
here's a story in Dad's own words from notes he wrote down.
 

            GEORGE AND THE BEAVER
 
I am a city boy born and bred, now transplanted to a relatively wild 

untouched area about 100 miles north of NYC. My property consists of a forest 
of oak, shagbark hickory, maple, pine and hemlock.  Bordering my land on the 
south is a small lake about ¼ mile long that feeds a pond east of my house.  
The two bodies of water are connected by a metal culvert approximately 20 feet 
long, and the road to the civilized world runs over the culvert.  

From my experience, everything that has been said about city boys 
“going country” is true.  I soon became a fanatical fisherman whose appetite 
was whetted by the fact that no one had fished the lake in 20 years.  Three and
four pound bass and an occasional 5 pounder were pulled out regularly on any
lure that I threw in.  The Conservation department informed me that it was 
necessary to harvest the large fish crop or I would soon find myself with a dead
lake.  So now, with  the added incentive of becoming a beneficial environmental
conservationist, I fished the lake mornings, afternoons and evenings.  The pond
also started filling up with fish and I alternated between row boat fishing on 
the lake and shore fishing on the pond.

The dirt road dam holding back the waters of the lake was said to have 
been built by a member of Murder Inc. name “Strawberry Joe” who used the 
property as a hide-out.  While I somehow doubt this story, I have been unable 
to disprove it and it is neat as a conversation piece.

I bought bird books and binoculars and became a bird watcher.  I 
learned to stuff birds that killed themselves on my windows.  I bought snow 
shoes so that I could walk in the woods during the winter and follow animal 
tracks.  I bought animal books and studied the pictures of tracks but found 
them frustrating.  I took up ice skating.  I learned the difference between 
copperheads and milk snakes.   One of this city boys’ great moments occurred 
when I steeled myself to pick up a black snake (small) with my bare hands.  I 
climbed rock formations and cliffs and tape recorded animal sounds and 
migrating ducks fighting for mates.  I bored my friends with nature talk.  I 
joined the Nature Conservancy.  In short, I went all out.

But I never hunted, I never bought a gun and I had no desire to do so.  I 
posted my land against hunting and developed a hatred for trail bikes and 
snowmobiles.  I thought that I had a perfect solution.  Perfect at least, for the 
physical and even spiritual part of my life.  After all, I am a landscape painter.  
Why should I have to hassle with cars and long trips and motels in order to get 
to my subject matter.  Why couldn’t I live in a landscape?  With  time and luck 
I found my landscape and moved into my new life.  Its a great 5 acres.  My 
house is set in the  woods.  To the west is an awesome sheer cliff, part of the 
Shawangunk escarpment.

All of the preceding is supposed to give you some idea of where I lived 
and how I reacted to this new environmental experience.



One day last spring, while in my small rowboat catching a fish for 
supper, I heard a splash that could only be a lunker breaking water.  Turning 
quickly to locate the ripples, I saw a beaver swimming around my boat and 
flapping his tail and  periodically diving.  There had been no beavers in the lake
in the few years that I had been there, but I had heard that the stream had 
originally been dammed by them and  Strawberry Joe had  built his dirt road 
dam over theirs.  Needless to say, I was delighted and intrigued.  This initial 
response was natural for an ignorant city  boy.  I didn’t know what was yet to 
come.  For several months I enjoyed the beaver.  I discovered his lodge and 
found out that if I made a lot of noise with my oars, he would come out and 
investigate. It’s true that he cut down some hickory saplings, but that was a 
small price to pay for the privilege of having our own beaver.  

Early in July, I notice some debris blocking the entrance to the culvert.  
Clearing it away, I ignored this sign of greater things to come.  About a week 
later, while shore fishing in the pond, I noticed that the water was only 
trickling through the culvert.  Investigation disclosed that the entrance was 
indeed blocked by branches, leaves and mud.  Somewhere, I had heard that 
beavers build dams, but surely not our beaver.  We were friends.  Surely we 
could coexist.  The damming of the culvert would be calamitous.  The lake 
would rise and flow over my road.  How would I get in town to get milk and the 
Sunday Times?  It soon became evident that this was a one-sided friendship.  
Every night, without fail, he would build his dam.  Sometimes a small one with 
a few sticks, sometimes large, complex and packed with mud.  Every morning I 
would go to the dam and break it up.  Surely, he would soon become 
discouraged and cease and desist.  Beavers do not discourage easily, in fact, 
they don’t discourage t all.  A rather pleasant routine was becoming a 
nuisance.  Something had to be done!

I called the regional Conservation Dept. office and was put in contact 
with a ranger named Al who was the beaver specialist in our area.  Al came 
out, assured himself that indeed I had a serious problem and posed a 
theoretical question.

“Would you be willing”, he asked, “to go to a little trouble in order to keep
the beaver?”  “Naturally”, was my response.  “All I want to do is coexist.”

Al’s suggestion was simplicity itself.  “Get an oil drum,” he said, “cut one 
end out, cut a large hole in the   cylindrical part and stick the drum with the 
open end into the culvert.  Make sure the hole on the side is facing the water.”  
The ploy was clever.  The water would enter through the hole on the bottom 
and flow into the culvert.  Since the end of the drum was sealed, the beaver 
would have nothing to dam up.

The drum was obtained, the appropriate holes were cut and the resulting
contraption was inserted in the culvert.  The next morning I checked the device
and found no evidence of any attempt to block up the hole in the drum.  O 
frabjous day!  I checked each morning but did not notice what was to become 
so evident later on.  For over a week there was no dam, but on the eighth day 
the culvert was blocked.  The beaver had spent the week building up the 



bottom of the lake so that all that was necessary to block the drum hole was a 
few pats of mud.  He was now more effective than ever.  Coexistence be 
damned, he had to go!  We were hack at our routine of evening dam building 
and morning dam breaking.  One night he dammed the pipe very tightly and a 
severe rainstorm hit us.  The combination of dam and water pressure resulted 
in heaving the culvert out of the ground.  The lake rose to the road level and 
overflowed.  I dug a temporary ditch to take care of the normal runoff, but the 
slightest drizzle resulted in water over my road.  The water was quickly 
washing out the road.  The situation was as critical as it could be. 

 I called Al.  “I have friends who would like a beaver in their ponds, how 
about trapping him and moving him,” I asked.  “ Can’t do that now” Al replied. 
“He won’t have enough time to gather sufficient food for the winter.   If you 
move him now, he’ll starve to death.” “That’s tough for him” I said.  I was 
getting pretty callous and not as much of an animal lover as I had thought I 
was.

We agreed  he would have to be shot or trapped.  Al would give me a 
special license, but since the season on beavers would not start until 
December, the pelt or corpse would have to be brought to the Conservation 
Department office.  I agreed to the terms.  I had some friends who would shoot 
him for me as a favor.

Hank was strictly a target shooter.  He had  never hunted, but was 
willing to help me out of my predicament.  We rowed to the lodge and I flapped 
the oars.  The beaver didn’t respond.  I flapped, shouted, banged and even 
stomped on his lodge, but if he was at home, he wasn’t coming out.

I returned to my morning dam breaking chores for a few more weeks.  
Then Bill came out.  Bill was a hunter, but had no more insight into getting the
beaver out of his lodge than I had.  Needless to say, the beaver could be seen 
frequently at various times of day so long as no hunters were around.  I went to
his lodge one day, alone, flapped the oars and out he came.  My frustration and
anger grew each day.  I called Al, and asked  him to send out a trapper as soon
as the beaver trapping season started.  December  came and breaking up the 
dam became a miserable, cold task..  The trapper did not appear.  I finally 
reached the point of desperation that led me to borrow a rifle from a friend.  I 
always saw the beaver.  The chances were good that  I could kill him, if I could 
hit him.  I hadn’t handled a rifle since World War 2.  I zeroed in the gun and 
was surprised at how quickly my skill returned.  There was no doubt that I 
could shoot the beaver if I could see him and the days were getting shorter.  I 
stationed myself at the pipe  with a Coleman lantern and waited in the cold 
darkness. 

 One night I heard the sound of rippling water.  I was sure that it was the
beaver, but there was nothing visible with the light of the lantern.  I waited 
impatiently and finally was convinced that if the beaver caused the rippling, he 
was no longer there .  I hadn’t heard a sound for some time.  I turned on my 
flashlight and the beam hit the beaver right in the face.  I was so startled that I 
couldn’t bring the rifle up before the beaver flapped his tail and was gone.



Another night, as I scraped some mud off my boots, I heard and then 
saw the beaver splash away and disappear.  I went out each evening for 
another week but did not see or hear him again.  In the mornings his dam was 
always up but now with a new twist.  Instead of laying branches, leaves and 
mud across the face of the pipe, he began floating logs as long as 20 feet into 
the pipe itself.  Now I had to break through the ice, enter the water with hip 
boots and pull out the logs. It was no holds barred.  We were both desperate.

One day one of my sons told me that he had seen the beaver around the 
pipe at 3 in the afternoon.  I started an afternoon vigil and was finally 
rewarded.  All conditions were go.  The beaver’s head came out of the water, my
rifle was in position, my sights were right on him and I squeezed the trigger.  
The safety catch was on and the beaver disappeared.

 
(This was the end of George’s  notes, but not end of story.  He finally 

called a trapper, who came, and overnight caught the beaver and took the pelt.  
A short time later, he returned with a gift to my son Dan of the tail and the skull. 
We learned that the beaver had to gnaw continuously or his very prominent front
teeth would grow into the lower jaw, and that would be the end of him.  During 
the beaver’s time with us, from spring to winter, he had felled almost a hundred 
saplings.) 

 
 
 


