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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

Alan and Karter wanted a legendary adventure.

Pam and Hannah wanted to see the pigs rumored to live on the top floor.

Patch had nothing better to do.

What started out as a day of big talk and little action, turned into an adventure none of

them witl e LS'er forget.

r& r,,gﬁ"‘” y" -imtmﬂmnmheﬂeww&l#m*a—btgﬁmsemmaﬂmwgdléloud noise woke
%

Patch from a deep sleep.

rarely heard so early i D\MA 7
a«?/&ﬁ Ay o

In the dirrhlight, Patch saw little brother Carl across the room, hunched in the corner at
the top of his bed.

Carl clutched his tail with both hands, ears folded back.

His eyes were wide like searchlights, frantically scanning the room for the source of the
monstrous growl.

There was the door, bookshelf, toy box, a beast with the arms of victims dangling from
its mouth—The little mouse gasped, and then realized it was his dresser, with the shirt drawer
open and sleeves hanging out.

When his scan reached Patch, Carl let out a sigh of relief, and whispered.

“Patch, what was that noise?” N2 /L}

hoord ens
“It’s%id. That was just the Young Man’s car. He left early.”
Carl released his tail, and slid back under the “Amazing Mouse” blanket Grandma gave

him for Christmas.

“Patch?”
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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

“What?”
“I can’t go back to sleep.”
Lok 7
“M@ther, but we should stay in here until Mom and Dad get up.”
Carl climbed out of bed and ran across the room, dragging Amazing Mouse behind. He e 7,?
. . . NM 1% F?/'tc/‘\l‘ls .r‘t‘v"‘j (0( ve é&X
jumped in next to Patch, and pulled the blanket tlght. Ao o Calle F CE‘K Ars

ﬂ\,f\b L Leo
“Patch?” C‘“"ﬁ'\# 2 wa{{j ~~ >(f7% ;""

“What?”

“Are Alan and Karter really going to steal food from Abby’s dog bowl today?”

) . Why 7 m DLWJ 15 M

That’s what they say. et

“In the middle of the kitchen, in the middle of the day, are they crazy?”

“Don’t worry. Those fellows talk big, but they’ll chicken out. Alan will come up with
some excuse to save face. He always does)

Carl was quiet for a few seconds.

“Patch?”

“What now?”

“If they do try to steal Abby’s food, will you g@

“Well, if Alan is dumb enough to do it, Karter will be dumb enough to follow, and I’ll
have to go along.”

“Why?”

“It’s hard to explain.”

“Why?”

D\ ‘@ look. The guys and me are starting middle school this fall. In sixth grade, reputation

999

is everything. I don’t want to be known as, ‘the one who wimped out.
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Carl tried to object, but Patch continued.

“It’s all good. Abby’s a cool dog. She’s just curious. Worst case scenario, we get soaked
by that big slobbery tongue.”

Carl wasn’t so easily convinced.

“What about the Woman? She’s in the kitchen all the time. What about that cat, Haley?

7 Lp i
T ..’_(/ﬂ\u\ . ‘Fﬁ\ﬁ ~
“I know. I know. Alan and Karter kn@ ul’\j £ A het V7

The sound of voices rode a tantalizing aroma in from the kitchen.

Patch gave Carl a punch on the arm\);‘Let’s g0, Squirt. Mom and Dad are up, and I smell
cheese omelets.”

Carl sat up and sniffed. His height@ar of a possible monster had slowly diminished
from the moment he saw Patch. Now, the smell of Mom’s omelets overpowered what little fear
lingered.

This made way for the usual awareness a little brother has, of the torment a big brother
might inflict at any moment.

In an instant, Carl knew what was coming, but it was too late.

Patch pushed him back down and slowly rolled across, “Steamroller!” to the edge of the
bed, and up.

When Carl finally peeled himself out of bed, he scrambled to the “beast” dresser and
rummaged for clothes.

Patch pulled on a pair of jeans_and a t-shirt that rea@’fﬁle early bird might get the worm,

but the second mouse gets the cheesec\d X L’Z Jo ‘T{

“What does that mean?” Carl asked, pulling on a pair of stripped pants. C\‘:
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“Nothing. Well something, but it’s not for little kids like you. When you’re my age,
you’ll understand.”
Carl stopped digging for a shirt, and looked up at his brother.

“Uncle Quincy told me there are whole houses where the mice don’t wear clothes.”

*

'ﬁk v“"/ke’j\
: e,d’/g Their mother’s brother Quincy is quite a character. He’s a fountain of useless
A 12 ¢ zjk" C)b
ﬁ A Wég\information, a barrel of laughs, a jack-of-all-trades, and a storyteller extraordinaire. Naturally,
A

the boys think he’s the greatest thing since Cheez Whiz.

*

“Uncle Q’s right. There are lots of houses where none of the mice wear clothes. They
don’t have jobs, or go to day camp. They don’t talk, and they also don’t have Mom’s cheese
omelets for breakfast.”

Carl closed his eyes, and tried to imagine such a house. “I wonder what that would be
like.”

Patch chuckled. “You don’t have to wonder. Just show up at Mom’s breakfast table
without clothes, and see what it’s like.”

At the thought of that, Carl grabbed the first shirt he saw, put it on quickly, and headed
for the kitchen.

Patch blocked the door. “Hey\,/ Goober, you don’t wear striped pants with a checkered
shirt. You’re starting first grade in the fall. Do you really want to be, ‘the kid who dresses like a
rodeo clown’?”

He pulled a pair of jeans from Carl’s top drawer, and turned them right side ouf@

“Here, put these on.”
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While his brother changed, Patch checked himself in the mirror.
Carl finished, and backed stealthily out of the room.
“Last one to the kitchen’s a dung beetle!” he said, closing the door behind him.
The two boys crashed into the kitchen, each with his sights on the first cheese omelet. "
Mom was ready for them this morning. The table was already set with twg plates of (‘Yr’ £4
omelet:and two glasses of milk.
Carl hopped up in the chair across from his father. He lifted the edge of his omelet,
peered under, and found it lacking. “Can I have syrup please?”
Their mother, Larue, was at the stove preparing a spinach omelet for herself.
“You most certainly may no&ioung igouse. Between your Grandma,/and Uncle Quincy,

you boys get too many sweets.”

Their father, James, sat at the head of the table reading the back half of yesterday’s 7
2% ha 7‘6}2( i
H’“‘f’ C) b ) 703/‘) P

*
f‘

Since James is always up and out before the day’s paper arrives, he has a habit of reading
the front half after dinner each evening, and the back half the next morning, with his coffee and
toast.
James holds an important position in the mouse community. He is the duly appointed
Chief of the Safety and Security Departmqu ich includes himself, four officers, a secretary, 6(1\\3 <
and a cockroach trained to sniff out D-Con.
The SSD patrols all three floors of the house, plus the attic.
They have numerous responsibilities, but their main task is to find traps,/and trip them.

Once tripped, they split the cheese. It’s one of the perks for taking on such a risky job.
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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

)T (T/) ‘ AU i . The best thing about cheese is you can trade it for almost any other food or useful thing.

V)\Ar Except for the teachersf and old Doc Thomas, almost all of the adult mice in the house
make their living gathering and trading.

*
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OF MEN AND MI(E BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

p
fj neey T o
Alar' and Karter wanted a legendary adventure.
Pam and Hannah wanted to see the pigs rumored to live on the top floor.
Patch had nothing better to do.
What started out as a day of big talk and little action, turned into an adventure none of
them will ever forgj% ¢ sl Al/‘ .
ve nny and clene v Gas1ng. _
7:; g—.‘% wp )/Z,W Vevbs 0»97/«’5}&,[ olaw""gv T e 5 g bil o~ Casisl

Chapter O . -
apter %\/_(Vj' 12;\3 50;:/3/;4 ‘fD /V\,Stp((

@1 a dark oOm, in a hdllow wall, in a bi #o%se, in a small town, (a loud noise woke

Patch from a deep sleep. o '{C"“"“’L)f
It was a roaring sound rarely heard so early in the morning. P
d LS Ow
7 g [/ > In the dim light, Patch saw Ilittle brother Carl across the room, hunched in the corner at
- k) &

Q

N the top of his bed.
Carl clutched his tail with both hands, ears folded back.
@/ﬁwl g

His eyes were wide like searchlights, frantically scanning the room for the source of the

monstrous growl. |
He tom M 5 el e 1 19
. J"_h.gre was the door, bookshelf, toy box, a beast with the arms ofAVictims dangling from
vV ,n.,kw*r wl

i/ _
sar”) "")'L its mouth—The little mouse gasped, and then realized it wasf‘ his dresser, with the shirt drawer

open and sleeves hanging out.

When his scan reached Patch, Carl let out a sigh of relief, and whispe
Cm that noise?”

s k=)
“It’s Skkid. That was just the Young Man’s car. He left early.”
fws g Vip O s fata
Carl released his tail, and slid back under the “Amazing Mouse” blanket Grandma gave
N N

him for Christmas.

‘X“Irﬁ»tcfi; suctign stens f’w"v/7 about Carl, not Pattd,
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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

“What?”
“I can’t go back to sleep.”

“M£ either, but we should stay in here unt‘il}{[om and Dad get up.”

/ ¢5 C‘owf}[r - A 7
CEJarLI climbed out of bed and ran across the room, dragging Amazing Mouse behind. He
thir5¢c /

Jumped jq next to Patch, and pulled the blanket tight.
“Patch?”

“What?” 7

7 Ta .,;.', 5
“Are Alan and Karter really going to steal food from Abby’s dog bowl today?”
“That’s what they say.”

“In the middle of the kitchez/ﬁ; the middle of the da)g7 ﬁ}e they crazy?”

“Don’t worry. Those fellows talk big, but they’ll chicken out. Alan will come up with
some excuse to save face. He always does”

Carl was quiet for a few seconds.

“Patch?”

“What now?”

“If they do try to steal Abby’s food, will you go t0?”

“Well, if Alan is dumb enough to do it, Karter will be dumb enough to follow, and I'll
have to go along.”

“Why?”

“It’s hard to explain.”

CSWhy?”
OKeyy Vol
“©k look. The guys and me are starting middle school this fall. In sixth grade, reputation

A
is everything. I don’t want to be known as, ‘the one who wimped out.’,’\’

éig,: 5T sl q 9%2(1 /-nxz'tc
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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

Carl tried to object, but Patch continued.
a th Cr !
“It’s all good. Abby’s a cool dog. She’s just curious. Worst case scenario, we get soaked

Ny v Ve ArsS: .JIMLL?

by thqt big slobbery tongue.” |
wbol 54 ot 570 /L@ [ K~ ColF, £7574/

Carl wasn’t so easily convinced. g s YO d
red fh/cyﬁif g Z oLy
“What about the Woman? She’s in the kitchen all the time. What about hat cat, Haley?

mwawv .
She’s so quiet you won’t hear her coming. That cat will do more than just lick.”

“I know. I know. Alan and Karter kn
The sound of voicesa tantalizing aroma in from the kitchen.

Patch g\ay Carl a punch on the @‘Let’s g0, Squirt. Mom and Dad are up, and I smell

cheese omelets.”
Carl sat up and sniffed. His heighten fear of a possible monster had slowly diminished

from the moment he saw Patch. Now, the smell of Mom’s omelets overpowered what little fear

lingered.
s W +4_ L/&VL Bu{[-( a9 51 “ v 3f
Fhismade way for the usuat-awareness a 11rt’re‘brother11as~erf the torment a big brother
o a] Ml Jvotlen
might 1nﬂlct at any moment,
A Yokt ﬂ/’ ”"L[
hran-instant, Carl knew what was coming, but it was too late. " b»'f 'f Y7 Led

shavid? » oVerd., yﬂ//x)
Patch pushed him back down and slowly rolled agross, “Steamroller!” 4o the edge of the

& oof
bedr(and up. '/ %LMNﬂWﬁ?"”[“'{{" ) {,“Zﬂ Ao [wj,.
€3
then Carl finally peeled himself out of bed, he scrambled to the “beas{”dresser and

59 h A
rummaged for clothes.
WL

A(/ 094 v oo, Patch pulled on a pair of Jea‘n/'md a t-shirt that read, The early bird might get the worm,

but the second mouse gets the cheese.

“What does that mean?” Carl asked, pulling on a pair of stript;d pants.
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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

“Nothing. WeWnething, but it’s not for little kids like you. When you’re my age,
you’ll understand.”

Carl stopped digging for a shirt, and looked up at his brother.
once Ay

“Uncle Quincy told me there are whole houses where the mice don’t wear clothes.”

N

HICY )ﬁ quite a character..He*sa fountain of usefess

information, a barrel of laughs, a jack-of-all-trades, and a storyteller extraordinaire.
Wt e wias B
<he boys think-hefs the greatest thing since Cheez Whiz.

o e

“Uncle Q’s right. There are lots of houses where none of the mice wear clothes. They
1€ v
don’t have jobs, or go to day camp. They don’t talk, and they also don’t have Mom’s cheese

omelets for breakfast.” ”{
9 o5 ol
Carl closed-his€yes, and tried to imagine such a house. “I wonder what that would be

like.”

Patch chuckled. « ! f)u don’t have to wonder. Just show up at Mom’s breakfast table

v ow
without clothes, and see what it’s like.” /Il /

N 7 2\

At the thought of that, Carl grabbed the first shirt he saw, piit it on quickly, and headed
for the kitchen.

Patch blocked the door. “H@oober, you don’t wear striped pants with a checkered
shirt. You’r‘?aning first grade in the fall. Do you really want to be, ‘the kid who dresses like a
rodeo clown’?”

il v
Ya - el for52d iy

He pulled a pair of jeans from Carl’s top drawer, affd'turned them right side ou J ? "
Hr Pateh,

“Here, put these on.”
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L, 2
While his brother changed, Patch checked himself in the mirror. Vial f/ A~
Carl finished, and backed stealthily out of the room.

G ~ g y
t one to the kitchen’s a dung beetle!” he said, closing the door behind him.

“La
vesn &ffﬁ rat

The two boys crashed into the kitchen, each with his sights on the first cheese omelet.

Mom was ready for them TthS"ﬁTch'mT@ The table was already set with two plates of

omelet and two glasseslof milk.

Ik
Carl hopped up in the chair across from his father. He lifted the edge of his omelet,

peered under, and found it lacking. “Can [ have syr@se?”

Their mother, Larue, was at the stove preparing a spinach omelet for herself.
“You most certainly may A@ung mouse. Between your Grandma, and Uncle Quincy,

you boys get too many sweets.”

Q
vegl fion
Their father, James, sat at the head of the table reading the back half of yesterday’s

newspaper.

JZ/ ngﬁ"f’ L/.
w49
Since Jemes iﬁalways up and out before the day’s paper arrivd!, he ha{a habit of reading

the front half after dinner each evening, and the back half the next morning, with his coffee and

toast.

A ]

helds an important position in the mogsic) community. He i the duly appointed
—~ov b) -

Chief of the Safety and Security Department/\which include{ himself, four officers, a secretary,

and a cockroach trained to sniff out D-Con.‘/
//MM
The SSD patrof§ all three floors of the house, plus the at\aiﬁ.
oy

They L;lw numerous responsibilities, but their main task j4 to find traps\%nd trip them.

-'\' Wt bt v{f al
Once tripped, they split the cheese. Iys one of the perks for taking on such a risky job.

N
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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)
M‘S ,{ Conn M

The best thing about cheese ﬁyou tad trade it for almost any other food or useful thing)‘c’ a i
Except for the teachers, and old Doc Thomas, almost all of the adult mice in the house

maBJ their living gathering and trading.

*
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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

Alan and Karter wanted a legendary adventure.

Pam and Hannah wanted to see the pigs rumored to live on the top floor.
Patch had nothing better to do.

What started out as a day of big talk and little action, turned into an adventure none of
them will ever forget.

Chapter One

‘, In a dark room, in a hollow wall, in a big house, in a small town, a loud noise woke

Patch from a deep sleep.

M

It was a roaring sound rarely heard so early in the morning.

‘ In the dim light, Patch’s saw-little brother Carl acress-the-reom: hunched in the corner at

the top of his bed.

Carl clutched his tail with both hands, ears folded back.

' His eyes were wide-like searchlights, frantically scanning the room for the source of the

monstrous growl.

There was the door, bookshelf, toy box, a beast with the arms of victims dangling from

its mouth—The little mouse gasped, and then realized it was his dresser, with the shirt drawer

open and sleeves hanging out.

When his scan reached Patch, Carl let out a sigh of relief, and whispered.

“Patch, what was that noise?”

“It’s Qokay. kid. That was just the Young Man’s car. He left early.”

Carl released his tail, and slid back under the “Amazing Mouse™ blanket Grandma gave
him for Christmas.

“Patch?”

Page 1 of 6
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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

“What?”

“I can’t go back to sleep.”

“Me either, but we should stay%here until Mom and Dad get up.”

Carl climbed out of bed and ran across the room, dragging Amazing Mouse behind. He
jumped in next to Patch, and pulled the blanket tight.

“Patch?”

“What?”

“Are Alan and Karter really going to steal food from Abby’s dog bowl today?”

“That’s what they say.”

“In the middle of the kitchen, in the middle of the day, are they crazy?”

“Don’t worry. Those fellows talk big, but they’ll chicken out. Alan will come up with
some excuse to save face. He always does”

Carl was quiet for a few seconds.

“Patch?”

“What now?”

“If they do try to steal Abby’s food, will you go, too?”

“Well, if Alan is dumb enough to do it, Karter will be dumb enough to follow, and I’ll
have to go along.”

“Why?”

“It’s hard to explain.”

“Why?”

“QOkayv look. The guys and me are starting middle school this fall. In sixth grade,

reputation is everything. I don’t want to be known as, ‘the one who wimped out.’”
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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

Carl tried to object, but Patch continued.

“It’s all good. Abby’s a cool dog. She’s just curious. Worst case scenario, we get soaked

by that big slobbery tongue.”

Carl wasn’t so easily convinced.

“What about the Woman? She’s in the kitchen all the time. What about that cat, Haley?
She’s so quiet you won’t hear her coming. That cat will do more than just lick.”

“I know. I know. Alan and Karter know, too.”

TFhe-seund-ef+vVoices and a rede-a tantalizing aroma rode in from the kitchen.

Patch gave Carl a punch on the am;}‘Let’s g0, Squirt. Mom and Dad are up, and I smell
cheese omelets.”

L‘arl sat up and sniffed. His heighten fear of a possible monster had stewdy diminished
from the moment he saw Patch. Now, the smell of Mom’s omelets overpowered what little fear
lingered.l ;

. N . .
+ This made way for the usual awareness a little brother has, of the torment a big brother
might inflict at any moment.

In an instant, Carl knew what was coming, but it was too late.

Patch pushed him back down and stewly-rolled across—SteamreHer"to the edge of the
bed, and up._~“Steamroller!™

When-Carl firally peeled himself out of bed, andhe scrambled to the “beast” dresser and
rummaged for clothes.

Patch pulled on a pair of jeans and a tT-shirt that read, “The early bird might get the

worm, but the second mouse gets the cheese.”

“What does that mean?” Carl asked, pulling on a pair of stripped pants.

Y
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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

“Nothing. Well something, but it’s not for little kids like you. When you’re my age, hV)
o =
you’ll understand.” 7&(\4 WS
‘—‘ﬁ b} (@ L3
Carl stopped digging for a shirt, and looked up at his brother. W}?-g’
“Uncle Quincy told me there are whole houses where the mice don’t wear clothes.”
‘ * _ _ / .  Formatted: Centered =3
Their mother’s brother Quincy is quite b character. He’s a fountain of useless { comment [PHS 153]: Did you mean to switch J
1 from past tense to prasent tense?

information, a barrel of laughs, a jack-of-all-trades, and a storyteller extraordinaire. Naturata. \
\

[ —
the boys think he’s the greatest thing since Cheez Whiz.

’ * “ Formatted: Centered ]

“Uncle Q’s right. There are lots of houses where none of the mice wear clothes. They

don’t have jobs, or go to day camp. They don’t talk, and they also don’t have Mom’s cheese
omelets for breakfast.”
Carl closed his eyes, and tried to imagine such a house. “I wonder what that would be
like.”
Patch chuckled. “You don’t have to wonder. Just show up at Mom’s breakfast table
without clothes, and see what it’s like.”
l At the thought of that, Carl grabbed the first shirt he saw, pulledput it on-gquiekly, and
headed for the kitchen.
’ Patch blocked the door. “Hey. Goober, you don’t wear striped pants with a checkered
shirt. You’re starting first grade in the fall. Do you really want to be, ‘the kid who dresses like a
rodeo clown’?”

He pulled a pair of jeans from Carl’s top drawer, and turned them right side out,

‘ “Here, put these on.” « [ Formatted: Indent: First line: 0" )
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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

While his brother changed, Patch checked himself in the mirror.

Carl finished, and backed stealthily out of the room.

“Last one to the kitchen’s a dung beetle!” he said, closing the door behind him.

The two boys crashed into the kitchen, each with his sights on the first cheese omelet.

Mom was ready for them this-mesaing. The table was already set with two plates of
omelet and two glasses of milk.

Carl hopped up in the chair across from his father. He lified the edge of his omelet,
peered under, and found it lacking. “Can I have syrup please?”

Their mother, Larue, was at the stove preparing a spinach omelet for herself.

“You most certainly may not, young mouse. Between yeur Grandma: and Uncle Quincy,
you boys get too many sweets.”

Their father, James, sat at the head of the table reading the back half of yesterday’s

newspaper.

* - [E-rmatted_: Centered

Since James is always up and out before the day’s paper arrives, he hads a habit of
reading the front half after dinner each evening, and the back half the next morning, with his
coffee and toast.

[lames heldhetds an important position in the mouse community. He wasts the duly
appointed Chief of the Safety and Security Department. Which includes himself, four officers, a
secretary, and a cockroach trained to sniff out D-Con.

The SSD patrols all three floors of the house, plus the attic.

They have numerous responsibilities, but their main task is to find traps, and trip them.

Once tripped, they split the cheese. It’s one of the perks offer taking on such a risky job.
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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

The best thing about cheese is you can trade it for almost any other food or useful thing.
Except for the teachers, and old Doc Thomas, almost all of the adult mice in the house

make their living gathering and trading. |

Nice start. You can cut down on some of the play-by-play. Don’t need so much detail about them+

getting dressed. Good that you worked in the plan for the mice-kids to steal food from the dog

dish . since that sets up the upcoming event that I’m sure will (and should) go terribly wrong.

Cute relationship between the brothers.

Page 6 of 6
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OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

James-

This is not the first story where the animals are the main characters, nor will it be the last
i.e. Disney for one. But, if I weren't told that these initial characters were mice, I wouldn’t be
able to tell them from normal kids. It’s the author’s talent in details and technique that allows us,
the readers, to see things through the very different eyes of mice, even ones who have brothers
and parents who go to work.

In other words, 1 feel that this story needs a viewpoint change. Mice who sleep in beds,
who have brothers and parenits who go to work, who look forward to a cheese omelet for
breakfast and go to school are very similar to children we all know. Could you try to observe the
world through a mouse’s eyes and work into the narrative some specific details that would be
specific and unique to a mouse’s experience?

There’s really nothing else technically wrong with this cute story. Any technical
comments are imbedded into the narrative.

So far there is no evil cat or angry person with the cleaver running around trying to kill
the mice. So, there’s little tension so far. That will have to change. Even a middle-school story
has to have tension for the reader to read on.

Good luck with this interesting beginning.

Dave

Alan and Karter wanted a legendary adventure.

Pam and Hannah wanted to see the pigs rumored to live on the top floor.

Patch had nothing better to do.

What started out as a day of big talk and little action, turned into an adventure none of
them will ever forget.

Chapter One

In a dark room, in a hollow wall, in a big house, in a small town, a roaring sound rarely
heard so early in the morning leud-neise woke Patch from a deep sleep.

In the dim light, Patch saw little brother Carl across the room, hunched in the corner at
the top of his bed.

Carl clutched his tail with both hands, ears folded back.

His eyes were wide like searchlights, frantically scanning the room for the source of the

monstrous growl.
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There was the door, bookshelf; toy box, a beast with the arms of victims dangling from its
mouth—The little mouse gasped, and then realized it was his dresser, with the shirt drawer open
and sleeves hanging out. (Confusing paragraph. Try to separate the elements — the items, and the
little mouse.)

When his scan reached Patch, Carl let out a sigh of relief, and whispered, “Patch, what
was that noise?”

“It’s Ok kid. That was just the Young Man’s car. He left early.”

Carl released his tail, and slid back under the “Amazing Mouse” blanket Grandma gave
him for Christmas.

“Patch?”

“What?”

“I can’t go back to sleep.”

“Me either, but we should stay in here until Mom and Dad get up.”

Carl climbed out of bed and ran across the room, dragging Amazing Mouse behind. He
Jjumped in next to Patch, and pulled the blanket tight.

“Patch?”

“What?”

“Are Alan and Karter really going to steal food from Abby’s dog bowl today?”

“That’s what they say.”

“In the middle of the kitchen, in the middle of the day, are they crazy?”

“Don’t worry. Those fellows talk big, but they’ll chicken out. Alan will come up with

some excuse to save face. He always does”
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Carl was quiet for a few seconds.

“Patch?”

“What now?”

“If they do try to steal Abby’s food, will you go te 100?”

“Well, if Alan is dumb enough to do it, Karter will be dumb enough to follow, and Ill
have to go along.”

“Why?”

“It’s hard to explain.”

“Why?”

“Ok look. The guys and me are starting middle school this fall. In sixth grade, reputation
is everything. I don’t want to be known as, ‘the one who wimped out.’”

Carl tried to object, but Patch continued, “It’s all good. Abby’s a cool dog. She’s just

curious. Worst case scenario, we get soaked by that big slobbery tongue.”

Carl wasn’t so easily convinced.

“What about the Woman? She’s in the kitchen all the time. What about that cat, Haley?
She’s so quiet you won’t hear her coming. That cat will do more than just lick.”

“I know. I know. Alan and Karter know too.

The sound of voices rode a tantalizing aroma in from the kitchen.

Patch gave Carl a punch on the arm “Let’s go, Squirt. Mom and Dad are up, and I smell

cheese omelets.”

Page 3 of 6



OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

Carl sat up and sniffed. His heightened fear of a possible monster had slowly diminished
from the moment he saw Patch. Now, the smell of Mom’s omelets overpowered what little fear
lingered.

This made way for the usual awareness a little brother has¢,) of the torment a big brother
might inflict at any moment.

In an instant, Carl knew what was coming, but it was too late.

Patch pushed him back down and slowly rolled across, “Steamroller!” to the edge of the
bed, and up.

When Carl finally peeled himself out of bed, he scrambled to the “beast” dresser and
rummaged for clothes.

Patch pulled on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt that read, “The early bird might get the worm,
but the second mouse gets the cheese. ” G*'D an QI

“What does that mean?” Carl asked, pulling on a pair of stripped pants.

“Nothing. Well something, but it’s not for little kids like you. When you’re my age,
you’ll understand.”

Carl stopped digging for a shirt, and looked up at his brother.

“Uncle Quincy told me there are whole houses where the mice don’t wear clothes.”

* (Why the separation?)

Their mother’s brother, Quincy, is quite a character. He’s a fountain of useless
information, a barrel of laughs, a jack-of-all-trades, and a storyteller extraordinaire. Naturally,
the boys think he’s the greatest thing since Cheez Whiz.

* (Why the separation?)
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“Uncle Q’s right. There are lots of houses where none of the mice wear clothes. They
don’t have jobs, or go to day camp. They don’t talk, and they also don’t have Mom’s cheese
omelets for breakfast.”

Carl closed his eyes, and tried to imagine such a house. “I wonder what that would be
like.”

Patch chuckled. “You don’t have to wonder. Just show up at Mom’s breakfast table
without clothes, and see what it’s like.”

At the thought of that, Carl grabbed the first shirt he saw, put it on quickly, and headed
for the kitchen.

Patch blocked the door. “Hey Goober, you don’t wear striped pants with a checkered
shirt. You’re starting first grade in the fall. Do you really want to be, ‘the kid who dresses like a
rodeo clown’?”

He pulled a pair of jeans from Carl’s top drawer, and turned them right side out,

“Here, put these on.”

While his brother changed, Patch checked himself in the mirror.

Carl finished, and backed stealthily out of the room.

“Last one to the kitchen’s a dung beetle!” he said, closing the door behind him.

The two boys crashed into the kitchen, each with his sights on the first cheese omelet.

Mom was ready for them this morning. The table was already set with two plates of
omelet and two glasses of milk.

Carl hopped up in the chair across from his father. He lifted the edge of his omelet,
peered under, and found it lacking. “Can I have syrup please?”

Their mother, Larue, was at the stove preparing a spinach omelet for herself.
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“You most certainly may not young mouse. Between your Grandma, and Uncle Quincy,
you boys get too many sweets.”

Their father, James, sat at the head of the table reading the back half of yesterday’s
newspaper.

*

Since James is always up and out before the day’s paper arrives, he has a habit of reading
the front half after dinner each evening, and the back half the next morning, with his coffee and
toast. (Nice detail.)

James holds an important position in the mouse community. He is the duly appointed
Chief of the Safety and Security Department. Which includes himself, four officers, a secretary,
and a cockroach trained to sniff out D-Con.

The SSD patrols all three floors of the house, plus the attic.

They have numerous responsibilities, but their main task is to find traps, and trip them.
Once tripped, they split the cheese. It’s one of the perks for taking on such a risky job.

The best thing about cheese is you can trade it for almost any other food or useful thing.

Except for the teachers, and old Doc Thomas, almost all of the adult mice in the house

make their living gathering and trading.

*
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Alare and Karter wanted. a legendary adventure.

Parm and Hannah wanted to see the pigs rumered to live on. the top floor.

Patch had nothing better to do.
What started out as a day of big talk and little action, turned into an adventure none of

hem will ever forget.
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In a dark room, in a hollow wall, in a big house, in a small town, a loud noise woke
Patch from a deep sleep.

It was a roaring sound rarely heard so early in the momning.

In the dim light, Patch saw little brother Carl across the room, hunched in the corner at
the top of his bed.

Carl clutched his tail with both hands, ears folded back.

His eyes were wide like searchlights, frantically scanning the reom for the source of the
monstrous growl.

There was the door, bookshelf, toy box, a beast with the arms of victims dangling from
its mouth—The little mouse gasped, and then realized it was his dresser, with the shirt drawer
open and sleeves hanging out.

When his scan reached Patch, Carl let out a sigh of relief, and whispered.

“Patch, what was that noise?”

“It’s Ok)kivd. That was just the Young Man’s car. He left early.”

* 4V
(Carl released his tail, and slid back under the “Amazing Mouse” blanket ?Grandma\ggwé)
him for Christmas.
“Patch?”
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“What?”

“I can’t go-back to-sleep.”

“Me either, but we should stay in here until Mom and Dad get up.”

Carl climbed out of bed and ran across the room, dragging Amazing Mouse behind. He
jumped in next to Patch, and pulled the blanket tight.

“Patch?”

“What?”

“Are Alan and Karter really going to steal food from Abby’s dog bowl today?”

“That’s what they say.”

“In the middle ef the kitchen, in the middle of the day, are they crazy?”

“Don’t worry. Those fellows talk big, but they’ll chicken out. Alan will come up with
some excuse to save face. He always doe@

Carl was quiet for a few seconds.

“Patch?”

“What now?”

“If they do try to steal Abby’s food, will you go(to?”

“Well, if Alan is dumb enough to do it, Karter will be dumb enough te follow, and I’l1
have to goralong.”

“Why?”

“It’s hard to explain.”

“Why?”

“O@ook. The guys and me are starting middle school this fall. In sixth grade, reputation

is everything. I don’t want to be known as, ‘the one who wimped out.’”

Page 2 of 6



OF MEN AND MICE BY JAMES KABLER (NOVELLA-PROBABLY MIDDLE GRADE)

Cark tried to object, but Patch continued.

“It’s all good. Abby’s a cool dog. She’s just curious. Worst case scenario, we get soaked
by that big slobbery tongue.”

Carl wasn’t so easily convinced.

“What about the Woman? She’s in the kitchen all the time. What about that cat, Haley?
She’s so quiczfiou won’t hear her coming. That cat will de more than just lick.”

“I know. I know. Alan and Karter know tocgD

The sound of voices rode a tantalizing aroma in from the kitchen.

Patch gave Carl a punch: on the arm “Let’s go, Squirt. Mem and Dad are up, and I smell
cheese omelets.”

Carl sat up and sniffed. His heightenefear of a possible monster had slowly diminished
from the moment he saw Patch. Now, the smell of Mom’s omelets overpowered what little fear
lingered.

This made way for the usual awareness a little brother has, of the torment a big brother
might inflict at any moment.

In an instant, Carl knew what was coming, but it was too late.

Patch pushed him back down and slowly rolled across, “Steamroller!” to the edge of the
bed, and up.

When Carl finally peeled himself out of bed, he scrambled to the “beast” dresser and
rummaged for clothes.

Patch pulled on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt that read, The early bird might get the worm,
but the second mouse gets the cheese.

“What does that mean?” Carl asked, pulling on a pair of stl'i?éed pants.
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“Nothing. We@jsomeﬁﬁng, but it’s net for kittle kids like you. When you’re my age,
you’ll understand.”
Carl stopped digging for a shirt, and looked up at his brother.

“Uncle Quincy told me there are whole houses where the mice don’t wear clothes.” ~ JrLL

*

\)/\o\r(/
Their mother’s-brother Quincy is quite a character. He’s a fountain of useless _
/—b( & 4
information, a barrel of laughs, a jack-of-all-trades, and a storyteller extraordinaire. Naturally, ?L‘LQJ
o]

the boys think he’s the greatest thing since Cheez Whiz.

*

“Uncle Q’s right. There are lots of houses where none of the mice wear clothes. They
don’t have jobs, or go to day camp. They don’t talk, and they also don’t have Mom’s cheese
omelets for breakfast.”

Carl closed his eyes, and tried to imagine such a house. “I wonder what that would be
like.”

Patch chuckled. “You don’t have to wonder. Just show up at Mom’s breakfast table
without clothes, and see what it’s like.” \/ Jr’\,W\j

At the thought of that, Carl grabbed the first shirt he saw, put it on quickly, and headed
for the kitchen.

Patch blocked the door. “HeyGGoober, you don’t wear striped pants with a checkered
shirt. You’re starting first grade in the fall. Do you really want to be, ‘the kid who dresses like a
rodeo clown’?”

He pulled a pair of jeans from Carl’s top drawer, and turned them right side o@

“Here, put these on.”
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While his brother changed, Patch checked himself in the mirror.

Carl finished, and backed stealthily out of the roem.

“Last one to the kitchen’s a dung beetle!™ he said, closing the door behind him.

The two boys crashed into the kitchen, each with his sights on the first cheese omelet.

Mom was ready for them this moming. The table was already set with two plates of
ﬁmele@nd two glasses of milk.

Carl hopped up in the chair across from his father. He lifted the edge of his omelet,
peered under, and found it lacking. “Can [ have syru@lease?”

Their mother, Larue, was at the stove preparing a spinach emelet for herself.

“You most certainly may m&@mng mouse. Between your Grandma, and Uncle Quincy,
you boys get too many sweets.”

Their father, James, sat at the head of the table reading the back half of yesterday’s

newspaper.

*

Since James is always up and out before the day’s paper arrives, he has a habit of reading
the front half after dinner each evening, and the back half the next morning, with his coffee and
toast.

James holds an important position in the mouse community. He is the duly appeinted
Chief of the Safety and Security Department. Which includes himself, four officers, a secretary,
and a cockroach trained to sniff out D-Con.

The SSD patrols all three floors of the house, plus the attic.

They have mamerous responsibilities, but their main task is to find traps, and trip them.

Once tripped, they split the cheese. It’s one of the perks for taking on such a risky job.
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Fhe best thing about cheese is. you can trade it for almest any ether foed er useful thing.
Except for the teachers, and old Doe Thomas, almost all of the adult mice in the house

make their living gathering and trading.

*

K‘lltrw A
b by ot 1 egne el b

g% F}‘€1§l7‘\ -

{ TL_,Q_( -4) (Dmﬂm (

e 8 ntr el & be di @t
. F\Q/‘\.Q“ [\oew\b -

Page 6 0f 6



