun	and	he	was	getting	paid	besides.
Maybe	he	would	be	a	painter	when	he	grew	up.	He	would	not	have	to	limit
his	painting	to	trash	cans.	He	could	paint	fences	and	houses	and	all	kinds	of
things.	He	was	still	painting	when	his	father	came	home.



Mr.	Cleaver	examined	Beaver’s	work.	“That’s	fine,	Son,’’	he	said,	“but	you
really	shouldn’t	paint	over	rust.”

“The	rust	is	there,”	said	Beaver.	“I've	got	to	paint	over	it.”

“Let	me	show	you.”	Mr.	Cleaver	took	some	steel	wool	off	the	work	bench	and
rubbed	a	rust	spot.	“See,	Beav—now	when	you	wipe	that	off,	you’ll	have	a
nice	clean	surface	to	paint.”

“Okay,	Dad.”	When	his	father	left,	Beaver	went	to	work	with	the	steel	wool
and	scoured	off	all	the	rust	spots.	Then	he	wiped	the	cans	and	went	back	to



painting.	Yes,	he	was	going	to	be	a	painter	when	he	grew	up	and	get	paid	for
having	a	good	time.	He	was	about	to	start	painting	the	lids	when	Wally	came
up	the	driveway,	pounding	his	fist	in	his	baseball	mitt	as	he	came.

“What	do	you	think	you’re	doing?”	Wally	asked	when	he	saw	his	younger
brother.

“Painting	the	trash	cans,”	said	Beaver.

“What	are	you	doing	that	for?”	asked	Wally.

“For	fifty	cents	apiece,”	said	Beaver.

Wally,	easy-going	Wally,	began	to	look	angry.

“That’s	supposed	to	be	my	job.	I	made	a	deal	with	Dad.”

“I	made	another	deal,”	said	Beaver.

Now	Wally	was	really	angry.	“You	little	sneak!	So	that’s	why	you	wanted	to
know	if	I	was	going	to	play	ball—so	you	sneak	around	behind	my	back	and
take	my	job	away.”

Beaver	was	not	going	to	stand	there	with	the	paint	dripping	off	his	brush	and
let	Wally	call	him	a	sneak.	“You	said	you	didn’t	want	it.	I	think	it	is	pretty
sneaky	of	you	to	come	busting	in	here	now	saying	you	want	it.	You’re	just
mad	because	Dad	thought	I	could	do	the	job.”

“At	least	you	could	have	told	me	you	were	going	to	paint	the	cans	so	I	could
have	done	them	first,”	said	Wally	with	a	scowl.

Beaver	was	not	used	to	seeing	Wally	angry,	and	for	some	reason—because
Wally	was	angry—he	was	angry,	too.	“That’s	your	tough	luck,”	he	told	his
brother	as	he	went	on	painting.

“You	stop	that	painting	or	I’m	liable	to	sock	you,”	said	Wally,	doubling	up	his
fist.

Beaver	advanced,	waving	the	paint	brush.	“Just	because	you’re	fourteen	you
think	you	can	push	me	around.	You	come	near	me	and	I’ll	let	you	have	it	with
the	brush.”

“You	wouldn’t	dare.”	Wally	stepped	nearer.



“I	would	too,”	said	Beaver.	“You’re	bigger	than	I	am	and	I’ve	got	to	use
anything	I	can.”

Wally	did	not	come	closer.	“Well	.	.	.	I’m	just	telling	you	something.	You
better	stop	that	painting	or	you’re	going	to	be	sorry.”

“Who	do	you	think	you	are?”	Beaver	scowled	at	his	brother.	“I’m	not	taking
orders	from	you.”	The	boys	glared	at	one	another.	Finally	Wally	turned	and
left.	Beaver	went	on	painting.	He	painted	the	lids	with	great	care,	stepping
back	to	admire	each	stroke.	That	Wally!	Who	did	he	think	he	was,	saying	he
didn’t	want	to	paint	the	trash	cans	and	then	getting	mad	when	someone	else
did	it?	Well,	these	were	going	to	be	the	best-painted	trash	cans	in	the	whole
block.	In	the	whole	town.	Wally	just	needn’t	think	because	he	was	fourteen
that	he	was	the	only	one	in	the	family	who	could	do	things.	Just	because	he
had	a	sleeping	bag	and	could	go	off	on	an	overnight	hike,	he	wasn’t	the	only
one	in	the	family	who	could	paint	a	trash	can.	No,	sir!

After	he	completed	his	job,	Beaver	was	careful	to	wait	until	Wally	was
through	with	the	bathroom	before	he	washed	for	dinner.	He	was	also	careful
to	stay	in	the	bathroom	until	Wally	had	gone	downstairs.	When	the	coast	was
clear	he	went	into	the	bedroom,	changed	out	of	his	paint-smeared	clothes	and
joined	the	family	for	dinner.

Mr.	Cleaver	looked	up	from	carving	the	roast.	“Well,	Wally,	what	kind	of	a
day	did	you	have?”

“Huh?	Oh	.	.	.	okay,	I	guess,	Dad,”	answered	Wally.

“And	you,	Beaver?”	asked	Mr.	Cleaver.

“Okay,	I	guess,”	said	Beaver,	who	felt	cross	just	having	to	sit	across	the	table
from	Wally.	The	big	ape.

“Oh.”	Mr.	Cleaver	served	the	meat	and	said	nothing.

The	family	ate	in	silence.	Beaver	and	Wally	looked	at	their	plates.	Mr.	and
Mrs.	Cleaver	glanced	at	one	another	but	said	nothing.	It	was	an
uncomfortable	situation,	but	Beaver	didn’t	care.	It	was	Wally’s	fault,	not	his.
Wally	didn’t	need	to	think	he	could	run	everything	just	because	he	was
fourteen.

“Dad,”	said	Beaver	at	last.



“Why,	yes,	Beaver,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver	cordially.	“What	is	it?”

“Wally’s	got	his	elbows	on	the	table.”

“Oh,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver.	“Uh—Wally.”

Wally	took	his	elbows	off	the	table	and	glared	at	Beaver.	“Dad,”	he	said	in	a
few	minutes.	“Beaver’s	chewing	with	his	mouth	open.”

Mr.	Cleaver	sighed.	“Please	.	.	.	Beaver.”

“Boys,	let’s	not	be	unpleasant	at	suppertime,”	suggested	Mrs.	Cleaver.

“Say,	I	heard	something	at	the	office	today	that	was	pretty	good.”	Mr.	Cleaver
was	making	an	obvious	effort	to	smooth	things	over.

When	neither	boy	answered,	Mrs.	Cleaver	said,	“Yes,	dear.	What	was	it?”

“Do	any	of	you	know	what	is	purple,	has	four	eyes	and	eats	people?”	asked
Mr.	Cleaver	jovially.

Neither	boy	spoke.	“I	don’t,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.

“A	four-eyed	purple	people-eater.”	Mr.	Cleaver	laughed	heartily.	So	did	Mrs.
Cleaver.

“Would	you	pass	the	bread,	please?”	asked	Beaver.

Mrs.	Cleaver	handed	him	the	bread.	“I	thought	it	was	very	funny	.	.	.	didn’t
you,	Wally?”

“Yeah,	I	guess	so,”	said	Wally.	“But	I	think	I	heard	it	before.”

“He	thinks	he	knows	everything,”	observed	Beaver.

That	evening	it	did	not	help	Beaver’s	feelings	to	watch	Wally’s	preparations
for	the	overnight	hike.	He	felt	that	Wally	got	to	do	everything	and	it	was
pretty	selfish	of	him	to	get	mad	because	Beaver	got	to	do	something	for	a
change.	The	next	morning	when	the	truck	that	was	to	take	the	Boy	Scouts	to
the	lake	pulled	up	in	front	of	the	house,	Beaver	stayed	in	his	room.

“Beaver!”	called	Mr.	Cleaver.	“Come	down	and	say	goodby	to	Wally.”

Reluctantly,	Beaver	went	downstairs	and	out	in	front	of	the	house,	where	a



truckload	of	boys	were	screaming,	yelling	and	shoving.	“I	thought	they	were
going	on	a	hike,”	said	Beaver.

“Now	Beaver,”	Mr.	Cleaver’s	voice	was	stem.	“You	say	goodby	to	Wally	and
behave	yourself.”

“Quiet	down,	you	guys,”	yelled	Eddie	Haskell	from	the	bed	of	the	truck.	“I’m
in	charge	here.”

“Goodby,	Wally,”	said	Beaver	stiffly.

“So	long,	kid,”	answered	Wally	and	hoisted	his	sleeping	bag	onto	the	back	of
the	truck.

Kid!	Beaver	scowled.	Just	because	Wally	was	going	off	with	a	bunch	of	older
fellows	he	didn’t	need	to	start	calling	Beaver	kid.

“Wally,	don’t	sleep	on	the	damp	ground	and	don’t	eat	a	lot	of	junk,”	called
Mrs.	Cleaver	as	the	truck	pulled	away.

“Gee,	Mom,	that’s	what	we’re	going	for,”	Wally	yelled	back.

Beaver	looked	wistfully	after	the	truck.	He	wished	he	were	fourteen	like
Wally,	or	even	just	eleven,	so	he	could	be	a	Boy	Scout	and	could	go	off	to
sleep	on	the	damp	ground	and	eat	a	lot	of	junk.

"What	are	you	going	to	do	today?”	Mr.	Cleaver	asked	Beaver.

“Oh—nothing	much,	I	guess,”	answered	Beaver.	"Larry	Mondello	and	I	were
going	to	think	up	something	to	do,	but	he	got	swollen	glands.	I	guess	I’ll	go
up	to	my	room	and	fool	around.”

“Don’t	you	think	you	should	be	out	playing	with	some	of	the	boys	in	your
class?”	asked	Mr.	Cleaver.

“Aw,	they’re	just	kids,”	muttered	Beaver.

“Beaver,	sometimes	I	think	you	and	Wally	have	been	almost	too	close,”	said
Mrs.	Cleaver.	“You	need	more	friends	your	own	age.	And	if	you	and	Wally
hadn’t	been	so	close	I	don’t	think	you	would	have	had	this	fight.”

“It’s	all	my	fault,”	said	Mr.	Cleaver,	“but	I	don’t	know	what	I	can	do	about	it
unless	I	go	out	and	buy	two	more	trash	cans	and	pay	Wally	to	paint	them.”



“I	did	hope	someone	around	here	would	paint	the	garage	doors,”	said	Mrs.
Cleaver,	“but	after	the	trash	cans	I	was	afraid	to	mention	it.”

“Better	not	until	this	feud	blows	over,”	advised	Mr.	Cleaver.

“Now	Beaver,	I	want	you	to	go	out	and	have	some	fun.”	Mrs.	Cleaver	was
firm.	“I	don’t	want	you	moping	around	the	house	as	if	you	had	lost	your	last
friend.”

“Okay,	Mom,”	said	Beaver	gloomily,	“I’ll	go	have	fun.”	He	found	a	carrot	in
the	refrigerator	and	took	it	outdoors	to	Henry	the	rabbit.	Henry	twitched	her
nose	and	wiggled	her	whiskers,	but	somehow	today	Beaver	did	not	find
Henry	very	good	company.

Beaver	walked	out	to	the	sidewalk,	whipped	out	an	imaginary	submachine
gun	and	shot	at	an	imaginary	plane—“aaa-aaa-aaa-aaa.”	Suddenly	he	dropped
his	machine	gun,	clutched	his	chest,	gasped	for	breath	and	staggered	over	to
the	lawn	where	he	sank	to	the	ground,	kicked	up	his	feet	and	lay	still.	It	was
the	only	way	he	could	think	of	to	have	fun	all	by	himself.

He	was	startled	to	hear	a	woman’s	voice	say,	“Good	heavens,	little	boy,
what’s	the	matter	with	you?”

“Nothing,”	said	Beaver,	opening	his	eyes.	“I’m	just	dead.”

“You’re	no	such	thing,”	snapped	the	lady,	“but	if	you	continue	to	lie	on	that
damp	grass	you’ll	probably	catch	your	death	of	cold.”

Beaver	got	to	his	feet.	Whatever	he	was	doing,	grown-ups	didn’t	seem	to
want	him	to	do	it.	His	mother	didn’t	want	him	to	stay	in	the	house,	the	strange
lady	didn’t	want	him	to	play	dead.	He	decided	to	go	over	to	Whitey’s	house
and	see	if	Whitey	had	any	ideas	for	having	some	fun.

But	when	Beaver	rang	Whitey’s	doorbell,	Mrs.	Whitney	came	to	the	door.
“Oh	hello,	Beaver,”	she	said.	“Whitey	went	to	the	movies	with	some	of	the
other	boys.	I	guess	they	thought	you	were	off	with	your	brother.	You	usually
are.”

Beaver	was	beginning	to	feel	lonely.	Next	he	found	a	tin	can,	which	he	kicked
along	the	street.	If	his	mother	saw	him	she	would	probably	say	kicking	cans
was	hard	on	his	shoes,	but	Beaver	did	not	care.	Today	it	made	him	feel	good
to	be	kicking	something.	He	came	to	the	vacant	lot	where	some	of	the	boys
Wally’s	age	were	playing	baseball.	As	he	stood	watching	them,	he	took	his



battered	baseball	glove	out	of	his	pocket	and	punched	his	fist	into	it.	“Hi,
fellows,”	he	said.

When	no	one	answered,	Beaver	asked,	“Hey,	Chester—can	you	fellows	use	a
good	second	base-man?”

“You	bet	we	could,”	answered	Chester.	“Where’s	Wally?”

“Wally’s	not	here.	He	went	on	a	hike	in	a	truck,”	said	Beaver.	“I	meant	me.
You	always	let	me	play	before.”

“That’s	because	Wally	was	with	you,”	said	Chester.	“We	had	to	take	you	or	he
wouldn’t	play.”

“Oh.”	This	was	news	to	Beaver,	who	had	not	known	that	Wally	had	been
standing	up	for	him.	He	was	not	at	all	sure	he	liked	the	idea,	but	he	had	to
admit	it	was	pretty	decent	of	Wally.	“I’ll	even	play	right	field	if	you	want,”	he
said	hopefully.

“Get	lost,”	said	Frankie.

Beaver	could	not	help	thinking	things	were	different	when	Wally	was	around.
Nobody	ever	told	him	to	get	lost	when	Wally	was	there.	Beaver	began	to
wonder	if	maybe	he	had	not	been	a	little	unfair	to	Wally	about	those	garbage
cans.	Maybe	he	should	have	saved	one	for	Wally	to	paint.	Still	—Wally
shouldn’t	have	marched	into	the	garage	and	called	him	a	little	sneak	the	way
he	did.	Or	threatened	to	sock	him	and	ordered	him	to	stop	painting.	Who	did
Wally	think	he	was,	anyway?

The	firehouse	was	Beaver’s	next	stop.	Gus	was	always	glad	to	have	him
polish	old	Number	Seven.	Gus	wouldn’t	care	whether	Wally	was	there	or	not.
He	found	the	old	fireman	putting	on	his	uniform	jacket.

“Oh,	hello	there,	Beaver,”	said	Gus.	“What	are	you	doing?”

“Having	fun,”	was	Beaver’s	dispirited	answer.	“I	never	would	have	guessed,”
said	Gus,	“Where’s	Wally?”

“He	went	on	an	overnight	hike	with	the	Boy	Scouts,”	said	Beaver	as	he	sat
down	on	an	overturned	bucket.	“They	left	in	a	truck.”

“That’s	a	mighty	nice	way	to	go	on	a	hike,”	observed	Gus.



“Oh,	they	just	drive	them	to	where	they	can	walk,”	said	Beaver.	“I’m	not	old
enough	to	be	a	Scout.	I’m	not	old	enough	to	play	baseball	with	the	big	kids,
either.	At	least,	not	when	Wally	isn’t	here.	I’m	hardly	old	enough	for
anything.”

“You	know,	Beaver,	it’s	a	funny	thing	about	age,”	said	Gus.	“It	seems	the
things	you	want	to	do	most,	you’re	either	too	young	or	too	old	for.	I	guess	you
kind	of	miss	Wally,	don’t	you?”

“Kinda	sort	of,”	admitted	Beaver.	“You	don't	mind	if	I	hang	around	and	waste
time	with	you,	do	you,	Gus?”

“Well,	ordinarily	I’d	be	glad	to	have	you,	Beav.”	Gus	picked	up	a	rag	and
wiped	a	speck	of	dust	off	old	Number	Seven.	“But	today	is	the	Chief’s
inspection	day.”

“He’s	coming	around	here	to	look	at	you	and	old	Number	Seven?”	asked
Beaver.

“Yep.	You	see,	when	you’re	the	head	man	like	he	is,	you	got	to	go	around
once	in	a	while	and	find	something	wrong,	whether	there	is	or	there	ain’t,”
Gus	explained.

“You	mean	he	might	think	me	hanging	around	was	something	wrong?”	asked
Beaver.

“He’s	kind	of	fussy	about	things,”	admitted	Gus.

“Sure,	Gus.”	Beaver	could	take	a	hint.	“I	have	to	go	anyway.”

“Now	you	come	back	tomorrow,”	said	Gus.	“You	ain’t	mad	at	me,	are	you,
Beaver?”

“Uh	uh.	You’re	a	friend	of	mine,”	Beaver	told	the	old	fireman.	“I	don’t	mind
you	telling	me	to	get	lost.	I	hope	you	pass	your	inspection.”

After	lunch	Beaver	went	out	to	have	some	more	fun,	and	this	time	he	found
someone	else	who	was	alone.	It	was	a	man	named	Charlie,	an	electrician,	who
was	working	down	in	a	manhole.	Charlie	did	not	mind	if	Beaver	sat	on	the
guard	fence	around	the	manhole	and	watched.	Beaver	thought	Charlie’s	work
was	pretty	interesting.	He	had	a	little	stove	down	in	the	manhole	which	he
used	for	melting	lead,	and	watching	Charlie	was	better	than	doing	nothing	all
by	himself.



Later	in	the	afternoon	Charlie	said	he	would	like	to	go	have	a	cup	of	coffee
and	asked	Beaver	to	mind	the	manhole	while	he	was	gone.	Beaver	sat	on	the
guard	fence	above	the	empty	manhole	and	caught	himself	wondering	what
time	Wally	would	get	back	the	next	day.	Charlie	was	taking	a	long	time	to
drink	that	cup	of	coffee	and	the	guard	fence	was	becoming	more
uncomfortable	by	the	minute.	The	clouds	were	getting	darker	and	the
afternoon	chillier.	Beaver	wondered	what	it	was	like	up	at	the	lake	where
Wally	was.	He	hoped	Wally	wasn’t	going	to	get	rained	on.	Wally	wouldn’t
want	to	get	that	new	sleeping	bag	wet.

Suddenly	Beaver	was	sorry	about	his	quarrel	with	Wally.	He	was	sorry	he	had
painted	the	trash	cans.	He	could	have	saved	one	of	them	for	Wally.	Good	old
Wally,	who	wouldn’t	even	play	baseball	with	the	fellows	his	own	age	unless
they	let	Beaver	play,	too.	Wally,	who	tried	to	help	out	when	he	had	bragged
about	his	father	being	a	hero.	Wally,	who	had	rescued	him	from	being
adopted.	Wally,	who	let	him	have	Henry	the	rabbit	for	his	very	own.

Beaver	began	to	feel	worse	and	worse	about	those	trash	cans.	He	decided
maybe	Wally	would	stop	being	mad	at	him	if	he	offered	Wally	the	dollar.	That
was	exactly	what	he	would	do.	He	would	offer	Wally	the	dollar	and	say	he
was	sorry.

Charlie	came	back	and	climbed	down	into	his	manhole.	“Thanks	for	minding
the	hole	for	me,”	he	said	to	Beaver.	“As	long	as	I	had	such	a	good	hole-
watcher	I	had	a	second	cup	of	coffee.”

“That’s	okay,”	said	Beaver	and	jumped	off	the	guard	fence.	He	might	as	well
go	home,	because	by	now	he	had	probably	had	enough	fun	to	please	his
mother.

When	Beaver	started	to	go	in	the	back	door	of	the	Cleaver	house	he	noticed
his	mother	in	the	back	yard.	She	was	hanging	a	wet	Scout	uniform	on	the
clothesline.	“Hey,	Mom,	what’s	that?”	Beaver	asked.

“Wally’s	clothes,”	answered	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“It	rained	up	at	the	lake	and	they
had	to	come	all	the	way	back	in	that	open	truck.”

“Gee,	Mom—you	mean	Wally’s	home?”	Beaver	asked	eagerly,	thinking	that
he	would	not	have	to	spend	another	long	day	having	fun	while	he	waited	for
Wally	to	return.

“Yes,	and	soaking	wet,”	said	Mrs.	Cleaver.	“I	sent	him	upstairs	to	bed	because
I	thought	he	might	be	coming	down	with	a	cold.”



Beaver	didn’t	lose	any	time.	He	ran	in	the	house	and	thumped	up	the	stairs
two	at	a	time.	He	slowed	down	just	before	he	entered	the	bedroom.	It	was	best
to	be	cautious.	He	was	through	being	mad	at	Wally,	but	maybe	Wally	wasn’t
through	being	mad	at	him.	“Hi,	Wally,”	he	said	casually	to	his	brother,	who
was	sitting	up	in	bed	reading.

“Hiya,	Beaver,”	answered	Wally.

That	was	encouraging.	Beaver	sat	down	on	the	edge	of	the	bed.	“I	hear	it
rained.”

“It	sure	did	.	.	.	and	that	goofy	Eddie	was	so	busy	being	in	charge	he	forgot
the	tents,”	said	Wally.

“How	long	you	going	to	be	in	bed?”	asked	Beaver,	noting	that	Wally	seemed
to	be	his	old	easy-going	self	once	more.

“Just	till	tomorrow,”	answered	Wally.	“Mom	wants	to	be	sure	I’ll	be	okay	for
school.	What	have	you	been	doing?”

“Talking	to	a	man	in	a	hole,”	said	Beaver.

“What	was	he	doing	in	a	hole?”	asked	Wally.

“Cooking	lead	on	a	little	stove,”	answered	Beaver.

“Oh,	you	mean	a	manhole,”	said	Wally	and	laughed.

Encouraged,	Beaver	laughed,	too.	“Uh	.	.	.	Wally	.	.	.	I	guess	maybe	I
shouldn’t	have	painted	the	trash	cans.	You	can	have	the	dollar	if	you	want.”

“Aw,	that’s	okay,”	said	Wally	good-naturedly.	“I	shouldn’t	have	got	so	mad.	I
guess	maybe	the	reason	I	got	mad	was	I	felt	sort	of	guilty	because	I	hadn’t
painted	the	cans.	You	keep	the	dollar.	You	earned	it.”

“I	heard	Mom	say	she	wanted	the	garage	doors	painted,”	said	Beaver.	“Maybe
we	could	both	do	them	sometime.”

“Sure,”	agreed	Wally.	“We’ll	make	a	deal	with	Dad.”

“You	know	something,	Wally?”	asked	Beaver.	“It	was	sure	lonesome	around
here	without	you.	And	it	is	too	bad	your	new	sleeping	bag	had	to	get	wet	on
account	of	that	creep	Eddie	Haskell.”



“Oh,	it	didn’t	get	wet,”	said	Wally.	“One	of	the	fellows	had	a	tarpaulin	and	he
let	me	park	my	sleeping	bag	under	it	on	the	way	back.	I	kind	of	got	to
thinking	while	I	was	gone	and	I	thought	maybe	you	would	like	to	practice	for
when	you	are	old	enough	to	be	a	Scout.	I	thought	maybe	you	would	like	to
sleep	in	my	sleeping	bag.”

“Here?	Tonight?”	Beaver	wanted	to	know.

“Sure,”	said	Wally.	“You	can	put	it	on	your	bed	or	even	on	the	floor	if	you
want	to.”

“Boy,	oh,	boy!”	said	Beaver.	Then	he	stopped	and	looked	at	the	clock.	“I
don’t	suppose	I	can	go	to	bed	before	seven-thirty	or	Mom	would	think	I	was
crazy	or	something.”

“She’ll	probably	think	you’re	crazy	if	you	go	to	bed	at	seven-thirty,”	said
Wally.

“Yeah,	I	suppose	so,”	agreed	Beaver.	“Well,	make	it	eight.	That	is	four	whole
hours	away.	I’ll	stay	up	here	and	keep	you	company.”

“You	won’t	have	anything	to	do	up	here,”	Wally	pointed	out.

“Yeah,	but	you	know	something,	Wally,”	said	Beaver.	“I’d	rather	do	nothing
with	you	than	do	something	with	anybody	else.”

Wally	pushed	his	foot	down	under	the	bedclothes	and	gave	Beaver	a	good-
natured	shove.	“You	know,	Beaver—you’re	goofy.”

Beaver	grinned	at	Wally.	“Yeah,	I	guess	so.”	He	didn’t	mind	a	bit	when	Wally
called	him	goofy.	It	seemed	like	old	times	way	back	before	the	painting	of	the
trash	cans—except	this	time	was	better.	Beaver	was	getting	ready	to	be	eleven
years	old	and	Wally	was	helping	him.
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