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Marvin and the Dancing Light
As the first snowflakes descended from the dark gray winter sky,
One tiny nose, pressed to the glass, watched them floating by.
And as he watched, to his surprise, his beady eyes discovered,
That everything soon lay beneath a sparkling snow white cover.
Then as the snow swirled ‘round about the chimney overhead,
Marvin shivered, then he scampered off to make his bed.
And starting with a pile of old discarded sox he’d gathered,
He sorted out the slightly worn, the mended and the tattered.
Then pleased with his selection of colored wooly sox,
He dragged them slowly, one by one, across his cardboard box.
Pulling, tugging, tucking each woolen sock in place,
Taking care with every move to fill each empty space.
Next, he jumped up on the fuzzy mound that formed his bed,
And wiggled down between the folds of sox, white, blue and red.
Then pulling up one corner of an old moth eaten sweater,
He closed his eyes, and deeply sighed, “Ah, life can’t get much
better.”
He’d planned to fall right off to sleep, but then he heard a sound,
And as his eyes popped open wide, he slowly looked around.
His ears perked up to listen, then turning toward the door,
His eyes surveyed the cold dark room from ceiling to the floor.
He even rose to check behind an old green flour bin.
But then he shook his head and said, “It must be just the wind.”
Then at last, he breathed a sigh, convinced that all was well,
And settled back upon his bed, to rest his eyes a spell.
But just before his eyelids closed, he glimpsed a tiny light,
That sparkled like the stars he’d seen on many summer’s night.
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And yet, this star was different, as it flickered overhead,
High above the boxes where he’d made his winter bed.
And framed against the darkness, its glistening brilliant shine,
Caused his gaze to follow it as if it were a sign.
But when he blinked his sleepy eyes, he looked again amazed,
To see the light dance up and down, like twigs just set to blaze.
But just as quick, it disappeared, and faded from his sight,
Leaving him to ponder it throughout the coming night.
But sometime in the hours that passed, he drifted off to sleep,
Counting points of dancing light, instead of counting sheep.
The next thing that he knew, sunlight was shining on his head,
And rubbing both his sleepy eyes, he bounded out of bed.
Determined, that today, he’d find the source of that small spark,
That made the light that he had seen dancing in the dark.
Yes, his tummy grumbled, but that would have to wait,
He had more pressing things to do than fill a breakfast plate.
So undeterred, he set his mind to thinking up a plan,
While sitting back against the side of one old large milk can.
Then taking stock of everything within his attic world,
He began to think of where each item had been hurled.
He knew where all the clothes were stashed and every box of papers,
He even knew just where to find a hidden jar of capers.
In fact, he knew each nook and cranny of his cozy space,
As well as every maze and trail that led to every place.
So heading for the stack of chairs, nestled in each other,
He began to make his way from one chair to another,

Stepping on each wooden rung, as he made the climb,
Ascending ever higher, one level at a time.
And when he’d reached the very top, he stopped and looked around,
Noting where he stood was quite a long way from the ground.
But unafraid, he jumped across into the highest box,
And landed in the same brown bag where he had found his sox.
Then as he climbed out of the bag, something caught his eye,
It looked like something shiny on a narrow shelf nearby.
So carefully he worked his way up on an old toy barn,
Climbing ever higher till he reached a box of yarn.
And from its height, as plain as day, sitting by itself,
He saw a large bright golden box sitting on a shelf.
But now he had a problem, to get there would be tricky.
“Oh my!” He gulped and shook his head. “My! My! This could get
sticky!”

Chapter 2
Now, let me state quite clearly, that the shelf was quite a distance,
To ask one small gray mouse to try and reach without assistance.
But then, he spied a shiny nail stuck in a beam of wood,
And taking one end of the yarn, upon the skein he stood.
Next, he looped it ‘round the nail, and cinched it down real tight,
Making sure it was secure, before he took his flight.
Then grabbing hold, he swung himself out into empty space,
Crashing through a spider web that looked like dusty lace.
Then looking down, that shelf began to look like o..n..e small stick,
As Marvin’s tummy started feeling just a little sick.
And yet he knew he must let go, or he would miss his chance
To look inside the golden box, or see the light that danced.
So letting go, he felt a rush of wind go by his face,
As he began to tumble through the dark and empty space.
The next thing that he knew he’d landed squarely on the edge,
But then he soon began to slip and quickly grabbed the ledge.
“Wow! I almost missed it!” Marvin cried out loud,
As he pulled himself upright, feeling rather proud.
Then running to the box, our hero quickly climbed its side,
And pushing off the golden lid, he saw a book inside.
Its cover was of leather, and its pages were well worn,
And some of them looked yellow, and some were even torn.
Then sliding down into the box, Marvin looked around,
Disappointed in the old red book that he had found.
“Surely,” he began to think, “there can’t be just this book?”
So Marvin neared its moldy edge to take a closer look.
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But when he reached his hand to touch its soiled and dusty cover,
Suspended just above the book, a light began to hover.
And as he watched in awe, a man appeared within the light,
Robed in blue, and ‘round his neck, a shawl of blue and white.
And as the light descended, a voice called, “Stop right there!”
And Marvin, startled, fell right back upon his derriere.
Now closing both his eyes real tight, he shook his little head.
“Perhaps,” he thought, “it’s just a dream, and I’m still in my bed.”
But then he chanced just one more peak, and found to his surprise,
The image of the man he’d seen was still before his eyes.
“Wh...o, who.. a...re y..ou?” Marvin asked. Then in reply he heard,
“My given name is Aman, and I’m Keeper of the Word.”
“What kind of silly name is that?” asked Marvin, in a stew.
“Well, my son, in my own tongue, it means “faithful and true.”
So then he bravely asked the man, “How come you look like that?
And why do you have on that silly round and puffy hat?”
“My, My! You’re full of questions. But tis I, who should ask you.
Why have thee come? What do thee seek? And mind thee, tell me
true!”
“Well...., uh.., ya..see..,”
“I’m waiting.”
“I..t started late last night,
When I heard the strangest noise, and saw the dancing light.”
So rambling on, one small gray mouse began to spin his yarn,
Of climbing chairs, a bag of sox, and scaling one toy barn.
Describing his ingenious plan to span the great divide,
Leaving not one detail out, of his scary ride.

Then he looked the other way, and thought to hide his face,
As suddenly he felt the pangs of terrible disgrace.
“You see.., I thought if I could reach this box and take a look,
I’d find a treasure, but instead, I only found this book.”
At that, old Aman’s face turned red, as he began to bellow,
“What did I hear you call God’s book? Now, see here my young fellow!
Have you not heard? Do you not know these precious sacred pages,
Contain the Holy Word of Him, who is the Lord of ages?
Why, they proclaim God’s grand design for all of His creation,
A guiding light, to light the path for people of all nations.
And every word is like a jewel, forming such a treasure,
That those who seek and trust HIS Word, find joy beyond all measure.”
“But jewels aren’t words,”said Marvin, “they’re stones in crowns of
kings,
And in old pirate chests of gold, along with silver rings.”
Then scratching up behind his ear, he spoke from where he sat,
“Besides, if they were stuffed in there, that book would not be flat.”
“Oh my!” Exclaimed the wee old man, “ I see I must explain.
But first, before I carry on, I’d like to know your name.”
“My name is Marvin! Marvin Mouse! But what about the treasure?”
“Patience,” counseled Aman, proceeding at his pleasure.
Then suddenly, old Aman’s golden cloud began to rise,
As Marvin saw a miracle appeared before his eyes.
Rushing winds whirled ‘round his head, pushing him aside,
Turning pages of the book to lay them open wide.
Then all was silent once again as Aman reappeared,
Sitting just above the book, stroking at his beard.
Waiting, Marvin stared perplexed, his hand upon his cheek,

Watching Aman as he rose, and then began to speak.
“You wish to speak of jewels my friend, then let me fill you in,
As one day they’ll be shining from God’s fair Jerusalem.
A city with her gates of pearl, and streets of purest gold,
With sparkling jeweled city walls, as told from days of old.
Emeralds, rubies, amethysts, will grace her very heights,
Yet, they will pale, as they compare to God’s own holy light.”
“Wow! What a place. It sounds just great, but when will all that be?
And what’s in there that talks about one small gray mouse like me?”
Aman snickered, then he laughed, as Marvin looked concerned,
Then choosing words he’d understand, to his new friend he turned.
“It says, that in that day, my friend, that you won’t have to flee,
Every time the Master’s cat gets down from off his knee.”
“You mean he won’t be waiting outside the kitchen door,
To chase me underneath the stove and ‘round the pantry floor?”
“That’s right, and in that glorious day all violence will have ceased.
And lions will lay down with lambs, and all will live in peace.”
“But how can you be sure that it will happen as you say?”
“Because, the Lord of all the earth, can’t lie, tis not His way.”
Then with a wave of Aman’s hand, the book began to close,
As Marvin pulled back from the edge, and stretched up on his toes.
Then placing one foot on the rim, he climbed up on the top,
But once out in the middle, he found he had to stop.
For right before him, stamped in gold, were markings on the cover,
And what they were he did not know, but soon he would discover.
For as he reached to touch one mark, he heard old Aman say,
“Those letters spell out ‘Bible,’ God’s book- the truth, the way.”

“Boy! I’ve got a lot to learn. Ya think you could teach me?”
Then Aman smiled and cleared his throat, replying, “We shall see.”
But are you sure that it is God’s own Word which now thee seek?
Or is it curiosity that bids thee take a peek?”
“We...ll, Ah..”
“No matter! I shall try to answer every question.”
So Marvin moved to seat himself, per Aman’s clear suggestion.
And so the hours passed quickly by as under Aman’s wing,
Marvin asked, and Aman told of heroes and of kings,
Of promises and firm commands by which God’s own should live,
Of sacrifice, and willing hearts that only lived to give.

Chapter 3
Now unaware of passing time, engrossed in Aman’s tale,
Marvin didn’t hear the milkmaid fill the old tin pail.
Nor did he smell the scent of wood that warmed the rooms below,
Or hear the sound of shovels scooping up the piles of snow.
In fact, he didn’t even hear the sound of rushing feet,
As hungry souls made sure to take their place in time to eat.
He didn’t even hear the knife slice through the tender ham,
As lightly buttered breakfast rolls were being spread with jam.
But most importantly of all, he missed those savory smells,
Until they filtered out the door and found the great stairwell.
Then carried by a rising draft, they rose from floor to floor,
Slipping their delicious scents beneath the attic door.
Then moving slowly ‘cross the floor, they reached the stack of chairs,
And there, began to weave their way up through the wooden stairs.
Climbing till they reached the box that housed the old toy barn,
Proceeding even higher till they reached the box of yarn.
And then, as if on purpose, their fragrant bouquet rose,
Aiming their most potent smell at Marvin’s tiny nose.
At first the odors were so slight, they passed as but a whiff,
Until the scent of fresh baked bread, caused Marvin Mouse to sniff.
Oh how he tried ignoring it. He even closed his eyes,
But then he soon began to think of ham, fresh bread, and pies.
And as he did, his tummy growled, reminding him at last,
That he had missed his breakfast meal, and lunch had long since
past.
And yet, he did not want to leave, nor miss the sage’s story,
About this wondrous, loving God, some called the King of Glory.

And so the battle lines were drawn, for sure temptation’s best.
As his tummy soon took charge, and finally won the test.
But now he had a problem, oh what was he to say?
How could he tell this man of God he must be on his way?
And as his mind began to fill with phrases he might utter,
He heard a clear and kindly voice piercing through the clutter.
“My friend, I think you’ve heard enough to ponder on today.
So rest yourself. Enjoy thy feast. We’ll talk another day.”
At first relieved, but then concerned, Marvin asked, “But wait!
How will I know when I can come, unless you set the date?”
“My friend, I can not set the date. It’s strictly up to you.
For you alone must make the choice to seek out what is true.
So when you wish, I shall be here to guide you to the light”
And with those words Aman’s cloud disappeared from sight.
“Wait!” called Marvin, running ‘cross the box and up the side,
But when he reached the upper edge, looking down he spied,
The chasm that he’d long forgot, but now looked on with terror,
Realizing in his haste, he’d made a fateful error.
You see, there was no bright red yarn for him to swing back on,
As it had slipped off of the nail, had fallen and was gone.
Why? Because he hadn’t planned returning from the shelf,
So now, he found himself marooned, alone, all by himself.
But then he heard a voice that seem to speak from far away,
Telling him that right behind the golden box there lay
A wooden yardstick, long enough to reach the other side.
So Marvin looked, and with relief, he voiced a thankful sigh.

But then he realized that where it was would not provide
The means of his escape until it touched the other side.
And even if per chance its length should reach the distant ledge,
He’d have to watch himself or he would fall off of the edge.
Then looking at the stick once more, he finally said, “I know!
I’ll stay way back, and slowly push it over with my nose.”
That settled, Marvin then surveyed the spot he’d land his stick,
Confident the old night stand was just the place to pick.
So slowly, inch by inch, he pushed the wooden stick ahead,
Even though at times great fear and doubt would fill his head.
But persevere he did, until it bridged the great expanse,
Providing him a way back home from the light that danced.
Then gingerly he placed his foot upon the wooden bridge,
And careful to look straight ahead, crawled toward the distant ridge.
But once out in the middle he made a huge mistake,
And peered into the dark abyss, then felt his tummy quake.
Then suddenly he could not move, and frozen in his tracks,
He prayed to Aman’s God to give him strength to make it back.
And then he heard a wee small voice saying from behind,
“Perhaps you should just concentrate on one step at a time.”
So moving forward with one toe, followed by another,
He managed to progress at last, with one foot then the other.
And finally, after pressing on he reached the other side,
Proclaiming, “Wow! I did it!” As his heart was filled with pride.
Then glancing back, our hero started thinking to himself,
How glad he was that he had sought the light upon the shelf.

So turning toward the path that led down through the box of sox,
With joy he scampered on his way, and headed for his box.
Once there, he straightened up his bed, and checked behind the bin,
Where he was greeted by those savory cooking smells again.
So underneath the attic door and down the stairs he went,
Positive that smell of fresh baked bread was heaven sent.
Now Marvin was so hungry, that he didn’t even check
To see if Smokey Cat was watching on the upper deck.
In fact, he had but one main thought, and that was just to feast
Upon one tiny morsel of that fresh bread baked with yeast.
So ‘round the post, and down the stairs, he went with such great speed,
That one would think that Marvin thought himself a mighty steed.
But when he reached the kitchen, looking ‘round the door,
He checked along the walls, where often food fell on the floor.
Then traveling near the molding, he finally reached the sink,
And when the kitchen maids had gone, he got himself a drink.
Then next he eyed the pantry, his favorite place to shop.
Because he knew the garbage pail was near the kitchen mop.
And if he took his time, and looked real close, he knew he’d find,
Enough to make a sumptuous meal, a feast on which to dine.
So bounding ‘or the counter, then underneath the stove,
He slipped beneath the pantry door, and in the pail he dove.
So, picking out his gourmet feast, he settled down
to eat,
Savoring every morsel of his grand and glorious
feast.
And when his mouse’s appetite was satisfied at
last,
And anxious moments of the day were finally in
the past,
He found a clean white flour sack, and slipped
himself inside,
Licking every whisker clean- bottom, top, and side.
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Now, just as he was finishing, he spied upon a shelf,
A plate of paper filled with food, sitting by itself.
And when at last he reach it, to his delight he found,
A piece of cheese, a slice of ham, and one bun nice and round.
“Wow, look at this!” He exclaimed. “A meal all fixed for me.”
But then he hesitated, as he thought, how could that be?
But that thought didn’t last too long, as Marvin dove right in,
After dragging one small plate behind the cornmeal bin.
And then he stuffed, and stuffed some more, one bite after the other,
Until at last there was no room for him to store another.
Then sitting down beside the plate, his eyes began to droop.
Prompting him to take a nap underneath the stoop.

Zzzzzzzz..

The day passed on as Marvin napped, content as he could be,
Content, that is, until he heard a buzzing Bumble Bee.
Then like a streak of lightening he scampered ‘cross the yard,
Flew up the steps, and through the door, ...and then... he hit the lard.
Like a shot, he slid right past the cook and all the help,
And when he hit the kitchen door, he let out one big yelp!
‘Round and ‘round he seem to spin, then suddenly he stopped,
But when he tried to rise again, he fell back with a plop.
And, as if that weren’t enough, the next thing that he knew,
He heard the cook cry, “Get that mouse!” And he knew he was
through.
Then with his head was spinning, he stumbled down the hall,
Managing to squeeze behind the clock next to the wall.
And there, scrunched up, he barely breathed,
or made a single peep,
Till
sheer exhaustion had its way, and Marvin fell asleep.

Chapter 4
The hens had long since gone to roost, the cattle, milked and fed,
When members of the household staff prepared to go to bed.
As one mixed up the batter for those special breakfast cakes,
While two set out the silverware, the saucers, cups and plates.
And still another swept the floor, then putting ‘way the broom,
Watched the Master mount the stairs heading for his room.
Then pulling all the curtains closed, and turning out the lights,
They turned to one another, wishing each a restful night.
Now meanwhile, in the entry hall, behind the stately clock,
Lay one small mouse, slightly bruised, sleeping like a rock.
Until, that is, those chimes began to vibrate like a quake,
Not once, but ten times over, till they shook him wide awake.
Then blinking both his sleepy eyes, adjusting to the light,
Marvin shook his head in disbelief that it was night.

Yes, all was dark and silent, the house was like a tomb,
Except for that one shining light up in the Master’s room.
So slowly up the stairs he crawled, yes, one step at a time,
Because his twice stuff belly, made each step a grueling climb.
And by the time he’d made it from the main floor to the next,
He knew that second plate of food was why he felt so vexed.
But too late now, ‘twas his own fault, and he knew that quite well,
So huffing, puffing from his climb he sat to rest a spell.
At first he lay there listening, but when he heard no sound,
Then, and only then, did he get up and look around.

Then after just a little bit, he moved on down the hall,
Stopping when he reached his favorite peep hole in the wall.

You see, from here he felt quite safe, in fact, from where he sat,
He could take his own sweet time to watch the Master’s cat.
So sitting just outside the hole, though to the left a bit,
Marvin looked on, tickled, yes, that cat would have a fit,
If he knew the daring eyes of one smart small gray mouse,
Were watching him, not far away, from right there in the house.
Then leaning closer to the hole, his eyes began to wander,
Looking here, then looking there, then looking over yonder.
Of course, it wasn’t new to him, he’d seen it all before,
And he could list each item from the ceiling to the floor.
To the left revealed the bed, where Master slept each night,
And on a stand, the candlesticks, that sparkled silvery white.
While ‘cross the room, the glowing fire, drove away the cold.
And, pulled up near the fireplace, the Master’s chair in gold.
And right next to that great big chair, made in shades of blues
Rested one large pillow bed, on which his cat could snooze.

And now, as for the Master, what could he say of him,
But that he always sat and read, every night at ten.
Oh yes, his hair was silver, and his robe a shiny black,
And circled by great worldly wealth, no comfort did he lack.
But having watched him for some time, he wondered just a tad,
Why, with all these wondrous things, he always seemed so sad.
And yet, he knew the minute Smokey Cat would start to purr,
A smile would come upon his face, of that he was quite sure.
Then Marvin watched the nightly scene repeated once again,
As Smokey begged for one long scratch beneath his soft gray chin.
And yet unknown to Marvin, that sly old steel gray cat,
Knew that his two beady eyes were watching where he sat.
But he purred on, ignoring him, as each stroke of a hand,
Caused his eyelids soon to feel, as if they’d filled with sand.

Then Marvin watched them fall asleep, as often they would do,
And snickered, thinking what would happen if he’d yell out, “Boo!”
But then he thought it might be wise not to tempt the fate’s,
And instead, he scampered home, as it was getting late.
Oh how he long to see the sight of that old attic floor,
And catch a glimpse of that small box just beyond the door.
And yet, no wondrous sight he’d dreamed, nor vision in his head,
Could yet compare to Marvin’s joy when he saw his bed.
And though his belly rumbled, and fatigue had set the pace,
He pushed ahead, toward his bed, a smile upon his face.
And when he’d finally wiggled down inside his wooly sox,
He sort’a wished he’d never left that peaceful golden box.
Now, though he tossed and turned awhile, he finally nodded off,
As snow continued falling on the roof above the loft.
And sometime in the early hours, let’s say a wee past four,
Listening closely, one could hear our Marvin start to snore.

At first it was but one faint sound, then went from soft to loud,
As underneath his tiny lids, he dreamed there was a crowd.
A crowd of mice, all clamoring, for him to save the day,
Yes, with his tiny sling and rock, the demon he must slay.
Then out into the field he marched, like David, there he stood,
As cheering crowds encouraged him, as of course they would.
And who should he envision, but the Master’s favorite cat,
Staring down, from higher ground, his paw all set to bat.
But Marvin knew the story well, and grabbed hold of his sling,
And as he flung it ‘round and ‘round, he let go with a fling.
And slayed that mean old Smok...., I mean Goliath, yes indeed,
As crowds cheered on, rejoicing in his great and mighty deed.

Then wandering through Eden, he spied one large big ark,
And couldn’t figure out why it was sitting in a park.
But then he hear old Noah call, “Come help me gather in
Those animals the Lord has called, before the rains begin.”
Then watching from upper deck, he saw such awesome sights,
And heard the rains fall on the roof for forty days and nights.And when the

sun broke through the clouds, He shouted, “Hip Hooray!”
And watched the dove bring back the branch, which made ol’ Noah’s
day.

Then while wand’ring through the hills, he stumbled and he fell,
Falling, falling, falling, how far he could not tell.
But when he stopped, he found himself sitting by a lad,
One of twelve sons, black and blue, feeling rather bad.
Then tugging on his coat of many colors Marvin said,
“I know you, ‘cause you’re the one those brothers left for dead!

But cheer up, God is gonna work it out, just wait and see.”
And then he heard the lad reply, “How could thee know of me?”
“Oh there you go with thee and thou, just like old Aman talks.
But I know where you’re going, ‘cause he told me in the box.”
And so he trekked to Egypt land, riding on a mammal,
That those around him seem to call a two humped desert camel.

And after that, he met the clan, yes, Jacob and his crew,
Proudly sharing with each one all the facts he knew.
But somewhere in the journey the desert turned to water,
As suddenly he heard the voice of Pharaoh’s lovely daughter.
Then soon, as Moses he began to lead his weary band,
Through sea, and ‘or the sands into the “Promised” land.
Then with the strength of Samson, displayed his power and might,
And so, our smiling hero dreamed right through the passing night.

Chapter 5
It still was dark when Marvin felt a tickle ‘neath his chin,
But brushed it off, and tried returning to his dream again.
And then he felt it once again, but this time on his nose,
Causing him to sneeze, “Aah choo..,” which shook him to his toes.
Then as his eyelids opened wide, something round and brown,
Began descending toward his face, hanging upside down.
As one long thin and hairy leg reached out to touch his chest,
While seven others clutched the box, secure and firmly pressed.
At first, he was a bit confused, and certainly surprised,
To find one large Wood Spider looking right into his eyes.
So throwing off his cover, yes, right out of bed he bounced,
To hear the lady all in brown, suddenly announce,
“Now, see here, Marvin Mouse, I’ve got a bone to pick with you!”
“What do you mean?” asked Marvin. “I mean, what did I do?”
“You mean you don’t remember? Then I’ll tell you what you’ve
done?
Your daring flight destroyed the neatest web I’ve ever spun.
And there I was without a home, and dangling by a thread.
Thank God, one leg was hanging on, or right now I’d be dead!”
Embarrassed Marvin closed his eyes, beginning to recall,
The box, the sox, the barn, the yarn, the silver nail and all.
He saw himself take hold the yarn, and swing with all his might,
And even felt the rush of air go by him in his flight.
Then in his mind he saw the web, and felt its threads give way,
Oh my, he thought, what have I done? And now what do I say?
Then silence filled the attic, until she finally said,
“So, now what do you have to say?” As Marvin’s face turned red.

Then Marvin cleared his throat and faced Miss Windy and replied,
“Miss Windy, I’m so sorry,” wiping tears beneath his eyes.
“But I was only thinking of the treasure that I sought,
And damaging your happy home was never in my thought.”
“Well, Marvin, if you’d asked, I would have given you a ride,
By weaving you a special swing to reach the other side.
But you were in a hurry, and of course, you couldn’t wait,
So you just gave that yarn a yank, and didn’t hesitate.”
“You’re right, that’s what I did, indeed, I didn’t even think,
In fact, I even closed my eyes, and didn’t even blink.
You see all I could think of was to find the dancing light
That I seen above the box, sparkling in the night.”

Then suddenly Miss Windy struck a much more gentle tone,
As she began remembering some follies of her own,
And then conceded, “Well, I guess I’ll let it pass this time,
If you’ll be more thoughtful, next time you make the climb.”
Then, thankful, oh so thankful for his friend’s love gift of grace,
Marvin promised, “Oh I will,” a smile upon his face.
Then she said the strangest thing, and had the strangest look,
“And by the way, what did you think of that old leather book?”
“How do you know about that book?” Marvin quickly asked.
Then hesitating just a bit, she finally spoke at last,
“Oh, I was there the day the book was placed upon the shelf.
And saw the Master grieving, standing there all by himself.”
“But why?” asked Marvin, as he turned to cock his head aside.
“Well my dear, you see, the Mistress of the house had died.”
“Oh my,” said Marvin, “that is sad, but that book is good news.
Why did he choose to throw away, the one thing he could use?”
“Because he blamed the Lord above for taking her away.
Forgetting God’s great promise, that he’d see her soon some day.
“You mean you know about ‘that day’, the one where you and me
Will never have to be afraid, and we can all run free?”
“Of course I do. I’ve read and talked with Aman many years.
And he and I have praised the Lord, and shed our many tears,
Watching every member of this household come and go.
Praying that they might believe and really come to know
The King of all creation, the God and Lord of all,
And tune their ears to hear his voice and heed the Gospel’s call.”
“Wow! You mean you’ve read the words on all those sacred pages?
The one’s that Aman says were spoken by the Lord of Ages?”
“Yes, I have,” said Windy. “and more than one time through.
And each time God’s word speaks to me, and I learn something new.

But now, back to my question. What about the book?
Was it worth the time and trouble just to take a look?”
“Well....., at first, I’d have to say, that I was disappointed.
Until that is, old Aman let me know it was anointed.”
“Just as I thought. We’re much the same, so don’t you feel too bad,
At least you stayed to listen. For that you should be glad.”
“Yes,” Marvin smiled, then nodded. He knew that she was right,
And thanked the God who made the world, that he had seen the light.
“Well now, since I have had my say, I must get back to work.”
And with those words, Miss Windy turned, and with a little jerk,
Turned right side up, ran down the box and over to the chair,
And with a wave, ran up the rung, and left him standing there.
At first he stood just watching as she scrambled up the stack,
Then made her way across the box, and up the old hat rack.
But then she soon was out of sight, and far beyond his view,
However, by that time our Marvin knew what he must do.

So up the maze of wooden rungs he swiftly made his way,
And jumped into an open the box, where dusty dollies lay.
And then, instead of climbing in the box that held the barn,
Or through the mounds of wool, that some call skeins of yarn,
He climbed out of the box on to the golden oak night stand,
Pleased his route had taken him to just where he had planned.
And there before him lay his bridge- his highway to the shelf,
That held the shining golden box sitting by itself.
Fearless, he approached the bridge, determined in his mind,
That he would look and point his nose right down the center line.
And so he took in one deep breath, and let out one big sigh,
And fixed his eyes upon his goal, as seconds ticked on by.
Then, on the count of one, two, three, with one great burst of speed,
Just like a streak of lightning he cleared that bridge, indeed.
And thinking that he’d made it, relieved he did not fall,
He failed to stop in time, and bumped his nose into the wall.

“Oouch..!” cried Marvin, bouncing back, to land upon the shelf.
“Oh not again!” He felt his head, complaining to himself.
And then he shook his little head and blinked his beady eyes,
But when he looked again, he was most
pleasantly surprised
To see the dancing light of Aman hovering above,
Moving ever closer, descending like a dove.

Then looking down old Aman spoke with fatherly concern,
As Marvin listened, unprepared for what he was to learn.
“My, my, thy daring deeds have cost thee dear, since last we met.”
How could he know, thought Marvin, I haven’t told him yet.
“Perhaps,” reflected Aman, “if thee had sought the Lord,
To keep thee from temptation behind that pantry door,
Thee would have been content to dine on one meal, yes indeed,
And saved thyself the misery of suffering from greed.”

Then as Aman, grinning, looked down from where he sat,
Marvin wondered in his mind, how could he know all that?
Oh, how he prayed this man of God would stop and say no more.
But then his words continued as he pointed to the floor,
“And...... when thee chose to drag that extra meal behind the bin,
Thinking to deceive, ah yes, thee added to thy sin.”
But then he added, “But my son, how gracious was our Lord,
To intervene, providing you a way across the floor.
How, you might ask?” He smiled, “By means of one old ancient
trick.
You see, that tiny drop of lard that made the floor so slick,
Paved the way for your escape from sure impending doom,
As you would have been surely trapped beneath the cook’s big
broom.
And, if he had not given thee the strength to reach the clock,
Thou wouldst not be here on the shelf, listening to this talk.”
Then shrinking as each word of truth fell upon his head,
Marvin wasn’t really sure he should have left his bed.
And yet somehow, he didn’t know, and couldn’t understand,
Why he could not bring himself to leave this Holy man.

Chapter 6
Bewildered, and yet still amazed, as Aman carried on,
Marvin tried to stay alert, until at last a yawn,
Interrupted Aman’s tale of Marvin’s stressful day,
Revealing every thought and deed, and, why he chose to stay.
He’d even mentioned Marvin’s wish that he was still in bed,
But then, as if to lift his mood, Aman softly said,
“I see that thou art wondering, just how it is I know,
Everything that thou hast done, since last I saw thee go?”
“You got that right,” said Marvin, feeling quite undone.
“Just how do you know all the things I’ve felt, and said, and done?”
“Oh, how can I explain it, except to say to thee,
The Holy Spirit of the God of life doth live in me.”
Then Marvin spoke up bravely, “Why does HE need to know?”
“Because HE loves all HE has made,” said Aman, all aglow.
“You see, it is God’s plan that life should bring the very best,
And yet, because of sin, the world has settled for much less.”
“But why would your God care about one tiny country mouse,
That lives inside a paper box, within a country house?
And what about that thing I do, that thing that you call sinning?”
“Well, perhaps I should explain, and start in the beginning.
You see, when God first made the world, creating all things good.
Nature sang in harmony, just like HE planned it should.
Yes, every living creature, even mice as small as you,
Frolicked in the meadows, as the flowers bloomed anew.
And fish swam safely in the seas, as birds soared through the air,
Each content within the world designed for them to share.
Then on the sixth day God formed man from one large lump of clay,
And filled him with the Spirit of new life there where he lay.”

“You mean with just one puff of air, he changed to flesh and bone?”
“Not only that, said Aman, “but with free will of his own.”
“But why is that important?”
“Well, my son, you see,
It is God’s wish that all He made, serve Him willingly.”
Now Marvin sat back puzzled, as Aman plodded on,
Continuing his lesson of mankind’s beginning dawn.
Then Aman told him, after that, God gave the man a task,
And told him to name every living creature strolling passed.
“And did he have a name?” asked Marvin, drawn into the story.
“Oh yes,” said Aman. “Adam was our Maker’s crowning glory.”
“So he’s the one,” claimed Marvin, “that first called me a mouse.”
“Oh yes, but then he also named the Blue Jay, deer, and grouse.
An yet, with all his forest friends, as well as those with wings
He found himself without a mate, with which to share his things.
So God made Eve of Adam’s rib, and thus, one became two.
As darkness closed the first six days with softly falling dew.
And so, with all creation done, God rested for a day,
Then shared with Adam and his mate the rules they must obey.
‘My children,’ said HE, ‘Take delight in everything I’ve made.
And taste of all the wondrous trees, and sit beneath their shade.
But of the ‘Tree of knowledge,’ I say you shall not eat,
Even though its tempting fruits appear to be a treat.
For when you do, I promise you that you will surely die,
And it Will happen as I’ve said, -on that you can rely.’”
“You mean,” injected Marvin, “they still ate from that tree?”
“Oh yes, they did.” said Aman. “And now perhaps you see,
That even though God place them in a wondrous place to dwell,
It was that fruit that they desired,, and eating, they rebelled.”

“But I don’t get it!” Marvin said. “Why did they make that choice?”
“Because they listened to the silver tongue of Satan’s voice.
A tongue that planted in their minds the seeds of want and doubt,
Convincing them that bad was good, and God would not find out.”
“Well, did he find out?” asked our hero, throwing up his hand.
“Oh yes, HE surely did find out they’d broken HIS command.”
“OK! Come one, now tell me, what did HE really do?”
“He sent them from HIS presence, and kept his promise true.”
At that our Marvin’s thoughts turned sad,
What joy there could have been,
If man had made a better choice, instead of picking SIN.
And then he heard old Aman speak in tones that seem to bless,
As he began to share God’s plan to conquer sinfulness.
“You see, my son, because of our God’s love for his creation,
He planned a way for all the world to know of HIS salvation.
By speaking to the minds of special men, that one fine day
HE’d send a Savior, full of grace, to show mankind the way.
And so HIS plans and promises, with pen were written down,
And then collected in that book that you saw leather bound.”
Then Aman paused, and with a sigh, looked right in Marvin’s face,
Waiting for his pupil to respond at his own pace.
But Marvin sat there thinking, and then he thought some more,
Then reaching up, he felt his head, and rubbed where it was sore.

“It seems to me, this ‘choosing stuff’ could get a guy in trouble,”
Marvin thoughtfully declared, till Aman burst his bubble.
“You mean, ‘twas not unlike the choice of food, thou didst consume?
That put thy life in jeopardy, beneath the cook’s own broom?”
“But, but..it looked so tasty.”
“Ah, yes,” Aman replied.
“Just like the fruit upon the tree, the day that Satan lied.”
“Well..., ah,”our hero stammered, “I guess you’re right at that.
If not for God, I might have been a brunch for Smokey Cat.”
Then Aman smiled, and winking, said, “Speaking of that cat,
Don’t you be fooled, he was aware of thee from where he sat.
So be ye warned, before ye make thy rounds this very night,
Rely ye not upon thy speed, but stay thee out of sight.”
And so With that, our hero was dismissed that very day,
As Aman, after blessing him, said, “Now be on thy way.”
And so his daily jaunt began, as usually was the case
With Marvin speeding down the stairs as if there were a race.
But unlike yesterday, this time, the clock said he was early,
So hiding, he observed one maid, with hair quite blonde and curly.
He watched her scrape the dinner plates and stack them up with care,
Then take them to the counter, making sure they all were there.
Next, he heard a second maid inquiring of the first,
While leaning on the kitchen sink where he had quenched his thirst,
“Did you remember to prepared the Master’s midnight snack?
He said it wasn’t there last night when he looked in the back.”
“ How could that be,” returned the maid. “I put it there myself.
I even placed it in plain sight upon the middle shelf.”
Then one said to the other, “Well, Master doesn’t lie.”

“Then someone must have stolen it-someone in this house.”
“But maybe,” cried the maid, “it was just eaten by a mouse!”
Then listening from the shadows, as their questions rambled on,
The consequence of Marvin’s choice, indeed, began to dawn.
He hadn’t realized that every choice that he might make,
Could ripple ‘cross the household like the waves upon the lake.
He’d stolen food that was to be the Master’s midnight snack,
And tummy pains had plagued his night, each one a new attack.
He’d caused the kitchen maid to cry, the chef to come unglued,
Putting all the household staff into a ‘hunting’ mood.
But now, he knew and understood the trouble he had caused,
And prayed to be forgiven, and that next time he would pause,
To think of what his choice might mean to others in the house,
And not just fill the selfish wish of one small country mouse.
Then as he watched, the sobbing maid, make up the Master’s plate
And placed it on the shelf again, as ringing chimes struck eight,
His nostrils, once again, picked up the smell of fresh baked bread,
But this time, Marvin prayed for strength to do what God’s Word said.
So underneath the stove he ran, and crossed the kitchen floor,
Then made his turn and quickly squeezed beneath the pantry door.
And climbing up upon a stool, determined not to sin,
He chose to be content to feast on what was in the bin.

Chapter 7
Now later that same evening, as the maid turned out the light,
Marvin huddled near the stove till she was out of sight.
Then darting ‘cross the middle of the freshly scrubbed green floor,
He hugged the wall, then quickly slipped beneath the kitchen door.
Then mem’ries of last night’s events began to fill his head,
Until a thought brought back the words some guy named Saint Paul
said,
“And putting all those things behind, yeh, leave them in the past,
And look ye to the life ahead, on this thy eyes should cast.”
So with a lightness in his step, as joy replaced his cares,
He zipped around the ‘Big Ben’ clock, and bounded up the stairs.
And then he stopped, as he remembered Aman’s warning words,
And checked around the corner post, until at last he heard
The low and steady growling of the Master’s wily cat,
And pinned against the molding, he knew that he was trapped.
Then he spied a tiny hole, close by across the hall,
And thankful he had eaten light, he hugged the papered wall.
Then darting toward the opening, just like a flash of light,
He squeezed between the wooden boards into the black of night.
And safely hidden just inside the wall, he paused, then sighed,
Thankful once again that that old cat had been denied
The chance to roll his yellow eyes, lick his lips, then smack,
A chance to savor one wee taste of one gray midnight snack.
Then waiting in the darkness, he heard the Master call,
And then he heard four cushioned paws running down the hall.
And when the bedroom door had closed, assured the coast was clear,
He ran across the hall, then stopped, and turned to check the rear.

And then he thought that he might stop, and peer into the hole
That looked into the Master’s room, and then perhaps be bold,
And take the time to taunt the Master’s furry little friend,
Reminding him that he had missed ol’ Marvin once again.
But then as he considered this, not only once, but twice,
He thought it prudent not to ask the Lord to save him thrice.
So after waiting just a bit, he scampered toward the door,
That led right to his cozy box upon the attic floor.
But, passing by the window, where he often watched the snow,
He stopped to gaze upon the stars, that he had come to know
Were placed there by the fingers of the God who wrote the book,
That rested in the golden box up in the window’s nook.
And as he sat there still amazed, quite suddenly he yearned
To share with someone else the many wonders he had learned.
And so “tomorrow” he affirmed, “I’ll find someone to tell,
About my friend, the box, the Book, and dancing light, as well.”
And as he left the window ledge, excited as he was,
He soon began to feel the call of one warm bed of fuzz.
So when he’d safely reached his home, he deemed his thoughts could
wait,
And jumped into his bed of sox, convinced he’d sleep till eight.
And sure enough, our hero slept right through the breakfast bell,
And even slept on through the morning chores, and lunch, as well.
But when, at last, he raised his eyelids, just to take a peek,
He wished that he could sleep at least for one more solid week.
But as he lay there, he was soon reminded he must seek
Someone to whom he could relate the story of his week.
And so he mustered up the strength to raise his sleepy head,

Now, focused on his purpose, neither looking here nor there,
He headed for the closet underneath the attic stairs.
Then banging on the door of an abandoned old doll house,
He called out in his loudest voice, “Hey, Ma...vis.! Mavis Mouse!”
Then he saw her peering ‘round a second story curtain,
As if to check him out, or perhaps to just make certain
That it was not a trick of that ol’ wily Smokey cat,
That she was sure, knew very well, where all the mice were at.
“Just wait right there,” she blurted out, then running ‘cross the floor,
Proceeded down the hand carved stairs, and through the large French
doors.
And there upon the columned porch, she stood, looking his way,
Waiting, as our hero formed the words he was to say.
“I’ve got something to tell you, but I know you’re gonna think
I’ve lost my mind, or else, somehow, I’m not quite in the pink.
But Mavis, when I tell you what I’ve seen and what I have heard,
I know you’re gonna know that book is God’s own Holy Word!”
“Whoa! Back up,” said Mavis. “What book? What Word? What
Sound?”
“The book of life,” said Marvin. “God’s Book is what I found!”
“Now, wait a minute Marvin, there’s no such book as that!
Have you been sniffin’ that old stuff the Master gives his cat?”
“No, I haven’t Mavis. Gosh, I never touch Cat Nip!
I didn’t even taste that stuff the Master seems to sip.”
“Well, I just won’t believe it, until I’ve seen the proof.”
“Then follow me, to where it lies, beneath the attic roof.”
“You mean I’ve got to go up there where everything is dirty,
And climb that stack of wobbly chairs, that just are plain unsturdy?

And besides, if I leave now, I’ll miss the dinner bell.”
Then disappointed, Marvin’s voice trailed off with one long, “Well...”
Yes, Marvin was perplexed, indeed, as he heard her response.
And then his mind began to fill with words of daring taunts.
But just as quickly he was urged to quell their nasty bite,
And so he answered back the way he thought that Aman might.
“Now Mavis, what do you propose that I should say and do,
When I’ve discovered something great, but come here straight to you?
Who else would I have chosen to tell about the light
That danced above the narrow shelf, shining in the night?”
And as he finished, Marvin thought he saw, yes, just a trace
Of one small grin, begin to change the frown upon her face.
“Well.., If you put it that way, I suppose I’ll have to listen.”
And at that moment, Marvin’s saddened eyes began to glisten.
Then having her attention, he began to tell his story
About the book, and what it said about the King of Glory.
He filled her in on how he first had spied the box itself,
Then swung across the chasm and landed on the shelf.
But this time, as he told the tale, he didn’t fail to mention,
How breaking Windy’s web had clearly gotten his attention.
And then he glowingly described his friend upon the cloud,
His friendly face, his words of grace, and how he humbly bowed.
He shared his great amazement, to learn the Lord knew all,
And shared what he remembered of what Aman called, ‘The Fall.”
He told his cousin Mavis of the Blessed Wedding feast,
And how the lion and the lamb would one day be at peace.
And then he told her of that day when all things would be new,
And then he heard a tiny voice ask, “Does that mean me too?”

“Of course it does,” said Marvin, “that is, if you believe
Every word that’s in the book, that underneath the eaves.”
Then finally she relented, and gave in with, “OK!”
So puffing up his tiny chest, he proudly led the way,
Up the stairs and through the crack beneath the attic door,
Running to the stack of chairs across the hardwood floor.
Then helping Mavis up the rungs, they finally reached the top.
But when she saw him start to jump, she quickly hollered, “Stop!”
“Now, what’s the matter?” Marvin asked.
“Why that’s too far to jump!
And if we miss, you know we’ll fall and land in one big lump!”
“Oh, Mavis, don’t you think by now, I’ve got this down real pat?
And I’m quite sure you’ll make it, so don’t be a scaredy-cat.
Besides, you ought know that I would not put you in danger.
‘Cause after all, its not as if I were a perfect stranger.”
So reassured, somewhat at least, Mavis took her place,
And followed Marvin as they jumped out into empty space.
Then landing in the bag of sox, resting just a while,
Complaining, Mavis quipped again, “It seems we’ve climbed a
mile.”
Then sighing Marvin reassured, “Its not far now, you’ll see.
We have to climb just one more box. So come on, follow me.”
So scaling mountains made of sox as quick as they were able,
They soon were high enough to see the pathway to the table.
Then looking up, Marvin cried, “There, see it on the shelf!”
“You mean that shining golden box sitting by itself?”
“Yes, that’s the one!”
“But, Marvin, it’s much too far away.”
“Oh no it’s not. Just wait and see, it’s gonna be OK!”

So starting once again, they crept much closer to the ridge,
Then suddenly he heard a scream, as Mavis saw the bridge.
And when he turned, he saw her swoon and faint, yes, dead away.
Then shook his head and closed his eyes- there were no words to say.
Now, after just a little bit, her sleeping eyes popped open,
And Mavis saw him sitting there, visibly heart broken.
But then she saw a tiny light off somewhere to the right,
Then suddenly before the pair, appeared the dancing light.

Chapter 8
Now as our little friends began to watch the golden cloud
A kindly face appeared to them, and then it spoke aloud,
“Well, Mouster Marvin, this time, I see thou hast brought a friend.”
And hearing this, one sweet young mouse passed right out again.
Then being wakened by the sound of voices in her ear,
She sat up once again, to find the shining cloud still near.
Startled, Mavis could not move. She sat there like a stone.
But Marvin was delighted, and said in cheery tones,
“Now Mavis, ..you will see the man I’ve told you all about,
And hear from him the reason that your heart should have no doubt.”
Then Aman’s cloud drew closer, descending from above,
And seeing Mavis frightened, he spoke in tones of love,
“Be not afraid my little one, to trod the narrow way.
Come my child, with thy dear friend, and see where God’s book lay.”
Then with her courage now restored, she reached for Marvin’s hand,
And followed him across the bridge, as if it had been planned.
And sitting down at Aman’s feet, that very afternoon,
Mavis listened till her mind was filled like a balloon
With thoughts of how she’d spread the news to each and everyone,
To come and hear the old, old story of God’s Only Son.
And so as they departed, she tugged at Marvin’s sleeve,
“Marvin, we’ve just got to tell our friends, so they’ll believe.
And so, I have been thinking of those we will need to find..”
Then interrupting, Marvin said, “I thought that job was mine!

After all, I was the first to see the dancing light.”
“I know, but that is not the point.”
“Well..uh.., I guess you are right.”
“Then..,” continued Mavis, “ we’d better get to work.”
And having finished with those words, turning with a jerk,
She quickly led the way as she began the steep descent,
Down the table leg to where the cardboard box was bent.
Then traveling ‘cross the flap, and o’r the distance yet remaining,
She nimbly jumped on to the chairs, this time, without complaining.
Then looking back she hollered out, “Come on, we’re wasting time,”
As ‘Big Ben’ sounded out the hour, and struck out his sixth chime.
Now Marvin stood and watched her, as she started down the chairs,
Bewildered by his feelings of desertion and despair.
But then he heard his new found friend, speaking from behind,
Words of comfort in his ear, to cheer his searching mind.
“Be ye not sad, but be ye glad that she has seen the light.
And let that fact encourage thee, and be thy heart’s delight.”
And so he turned and scampered down the path he knew so well,
Thinking that when he reached home he’d get to rest a spell.
But that thought was soon put aside when he stepped off the chairs
And saw her, with a pad and pen waiting for him there.
Then with renewed excitement, Mavis smiled and said to him,
“Now, if you’ll pick which one’s you’ll tell, I’ll get the rest of them.”
Then sweet Mavis, bless her heart, with one flip of her wrist,
Turned the page, and started calling out those on her list..

First came Sissy Sparrow and her nest of hungry chicks,

Followed by one giant Daddy Long-legs, they called Stix.

And then she rambled on, as she named all those she should tell,
But when she called out Sammy Sow Bug’s name, her eyelids fell.
“Well..,I don’t know..”
“What?” Marvin asked.
“He’s always in a ball,
And hiding under places, so we can’t find him at all.”
“But Mavis God created him, just like HE did the rest,
It’s just because you don’t like bugs, so come on now, confess!”
And grinning as the truth was told, she said, “I guess you’re right!
Perhaps, I could place one small card, low down and in plain sight.”

Then next, she called out Molly Moth,

and Casey Cricket, too,

But when she mentioned Rueben Rat, our Marvin came unglued.

Now wait a minute, Mavis! You can’t ask that rat to come.
Then trying one more time, in hopes that somehow she’d give in,
He spoke up with his last excuse, one he thought sure to win.
“Well, I know that he’s never come before, when he’s been asked.”
“That’s true,” said Mavis, “but of course, that was in the past.”
Then Mavis turned to him and said, “I’ll tell you what I’ll do,
I’ll leave the choice of asking him, strictly up to you.”
Oh great thought Marvin, now it’s up to me to be the louse,
And if I don’t ask Rueben Rat, I’ll be the outcast mouse.
“You know he steals from everyone, and lives just like a bum.
Not to mention that he smells just like the Master’s pig.
And besides, he couldn’t cross the bridge-he’s much too big!
And even if he made it, he’d surely crush the box.”
Then he added, “Worst of all, I’ve heard rats carry pox.”
“But Marvin, he is one of us, and does live in the house.
Even if sometimes he acts a wee bit like a louse.”
And then the quiet whisper of a tiny little voice,
Said, “You don’t have to tell the rat. It really is your choice!”
But Marvin’s spirit had been touched, yes, he knew what was right,
And so he turned to her and said, “OK,” to her delight.
“But what about Miss Molly? You know if you invite her,
She’ll end up being one fat lunch for one large hungry spider!”
“Well, Marvin, if you think of it, everybody here
Has someone, or perhaps some thing of which they live in fear.
So, all that I can do, is do what my heart says is right,
And let them make their mind up if they want to see the light.”
So finally with the list complete, he crossed his cardboard box,
And sat beside sweet Mavis, on his cozy bed of sox.
And there they made their plans to tell their friends that very night,
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Chapter 9
Now Mavis had decided, that if he was so inclined,
Marvin should go looking where he thought he’d surely find
That cunning and elusive rat, that he did now presume
Was hiding in his favorite place, within the storage room.
So down the stairs he ran, descending one flight to the next,
Until he reached the basement floor, but then he paused, perplexed.
His plans had been to rush right in and tell his rodent friend,
But now, his firm resolve began to waver in the wind.
And then beside the storage door, he saw from where he sat,
The deadly shadow of a trap set out to catch a rat.
Now, even though he had his doubts about his mouse-like friend,
He certainly disliked the thought that he would meet his end,
Crushed between the arms of that old nasty wood device.
So without hesitating, Marvin called out, “Reuben,” twice.
And then he added, “Watch yourself when you come near the door,
And don’t step in that great big trap that’s sitting on the floor.”
And wouldn’t you just know it, old Rueben was surprised,
When he heard Marvin’s warning, and was saved from his demise.
But then he called out, “Thanks my friend, ‘cause if it weren’t for
you
I ‘d be the newest flavor in tomorrows garbage stew.”
“Glad to help,” said Marvin. “But that’s not why I’m here.
I’ve come to share a story, that is, if you’ll lend an ear?”
“No problem, buddy,” Reuben quipped. “All I’ve got is time.”
So Marvin, thus began his tale as he heard ‘Big Ben’ chime.

Now, when he left the basement, and neared the kitchen door,
A sudden thought occurred to him that he could not ignore.
You see, with all the plans he’d made of what he’d say and do,
It was the hand of God that made a way to see it through.
So this time, with that thought in mind, he fearlessly set out
To find all those he’d been assigned on his appointed route.
At first he searched the pantry, then ran out to search the hall.
Then he looked for Casey, somewhere near the shower stall.
But instead, he found old Sammy crawling near to the sink,
And as he shared his story, Sammy just sat there and blinked.
And after hearing all that Marvin said he had to say,
Sammy said he’d tell ol’ Case,’ and simply rolled away.
Now meanwhile, Mavis headed for the box of woolen cloth
Where she was sure that she would find the lovely Molly Moth.
And as the evening hours approached she knew that it would mean
That Molly would be up by now, and easy to be seen.
So quickly she climbed up the side, and slid down in the box
Where sweaters, skirts, and coats were piled, though not one pair of
socks.
Then she called out, “Molly! Oh Molly, are you here?”
And then, off to her left, she saw two silvery wings appear.
“What is it Mavis?” Molly asked. “What can I do for you?”
“Just listen!” And she did, till our sweet Mavis was all through.
And when she’d shared with Molly all the wonders she had seen,
And filled her in on all the things she heard and done between,
Molly fluttered both her wings, and rising in the air,
Promised she would share the news, and later, meet her there.

Then flying off, she muttered, “I know just who I will tell.
Amy Ant will want to know, and Freddy Fly as well.”
And so assured that task was done our Mavis turned to go,
Wearing one big giant smile, her gray face all aglow.
But then she thought of Sissy, high above the narrow shelf,
And realized she could not reach her nest all by herself.
And so she thought of Windy, and recalled what Aman read,
“Ye have not, ‘cause ye ask not.” Yes, that’s just what God’s word
said.
So bravely she climbed up the chairs and jumped into the box,
And once again, she landed in that bag of old worn sox.
Then she scaled the wooly mountain, till she reached the barn
And finally found her way into the cardboard box of yarn.
Then climbing to the highest skein, she called out loud and clear,
“Windy!” But then from behind, she heard a voice quite near,
“How can I help you, little miss?” Then pointing, Mavis cried,
“I’ve got to talk to Sissy, but she’s high, up there, outside.”
“Well, perhaps I could assist by weaving you a ladder.”
But Mavis, frightened by the thought, just stood and stared right at
her.
Then Windy reassured her with, “I’ll make it good and stout.
And when it’s done, I’m confident that you will have no doubt.”
So Windy wove, and Mavis watched, as each rung put in place,
Began to fill the steep expanse that once was empty space.
And Mavis watched the miracle take place before her eyes,
Amazed a task so large was done by one so small of size.
And there before her eyes, just like a pathway to the stars,
A silken ladder rose up toward the grate, with metal bars.
But now she’d have to make the climb from here up to the grate,

So thanking Windy for her help, Mavis waved good bye,
And praying for the strength to move, she gulped down one big sigh.
Then she started climbing toward the tiny sparrow’s nest,
Where she would tell the story she had shared with all the rest.
At last, she had just one more stop, and then she would be done,
As time was growing short, and yet it seemed she’d just begun.
So running down the wooden rungs, and ‘cross the attic floor,
She saw the last name on her list sprinting for the door.
“Hold up there Stix,” she yelled out loud. “I want to talk to you.
I’m tellin' everyone I know, and that means spiders, too.”
So with his full attention, she began to tell her story,
About the light, the man in blue, and of the King of Glory.
And so it came to pass, that as ‘Old Ben’ struck nine that night,
The golden box began to fill with those who sought the light.

Chapter 10
Now, if perchance, one could have been a speck upon the wall,
One would have been surprised to see an ant pushing a ball.
As Amy rolled poor Sammy up the rung of every chair,
Assisting him, until she knew that he was safely there.

And fluttering from box to box, Miss Molly Moth, herself,
Led Casey, Stix, and Freddy Fly directly to the shelf.
One crawled, one flew, one ran, each persevering over strife,
Determined to behold the book that held the words of life.
And when they all arrived- you guest it- our two mice were there,
Deciding where each one should sit, so there’d be room to spare.

Now, first to top the box was Amy Ant and Freddy Fly,
As Marvin called out to his cousin Mavis standing by.
“Look Mavis, there is Amy, Stix and Casey in the rear!”
And when they looked for Molly Moth, she rang out with, “I’m right
here!”
Then Windy made her entrance, with a smooth and graceful glide,
And asked Miss Molly Moth if she could sit right by her side.
And over in the corner, all rolled up into a ball
Sammy Sow Bug listened up, as he heard Marvin call,
“Now everybody keep your eye out for the dancing light.”
“Gosh,” asked Casey, startled, “you mean this very night?”
“Yep!” said Marvin proudly. “Aman said that he’d be here,
And besides, he’s never far, he’s always somewhere near.”
“Hey Marvin, do we get a prize if we can spot it first?”
“Oh you guys,” said Marvin, as their grins began to burst.
But holding back the giggles, silence fell upon our friends
As each one searched the shadows of the box from end to end.
“I see it!” yelled out Freddy, as one twinkle in the dark,
Exploded into one bright light, igniting like a spark.
And there before their eyes sat Aman on his golden cloud,
As every eye that saw his face, responded with a, “Woooow!”

“Welcome,” said old Aman, “ how glad I am you’ve come
To hear the living words of God, the Holy, Righteous One.”
And then with but a simple wave, he raised his ancient hand,
As swirling winds began to turn the pages on command.
And those who sat by watching, sat in silence and in awe,
As every eye was fastened on the wonders that they saw.
But just as Aman started moving closer to the book,
The box began to move, and then it trembled and it shook.
“What’s going on,” cried Mavis. “What’s causing us to shake?”
“Perhaps,” said Marvin, “it’s that thing the Master calls a quake?”
“Well, I don’t like it!” Molly said. “It flutters more than me.”
But Sammy was just having fun rolling smooth and free.
And then the box began to tip, and then began to bend,
Causing everyone to slide down to the lower end.
But as they hung on, waiting, expecting it to fall,
The shadow of a rodent soon appeared upon the wall.
And if one had a single doubt that Reuben Rat was there,
It was dismissed, as every nose could
smell his pungent air.

And finally when the shaking stopped, and everyone calmed down,
Molly turned to Marvin with a disconcerting frown.
“I can’t believe that you would tell that rat that he could come!
You know that all he does is steal, and live just like a bum.”
“Now children, children, ” Aman counseled. Then from where he sat,
He turned to face the side where he knew Rueben Rat was at.
Then lifting his most gentle voice, to make sure he was heard,
Aman thus began to share from God’s most holy word.
“As Jesus passed a tax collector’s table one fine day,
He stopped to watch the Publican count out the coins they paid.
And listened as they called him names, and spit into his eyes
Letting Matthew know he was most terribly despised.
But Jesus saw into his heart and knew what he could be,
And so HE called him by his name, and said, ‘Come follow me!’”
“You mean he smelled,” stabbed Mavis, “or lived among the scum?”
“Oh yes, my dear,” said Aman, “and yet Jesus still said, ‘Come!’”
“You see, God did not come to only save those who do right,
But for the ones in darkness, that they might see the light.”
And as those words fell on each ear, a tear formed on each face,
As Aman motioned with his hand and said with charming grace,
“Now, shall we welcome Reuben to the family of our God?”
And everyone within the box, returned approving nods.
And with his ear against the box, one rat began to smile,
Feeling all at once the love he’d not felt in a while.
So Aman then continued, “Yes, ye all have fallen short.
And none, can stand before the Lord, and give a good report.
But, if it is your deep desire to mend your sinful ways,
God’s grace and great forgiveness I’ll proclaim this very day.”

Then one by one, the members of this tiny congregation,
Understood the grand design of God’s gift of salvation.
Then from the heights above, they heard the sweetest melody.
And turning toward each other, wondered who that it might be.
“That’s Sissy,” Mavis answered, as every heart was stirred.
And Aman smiled, as he was sure she’d heard his every word.
And as the sparrow’s melody repeated soft and low,
They sang the tender words to “Jesus Loves Me, This I Know.”
And from that moment on, those gathered ‘round the book as one,
Knew that from that very day, a new life had begun.

Chapter 11
Now, being practical of course, this new life would mean change,
As every thought must be re-thought, and some just rearranged.
So to be sure, each member of this tiny congregation
Left that night, filled to the brim with moral contemplation.
And in the morning, Marvin seemed to ponder them some more,
Until at last, he had a thought that he could not ignore.
You see, each time that Marvin thought about God’s love and grace,
He closed his eyes and saw the image of the Master’s face.
And then, as he recalled why God’s great book was put away,
Marvin, bowed his tiny head and then began to pray.
“O God, I pray you’ll show us all, how we can do our part
To make a way for your kind words to touch the Master’s heart”.
And then throughout the coming day, he pondered this concern,
As ideas bounced around his head, at each and every turn.
And when, that evening, they had gathered ‘round the book once
more,
Our Marvin bravely stood right up and promptly took the floor.
Now, Aman was quite pleased to see his convert be so bold,
And thrilled to hear him stand right up and do what he’d been told.
And so he didn’t say a word, but let him carry on,
Describing things he’d thought about for hours since the dawn.
“Now, its been great,” said Marvin, “having God’s book to ourselves,
Instead of down among the books upon the Master’s shelves.
But I’ve been thinking that he needs to hear the words we’ve heard,
And claim the promises we’ve found within God’s Holy Word.”

“But Marvin,” Mavis then inquired. “what would you have us do?”
“Just listen,” Marvin sorely begged. “Just listen, till I’m through.”
Then every eye was on him, every ear perked up to hear,
Including that of Aman, as Marvin spoke out clear.
“Now, if we’d move God’s holy book down to the attic floor,
Then place it where it can’t be missed, somewhere beside the door;
And then somehow create a noise to bring him up the stair,
He couldn’t help but notice it, if it were lying there.”
Then as the very thought of it awakened every mind,
Laughter filled the golden box, though none to be unkind.
“But that’s impossible!” said some, while others shook their head.
But Marvin stood his ground, and chose to speak right up instead.
“Now, wait a minute all of you, that’s not what Aman read.
With God all things are possible. And that’s what God’s word said.”
“But Marvin, how can two small mice, a cockroach and a fly,
One silver moth, two spiders and a sow bug rolling by,
Attempt to move that great big book from off this narrow shelf,
When all us don’t weigh as much as it must weigh itself?”
Then all at once they heard a voice come from the other end,
As Reuben said, “I’ll help ya, boy! On that you can depend.”
“Now, hold it!” Molly fluttered. “We’ve got to think this through.
Why should we give the book to him, when we all need it too?”
“But Molly,” Marvin pleaded, “that’s why he is so sad.
Cause from the day he placed it here, he’s gone from worse to bad.”

And then they heard a tiny voice, sounding rather weak,
And as they turned, Miss Windy cleared her throat and poised to
speak,
“I see the time has surely come when all of you should know
Why the Master sits alone, and always feels so low.”
And with those words, they all kept still, and moved to take their
place,
Down in the corner of the box, near Windy’s web of lace.
“You see, the Mistress of this house loved God’s most holy word,
But Master didn’t understand, and thought it quite absurd.
So when she died the Master grieved that God took her away,
And blamed the Lord that she was gone-and still does yet today.
And worse, he let that sorrow blot out all his love and trust,
And stored her most beloved book away to gather dust.”
Then as Miss Windy finished, there wasn’t one dry eye.
Why, even hard nosed Reuben Rat soon began to cry.
But then determination set upon each swollen face,
As each one moved up toward the book to gather in one place.
Then Freddy Fly flew right up front, and there within plain sight,
Announced, “I’ve had a change of heart, and I think Marvin’s right!”
And then some others spoke out with, “I think that he’s right, too.”
As each voice joined another’s, and support for Marvin grew.
And then, of course, our Marvin beamed, until he heard from Stix,
‘Well, if you plan to move this box, you’d better have some tricks!”
But then his spirit soared again, as suddenly quite near,
The dancing light of Aman’s cloud slowly reappeared.
Then Aman said, “To you I’ve read, that faith is but a seed,
That’s planted in the fertile ground to grow a mighty deed.

So if each one will add his drop of talent to the task,
The Lord will multiply your strength and give you what you ask.”
Then waiting, as those words were left to settle in their head,
Aman couldn’t help but smile, when Marvin rose and said,
“OK, I think I’ve got it! That means first that we should start
By finding out the gifts of those that plan on taking part.”
“But what are talents?” Amy asked.
Then Windy told the others,
“They’re the things that you do best, yet use to help another.”
So from that moment on, and with not one word of resistance,
A list was made of all their gifts and skills, without assistance.
Then having made their plans, they thought they’d best call it a day,
So joining wing to leg, and paw to wing-like hands, they prayed.
“Oh God, we want to do your will, so we pray you’ll renew,
Our faith, our strength, our firm resolve to see this mission through.
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Chapter 12
That night, as Marvin dreamed, his thoughts were held by one
attraction,
A vision of his little friends putting faith in action.
So in the morning, when he woke, and stumbled out of bed,
He didn’t think before he rose, and hit his little head.
But then he shook it off, as he had one thing on his mind,
He must get to the golden box before Big Ben struck nine.
But when he topped the table leg, and looked up at the ridge,
He was surprised to see a stack of sticks next to the bridge.
And when he looked to where the golden box sat by itself,
He saw Miss Windy, and Miss Amy waiting on the shelf.
Then, he heard a voice he knew coming from the right.
“What happened, Marvin?” Mavis asked, “My word, you look a
sight!”
Then he explained his growing knot, and both began to giggle,
Until the air was split with, “Times a wastin’! Get a wiggle!”
So running to the golden box, they each grabbed on one end,
And held one side up off the shelf, so Windy could begin
To weave her silken magic ‘round the box on that same side,
Forming one large handle, which, when pulled, would help it slide.
Then to the other end they went, till it too looked the same,
Leaving Windy, but to join the two sides of the frame.
Now, meanwhile those who had collected bits of wooden sticks,
Started weaving them into what some might call a wick.
Then adding to the yardstick bridge, they placed them side by side,
Until at last it finally measured thirteen inches wide.

“That’s perfect!” offered Molly, “ Now, what about the rope?”
So turning to the task ahead, off to the box they loped.
But Rueben hesitated as his eyes began to scan
For just the thing to bring about his brand new buddy’s plan.
And then, behind the attic door he saw a yellow vase,
That sat upon a three iron rods, that seem to form its base.
Yep, that’ll do it! Rueben thought, that’s just the thing we need.
No doubt about it, that glass bowl will surely do the deed.
So as his friends began to measure out the colored yarn,
Long enough to wrap five times around the old toy barn,
Reuben made his way down to the vase behind the door,
And looked around for means to bring it crashing to the floor.
Now, while our friend the rat, was checking out some things below,
The others pulled and twisted lengths of colored yarn just so.
Forming one long braid to use in lowering the book,
To attic floor, from where it rested in the nook.
And as each member gave his all to each appointed task,
Sissy Sparrow sweetly sang those great hymns of the past.
Singing with such lilt and style that no one missed a beat,
And one by one they found themselves attached to dancing feet.
But just as they were finishing, our Marvin heard a shout,
“Hey buddy, I’ve been thinkin’, and I’ve got it figured out!”
“What is it Rueben?” Marvin asked.
“Just come and take a look.
I’ve found that noise you need to bring the Master to the book!”

So Reuben pointed out the vase, and Marvin was delighted
And ran back to the waiting crowd, rejoicing and excited.
But when he shared his joyous news, Miss Windy stopped him cold,
“How dare you think of such a thing, that vase is made of gold!”
Then Reuben piped right up and said, “You mean that ugly bowl?
Since when is that a problem, compared to Master’s soul?”
“But Rueben, that vase was a gift from Master to his wife,
A present celebrating their most long and happy life”
“But Windy, there’s no other way to draw him to the door,
Than for us to break that bowl upon the attic floor.”
“Well......,” Windy offered thoughtfully, “ I guess she would
approve.”
And with that affirmation, they all turned to their next move.
So grabbing hold the braided rope they headed for the box,
And slipped it through the handles, securing it with socks.
Then each one took his place in line, as one behind the other
Put their shoulders to the task, prepared to help another.
Then slowly, very slowly the box moved toward the ridge,
And finally after several tries, it slipped across the bridge.
And once they had it resting on the solid oak night stand,
They sent ol’ Reuben down below, just like they had planned.
And then two mice, one small red ant, a cockroach and a fly,
One silver moth, two spiders and a sow bug rolling by,
Held tightly to the braided rope, then let it down real slow,
As Rueben pushed and guided it onto the box below.
And when they’d rested just a bit, with all their strength restored,
They once again grabbed hold the rope and lowered it once more.
And when at last it touched the floor, our tiny congregation,
Let out a hoop and holler fit for any coronation.

Chapter 13
“ Shoooo! I’m glad that’s over with,” Amy Ant replied.
“Me too!” responded Casey Cockroach from the other side.
“But, it’s not over,” Marvin said, “we’ve two more chores to do.
We can’t stop now! We promised God, that we would see this through.”
So once again they set to work, with their renewed devotion,
Laboring to free the rope, though in much slower motion.
And then they set about to slide the web off of the box,
Removing Windy’s silken wraps which held the sides like locks.
Then pushing up the golden lid, they slid it to the floor,
And looked at Marvin as he contemplated their next chore.
“Well,” asked Casey, giving Marvin Mouse a funny look,
“How do you propose that we remove God’s holy book?”
“I’ll handle this my friends. So just be cool, and watch this rat.
And I’ll have that book out before you all can say, skit-scat!”
So Reuben ran directly to the corner of the box,
Where quickly he began to chew, with teeth as hard as rocks.
And when at last he had one free, he sought the other end,
Where he began to put those teeth in action once again.
“Wow! Look at that!” cried Amy. “It opened like a door.
Now all we have to do is push it right out on the floor.”
So squeezing in behind the book, they pushed with all their might,
Until the leather covered book lay right out in plain sight.
That done, they quickly dragged the rope directly to the stand,
That held the bowl, that they would use to do what they had planned.
Then ‘round and ‘round the stand they ran until they wrapped it twice,
But on the second pass they stopped to weave a joining splice.

Next, they headed for the end that still lay on the floor,
As each one stood on either side prepared to pull once more.
Then Mavis popped the question, “Now wait, how will he hear,
Unless we time the crash so it will happen when he’s near?”
Then Reuben said, “My friend, I think the Miss has something there!”
“OK,” said Marvin, “we’ll just wait till he comes up the stairs.”
Then Mavis turned to Marvin, and said, “I’ll go down below,
And when I hear him on the steps, I’ll come and let you know.”
So everybody waited, as the minutes ticked away,
And Big Ben sounded out the fifteenth hour of the day.
And down below, next to the stairs that reached the second floor,
Mavis heard the Master’s steps approach his bedroom door.
So up the stairs she flew, and slipped beneath the large door’s crack,
Then grabbing hold with all the rest, she cried out, “Quick! He’s
back!”
So as our crew began to pull, the stand began to slip,
And pulling even harder, they saw it start to tip.
Then Marvin, grunting, cried out, “One more time, when I call three!”
And with that tug, the golden vase was launched, and flying free.
And when it hit the hardwood floor, the whole place seemed to
tremble.
And suddenly those weary legs and wings became quite nimble,
As everyone began to run and hide from flying glass,
Disappearing in a flash, until the sound had passed.
But at that very instant, they heard a voice below,
“It’s him,” said Windy.
“Are you sure?”
“My goodness, I should know!”
Then fluttering her silvery wings, Miss Molly shouted, “Look!”
And every eye beheld the dancing light upon the book.

d once again, they watched their friend, that dear and ancient sage,
Command the swirling winds to open to a special page.
Then summoning a shard of glass, that lay not far away,
He bid it come to where he wished, and rising, it obeyed.
And as the look of sheer amazement formed upon each face,
They realized the hand of God had set all things in place.
But then, that long awaited moment happened in a flash,
As one large hand pushed on the door, creating one big smash.
As pieces of the golden glass that lay there on the floor,
Now were flying farther than they had the time before.
“What’s this?” they heard the Master ask, bending toward the book,
And then they watched him lift his eyes up to the window nook.
Then saw him shake his head, and mumble softly to himself,
“I know that box was on that shelf. I put it there myself.”
But when he turned, prepared to close the pages of the book,
One small tear began to form, as he took one more look.
But when he looked again, he thought, I’m dreaming, that’s absurd,
Why would a light, and piece of glass be pointing to those words?
And then his eyes fell on the written words that St Paul’s said,
“Do not be like other men, yeh, do not be misled,
The dead in Christ shall surely rise, and they shall be revived,
To join with those who love the Lord, and yet remain alive.
Then all shall meet him in the air, and see HIM face to face,
And dwell with HIM forever, in God’s wonderland of grace.”

Then as he recognized the verse as one he’d heard before,
Repeated many times by that sweet someone he adored,
He picked it up and with his hands, held it to his heart,
As unseen souls rejoiced with tears, thankful for their part
In seeing one small knowing smile form upon the face,
Of one they knew had felt the touch of God’s redeeming grace.
Now, those hid out, just couldn’t wait to shout out, “Hip Hooray!”
And celebrate what God had done for everyone that day,
But when they saw the Master turn to finally take his leave,
They heard the sparrow’s song of love coming from the eaves.
Then Mavis tugged at Marvin’s sleeve, and then she tugged again,
Pointing out ol’ Smokey's ears behind the flour bin.
Then watching, as that sneaky cat checked every empty space,
Suddenly they saw a worried look upon his face.
Then Marvin whispered, “Hey, our feline friend looks rather vexed.”
Then Rueben snickered, “That’s because he knows he might be next.”

The End

