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Down by the riverside, where the water hums a soft song, lived

a beaver in a red work apron. His fur was warm brown, his

belly light tan, and his big flat tail went thump, thump on the

mud. A little yellow measuring tape hung from his pocket. He

loved to build, build, build. "Today," he said, "I will make the

finest house on the whole riverbank."
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The beaver picked a sunny spot near the water. He measured

with his yellow tape and stacked sticks and mud, just the way

beavers do. His small round ears wiggled with excitement. His

two big front teeth nibbled branches into shape. "Roof here,

door there," he mumbled. He worked all morning, humming

and patting the walls. The riverside smelled of fresh wood and

wet earth.
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At last the beaver stepped back to look at his new house. Then

he blinked. He tilted his head. He blinked again. The door was

high in the air, and the roof was sunk in the mud. "Oh no," he

whispered. His whiskers drooped. "I built my house upside

down!" He felt worried. He felt silly. What would the other

animals say?
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Just then, a happy whistle came down the path. It was the

muskrat, a slim grey-brown fellow with a long thin tail. He

wore his blue cap backwards and carried a green canvas tool

bag. "Hello, neighbor!" he called. Then he saw the house. He

tipped his cap. "Well, well. That is a very unusual house.

Upside down, isn't it?"
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The beaver's ears went flat. "It's a mistake," he said sadly. "I

measured and stacked and nibbled, and I still got it wrong."

He sat down on his big flat tail and sighed a big sigh. "Maybe I

should knock it all down and start again." The muskrat looked

at the house, then at the river, then at his friend.
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"Wait," said the muskrat, tapping his tool bag. "Don't knock it

down yet." He walked around the upside-down house,

humming. The roof curved up from the mud like a smooth

wooden bowl. The door opened high, like a little window. "The

roof is the floor," the muskrat said. "And the floor could be a

slide!" His bright black eyes sparkled with a clever idea.
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The beaver looked up. "A slide?" he asked. "A slide for what?"

The muskrat grinned. "For fun!" He pulled a smooth board out

of his green bag and set it from the high door down to the soft

grass. "We can turn your mistake into something new." The

beaver's whiskers twitched. Slowly, a tiny smile began to grow

on his face.
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They worked together all afternoon. The upside-down walls

became climbing steps, round and easy to grip. The sunken

roof became a wading pool filled with cool river water. The

muskrat hammered and tied, and the beaver measured and

nibbled. "This is not a house," the beaver said, wiping his

brow. "I don't know what this is!" "It's a surprise," said the

muskrat.
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Soon a soft thumping came through the grass. A young rabbit

hopped up, white fur puffed, long ears standing tall with pink

insides. She wore a purple scarf and tiny brown boots. "What

is THIS?" she gasped, her round eyes wide. "Can I try?" She

bounced once, twice, and zoomed down the slide with a happy

squeal. "Again! Again!" she laughed.
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The beaver watched the rabbit zip and bounce. His worried

face melted into a wide, toothy grin. "She likes it," he

whispered. "My upside-down house is fun!" He slid down after

her, splashing into the wading pool with a whoosh. The

muskrat clapped his paws. "Everyone loves a playground," he

said, "even one that started all wrong."
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High above, on a branch, sat the owl in her small green vest

and round wire glasses. Her amber eyes blinked slowly. "A

mistake turned into a playground," she said softly. "How

clever." The beaver looked up at her. "But it was a mistake," he

said. "I measured everything." The owl tilted her head. "Some

mistakes," she said, "are just doors to new ideas."
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The beaver thought about that. The rabbit slid down again,

laughing. The muskrat added a little swing made of vine. More

animals came to look, then stayed to play. "You know," the

beaver said, "I was so worried about doing it wrong. But this is

better than a plain old house." His yellow measuring tape

swung as he hopped.

12



By sunset, the riverside playground was full of squeaks and

giggles. The rabbit hopped from step to step. The muskrat

pushed the swing. The owl watched from her branch, smiling

behind her glasses. The beaver stood by the wading pool, his

red apron splashed and his feet muddy. "I built my house

upside down," he said, "and it became a playground!"
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That night, the animals sat together on the smooth wooden

roof. "Mistakes are not so bad," the beaver said. "Sometimes

they make something new and wonderful." The muskrat

nodded. "And they make good friends," he said. The owl folded

her wings. "A happy surprise," she agreed. The river hummed

its soft song, and the stars came out one by one.
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The next morning, the beaver did not knock down the

playground. Instead, he measured a small, cozy house beside

it, right side up this time. He still wore his red apron and his

yellow tape. But now, when something went wrong, he just

smiled and said, "Let's see what this can become." And usually,

it became something wonderful.
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So if you walk by the riverside, you may hear laughing and

splashing. You may see a slide from a high door, a swing of

vine, and a wading pool in a sunken roof. The beaver learned

that mistakes can spark creativity. A wrong turn can lead to a

happy surprise. And an upside-down house can be the best

place of all.
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