
Beaver Teeth 
 
By Adam 
 
It all began with the Braces. 
 
At least, that’s what the humans call them. To me, and all young otters they were monstrosities of 
Nature – despondence and discomfort incarnate. The elders, they had forgotten the terror, the horror 
when you realized that the Operation was getting sooner, sooner with every passing day until it was 
tomorrow… 
 
I went to bed that fatal evening shaking, distracted, hardly noticing the odd purple sky, so terrified was 
I of what awaited me in my dreams… I fell asleep far faster than I’d expected, having fantasised 
myself lying awake all night like a wraith, quivering with fear till the crack of dawn and beyond. But no 
– within seconds, I was a vegetable. 
 
The very first thing I remember from the next morning was a strange feeling in my jaw – not painful, 
exactly, but all the same, there was a presence. I looked down – and fainted. By the time I awoke yet 
again, the Sun had risen, and the birds were singing, but not me. For, when looking down at my 
mouth, I had seen something impossible – and awful. A set of long, ever-growing, yellow-brown teeth. 
The teeth of a beaver. 
 
I suddenly felt gripped by the urge to eat. To gnaw. In that moment, I could wish for nothing more than 
to sink my teeth into a log – or better still, an oak! Shaking my head to and fro, I tried to dispel these 
most un-otterly thoughts, and dashed into the neighbouring forest. 
 
A plan began to form in my mind, which was impressive, seeing how much space the teeth took up. 
Diving clumsily into a bush – blame the beaver body – I scavenged for some berries and whatnot, 
then set about burying those cursed teeth in the nearest tree, gnawing seemingly forever, until 
crunch! and the teeth snapped. Scrambling back to the berries, I piled them in before the teeth 
regrew. 
 
But, despite its success, surely this would not be how I was to spend the rest of my days – as a 
beaver? And yet, the longer I remained in this form, the longer I became aware that perhaps beavers 
weren’t as stupid as we otters believe. Perhaps – perhaps… 
At that moment, however, the entire forest went purple, and I collapsed. 
 
I opened my eyes to see the orthodontist next to me. 
I began to thrash about, my braceophobia returning with a vengeance. Then a voice spoke, not the 
doctor’s – but my mother’s. “It’s all right,” she muttered. “Doc’s just taking them out now.” 
“Taking them out?” I exclaimed, “But – but how?” 
“Ah!” said the doctor, “Don’t you remember?” 
“All I remember,” I complained, “was that I was a beaver – gnawing on everything under the Sun.” 
The doctor shook his head. “They were not teeth. They were braces - and the purple visions that you 
undoubtedly experienced – they were anaesthetics.” 
 
Stunned into silence, I had a whole sentence ready, but all that came out was, “Trout.” 
Mum smiled. “I’ll bring one along.” 


