eleaver S
(Golden Hammex




The Beaver's Golden
Hammer

Cinar BIBER



In the heart of the green forest, where the river sang a happy
tune, lived a young beaver named Benny. Benny had warm
brown fur, a lighter tan belly, and two big white front teeth
that always showed when he smiled. He wore a tiny red cap
and a blue work apron with a small front pocket. Benny loved
to build, but he was always in a hurry.
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One sunny morning, Benny was exploring near the old oak tree
when something shiny caught his eye. He pushed aside some
leaves and gasped. There, half-buried in the soft earth, was a
golden hammer! It sparkled and gleamed in the sunlight.
Benny picked it up carefully. "Wow!' he whispered. 'This must
be a magic tool!




Benny ran home as fast as his short legs could carry him. He
showed the golden hammer to his friends Lily and Toby. Lily,
with her yellow overalls and green ear ribbon, looked closely.
Toby, strong and stocky in his red plaid shirt, whistled. 'That's
amazing!' said Toby. 'You can build anything with that!' Benny
grinned. 'T know! I'll build the best dam ever!"
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Benny couldn't wait to start. He rushed to the riverbank and
tapped the golden hammer on a log. Nothing happened. He
tapped harder. Still nothing. '‘Maybe I need to say magic
words,' he thought. He shouted, 'Abracadabra! Build a dam!"
But the hammer just sat there, shiny and silent. Benny
frowned. 'Why isn't it working?"

4




&3/
Benny decided to build anyway. He stacked logs quickly,
without measuring or planning. He placed them this way and
that, hoping the magic would help. But the logs wobbled. The

sticks slipped. With a loud splash, the whole pile tumbled into
the river! Benny's blue apron got soaked. 'Oh no!' he cried.
'My dam fell apart!'




Lily and Toby ran over. 'What happened?' asked Lily. Benny
sighed. 'l thought the golden hammer would build by itself, but
it didn't. I tried to hurry, and everything fell down.' Toby
scratched his head. 'Maybe you need to plan first,' he said.
Benny shook his head. 'But planning takes too long! I want to
build now!"



Just then, Grandpa Beaver came down the path. He was old
and wise, with grey-brown fur and silver streaks, round
glasses, and a wooden walking stick. He saw Benny's sad face
and the wet logs. 'What's the trouble, little one?' he asked

kindly. Benny showed him the golden hammer and explained
everything.




Grandpa Beaver chuckled softly. 'A golden hammer is a fine
tool,' he said, 'but no tool can build a dam by itself. You need
careful planning and good building skills. Come, let me show
you.' He led Benny to a flat spot and drew a plan in the dirt.
'First, we measure. Then we place the logs just right.'
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Benny listened carefully. Grandpa Beaver showed him how to
measure with a stick and how to choose the best logs. 'A good
builder thinks before he acts,' said Grandpa. 'And a golden
hammer is only as good as the beaver who uses it.' Benny
nodded. 'T want to learn,' he said. 'Will you teach me?' Grandpa
smiled. 'Of course.'



The next day, Benny invited Lily and Toby to help. Lily brought
her measuring tape. 'I'll measure everything,' she said. Toby
flexed his strong arms. 'I'll carry the heavy logs.' Benny put on
his blue apron and red cap. 'And I'll plan where everything
goes,' he said. They all looked at the golden hammer. 'We'll use
it as a good luck charm,' said Benny.
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They started to build. Lily measured each log carefully. Toby
carried them to the right spot. Benny used the golden hammer
to tap each log into place. It wasn't magic, but it felt magical.
The dam grew stronger with every log. 'This is teamwork!" said
Lily. Benny smiled. 'And careful planning!' he added.
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When the dam was finished, it was straight and strong. The
river flowed gently around it, and the water sparkled in the
sun. 'We did it!' cheered Toby. Benny looked at the golden
hammer and then at his friends. 'The hammer didn't build
this,' he said. 'We did—with planning and practice.' Grandpa
Beaver watched from a distance and nodded proudly.
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From that day on, Benny practiced his building skills every
chance he got. He learned to measure, to choose the right
logs, and to work with his friends. The golden hammer hung
on a special hook in his home, a reminder that skills matter
more than equipment. Benny felt proud of what he could do
with his own two paws.
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One afternoon, a younger beaver named Pip came to Benny. 'l
found a shiny stone,' said Pip. 'Do you think it's magic?' Benny
smiled. 'Maybe not,' he said. 'But I can teach you how to build

something wonderful without magic.' Pip's eyes lit up. 'Really?’
Benny nodded. 'Really. It just takes planning and practice.'
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Benny and Pip started with a small project—a tiny dam for the
stream. Benny showed Pip how to measure and how to place
each stick. They worked together, and soon the little dam was
done. 'You're a good teacher,' said Pip. Benny felt warm inside.
'‘And you're a good learner,' he said. 'Remember, skills matter
more than equipment.'




That evening, Benny sat by the big dam with Lily and Toby. The
golden hammer lay beside him, but he didn't need it. "We built
this together,' he said. 'And we can build anything if we plan
and work as a team.' Lily and Toby nodded. The sun set over
the forest, and Benny knew he had learned something better
than magic.
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