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    Charlie the mouse was in paradise. His new life at the bakery was everything he could have ever asked for. Every day was like Christmas. Each new day was filled with sweets that he had only dreamed about. And even though there was no gingerbread, Charlie was in all his glory.  
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    Every night when the baker Mr. Dinglehopper went home, Charlie’s feasting began. Crumbs of mint cookies and bits of peanut brittle, plus all kinds of new treats were always available from the customers who came. Beneath the chairs and tables he would find them and snack until he couldn’t eat another morsel; he was so full.  
 
      
 
    Best of all, he had discovered the glories of ice cream ... mint ice cream, strawberry ice cream, mocha, rocky road - oh, the flavors were endless! And the sprinkles, the sugar cones, the whipped cream, and cherries were spectacular.  
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    Charlie never went to bed hungry and, in turn, decided to run extra laps around the floor every night. Upon catching a glimpse of himself in the reflection of one of the shiny mixing bowls one night, he saw a little too much fluff around his tummy. Not being a vain mouse, but one who remembered getting stuck in his mouse hole door one night not too long ago, he set out to make sure he could feast all he wanted while maintaining a healthy size.  
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    As the month of February neared, Charlie discovered a new favorite holiday. Valentine's Day brought visions of heart-shaped decorations and balloons to the bakery. People flocked to the shop with requests for Valentine’s Day gift baskets for their sweethearts, filled with wonderful candies and cookies. He watched them come in and out from his new sleeping place beneath the oven every day with wonderment. It didn’t matter that he couldn’t hear what the customers were saying. The sheer delight and joy in their faces made it obvious that love was in all their hearts for this holiday. It seemed even more so than at Christmastime. 
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    “Every day should be Valentine’s Day,” he thought to himself, fully content with his new home. “There’s so much love!”  
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    On the eve of Valentine’s Day, he watched as the baker lovingly prepared a special box for his sweetheart. For Mr. Dinglehopper’s wife, much like Charlie, had a sweet tooth and every year he created a special. new kind of cupcake just for her and no one else. This year he had made strawberry truffle cupcakes with cream cheese icing.  
 
      
 
    Charlie’s mouth watered, seeing all the heart-shaped lollipops, scones, taffies, and chocolates being placed in the box. He could smell the deliciousness of each and every morsel floating into his hiding space beneath the oven. And in that moment, he learned two new emotions: jealousy and greed; neither one an admirable trait.  
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    Charlie crossed his arms and sat with a huff. Why was Mrs. Dinglehopper the only one allowed to taste such delicacies? These special creations had been kept on a shelf cooling where he could not reach them and then packed away before he could eat some.  
 
      
 
    “It isn’t right for her not to share,” he thought.  
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    He longingly looked at the box as the baker closed up the shop and headed home for the night. It had been placed up on the counter where he never dared to go for fear Mr. Dinglehopper would find him and catch him. But this time, the temptation was too much. He had to have a taste.  
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Dinglehopper will never miss a little bite from the huge box of treats,” he thought to himself, scuttling out from beneath the oven. “There’s enough for both of us to enjoy.”  
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        Carefully he climbed up onto the counter and trotted up to the box. He slid between the wrapping ribbon and the lid and climbed inside. And then he saw the grand prize before him: the truffle strawberry cupcake. He sat in front of it, gazing up on the sugary goodness before him. It was almost too beautiful to taste. Almost.  
 
      
 
    Charlie bit into the cupcake, taking his one taste that he had promised himself. It was even better than he had imagined. So good that he took another bite. And another. And another. Then three more. And then the whole thing.  
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        In the end, the temptation was too much for him. He ate a taffy, a piece of peanut brittle, two lollipops, and a chocolate. Then another cupcake before he became too full to carry on. He sat with a belch, rubbing his tummy in satisfaction. Charlie didn’t feel the least bit sorry for his crime. In his eyes, Mrs. Dinglehopper still had ten cupcakes plus the various other treats to enjoy.  
 
      
 
    He yawned and sat back for a moment. He was tired and needed a nap to sleep off his gigantic meal.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll just close my eyes for a few minutes,” he promised himself. 
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