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The Manger Mouse

By Ralph W. Seager

For who hath des‘pised the day of small things? (fechariah 4:10 KJV)

HAVE walked through the Christmas story time and time again,

looking for anything that might have been missed. It seemed that
all had been discovered. Music, art, and literature have always been
busy in the manger scene. I have wondered whether anvthing at all
could possibly have been missed. The sheep have been saved — the
donkey, the cattle — every créche on our mantels has seen to that.
Drama has presented Mary, Joseph, the Babe, angels, kings, and wise
men, to which every Sunday school superintendent will attest. Specially
to the wrapping of innumerable turbans and the draping of outsized
robes! Everything gets into the act.

St. Luke said it best, of course, but might not a watcher yet find
something unreported from that night of nights? 1 thought it likely, so
I pried into every corner. of the stable, peering here, listening there,
and then suddenly, I saw in the corner of that manger what had been
missing for centuries, poetry-wise. There I caught two periods of
midnight looking out through a window in the straw where a mouse
bas been watching Christmas for two thousand years.

Surely, you might suggest, a mouse is too small a creature to bother
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with in the light of the Christmas scene. But wait. There was a time
back in Second Kings, when Hezekiah was ruler of Jerusalem, that
mice saved part of our heritage,

Sennacherib set siege against that city and Hezekiah was weakening
before the threat until Isaiah stiffened up his spine for him by an-
nouncing in Second Kings 19:32, 33:

Therefore thus says the Lord concerning the king of Assyria
|Sennacherib], He shall not come to this eity or shoot an arrow
there, or come hefore it with a shield or cast up a mound against it.
By the way that he came, by the same he shall return, and he shall
not come into this city, says the Lord.

And in that selfsame night, mice crept into the bivouac of Sennacherib
and, with a salt-hunger upon their nibbling teeth, chewed everything
of leather that had absorbed the saline of human sweat. They chewed
up the bowstrings, the guivers, the leathern sleeves where the arm
slipped in to hold the shield. And they did it very quietly.

In the morning when the besieger rose to the attack, his army was
helpless to wage any battle. All of their arms of war fell away at the
touch, and they retreated. The Assyrians were on the run — all he-
canse of micel

The Egyptians, who were interested in the ontcome of the antici-
pated hattle, thought enough of the incident to place a stone statue
of Sethos, their high priest, in the Temple of Vulean. In his hand the
sculptor placed a small mouse and inscribed these words, “Look on
me and learn to reverence the Gods.” Too bad that the secrctaries of
onr seripture did not record that acknowledgment.

But I made my discovery: that I have the moral right, the moral
obligation to do something for mice. Who will contend that it is il-
logical to put a mouse in a manger? Natural enough, say I. But more
than that — the right has been earned to creale one in the Christmas
scene, Surely, if mice could save the city of Jerusalem, the city of
God, it is not too much to assume that one might save one small mouse
in Bethlehem? So, with the poem below, I crept into the manger with
him and watched as he walched.

Now T feel that the story by St. Luke is truly complete. My mouse
is. there. I believe it is a creation, albeit a modest one. And I, who for
years held a marked aversion toward the mouse, now find that I de-
light in this quicksilver velvet on four feet. We are friends, that’s
what. Since this poem was wrilten, when I go to bed on Christmas
Eve, and think over its wonder and promise, I hear the faintest squeak-
ings going on beneath my pillow.

There is, I am sure, an inexhaustible magic in that manger.




The Manger Mouse

He opened a window in the straw

And poked out his nose, two ears, and a paw,
And all of midnight filled the skies,

Except where two dots were his eyes.

He saw the glow around the manger

And knew that something so muoch stranger
Than he had ever secen before

Ilad come in at the stable door,

The Light spread out to darker places,
And fired the garnets in the faces

Of goats and sheep . . . and all the cows
Wore amber jewels at their brows.

He stared al eyes thal watched from under
Horns and fleece, and gazed with wonder,
Unaware the Light had thrown

Starry diamends jnto his own.

—From Songs from a Willow Whistle by Ralph W. Seager.

Prayer: Our Father, we thank thee that in any day the small things
are not to be despised, that in thy lowliest creatures we see
testimony of thy magnificence.



