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Cleaver McBeaver & the
Great Tornado
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Cleaver McBeaver McBean had a flash.

On his headboard at home, Mom hung a blue
sash.

 


Cleaver McBeaver had many more flashes –

Recalling his house was a dam full of
sashes.

 


Especially when he was raised in a den.

And dad’s violent sneezing caused all the
breezing’.

But joy would be burstin’ whenever mom nursed
him.
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Cleaver McBeaver the littlest McBean,

Was raised they say, in ways to obey.

 


Till one day it seemed, he awoke from his
dreams.

A tornado hit home, causing ‘em to
scream.

 


Cleaver’s recall was jarred out of whack.

Some things were fuzzy, while others were
jacked.
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The only thing certain its clashes caused
hurtin’

When struck on his head by a tree trunk
instead.

 


He was warm he recalled, but then suddenly
appalled,

Their dam began crashin’ in a river of
splashin’.


Cleaver then knew
sadness would brew,

When Twister ate mama and Daddy was
chewed.

 


Across many counties, his parents were
strewn,

Winds twistin’ and tossin’ them far and
askew.
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For Cleaver McBeaver his family was lost.

The price of misfortune was too high a
cost.


 


The next day it seemed; all he’d known had
gone bye.

The life he’d grown up in was swallowed by
the sky.

 


The dam’s twigs & branches so carefully
fit,

All came apart when the funnel cloud hit.

 


Left by himself without parents or pride.

Without any guide, he’d have to decide,
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What would he do with his life so new?

He quickly grew as his youth by him flew.

 


He grew up too quickly, without joyful
play,

And worked himself silly, the rest of his
days.

 


He thought he’d cut trees for all of his
needs,

Doing beaver work as a normal reprise.


 


But Mister wise toad who’s walking the
road,

Said his young girlfriend was at River’s
Bend.
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Cleave went to the river, to see if ‘twas
real.

Would he recall a girl that amnesia
concealed?
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The female maiden he’d never before seen

Said, “I’m Heather a beaver, a family
McBean.”

 


“I’m Cleaver a beaver,” said Cleaver
McBean.

“I too have that last name, that’s pretty
extreme.

 


“How would I know that you’ve ever been,

The most beautiful beaver I’ve never
seen?”

 


He noticed sweet Heather with a bow on her
head,

Just like those ribbons Mom pinned to his
bed.

 


“It can’t be by chance, the sash on my
crown.

It must be an omen that you came around.
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Heather also had sashes hung all about,

Her new mother’s blessings
gave the bows clout.

 


Then Heather found Cleaver with furry a
snout.

What mom had enchanted clearly worked
out.

 


The two fell in love and were hitched by a
dove,

Their love was a symbol sent from above.

 


Cleaver McBeaver recalled steady flashes,

In places at home, where mom pinned blue
sashes.
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The bows Mother placed on Heather’s head,

Were all the same as those on Cleave’s
bed.

 


Thought Cleaver McBeaver, “Are my thoughts
unwise?

Did I misread signs that will be our
demise?
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