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				For my granddaughters, 

				Malea, Naima and Zola,

				who remind me every day 

				that magic begins with imagination.
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				Joseph awakened in the middle of the night with a loud, 

				empty feeling in his stomach. He must have been 

				dreaming about peanut butter and jelly again. 

				He’d done that before, more than once. Half-asleep, he glided 

				toward the kitchen, almost as if sleepwalking... but hungrier. 

			

		

	
		
			
			

		

		
			
				The kitchen always felt different in the dark. 

				The refrigerator hummed, softly. 

				Shadows stretched across the walls.

				 

				Joseph opened the fridge, and a cold white light 

				spilled across the floor and the stove. 

				Standing there with the

				refrigerator door wide open, 

				he made himself a 

				peanut butter and jelly 

				sandwich. 

				The wonderful smell of Peanut Butter

				drifted through the air…

				Then he heard something move behind him...

				on top of the stove.

				He turned and—OH MY…
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				 Joseph, “WAAAAAAAAAA!!!!!!!!”

				 You could say he was... 

				 “Speechless,” for a moment!
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				 “Hi! Is that Peanut Butter?”

			

		

	
		
			
			

		

		
			
				Joseph stared, “Uh, yes...”

				The mouse stared back.

				Then the mouse whispered softly,

				“Please don’t scream. I’m not emotionally

				 prepared for that right now.”

				Joseph just stood there 

				in stillness and total disbelief. 

				“You… talk?”

				The mouse sighed. 

				“Only when I have to. Tonight seems to be one of those times.”
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