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IVAN KUSAN

- My Friend Pet

- Lenrane pacvre momirain a Fenfant riche son propre joujon, qui celuici
examinail avidement comine un objer rare ef inconni., Or, cc joujou, gue le
pelis souilion agacail, agitaic ef seconait dans tone boite grillée, ¢'étair un

vivaii!

{Ch. Baudelaire: LE JOUJOU DU PAUVRE)

cbrave, after all the bed-bugs, the rats, the lice, the scabs and the filth,
thexy give ns pancakes ...

(M. Kricla: ON THE BRINK OF REASON)

Oufdn;' sait que ln vuc des chars, des rats, criportent la raison hors des
pomds:
2 R

B. Pascal: PENSEES)

Et derricre eux
courent des raits des villes ¢f des rats des champs.
Its s'en vonf tous vers la Basiillc
ff. Préver:: RUE DE

How now! A rat? Dead, for a ducat, dead!
{W. Shakespeare:

Two rats crept up the curtains, and ran smelling backwards and
on the bed. One of them caime up almost 1o my face, whereupon }
fright, and drew out my hanger to dejend mvsclf. These horrible an

the boldness to attack me. ..
(1. Swift: GULLIVER'S §

ol had a rotten bad Adream last wight — dreamt about rots.

»No! Sure sign of trouble.«
(M. Twain: TOM |

It roots in the ground — it isn't 1the pig, it’s dark in colour — it isw',
and 1o evervone — it's a pest.
{Slavonic riddie:

»And how do von like the Water-ra (2« asked the Duck. »I am rat.
that [ have annoved hims, said the Linnet. »The fact is, that ] t
story with a morale

»Ah! That is alwayvs a very dangerous thing to do«, said the Duck.

(0. Wilde: THE DEVOTED

IT MUST SEEM STRANGE 10 you that I am going to te
about an ordinary mouse. Personally I should never have pre
talk about myself, for I do not suppose that there could be
to interest you in my life. In fact I do not even know wh
addressing mysell to: cats, humans or some third kind of mo:
beings. Up to a few mouse vears agoe 1 did not even know
all existed. If it had not been for Pet. That is it, if it had
for Pet. Actually this is going 10 be Pet’s siory. Pet was
to draw my attention to humans as beings who know mo
us than we do about ourselves. Pet used to explain to me that t}
books where all of us mice were arranged according to size,
tail, colour, temperament and other characteristics, and as s

~human saw one of us he would immediarely know what kind

They, humans, even classify rats as well. Yes, that is how P«
begins. It was a gloomy autumn evening, a month after that ni
he first drew my attention to the difference between rats a

At that time I was living at the back of a wood-shed, in :
spacious pea tin; to be honest I had called it a house and »m
until then, but Pet taught me to call things by their buma
for they are the most precise and clearest, Pet says. Qur printi
had just got going then and we used to print part of oui
newspaper, »The Rat Herald«, on it. It is true that we only pri
gossip and sports’ columns in that cellar — while the rest of t



was printed somewhere else — but for all that — thanks again to
Pet — who had a very good technical mind and considerable engineer-
ing ability — we had very advanced machines, so that we did the work
quickly and easily. I had a fair amount of spare time that I used to
like to spend reading; I got a reasonable salary, occasionally in milk
and cheese; and I was just about perfectly contented with my lot.
Until Pet »put mice in my head«.

As I was saying, that gloomy autumn evening, Pet ran into my tin,
his eyes shining. He was shivering all over from the damp that
had already settled in the air, and from some hidden excitement.

»Hello, Sik,« he said, in his brisk voice and closed his eyes. »The
time has come. The time has come. 1 think the time has come.«

I locked at him, almost frightened. Pet was a very good-ooking
mouse: his longish muzzle ended in a strikingly black nose decorated
with wonderfully straight dark whiskers; his coat was silvery-grey and
irreproachably clean and brushed; and his soft grey eves were the
most beautiful mouse’s eyes I had ever seen, and any beauty would
have envied him for them, even Gri; his legs were fragile, but still fitting,
and he always held his tail, his long thin tail, raised a little at the end,
which gave his whole appearance an air of dignity. Sc striking and
stylish was he that any mouse who happened to look at him would
kave forgotten how thin and smalli Pet was, And he was no bigger
than a pygmy mouse, or the sccalled micromys minutus, There, I
learned that from him as well: what kind of mice there were, according
to human books, and what they were called. I learned that I myself
am an ordinary common mouse, mus nuscuius, which I had in fact
suspected, for I have always regarded myself as a perfectly ordinary
mouse. He, of course, was a »thoroughbred« mouse, or mus spicflegus
Petenyi and it was because of this last, strange name that he had
adopted the nickname Pet which was how he always signed himself
and the only name we ail knew him by.

Pet’s misfortune, or perhaps his good fortune, was the fact that
he came into the world exactly underneath the human so<alled
»City Library« and that his parents were very educated mice. In the
basement of the City Library there was a store of books that people
scarcely ever borrowed, and it turned out — something I could never
understand since I knew that humans were the most perfect and wisest
beings — that the books which were read the least were both the most
valuable and the cleverest that the human race had ever created. And
there, instead of their being in humans’ rooms, they were within reach
of the little paws of the young Pet, who had devoured the whole
of rat and mouse literature at a very tender age and begun to search
for other reading-matier. Having mastered catarabic, doggerel and some
other languages he has recently launched with immense enthusiasm
into the great human languages like Arabic and Greek, and various
others. Do not ask me how a mouse, however »thorough-bred« can
learn these languages, because it is not all that clear to me either.
In his present flat under the City Library. I would always smile when
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I caught sight of the apparatus, a kind of lift, that his father had
made to help him turn over the pages of books that were far bigger

regularly afierwards as well.

In a word, Pet was a terribl
_ _ s ‘ y educated mouse: he knew music
pxstqry, literature and philosophy like the tip of his own tail. Hé
inspired not only respect, but aiso fear, at least in us mice, I had

of meeting him, because rumour had it that he was conceited and
had no time for the ignorant. I am naturally not a particularl
educated mouse. I have studied our literature, particularly the work}sl
of the' well-known Epimus Alexandrinus, our only classic I liked the
memoirs of our military commanders in the wars agair’lst the cats
I cpuld stutter aleng in catese, and [ could even read the famous:
1ex1c9n about mice and their extermination. I had scarcely heard of
Ar‘abt-c or Greek... And then one day along came Pet with the new
printing machines and a carefully worked-out plan and instructions for
?v?eti?tlr‘ltg fthe paper };)n which we were going to print »The Rat Herald« ;
got 1t from two huma - i i
quite other. purmeny i so-called »Chemists«, but humans used it for
I understood at once that Pet was not the least conceited; he was
exceptionally amiable to us and I watched amazed as, his iail held
high, he explained the same things over and over agai;l lo our type-

before me. I quickly got to hear i
f : _ people saying that I was conceited
F;Lause I was friendly with that »stuck up« Pet. Then I understood
oseIOFd stories about him and his pretentions. It must be that you
gea!?()isways tell when a mouse has brains and that’s what irritates his
ques?ir(l)i S(;J our friendship grew, so the days passed until that strange
Ne summer evening when I had just finish i
the Ii\it baper and despatched it. ! inished running olt
»Would you like to be a rat?« Pet studdenly asked me, stj i i
. »Woul : 3 , STiff
tail, his big eyes flashing unusually brightly. Fming his
- A rat? I was dumbfounded. »Why should I want to be a rat? I'm
right as I am, for cat's sake. In fact, what's the difference? It's

us all in the same catego; '

' Ty, yourself: we're all ’ ?

Even dormice and voles ., .« - rodents, aren't we?

n »Yes, we're all _rodenrs,« Pet said thoughtfully, »but try saying

w;jicio rats; t;‘y telhr;g them they're mice... But in fact perﬁaps ymj
expressly not like to be a rat. For don't £

sur brothers would.« 7 forget that many of
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»Rats are bigger and strongere I mutered hesitantly. »But they...
they don't seem exactly bright. It would take a lot to make me want
to be a rat after that... after all T've learned, all you've taught me.«
Pet smiled nervously, and his tail twitched gaily to right and left.
»So,« he said, »you've got mice in the head as well now«
sFor the love of Cats, what have I got in my head? Mice?« 1 was

astonished.
Pet began to explain what I did not realize with his customary
lasted several hours he re-

relish. In an uninterrupted oration that
viewed everything humans had ever written and said about mice
and — rats. Until then I had enly known that they distinguished us,

disposed us, christened us with different names, but I had secretly
thought that it was all only so that they could fight us more easily,
exterminate us in the simplest and swiftest fashion. It appeared,
however, that they were far more concerned with us than a mouse
would have thought, they even refered to us in the course of their
daily conversation.

»You'll hear Germans, Pet expounded,
one of the great human nations — vou'll hear them say »w
mouse is full, he does not care for foods, meaning by that a satisfied
guest, someone hard to please; the English — that’s another nation —
say you are »guiet as a mousec when they want to emphasize that
you are going quietly; and the French — yet another natjon — say
of a frightened man that he would like to hide in a »mouseholex,
while of something impossible and unrealizable they say »it never
happened that a mouse built a nest in a cat's ears, and so on and
so on: not to mention everyday expressions such as »like a drowned
rate, »poor as a church mousex, and so on. But my favorite saying
is still »to have mice in the head« used by the Italians, the Germans
and maybe some others as well. The Slavs say »to have bugs in the
head«, the English »to have a bee in one's bonnet«, but naturally
prefer the one about mice. Because it is more accurate as well. That's
what we're like.«

And then Pet explained in detail exactly what it meant to have
mice in the head. The idea of the difference between mice and rats
was, therefore, the 'mouse’ that he had 'put in my head’ and which
would give me no peace now. A mouse in a mouse’s head! 1 had

»and the Germans are
hen a

to laugh.

But he went on explaining. My flesh began to creep a little at his

words. He mentioned the fact that, whereas humans still seemed to
like mice in a way (one of the most popular figures they had invented
and who appeared in newspapers throughout the whole human warld
was the brave, clever and noble Mickey Mouse; in their natural histories
they even wrote about us: »When we look calmly at a rnouse we see
that it is a very beautiful and engaging little creature .. .«), they did,
however, have a very poor opinion of rats. In many languages rats
were spies and turncoats and traitors; and the English for example
say they »smell a rate when they suspect something bad.
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- tllig; {::es r{(e)atne people for now. They are clever, of course: but
and reloire o tf:apable of understanding our actual circumstz’ances
think ot frats. ans. s l‘;vhy I prefer tc: ask you, Sik, to tell me what you
o _ why you wouldn't like to be cne despite the
M_ey re‘blgger and stronger?« ‘p ¢ fact
» y
bl t}ﬁi‘é Tit?l mé)usl(?s head reaily are an awkward and uncomfor-
avle wa;{ " l?f v ;;jﬂe I.began to _understand Pet and I reflected
thoue 1y of 3. while his gentle, intelligent eyes watched me as
braery S er c’eahing in them the thoughts that teamed in my own
a1 »Ratz :rg g what Pet was-thinking at that mement and that
aeainer ti igger and physically stronger than mice. In wars
the victors. In a wa‘iythz:;(e al:‘;agtexrai;l:ne?:ritng E;Jnd e ven emerge
e ! 1 ctors because, while i
the?r I;u‘:nagi{: tlﬁey‘ know how to defend themselves and th‘:; Il?(;?g
Hor O c-onsidel; tyhsmal strength cannot even be compared to theirs
ures in tho e kv_:m among the most corrupt and underhand crea-‘
be o the s mgd,orn.v But so what? So what? Surely humans can
oisAKER - I:Iblev’oesr!l) L worry me that rats have more living space
Kmowloges (e ref igger, they need it. But, when it comes tc;
prove anyr}'ﬁ:.z o ol course glad I am a mouse, but that doesn't
B e an anyt%in aresay rats wouldr’t want to be little, insignifi
g, either.. .« ' grificant
»You said that rats are stupid i i
o s i : pider,« Pet smiled cunningly. »Didn’
gbﬁt th{z ;aéli IS;ey aégn t exactly bright... or educated,« I wagslycon?&s;ldt
only the small h:vee tot%ebz,lefr{;: Cba(:;iuiakt:il e rong - MaVbe'
) i . e they've no alternative.. «
smiiedBu: \E:iilapsll 'the §tup1d haj.re no a%temative but to be strong«-Pet
becam:z terribli SZ i(t;li rg;ﬂii Lns r:ﬂ crilretc;jons; and then he suahenly
oeea : . o this; who decides ho
chee esesﬁ"(:}l) I;LH r%e; tfor your W9rk: rats. Who decides the ;pa),-'r:rlver?tI I;EI;
docies bl malg s I spent inventing this new printing press; who
writing, iy o 1ny crumbs of cheese Il get for the article I'm
knowleEige anda 1;)&_2535 lthe whole of my work, effort, sacrifice, all my
mapiocge an h: xlty._ rats. Creatures who don't know h(,JW this
ety ks B ve 1o judge what reward T deserve for my invention
what my s mcgpable even of reading a newspaper have to judge'
nothing judes gl that same newspaper is worth. Those who know
the whole st%)rya?)f r?trilz;litde I;I;gewl?;kt cl)lf lzhose o SO ity
o _ . That half-wit human John Stein
Vidual Tuman existence, not 4 saouer et s hrogeey of @ litle i
I did not have to work ;?rom daw sk 0 S s ot e T
e . n to dusk to earn a bit of cheese rind
Caref;f;ﬂdsrzntfa 2; great tragedy about mice and rats. Because, listen
e ’stren' - thare unhappy too. They are the victims of their
D s e gthe, ley know th:%t strength is ail they have and if they
rageds beg{ns Jhegsethzverytthu}g,' even _their ‘name. And their real
strength but intelligence. }:I’ogequé?e‘:r ?f‘fd 0 things that require not
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to me that Pet was perhaps a little mad; his calm eyes were now
shining and flashing wildly. I did not sleep a wink the whole night
long. I felt frightened and restless as in the days of the fiercest cats’
attacks when no-one could sleep for terror. For a leng time I could
not understand what exactly was troubling me, untii I suddenly realised
that for the first time in my life I was proud of being a mouse.
An ordinary, small, poor, insignificant mouse, but nonetheless — a
mouse.

The days passed, the autumn nights became increasingly icy; I
pulled out the tin lid and closed the opening of my dwelling at
night. Pet and I met regularly, chattering about this and that. And
I began myself to write in the »gossip« column of our »Rat Herald«
and I felt more and more that it was wrong for us mice to write
predominantly about rats since they were not capable of writing about
themselves. Pet, who had changed somewhat of late, said that we,
both rats and mice, were altogether too immature for journalism, that
the main thing was to have enough bacon and cheese, and then we
could hold forth about spiritual values. But in fact good old Pet did not
really think that. He probably tried to think that way because he had
fallen desperately in love. Her name was Gri. She was staggeringly
beautiful. She was the main star, the main singer at our main rat
variety theatre.

Gri was, naturally, a mouse. It is strange that even then I realised
that it was natural. [ had never noticed that a rat could be as charming,
as attractive — if you insist — as our mice were. You would be
quite right to say that as an ordinary mus musculus I am not even
capable of judging the beauty of large rats, who, if the truth were
known, would not have deigned to so much as glance at me. But it is
a fact that even rats — my best illustration of this was our chief
editor Epi — showed far more inclination towards delicate little
female mice than towards their own kind. The afore-mentioned Epi,
my editor, was a singularly striking rat — at least I thought so.
He belonged to the family of rural rats (epimys norvegicus), as Pet
informed me. Epi was not much cleverer than the rest of his kind, but
he behaved arrogantly, haughtily, he talked loudly, shouted at his
employees, launched self-confidently into conversations on topics he
knew nothing whatever about — and with all this inspired everyone,
including me, with an awesome respect. And there, that Epi was just
crazy about the little mice who, no matter how chaste and honourable,
used nevertheless to give in eventually: for after all Epi was a man of
some standing, a friend of all the rat potentates, owner of several
luxury flats filled with food and linked by secret passages where no
cat nor any other enemy could penetrate. Epi could not make any
headway in his wooing of the beautiful Gri; the manager of the
variety theatre used to pursue her as well but with no success. The
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L Ty tedRCTdAl 11 was not only a be 2 m
s aty but also a m
refined taste and a true mouse’s soul. ¥ ouse of

In the winter therg was a big pan-rat co.mpetition for the best

made the decision. And 80, two days before the big contest — in which

the lovely Gri was to a :
i p . ppear as the main star — .
Into my tin, his eyes ablaze. Pet came charging

song»'frlllet Otlrtiz };?;] tcoi‘ne,« htlef kzgt saying monotonocusly. »Fve sent a
! i €5t mysell. And it's not an ordinary i

serious 'chanson’. Allegorical, in fact. Y Jingle, but a
»Allegor .. .?« I asked.

Pet explained patiently, but I could
! : ;- _ not grasp exactly what it was
all about. [ just waited mpatiently for ?he day ofy the contest
particularly when I learned that Gri was going to sing Pet’s song '

»I shall try just this once to offer our mouse and ... rat world
something: I shan't say worthwhile, for I'm not sonconceited «
expounded Pet enthusiastically, »but new, different from what the ?’I:e
used to. I think mice are sufficiently mature by now for songs v?rith
real content and that they will. know how to take something thgat isn't
bmerely & meaningless, monosyllabic jingle. For me personley it will
be a last attempr... perhaps I have underestimated the world I K
in. I believe that the rats’ days are numbered . . « e

I waited for the great day with feverish impatience, and with the
same sentiments I entered the large hall of our theat;-e. I stood on
S}?e side fo.r all the better places were taken. The rats had installed
; stelves_ in the front rows as usual, so that mice, although smaller
II? thts? fhmst themselves up onto their toes in order to see the stage:
Epi androtr;lte rtt)}\lv I caught sight of the great dark heads of my editor
burst ot e Eheatre manager Ratt. The curtain went up, applause
b amazinnl e great spectacle begar}. New song followed new song,
though | hagd yhenoug_h each one was immediately familiar to me as
occacoma 2 eard it a hundred times already. Mavbe there was an
or taal ¢ ne.argong them that would have appealed to me a year
i b(ogcl,. ut now, when I had »mice in my head,« I was
o hea}t e(;r pathetic content and titles: »Gh my dariing Ratx«,
T Catrs« an ;o;l a rat«, »In my bei_oved rat country«, »QOne rat
umr ..r. ;1 then, suddenly, er appeared, greeted by the
g announcr:g?j ?vah of all present, looking more beantiful than ever,
Two grons e neag?;.\zonderfully gruff voice the title of Pet’s song:
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receive them straight away, this very evening, since they had come on
extremely important business.

Mrv and Kis were our most highly regarded critics. Mrv was a music
critic (he had started as a singer, but had had to abandon his career
because once when he was singing the rat anthem at a concert he had
beiched at the word »rat«}, and Kis was an art expert (a failed sculptor
who had given up when he made the tail on the monument to 2
distinguished rat personality a whole milimetre too short). It was
significant that Mrv and Kis were mice — it would be hard to {ind
rats capable of writing any kind of reviews — but of the so-called
Balkan mouse family (mus epimelas); they are the biggest of all the
mice and it is hard for the layman to distinguish them from small rats.
It was obvious that their physical build had influenced their character.
Being mice they were fairly intelligent and educated but, since they
half belonged to the rat clan and had suffered their whole lives because
they were not born rats, they were sufficiently brazen to have secured
themselves positions immediately below the rats. In all honesty one
must admit that the rats themselves despised them even more than
they did mice because of their obsequiousness and obtrusiveness, but
they were indispensable to them as informed advisers. Nevertheless
I still did not subscribe to the view — I think Pet was inclined to
believe it — that the reason Mrv and Kis were in such favour with
potentates like Epi and Ratt was solely because of their physical
defects: in recent years Mrv, the music critic, had begun to go deaf,
and the art specialist Kis — was half-blind.

»Let them in,« said Ratt, »perhaps they know some new mouse
jokes.« -

The critics did not tell a single new joke, but what Mrv and Kis
laid before the editor and the manager was more than those idle rats
could possibly have expected. Mrv and Kis had studied the text of
Pet's winning song carefully, very carefully as »they always did, in fact«
and had discovered that the afore-mentioned Pet, while ostensibly
talking about eagles, had been guite clearly and blatantly getting at the
two of them. Mr. Epi and Mr. Ratt. »There’s no doubt,« squaked Mrv
at the top of his voice for, like all half-deaf mice, he thought no-one
could hear him either, »there’s no doubt that when he says "his wounded
right wing’ he means, if you will permit me to mention it, your right
ear, Mr. Ratt.« »And of the two of you he says, if you will forgive me:
sthese apparently proud, but from above just two tiny, tiny, specks
of duste. Should that be allowed? Should you let yourselves be insulted
by an insignificant mouse that you feed, pay, help, pamper as if he
were your own baby rat?«

And the editor's and the manager's fury erupted. Mrv and Kis used
to say afterwards thot at that moment Epi and Ratt really were like
majestic eagles. They threw the critics out and called the servants.

In the early hours of the morning Pet was summoned before the
rat court. The more cunning Epi had dissuaded Ratt from having Pet
tried for insulting his superiors. »It would be too obvious, it would
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provoke unnecessary trouble and it could even make us a laughing
stock: We must think up some completely different reason for trying
that impertinent wretch. It's high time we rid ourselves once and
for all of that conceited insolent mouse,« he said.

There were evidently twenty five points in the accusation but I
never _succeeded in finding out exactly what such a comprehensive list
comprised. People say that Pet was accused in the first place of
high treason, that is of conspiring with cats, betraying our secret
passage-ways to the enemy, and so on. I only know that the song about
thg eagles was not mentioned once. The president of the court was
Epi's bljother, and the president of the jury Ratt himself in person
The rat jury declared Pet guilty of all twenty five points of the accusation.
and he was condemmed to exile from our community. which was —
together with the death sentence — the worst possJible penalty for
a mouse, for it meant swift and certain death: no other commﬁm‘ty
would take him in, and in the meantime, quite alone, with no sheiter
he would fall into the paws of the cats, or, made careless by hunger’
and exhaustion, he might fall victim to poison or cheese in a trap. Of
course, not one of the point could be proven, but neither could thej.r be
re;futed by counterevidence. In any case Pet had refused a lawyer and
did not utter a single word throughout the entire trial,

.»In actual fact,« Pet said in a fairly calm voice, »I was not
particolarly conscious of what was going on. I was depressed, naturally
because I knew that all my illusions had been shattered ... but I did
not care about my own fate. I didn't even think about the fact that
I had lost my dear Gri forever. I was simply sorry for our people:
the clever, powerless mice and the strong, stupid rats. And as far as
_I myself was concerned, I tell you, I suddenly discovered after all how
indestructible I was... Dangerously strong. .. I had never known how
strong a mouse could be — as in that Aesop’s fable about the mouse
and the bull, you know. I suddenly realized that I was not alone.
There was only Ratt’s terrible muzzle in front of me and those black
words: »streason«, »secret passages«, »cats« and I looked him in the
eyes and felt that there was nothing else apart from that tyrannous
power of his. Suddenly so many, so many leapt to assist me: Dante
P'ascal, Plutarch, Spincza, Plato — who could count them all? I lookeé
him straight in the eye and the great Athenian thinker whispered in my
ear: ... »Because of his tyrannical power he must be more than ever
d(_apendent insecure, unjust, merciless, cruel, and he is necessarilv
h;mse]f unhappiest because of this, and so he makes those clasest to
him unhappy too.« I feit sorry for the wretched, lonely Ratt, who had
not heard of Plato; I would have liked best to tear myself away from

my guards and kiss him on his ugly nose. They read out the sentence
and. T knew that it was in fact he who was condemned: for when he
expn-esf when that great brown rat dies, there will be nothing left
after h}m. Plato and my other friends will still remain after me; and
they will remain forever. And the only thing I could do was to forgive
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tiim in my heart — I, a tiny mus spicilegus forgave the great
epimys rattus.« o . . :

Pet stopped talking and we looked at each other. His limbs were no
longer trembling, his eyes were shining more brightly than ever. He was
his old self again, with his tail held high and his noble bearing, clever,
good old Pet. I asked him one more thing: had he really described the
editor Epi and the manager Ratt in those eagles? Pet laughed from his
heart: »It didn't even occur to me. I was only thinking of that kind
of rat, cat — and even mouse, if you like (if mice could rule over
some other creatures smaller than themselves). The fact that Epi and
Ratt felt they had been attacked only means that that's how they see
themselves ... and that's really not my fault.« We parted and, of course,
never saw each other again. . I

If you ever found a little mouse with a wonderful silvery coat
and big gentle eyes one morning in a trap or poisoned in some corner,
his tail a little bent, you would have done wrong if you laughed at
his mouselike lack of caution and congratulated yourself on your own
skill. I know for sure that Pet had learned about suicide from your
books. :
Many mouse years and wars with cats passed. Pet was virtually
forgotten. Gri became Epi's mistress for a while, and then she too
vanished without trace. A big trial was held against the editor Epi
and the manager Ratt, and the accusation consisted of twenty five
points: they were accused of fraud, blackmail bribery, theft of rat
property; one clause even accused them of unjustly condemning Pet.
They were both sentenced to death. Their places were taken by —
other rats. Because of my friendship with Pet I was out of a job for
a long time, but now 1 am working as a type-setter on the »Rat
Herald« again.

In the evenings I leaf through the books he left me — and I think
of how he continues to exist in them, and how there really is nothing
left of Epi and Ratt — but unfortunately I cannot read them as I do
not know all these languages. That is why I often peep intoc .Pet’s
yellowing papers, in which, with his own little paw, he had made
numerous notes from many human books. Luckily, he had translated
most of them into mousedonian so I can read them. They are all, without
exception, notes about — rats and mice. I do not know myself what he
needed them for, still less what good thev are to me, but still I
enjoy reading them. A page every evening. Here is one that has come
up this evening and that I particularly like. I think they are the words
of some Russian writer: _ .

»But once the thought occurred to me: why did the eagle after all
sforgive« the mouse? This mouse was running across the road on some
business of his own, the eagle set eyes on him, flew down, crushed
him and... forgave him. Why did he »forgive« the mouse, and not
the mouse him?«

And so, when I read through these notes of Pet’s 1 seem to get
mice in my head again. I remember Pet and his strength in the last
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moments of his life, his ability to forgive the rats who had condemned
him. I even feel stronger myself, more able. In a few days there will
be the big pan-rat song contest. Qur new star Kri, a wonderful little
mouse, will be singing. I keep thinking I might have the nerve to
write something and send it to the contest. In the last few days a
little song has been runnming through my mind: almost as though
I had no made it up, but I know it from somewhere. It is a song
about two elephants crushing everything underfoot and thinking...
never mind what they were thinking. I'll write it down and enter it.

Translated by Celia Williams
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