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he curiosity of two 
adventurous mice, Rich 
and Cliff, has unintended 
consequences—a road 

trip in an RV and a new 
acquaintance from Austin.

Bill’s Story

big truck rumbled into 

master climbed out the door of the box 
on wheels.  “One, two, three, four,” Rich 
counted aloud, pointing to the enormous 
rubber tires.  “Five, six—there are double 
wheels on the back!” exclaimed Cliff.

“What’s it for?” Rich asked.  Before Sissy 
could answer, Richard continued, “Are they 
going somewhere in it?”

As they stood staring at the gigantic 
vehicle, Benjamin yelled, “Max is out!” Sure 

the side yard.  The four 

enough, Max’s bell 
could be heard at the 
back door.

mice gazed in curiosity as the 

Howdy!
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e had a mouse in our house when I was 
growing up.  Not just an ordinary mouse.  
This one could read and speak English.  

the same first name: Bill.  Bill (the mouse, that 
is), often read stories to us in the evening—
stories about a mouse family: Ben and Sissy 
and their two sons Richard and Cliff.

“From out on the lawn there arose such a 
clatter,” Bill recited.  He paused at our puzzled 
expressions.  “No, it’s not a Christmas story,” 
he chuckled.  “It’s a story about a special kind 
of extra-big truck that the master drove,” he 
continued as the three of us boys made our-
selves comfortable, settling in for another of 
Bill’s entertaining bedtime stories.
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Coincidently, my father and our mouse had 
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 big truck rumbled into the side yard.  
The four mice gazed in curiosity as the 
master climbed out the door of the box 

on wheels.  “One, two, three, four,” Rich 
counted aloud, pointing to the enormous 
rubber tires.  “Five, six—there are double 
wheels on the back!” exclaimed Cliff.

“What’s it for?” Rich asked.  Before Sissy 
could answer, Richard continued, “Are they 
going somewhere in it?”

As they stood staring at the gigantic 
vehicle, Benjamin yelled, “Max is out!” Sure 
enough, Max’s bell could be heard at the 
back door.

Each family member—Rich, Cliff, and 
their parents Benjamin and Sissy—darted to 
sheltered openings on the side of the house.  
From their secure havens, they continued to 
watch the activity.  There was indeed a clat-
ter on the lawn.

The master and the mistress were carry-
ing things out the back door of the house 
to the big metal box.  Back and forth, back 
and forth they went.  There were blankets, 
pillows, coats, dishes, silverware.  There was 

Bill’s Story

Copyrighted Material



3
3

The Mouse in the RV

The Gigantic Vehicle

Copyrighted Material



4
4

The Mouse in the RV

a toaster and the master’s pipe and his walk-
ing shoes.  There was Max’s bed.

“How strange!” Benjamin exclaimed, 
as the master passed by with Max’s pillow 
and a basket brimming with cat toys.  Cliff 
always took exception to the stuffed toy that 
looked like a mouse.  He thought it encour-
aged the wrong kind of behavior in a cat.

For better than two hours, the master 
and the mistress trundled household goods 
from the house to the funny-looking truck.  
The four mice surveyed the scene from the 
safety of their mouse house entrance.  “That 
smells like food,” Cliff cried, as a large red-
and-white plastic container was loaded.  
When the family car was hitched to the back 
of the big box, Rich got worried.  “They must 
be moving!  What will we do for food?”

“I don’t think they’re moving,” Sissy said.  
“They aren’t taking any furniture.  Maybe 
they’re going on a vacation.”

Finally, from out of the house strolled 
the master, tightly gripping a leash with Max 
attached.  “Well, that’s it.  We’re done and 
ready to go,” announced the master’s wife.
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“Now, that’s more like it,” danced 
Benjamin.  “They’re taking the pesky cat 
with them!”

Cliff and Rich, overcome with curios-
ity, darted after Max.  They ran beneath the 
big box and Cliff jumped up on the jagged 
rubber tire treads.  Rich followed behind 
and, using the treads as a ladder, he and Cliff 
reached the top together.  There they dis-
covered steel rails like the ones in the mice 
tunnels in the house.  They balanced on the 
rails like tightrope walkers until they found 
a small space that opened into the cupboard 
beneath the kitchen sink.

They froze as someone opened the door.  
The mistress shoved a box in their direction 
as Rich ducked behind a roll of white paper.  
There on the other side of the open door 
stood Max!  Max curled his upper lip and 
wiggled his nose.  Sniffing the air, he walked 
in their direction.

The mistress slammed the door in front 
of Max.  “That area is off limits to you,” she 
scolded, shaking her finger at him.

Max walked away, but turned and wist-
fully meowed back in their direction.  Cliff 
peeked through a vent in the wall as Rich 
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darted back towards the hole they had come 
up though.  Cliff watched as Mistress picked 
up Max. “Oh, what a nice kitty you are to 
come with us,” she whispered.  “But your 
collar is loose, and you’ve lost your bell,” she 
added, adjusting Max’s collar as she walked 
out.  Max purred in her cradled arms as she 
shut the door.

Suddenly, a rumbling noise came from 
the front of the box.  It was loud, like the 
roar of a fire engine.  The big metal box 
swayed back and forth.  Rich tried ducking 
back down the hole they had entered, losing 
his balance again and again as the big box 
jerked forward several times.

The boys could see their parents as the 
metal box pulled out of the driveway.  They 
waved to them as it turned left.  Benjamin 
and Sissy got smaller and smaller as the back 
wheels hit the curb on the driveway.  Thump 
went the wheels as they hit the pavement.  
The road beneath them moved faster and 
faster, making them dizzy when they looked 
down.  Rich and Cliff darted back inside to 
the safety of their new home.

The rhythm of the road soon rocked the 
two mice asleep.  For a while it was a quiet 
ride.  Then the big box stopped moving, and 
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