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Once upon a time, there was a mouse.  His name was Rupert and he wished things were different.

He wasn’t sure what he wanted different or even why he wanted them different, he just did.

You see, things were good, but they never felt quite right.

His cheese was good, better than most, but it could’ve probably used a little more something.

His house was warm and comfortable.  Unlike other places, he had no cats to worry about, no rainstorms bringing mudslides, or people setting traps.

Rupert’s family loved him and he supposed that was very nice too.

But still, something was missing.

One day Rupert decided to find out what it was.  So he set out to see the world.

He didn’t say good-bye.

That first wonderful sunny day was terrific.  The wind was blowing a little, and the leaves were falling. The whole world was his to explore with adventure all around him.

It was so exciting.  This must just be the beginning of what life should be like.
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Rupert found himself a small grassy spot in the sunshine to sit and eat his lunch.  As he was eating, he noticed some lovely looking berries.  These were much prettier than the ones Mom used to bring home to eat.  So he tasted them.  They were good, very, very good.  Ah yes, things were beginning to look up for Rupert.  Soon he fell asleep.  And as he slept, the wind began to blow harder and the clouds got darker.  And it started to rain.  And rain.  And rain. Rupert was so deeply asleep that he didn’t even notice.  He was still asleep when he was washed completely off the grassy spot and down into a cornfield.  Then he smashed into a large rock.

This woke him up, but things weren’t the same.

He didn’t feel right.  He was terribly cold, his mouth was very dry and the sky was green. He was dizzy and his stomach felt sick.

Something was awfully wrong. It must have been the berries.

The rain blew harder and harder down on him as he clutched the side of the small bank, trying not to fall in the river below.  A few times he slipped and was almost washed away.  As he looked down at the water rushing by, the world began to spin around and he was so tired and confused, he wondered I he shouldn’t just let go.  It would be so easy just to let himself slip away down into that flowing water and spare himself all this misery.  But he kept on, without reason, just one foot in front of the other.  Then he saw shelter.  Not much comfort, but it looked good right now.  He stepped inside.

All of a sudden, there was a roar and he was lifted in the air and hurled outside.  He landed in the mud.  Rupert could barely move his sore body as he looked back to see the ugliest, meanest-looking creature he ever saw in his life.  He started to drag himself away quickly.

Soon he could go no more.

He managed to crawl into a small hole and sleep.

It was a fitful, wet and scary sleep.
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When Rupert awoke, it was not raining, although it was still cloudy and mud was everywhere.  He was in the middle of an endless cornfield.  And endless muddy cornfield and he didn’t know which way to go.   Or where he was going.

Nothing but corn and mud.  On and on and on.

Finally Rupert sat down on a little hill that was dry (drier than most) and it had a good view, a view that could see corn, corn and more corn.

He decided.  It’s going to get dark.  I might as well live here.  Once this decision had been made Rupert got busy building a house.  He had never built a house before, so he tried to make it like his house.

Of course, his house had not been made out of leaves and mud, but there was a room here and a space there and, oh yes, his chair.

When he was done he looked at his house.

It was a far cry from his old house, but it wasn’t bad.  It would do.

Now he was exhausted.  Sore.  And hungry.

He forced himself not to sit in the little chair he had made out of a cornhusk.

He must find food.  Where?  And what is safe to eat?

No more berries, that’s for sure.
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Then it hit him.  Corn!

Corn is safe to eat and there is lots of it.

But how do I get to it?  The corn stalks were much too high.

Well, I won’t get it by sitting here, he thought.

He would certainly starve to death.

So he began to climb.  Up, up, up, up, up . . . slowly, carefully.

He took a chance and looked down.  Oh no!  If he fell from that height he would surely be crushed to death.

His strength was running out.  He knew he couldn’t climb down and have the strength to try again.  He must keep going.

Finally he reached the first ear of corn.  He started the long task of gnawing the stalk away.

After what seemed like an eternity, the ear fell to the ground.  He felt elated.  This renewed his strength long enough for him to make the climb down.  All the way knowing there was plenty of food for him.

When he reached the ground, he saw another mouse.

He didn’t look like any mouse Rupert had ever seen.
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“Hi” said Rupert.  “Who are you?”

“Ha!” said the other mouse.  “I’m Snider, the field mouse . . . why?”

“This is my house” said Rupert, “but you’re welcome to come in.  I have enough corn here for both of us.”

So they both went in.

Rupert was happy to have a friend.  Maybe Snider could teach him how to live in the field.  Things were looking up.  Before they started to eat the corn, Rupert had told Snider about his adventure.  Snider laughed about the berries and said he could help.  He told Rupert to go out “right now” and gather some twigs and he would show him how to build a fire.  “Go on, go on,” said Snider.  “I’d help, but I have a bad leg.”

So out Rupert went, not wanting to upset his new friend.  He quickly gathered up twigs from all around the house.  And when he returned, there was no Snider . . . or corn.

Rupert was crushed.

He fell to the ground and began to cry.

Why had so much bad happened?

How could Snider have been so mean?  Didn’t he know Rupert would starve to death?

Who was going to help Rupert now?

Suddenly Rupert stopped crying.

Nobody.  Nobody was going to help Rupert now.  Only Rupert.

Rupert got himself into this; Rupert would have to get out of it.

He got up.
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Rupert watched carefully as the creature left his shelter and ran off into the field.  He could see inside the house.  He could see food.

Rupert knew it was dangerous but he was hungry.  So he summoned up all his courage and ran into the shelter, grabbed some food and ran out.  Soon he was far enough away so he sat down and ate.  He recognized the big rock he had crashed into.  The food started to revive him and bring his strength back.

He remembered which way the water had been flowing and started to head in the other direction.  He whistled to himself and told himself over and over that he was strong and everything was going to be fine.

Soon he came to the little grassy spot with the berries.

He knew he would make it home.

The old home never looked so good before when Rupert entered the yard.

Out came his mother and father and sisters and brothers.  They weren’t even mad,  just happy to see Rupert home safe.

He told them all about his adventures and how cruel the world could be.

He told them how wonderful it was to have cheese, a good home and family.
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So Rupert found peace and comfort.  And life from then on was perfect.

Well, almost. 
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