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Miss Minniva Schoolmouse, like many other great artists before
her, rose from humble beginnings. Born one of five children to
Chester and Lydia Fieldmouse, she spent her early years in a
modest but cozy burrow in the Great Meadow beside Union
School. It was a happy childhood, for although Mr. and Mrs.
Fieldmouse were unable to give their children much in the way
of riches, they gave them something far more valuable A

abundant amounts of time and love.




Then, in October of 0698,
A terrible hurricane swept through

Great Meadow, turning the quiet brook

beside Minnivads burrow
river that violently swept away Min-

nivads home and family.

Minniva herself barely escaped when
she was snagged in the roots of a fallen
tree. Bruised and choking, she fought
her way up the hill to Union School.
Looking down upon the vast lake that
had been Great Meadow, Minniva real-
ized that she would probably never see
her home or family again.



Heartsick and weary, Minniva inched her way along
the schoolds ol d stone
chink large enough to slip into. It was safe and dry
inside and Minniva curled up and fell quickly into an
exhausted sleep.
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The next morning, Minniva awoke feeling stiff and sore
and heavy with sorrow, but she was also hungry and
there was a delicious smell coming from somewhere.
Minniva crept out into a large, dark room and followed
her nose. Soon she came to another room, big and bright
and bustling with people. Minniva had never been close
to people before and she was frightened, but she was
VERY hungry. Minniva watched from the shadows until
she saw a large crumb of something fall to the floor.
Summoning all of her courage, Minniva dashed out,
whisked it up, and dashed back to the dark room.
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The crumb turned out to be piecrust, which, of course, Minniva had never tasted before.

# It seemed to her the most delicious thing she had ever eaten and she ate and ate until
& she couldn't hold another bite.




Feeling contentedly full, Minniva decided to explore. She roamed upstairs and down and
in and out of rooms and was growing more and more comfortable with her new sur-
roundings, when suddenly she was scared nearly out of her wits by the clanging of an
outrageously loud, shrill bell! In an instant, the school was overflowing with noisy, bus-
tling children. Minniva shivered, terrified, in a corner, waiting to be discovered, but the
children seemed otherwise occupied. Soon they disappeared into rooms, quiet returned,
and Minniva ventured out once again.
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The children, she decided, were quite fascinating. They were doing
something called learning, and the more she watched them do it, the
more Minniva wanted to do it too. As the days and weeks and months
went on, Minniva sat in on kindergarten until she learned her alphabet
and her numbers. Then she sat in on first grade until she learned add-
ing and subtracting and how letters made sounds, and how sounds
came together to make words thené
wonderseée Minniva | earned to READ!
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Reading changed Minnivaos

scover e

Union School and Great Meadow, and that the world was full of all sorts of creatures.
Books became Minnivads passion.

in the middle of the Union School library and

look around at the rows and rows of books and
see, not paper and cl oth
who lived within the pages waiting to take her

on great adventures, teach her things she had

never known, and waiting

to tell her stori.esé —won
derful, wonderful stories! ; e

Minniva thought she \ - |
would be content to spend N

her whole life just reading ‘\«=w ,y/// ."

and learning, UNTIL...




the day she happened to si
a student in that class, but of course, none of us knew then that
Minniva was there. Mrs. Bixby, our teacher, had invited a REAL
AUTHOR to come to class that day and talk about the books she
had written.

We were all excited to meet the author, but Minniva was in awe!
She couldn't believe she was in the presence of someone who
had actually written a book! She listened spellbound as the au-
thor, Ms. Finney, read from her book and then answered our
guestions about how it was written and published.
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and fell ow students. o

We all began enthusiastically sharing story ideas as Mrs. Bixby
began passing out papers, but Mi
ished. How could she enter the contest, she wondered? She

wasn't a student. She was only a mouse. No one even knew she

was there. Sadly, she left her hiding place and slipped out the

door.
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continued. The winning book will be made into a pic-
ture book and placed in libraries all over the coun-
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OUR OWN BOOKS! We all began to chatter excitedly,
unaware that Minniva was trembling in the shadows,
barely able to catch her breath!
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