


Once upon a time in the forests of Rochester there lived a
mouse mumed Squeaky, who hated owis. They were always picking
on him and said he was small. That wasn't even the worst of it, one
day they even ate his best friend! 3o, be decided to make plans to

trap an owl. He began by preparing a rack of army swits that was
filled with tons of uaiferms.




Now, everyone knows that before you sttack an owl you have
to find their secret hiding place. After much searching he found one
arsd then be started to gather mice from all over the wanld 1o get
ready for battle. There were one hundred mitlon mice whe came
and soon they were all trained to fight. Scme even lezmed how to
tise barate and crack twigs! But, mdiy one mowse wandered into owl
territocy and got caten.  The next day they fownd his pellet and
burled it.
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T.hnd:—u.‘h was the last straw! 'I'I:u: muoise army got on thelr acom
helmets and marched with walnuts In band. The surprise attack
startied the owls a3 they beard Squesky yell, "Ready, Alm, Firel® and
then saw the walnuts belng fired at them. Then an amazing thing
happencd, Squeaky’s friends the Chipmunles came tool They chased
the owls In the trees while the mice threw walnuts from belaw,




"BANG!" Cae owl fell but ten more came. The battle raged on and
many mice died, but the firal victory belonged to the mice. They
celebsated their eotrsge and might with o grest parade where
Squeakey was carried high on a royal throne, and to this day the story
of Squeaky is told to all the young miee in the forests of Rochester,




