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How many times has someone told you, “Just follow your heart!” or “Dream big!” or “Just do it!”? Well, to a small mouse like Buckingham, it sounded like a very hard thing to do. Buckingham had been named after the illustrious palace by Grandmother Crumb, who had been named after a graham cracker box. She resented it. Grammy Crumb insisted that her grandson be named something important, and the most important thing she could think of was Buckingham Palace, where the king and queen lived.

	So, when a baby mouse was born to Mother and Father Crumb, he was named Buckingham Crumb. That's what he stayed despite the arguments of his parents and the whole Crumb family. Mother and Father Crumb felt that it was putting on airs to name their small son after Britain's most prestigious address. They even tried to shorten it to Buckie, but Grammy Crumb was stubborn. She was right; it is never wrong to dream big or be more than what you are. Think about it! If there were no dreamers in the world, it would be a very boring place for everyone.

	Buckingham was a living, breathing (though very small) example of expectation. Grammy Crumb believed in him. I will surprise everyone! he thought when he was old enough to be aware that he stood out wherever he went in his small world. The other mouse children would eye him and tease him unmercifully, but their unkind words only spurred him to explore more about his peculiar name.

	One morning when the sun was particularly pleasant and the bustling street wasn’t quite so bustling, Buckingham got his nerve up to do something unusual.

	I am going out into the big, wide world to see some things for myself! He was quite a brave little mouse, although he was not very big, and his fur had never settled on any particular color. He resembled a rumpled piece of lint or a dust bunny.

	So, while Mother and Father Crumb were out scurrying for tidbits, Buckingham did something extraordinary. He decided to go outside.

	He had been thinking that it would be impossible to change his life by living forever behind the stairs in the shadow of the coal bucket. So, he decided to go outside for the first time in his tiny life.

	Suddenly, leaping through a crack in the doorframe where the light showed through, he scuttled around a half-broken brick step and found himself on the streets of London. Looking up, down, and all around, he saw on the skyline Big Ben, which was chiming the noon hour, and across the way, the beginnings of Saint James Park. His tiny whiskers quivered, and his ears twitched. He had never known that the clock tower was so big! He had often heard the comforting bong bong bong of the bells from his mouse hole, but he never knew they were this loud in the outside world.

	It was amazing how colorful and exciting everything was! People walked back and forth without even noticing he was there! There were men with briefcases, ladies with baby carriages, and monstrous automobiles that sounded honk! honk! as they rolled past. He just couldn’t believe it!

	Inside his little nest of a home everything always stayed the same. He ate the same breakfast every day; the same stories were told around the dinner table; and all the other mice acted just the same.

	Outside everything was different!

	He remembered his auntie, Hobknob Crumb, telling him cautionary tales of the outside world as she nibbled bits of cheese and crackers around the dinner table. Everyone always nodded in agreement. Uncle Ticklemore Crumb, Father Garibaldi Crumb, Mother Petitfour Crumb, and sister Cookie Crumb all told him, “It's okay to dream, Buckingham; just don’t dream too big! You are much too small to have such big dreams!”

	They said all of this whenever he mentioned going on adventures. Then they would go back to their boring discussions of the condition of the larder, the garden cat, or the state of affairs in the house. It was all just too boring!

	Everyone ignored him except Grammy Graham. She secretly encouraged his curiosity and interest in being different. She always whispered into his little mouse ears, “There is no dream too big, Buckingham. Go out and find yours!”

	Now, standing on the doorstep looking around at the glorious streets of London, Buckingham was dumbfounded.

	Then something incredible happened as it sometimes does when you are at a crossroads in your life. A newspaper slung by a very careless paperboy came sailing out of the sky right down on top of Buckingham!

	It knocked him to the ground. Lying underneath it, he stared at the front page. The headline read: Buckingham Palace News! New uniforms for the Buckingham Palace guards. There it was, his name and pictures of the guards on horses with swords and tassels! So regal! So proud! Buckingham was stunned.

	His name was famous!

	Now, he wasn’t the best reader as far as mice go, but he had picked up a lesson or two from Grandma Graham, even though his family thought he was hopeless at his studies. As he looked at the headline, he thought, This is real news! This is something to get excited about!

	Scrunching out from under the newspaper, Buckingham carefully removed the article which had a picture of the palace guard as well as his name in large block letters. He rolled it up into a scroll and put it underneath his arm.

	Now, he didn’t want anyone to see his newspaper just yet, afraid they might tease him about it, so he looked around for someplace to hide. Scurrying into the garden, which he knew was quite safe as long as the cat wasn’t around, he looked for a good place to sit and read.

	It was starting to drizzle, and Buckingham was afraid his newspaper would get wet, so he slipped underneath an upturned gray pot with a broken chip in one side. This will do nicely, he thought.

	Uncle Ticklemore once told him that he had used a clay pot as an outside residence when Auntie had threatened to take away his pipe. The round hole in the top of the flowerpot let in a few stray drops of rain, but Buckingham was mostly dry, and it was safe to read to his heart's content undisturbed by anyone.

	Oh, what a marvelous bit of reading it was! There was a paragraph about the king’s noble horse guards and all the gossip of the royal palace. His head was filled with the glories of the king and queen, the bravery and prestige of the guards, and the overall splendor of the palace.

	Oh, what it must be like to be a palace guard in service of the queen! To be one of Her Majesty's officers and enjoy the prestige of their elevated rank! As Buckingham thought these things, his chest swelled with emotion, both fierce and patriotic. He had never been so proud to be a subject of the crown before. Even if he was still just a little mouse, he had big emotions. His mind whirled, and his whiskers trembled. Suddenly, he knew what his future was and what he wanted it to be. Tomorrow he would go to the palace and offer his services to the queen and be the best palace guard they ever had!

	That night as the Crumb family was sitting around the dinner table, which was actually just a spool of thread with a poker chip on top, Buckingham interrupted their chatter by tapping his hard bit of munster cheese on his glass.

	“Ahem!” he stuttered. “I have an announcement to make!”

	Then he blushed when everyone ignored him, as they always did.

	“Hey!” he shouted.

	Shocked, everyone turned to stare at him. Even his sister, Cookie, gave him her full attention.

	“I have decided to be a guard at Buckingham Palace!” he said happily.

	Everyone smiled at him and then went back to chattering and eating as though they hadn’t heard a word he said! Buckingham’s whiskers drooped, and his tail curled around his legs for comfort.

	“That’s okay, my Mousykins. Those silly biscuits will never listen to you until you hit them over the head with it!” said Grammy Graham. Then she stood up and squeaked in a very firm voice that everyone always listened to. It was her “mommy voice.” As you know, everyone in the whole world respects the mommy voice!

	“Hey there, everyone! Buckingham has a very important announcement to make, and you had better listen to him!” With a snort she sat down, crossing her small mouse arms for emphasis. Buckingham gave her a grateful nod and said, “Tomorrow I am going to be a palace mouse guard! That is what I have decided to do!”

	His mother burst into tears and began wailing, “My baby! My little baby!”

	Papa Crumb looked rather alarmed and bristled angrily. “See here, I won’t have it! I just won’t have it! Upsetting your mother like this!” he grumbled. Staring at Buckingham, he said, “What kind of foolishness is this?”

	Cookie Crumb, his sister, giggled helplessly and fell out of her chair onto the floor. Aunt and Uncle Crumb got up and quietly left after sneaking a few extra pieces of cheese into their pockets, because they never liked to get involved in family squabbles.

	Buckingham stiffened his chin stubbornly and sat there, waiting for whatever might happen next.

	“Oh, for ceilings sake!” Grandma Graham wasn’t convinced. “Enough of this noise. Let the child follow his dream! I think he can do it!” she said encouragingly.

	His mother dried her eyes on her apron and sniffed loudly as Buckingham began to speak of his dreams and wanting to be more than he was. So much more that they really couldn’t understand it at all. He talked about how he felt, how he didn’t fit in with the other mice his age, and how he had a very special dream. Nobody laughed, and nobody snickered afterward.

	Papa Crumb took off his spectacles and blew his nose with his big red handkerchief. He looked at Buckingham as though he were seeing him for the first time. Then he scratched his head and said, “I am for… I am for… I am for letting the
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