
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	OEBPS/image/PAGE_1.png
Once upon a time, in a cozy little
house on Maple Street, there
lived a small gray mouse named
Mental Murphy. Murphy wasn't
like other mice who were happy
with crumbs. No, Murphy loved
cheese more than anything in
the whole wide world—
especially the stinky kind! The
stinkier, the better. His little pink
nose would twitch and wiggle
whenever he dreamed of big,
smelly wheels of cheese.
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“Just one tiny nibble,” he
promised himself. “No one will
even notice.”

He leaned forward and took the
smallest bite.

CRUNCH!
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There it was, sitting on the
counter: the giant blue wheel,
glowing softly in the moonlight.
Murphy climbed up a dish towel
like a brave mountaineer and
stood right in front of it.
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“That cheese is calling my
name!” Murphy whispered to
himself, his eyes sparkling with
excitement. All night long, while
the family slept and snored,
Murphy waited. When the house
was quiet and the moon shone
through the window, he tiptoed
across the kitchen floor.
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One evening, the family in the
house brought home something
very special: a huge wheel of
blue cheese. It was called Blue
Stilton, and it had funny blue
veins running through it. To the
people, it smelled like old socks
left in a gym bag. But to Murphy,
hiding behind the fridge, it
smelled like the most delicious
treasure in the universe!






