
 

 

The Mouse Without a House 

In a beautiful place called the Catskill Mountains, there was a small cabin. It sat at 

the top of a hill, with a wide covered porch looking out over a small clearing 

filled with many-colored flowers. The walls of the cabin were made of stones taken 

from the field just behind it, through a stand of ironwood, beech, and hemlock 

trees. Its fireplace was made of these stones too, with a tall chimney that sent 

lovely curls of smoke into the night sky when a fire was laid in it. It had two tiny 

bedrooms and a big open living room and cozy kitchen, and there were plenty of 

windows to let the sun shine in and to let anyone who wanted to, look out onto the 

world.  

The family who owned this cabin came there only for summer holidays and, 

occasionally, for enjoying fall weekends. So, this small and cozy cabin way up in the 

mountains was almost always empty, except for one small mouse. He was soft 

brown with little pink feet and a little white chin and a big round white belly. He 

loved to skitter about and explore the cabin, especially when there were any new things 

that the family brought there on their visits.  

He also loved to explore all the joys that the seasons presented outside. In the 

summertime, he could run about outside among the pale purple and blue of the 

Forget Me Nots and smell the sharp odor of the wild thyme when his feet bruised a 

leaf. In June, he could eat his fill of strawberries. There were large patches all around 

the meadow. Sometimes, he would lift a leaf and find a huge strawberry just waiting to 
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be eaten! Sometimes, he'd find just small sour ones or ones that some other mouse 

or chipmunk had munched and left behind. He would often clean his teeth with a 

bit of peppermint leaf while he was at it. He could watch the Moonshine grow its 

small white pompoms while the pale white spiders that made their home on these 

plants watched him with amusement. The days were bright and filled with birdsong 

and the busy wanderings of the animals that make their homes there.  

During the mild rainy days, he would play in the house. He could sit at the 

window and look out and count the raindrops or the types of flowers he could see 

from there. The Fly Catchers made their nest in the beams of the porch, and he would 

scamper up the indoor beams and see the babies in the nest just through the top of the 

glass doors.  

With the fall came most glorious kaleidoscope of colors in the tree tops, the 

bucks would spar and challenge each other, the turkeys puffed their feathers out, 

trying stay warm and look too big for a hungry coyote. It also brought the first hint 

of the cold weather. the Moonshine's pompoms would become soft and fluffy and 

fly away on the wind. He would run and wiggle and try to catch them as they 

parted from their stalks, off to make more moonshine in some other meadow, far 

beyond his little world. 

Once the thyme bolted up and became crowned with purple flowers and the 

Queen Ann's Lace looked as if it had been crocheted completely, this little mouse 

would decide it was time to be inside.  

A small mouse needs to stay warm. The snow comes early in the mountains 

and lasts a long time. And though its pure whiteness is glorious to see, it's as cold as it is 
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clean. But, by then, the storage trunks with all the blankets would be closed tight with 

smelly mothballs sprinkled in them, and the thin metal bureaus were cold and 

clammy even with some old work clothes piled in them. It was no fun running 

around on a cold floor, but he was grateful to be inside and able to keep his feet dry.  

In the warm weather, he would curl up on the cool stone ledges that formed 

where the walls met the timbers of the ceiling, safe from predators and biting bugs 

that lurked outside the holes that other mice slept in. But he was never really very 

comfy on the cold winter nights. He did the best he could to stay warm. He chewed 

up some stuffing from the living room couch, and tied it up with string from the 

ends of the rug on the floor and carried it up to a little crack in the stone wall, just 

above the stove in the kitchen, making a nice little nest for himself until the spring 

came and he could return to his fun and exploration under the warm sun when, after 

months of snowdrifts, icicles, and icy blue skies, the mild weather returned. The spring 

brought its bounty of blossoms and songs from bird and beast alike. It was this cycle of 

feast and famine of fun and survival in which this little mouse spent a number of years. 

On one of the warm late days of spring, while he was gleefully bounding up onto 

the couch and then jumping off again, waiting for an afternoon rain shower to end, 

the family who owned the cabin came driving up the hill to open up the house for the 

warm months ahead. His disappointment in being disturbed was promptly replaced 

by his curiosity about what they might have with them on this visit. It was these 

times that he loved best. He could spend his time rummaging and tunneling in the 

clothes closets and trunks and in the shoes the family left there when they returned to 

their home for weeks at a time.  
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The person known as Dad brought in the grocery bags and the tools he had 

brought home to fix during the winter. The other tall person named Mom carried 

suitcases and pillows under her arms. Deidre, the youngest little girl brought along 

toys and a bag of books, while the older sister, Johanna, carried a camera and a 

magnifying glass.  

Not much was put away immediately. Dad checked the generator shed to make 

sure no small animals had chewed the wires and Mom aired out the blankets and 

sheets that had been sitting in the trunks since the fall. Deidre promptly ran down the 

hill to the wide meadow that lay just beyond the trees in front of the house. Johanna 

wandered off behind the house to take pictures, catch the orange salamanders that 

nestled under the rocks, or to glimpse the tiny nests of mice or birds. The little mouse 

scurried to one of the back windows to watch her. He made a yuck face when 

Johanna searched around for the wet and clammy toads or pestered those trying to 

nap in their homes.  

Later, Dad, in between daydreaming in a chair on the porch, fidgeted with 

repairs, while Mom, birdbook firmly in hand, spied intently through her binoculars. 

Luckily though, no one noticed the small hole in the couch that this little mouse 

had gnawed to take the stuffing from. No one noticed the missing strings from the 

rug. 

There was one problem though. The little curious creature always watched 

from behind the windows while the family enjoyed the outdoors. He dared not run 

outside because they might catch him when he tried to sneak back in for the night! He 

watched as Dad mowed the lawn and there went his strawberries! Deidre picked flowers 
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from the farther meadow and brought them inside, but he wanted to go outside to see 

them. He crawled deep into the holes behind the stove to sleep without moonlight or 

stars for company because he could not risk not waking up in time on is favorite 

ledge to hide from morning eyes. But they were very nice people and their laughter 

made him smile too. So he remained patient knowing that they would not be there 

for too long. After all, the crumbs he scavenged were quite tasty! 

In the evenings, the family would gather on their favorite chairs or sofa by 

the fire and read. If he moved very quietly, he could climb up the back of the 

couch and look over the girls' shoulders and look at the pictures in their books. 

He liked Deidre's books best because they had large images with bright colors. 

Johanna's books only had small pencil drawings or pictures on some pages.  

He also heard many different kinds of music being played: Opera arias, 

Irish ballads, and Andean flutes. He thought these were as nice as the songs of the 

birds. From under the couch or from behind the metal owl sculpture on the hearth, he 

could watch the girls play board games with pieces almost as big as himself.  

One day, he heard Deidre telling mom that she did not want to unpack her 

suitcase because the cold metal bureaus made her pajamas feel clammy. Johanna 

woke up with puffy eyes because the smell of the mothballs Dad used in the trunks 

never completely came out of the blankets. She was very fussy and 

uncomfortable, couldn't she take her blankets from home? The little mouse felt 

some sympathy for her. Although he never minded the pungent odor of the mothballs, 

he'd not mind some warm clean blankets himself. 
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 It was not long after that, after the family had been out for the day, and the 

mouse had escaped outdoors to visit the chipmunks who were climbing in and out 

of one the many stone walls about the yard, that the future of this little mouse and 

his wonderful house began to take on new possibilities. He watched them drive 

back up the hill to the cabin with something enormous inside their car. He was so 

curious that he dared slipping right in the front door between their feet and whisked 

himself up the stones to the stove top.  

They brought a large wooden thing into the house with much heaving and ho-

ing and one-two-threes. He had never seen anything so interesting. It had five light-

colored drawers and handles that matched the brown of the frame. He listened as 

they all talked about how the drawers were big enough to hold plenty of clothes 

and blankets. They took away the small metal bureaus and placed the new one down 

with a thump. Deidre was very cheerful that she would not have clammy clothes and 

Johanna would not have smelly blankets anymore. There was room for everything 

except moths!  

Well, the mouse was fascinated by this new object in his home. But he had to 

wait until the family’s vacation was over. He waited and waited. But he just had to 

see this new bureau up close. It looked great for climbing and he was certain the 

drawers would be warmer and drier in the winter than the metal ones. Finally, the 

family packed up their car and went home. They would not be back for quite some 

time and he could play and play in the new bureau!  

He climbed up the back and found a small gap in the frame to slip through 

and looked into each drawer. The top ones had nothing very good in them, just 
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decks of cards and some crayons. But the lower ones had snugly pajamas in them, 

sweaters in plastic bags, and blankets. What a treat! Next winter he could snuggle 

into his own woolly winter house and stay happy and warn even on the coldest 

nights! And this was certainly true. After a few more uninteresting family visits 

and as soon as the chill descended on the mountains, our little mouse went to work 

collecting more stuffing from the couch. 

He decided upon the sweater drawer to make his nest. He gnawed a hole 

through one of the plastic bags, into the depths of the nice red sweater it enclosed. He 

spent lots of time arranging all the stuffing. He decided the green wool sweater that was 

lying right next to his was pretty and that its rich color would go well inside the reds 

walls of his nest. So, he chewed up some of that and it was just right. It was an especially 

cold winter with long nights of howling snowstorms or frigid days with sharp wind 

cutting across the ice. But our little friend was the happiest he had ever been. In fact, he 

even ventured out to have a snowball fight or two with the birds and went skating on the 

icy patches by the stream. He knew that the wool of his nest thawed the chill from his 

bones in no time at all! 

 Eventually, the spring came, then the summer. And with the sun, came the 

family once again. As usual, he watched them with a combination of interest and 

annoyance. One by one, they entered carrying the usual array of groceries, repaired 

tools, and suitcases. They followed their usual routine of investigation and 

relaxation. Then they all heard a shout. The littlest girl, Deirdre, had opened her 

bureau to put her clothes away and found this little mouse's wonderful little nest! 

Her lovely sweaters! Then Dad noticed the couch! The hole had gotten larger when 
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the little creature had taken more stuffing out. His little house within their house had 

been found out! He stood frozen on his ledge in the kitchen worried and sad that all 

his work would be ruined. This was a terrible mistake because Dad had a sneaking 

suspicion he knew who the culprit was and he began to scan the room for holes and 

other signs of infestation! As he looked up, the girls followed his eyes. Togehter they 

all settled their stares on the kitchen, up the stone wall, to the ledge, and  . . . 

A MOUSE! There he is! Get him! It was then that he realized they were 

looking at and yelling about him! He shot down the stones past their feet and up the 

chimney rocks to the roof stopping just in time before he ran right over the side! 

Inside the angry voices called 

"Something must be done before he nibbles the whole couch to bits!" 

 "Something must be done so the clothes are not ruined!" 

 So, over the weeks, out went the old couch in all its stuffing and coziness. In 

came the wooden framed couch with slim cushions that could be stored away when 

the family was gone. Oh! The poor little mouse was about to lose his winter lining 

for his home! It was bad enough not to be able to just go outside and play all he 

wanted to this summer, but now he’d be cold next fall and winter too! And the 

frame of the bureau was sealed off! Not even the blankets or sweaters would be of 

use to him now. He was so disappointed. The family had agreed that they would not 

kill any living thing, but they did set out many human traps so they could take him 

somewhere far from the house. He knew to avoid them but it was very hard to resist 

the smell of the yummy peanut butter they used as bait. 
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But, over time, Deirdre and Johanna seemed more and more upset too. But it 

was not the loss of the sweaters that upset them. It was not just that the new couch 

was kind of stiff. They realized that a little animal had put so much work into 

making a home. The girls thought of how happy they were when visiting the cabin 

and how comfy they were in their own centrally heated rooms in the winter. This 

little fuzz ball as they called him just wanted to be happy and warm too! Johanna 

was practical though. Mice shouldn't live in people’s furniture. People and wild 

animals don’t live well together! Deidre was insistent that the poor little mouse was 

probably so used to the house that he would not know what to do next winter! Mom 

and Dad said nothing was to be done. The mouse would be fine on his own. The 

little mouse spent the rest of the family's stay carefully tucked away deep in the 

few holes in the walls or as a guest of his chipmunk friends. 

As always, the family packed up after their last visit for the season and 

drove down the hill, home. The little mouse watched them go off, leaving behind a 

hard wooden frame for a couch and a large wooden bureau with no way to enter. 

This was going to be an uncomfortable winter. He decided to forget about it while 

there was still such glorious weather left.  

Then, one day, late in the fall, when the breezes turned bitter, the colors had all 

faded, but the snow had not yet come to clean the world, the family came driving up the 

hill. He wondered why on earth they would come up this late in the year. The car 

slowly pulled up and stopped by the door. Mom and Dad and the two girls all got out 

full of cheer and smiling widely. Out came groceries; out came suitcases, and, wait, 

what on Earth? Out came a small something wrapped in a blanket. What could it be?  
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There was no heave ho or struggle with this small object. It went right down next 

to the bureau. Just a small bump of something light being placed down in the empty 

space next to the big wooden bureau. Dad knelt and fussed by this secret thing, Mom 

carried the blanket away to fold up and bring home. The girls laughed and nudged each 

other playfully. This little mouse could hardly contain his curiosity.  

Finally, he heard Dad say that they should all go out for a walk. And they did. 

Without looking up or down, left or right, they strolled through the cabin very 

deliberately out the door. The little mouse crept slowly out of his spot in the crack in the 

stones on top of the oven and scuttled down the wall, to the floor, and into the bedroom. 

He couldn't believe his eyes! It was a miniature version of the large bureau that had been 

his little winter house. He looked all around it, and when he came to the back, there was a 

little space for him to crawl in! Inside, he found a perfect little nest made of red and green 

wool yarn and bits of down and old stuffing from the couch they had taken away that 

summer! It was a perfect fit! He couldn't believe his luck.  

While he was so absorbed in his exploration, the family had crept back around the 

house to the window and peeked in to see what the mouse would do. They looked in 

smiling as they saw how happy he was with their gift. They could not let him ruin their 

furniture or gnaw on their clothes, but they certainly could not let their little friend be 

cold all winter! No more traps, no more fussing. As long as he kept to his little domain, 

they would share their home. 

The girls were so pleased by this little fellow. Added to the fun of visiting the 

cabin was catching a glimpse of him coming and going from his own little house. He had 

become less skittish around them once he realized that they would not shut him out or 
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hurt him. Deidre even made sure that Dad was careful not to mow the strawberries down 

anymore.  Johanna was also pleased that all her explorations had paid off and she knew 

how to arrange the perfect nest for the little mouse and even gather little bits of grass and 

seeds for his comfort and pleasure. Mom and Dad were pleased to have been able to 

make one of the creatures of the woods welcome just as they felt welcomed by nature 

every time they were there. And, this little mouse did not just have his own house, he had 

his own family too! 

 


