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Chapter 1

Marty the mouse lived deep in the forest in
a big oak tree with his wife and two young ones.
Petunia, his wife, loved Marty very much. And
while Marty was away during the day doing what he
had to do to provide food for his family, Petunia
did all the thing s a good wife is supposed to do.
She made sure the young ones got safely to
school, she kept the house clean, and made sure
that, each day, when Marty got home, his dinner
was ready.

Every morning at sunrise, Marty jumped out
of bed, washed himself, had some breakfast,
kissed his wife goodbye, and was out of the house
in search of food. Petunia, whom he called Pet,
would always rise with him because she had so
much to do; like preparing breakfast, making
lunch for the young ones, and seeing to it that
th ey got to school on time.

Marty chose the tree he lived in because he
was within walking distance of a small cottage
owned and occupied by a very old couple.

George and Harriet had been living in the
cottage for many years. And, they left the
cottage on ly to go for short walks, picking



strawberries and mushrooms, or when, because of
necessity, they had to travel to the nearby
village some six or seven miles away to purchase

food and whatever else they needed.

% Marty w ent to the small cottage owned by
George and Harriet every day to fetch the food
that fed him and his family. Each day, the old
couple put out some cheese and bread for Marty.
To make it easy for the mouse, they always left
the cottage about the same hour each day to pick
berries and gather mushrooms.
Every day, Marty took the same path to the
cottage, waited for George and Harriet to leave,
went in, and left as soon as he was able,
carrying as much as he could of the food the
kindly couple left.
One morn ing as Marty approached the cottage,
he saw a horse and wagon in front of the door. As
he | ooked about, he saw a freshly
no! 0 he said. Al 6ve got to get
know what happened. o
He slowly approached the grave and, because
he went to school and paid attention, he was able
to read the writing on a cross atop the grave. It
read, nGeor ge Cassidy- DBerdn 1098B®

Marty lowered his head. He was very sad.
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% Beside the cottage near a window, was a tall
bush that Marty, being athletic, was able to
climb. As he stood on top of the bush, he was
able to hear Harriet, Georgebs w
her two children.
Her son said, ABut , mo m, I ca
to stay here all alone. At least with Pop, |
didnot worry so much. Now with pc
have no one t o tal k t oo. Youol
Harriet couldndét hold back the te
AMama, 0 her daughter said sadl
with me. You dondét have to be by
Pl ease. 0 She paused and pnharced he

mot her6s shoul der, saying, AWe wa
with us. And, the kids, 0 she added, f
and adore you. 0 She smiled, as sh
youbll come home with me. 0 She pa
pl eaded, APl ease?0

The old woman stood and, holding a
handk erchief to her face, walked slowly to the
window. As she did, she noticed Marty scurrying
down the bush, trying not to be seen. She smiled
faintly, for
she knew the mouse had come for his daily ration
of food.

Harriet turned to face her children and
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sai d, sadl vy, AYoudr e bot h right
about the room, and then to the children, again.

il canodt stay here. Especially no
smil e, and then continued. AThi s

many memories and, without George, it would be

like living in a world of dreams. 0 St
around and, speaking softly s ali
alone today with my thought s. It
for me to |l eave this place. 0 She
sadly.
After wiping some tears from her eyes, she

sai d, il mu s t have timd. o A%heme pi
get my things together, and time to say goodbye

to this home, and to George. 0O S

second or two, and then looked into her

daughter 6s eyes. iAWoul d y ou ret
She asked. dal o6l be ready to | eav
ASur e, mo mo aughteesaid. éHer daughter

then took her mother in her arms and gave her a

big hug. Then, with a smile, she
back tomorrow morning, mom. OK?O0
Harriet nodded, nYes. Thank you.
then. o

Harrietds son took her hands i
af ter kissing her on the forehead, said, as he
smiled, AWedll see you in the mor



to get some rest. o

B‘arrietés children turned an:i

the cottage. Marty watched as the man helped his

sister board th e wagon. When Harrietos
boar d, he released the wagonés b
of the reins, and hollered, fAGidd

The mouse, standing in the middle of the
road in front of the cottage, watched until the
wagon was out of sight. When he was sure the y
were gone he scurried back to the bush, scaled
it, and watched as Harriet, seated at the table,
seemed to be looking at pictures in a photo
album.
Marty watched sadly as the old woman closed
the album, wiped her eyes and then stood. She
went to the cup board on the far side of the room.
He watched as the old woman removed some bread
and placed it directly in front of herself. He
took a handkerchief from his rear pocket, blew
his nose and watched as she sliced the bread
into smaller pieces, and then watc hed as she
neatly wrapped the pieces. The sad mouse sat
in the bush, patiently, as the old woman cut a
large piece of yellow cheese and then placed it
on the floor close to the front door. Then, she

slowly, walked out of the cottage.



Harriet went to her husbandds grave

kneeled to pray. And while she was praying, Marty

leapt from the bush, scurried through the grass

and brush, and went through the door to where he

had seen Harriet place the food. Quickly, he

stuffed the bread and cheese into his small pack
and left.

@ When he was far enough away from the
cottage, Marty paused just long enough to look
back and see the woman still praying. A tear
rolled from his eye as he said, in a whisper,
AThank you. oo
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Chapter 2

When Marty arrived at his home, depressed
and upset, his wife, Petunia, met him at the door
and nervously gave him some more bad news. It
seemed that an owl moved in directly above them,
in the very same oak tree.

are you going to do?o

End of Sanpl e
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