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MIMZY AND THE LIBRARIAN
     “Mimzy,” Tula said, “you can’t go out there.”

     Mimzy looked at her sister. “Don’t you smell that? It’s cheddar cheese!” She peered outside of her mouse hole and sniffed around. Among the smell of old books and dust, the sharp scent of cheddar cheese wafted down from the table in the middle of the library. “A cheese sandwich!”

     “That’s the librarian’s sandwich!” Tula said. “If he catches you taking it, he’ll lock you in a cage!”

     “Big brother does it,” Mimzy said. “I’m not afraid.” She stepped out of the hole and sniffed for the librarian. She didn’t smell him. She scurried across the floor and ducked behind the table leg. She sniffed. No librarian. She climbed up the table leg. Sniff. No librarian. Past the candlestick. Sniff. Still no librarian.

     The cheese sandwich sat on a plate. Mimzy nibbled the end. It was delicious. 
     Mimzy stopped eating and sniffed. The librarian was still not around. She nibbled the sandwich again. And again. 
     Soon she forgot to sniff for the librarian. The cheese sandwich was already half-way eaten. 

     A glass bowl slammed over her. 

     “Ah, hah!” said the librarian. “I knew some naughty mouse was eating my cheese sandwiches.”

     Mimzy backed against the glass. She trembled so hard that her tail shook.

     The librarian tipped the corner of the bowl and reached inside to grab her.

     Mimzy scrambled past his hand and squeezed out from under the bowl. She flung herself off the table and dashed back to her mouse hole. Once safe inside, she peeked out. The librarian was looking at the mouse hole and shaking his fist.
     “You made it!” Tula said.

     “I sure did. I’m as brave as big brother. Silly old librarian!” Mimzy peeked out to see the look on the librarian’s face again. 

     He sat at the table and looked at his empty plate. He patted his stomach. Even from her mouse hole, Mimzy heard it growling.  

     Mimzy’s whiskers drooped. He was hungry just like she had been. Now he didn’t have any lunch. Taking the librarian’s sandwich didn’t seem so brave now.     
     “Smell that?” Tula said.

     The scent of sharp cheese wafted by Mimzy’s nose again. This time, it was coming from inside her mouse hole. 
     “It’s lunchtime. You can tell big brother what you did!” Tula scurried ahead.
     Mimzy followed Tula with her tail dragging on the floor. She didn’t want to tell anyone else what she had done. She didn’t mean to make the librarian sad and hungry.  
     She walked to the corner where her family was eating lunch. On the floor was a big hunk of cheddar cheese. 
    Mimzy smiled. She grabbed the biggest piece of cheese she could carry and scrambled back to the mouse hole’s door. The librarian was reading a book, but Mimzy still heard his stomach growling. 

     Mimzy’s tail shook again. If he caught her, he could still cut off her tail. But she knew what she had to do. She ran out of the hole, scurried up the table, and stood on the librarian’s plate.

     The librarian glared at her. “So, the naughty mouse is back.” 

     Mimzy held up the cheese to him. 
     “For me?” said the librarian. 
     Mimzy nodded. 

     The librarian took the cheese and smiled. “Thank you, little mouse,” he said. “I guess you’re not so naughty after all.” He patted her head and set her on the floor. 
     Mimzy smiled and went back to her mouse hole. She couldn’t wait to tell everyone what she had done. 

