The Church Mouse 

Sometimes Arthur got a bit depressed, for in the whole of that church there was not one other mouse. One afternoon, when he was reading, an idea popped into his head and, not being a mouse to let the grass grow under his feet, he rushed out of the church and into the town. 

And what an awful place the town was, much worse than he had imagined. He almost gave up his idea, but then he thought, "If it's always as nasty as this, everybody is bound to agree to my plan." So he hurried on ... 

[ .. J SO that evening, when everybody had assembled and stopped shuffling and coughing, Arthur stood up, cleared his throat, and began, without any beating about the bush. "My idea is this. You all come and live at the church. It's warm, quiet, and I've got Sampson, the church cat, right under my thumb ... er ... almost. The parson says if we do a few odd jobs we'll be paid in cheese, best quality. He's expecting us tomorrow morning, if you want to come." 

[ 
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[One day the mice caught a burglar in the act of stealing silver candlesticks.] 

As the burglar was wasting time gloating over the candlesticks, everybody tiptoed closer and Arthur tied the burglar's bootlaces together. 

[ ... ] Everybody had the idea of rolling him up in the carpet. At any rate, everybody said it was his idea afterwards. They all put their shoulders to the carpet and pushed. The schoolmouse said to the mouse beside him that he felt like a Lilliputian, but the mouse replied huffily that he couldn't stand foreign food because he was just an average English working mouse and he felt like a cheese and chutney sandwich, and the mouse next to him said he felt like a bread and butter pudding, and Sampson said he felt like a mouse casserole and he'd have one, too, if they didn't shut up and push. 

