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 After Mrs. Frisby had explained the whole story of her adventures with the rats of 

NIMH, she concluded with “and your father has that blood too. You are the next 

generation of smart and intelligent mice.”  

 “We are?” asked Cynthia eagerly.  

 “Yes” smiled her mother “ use your knowledge wisely.”  

 The little family then scattered around the house doing various things after the 

tale was told. Mrs. Frisby moved over toward the small kitchen at the back of the house 

carrying the little tree bark bowls that Mr. Frisby had cut out and so carefully carved 

before he died. Just then Cynthia came over and tugged gently on her mothers shawl.  

 “What is it Cynthia?” her mother asked without turning around.  

 “Mommy will we ever get to see the rats again?”  

 “Maybe just maybe” sighed her mother in a far off tone. “But right now little missy 

it's your bed time, everybody’s bed time.” Through some reluctant crying and 

complaining Mrs. Frisby got all four of her children to bed.  

 

 The next morning Mrs. Frisby woke up early, six o’ seven to be precise. She 

scampered up out of the hole in their cinder block home. Then, holding onto her shawl 

and basket went to see what she could find for their breakfast. It was not bone chilling 

cold but it was a bit too chilly for her liking, so she scurried on hoping to find something 

fast. When she got home, to her surprise she found all four children gathered around 

the table with eager expressions on their faces.  

 “What’s the matter?” Mrs. Frisby asked.  

 “Oh nothing Mother, we just were planning,” Teresa replied smiling.  



 

 

 Just then Martin blurted out, “We have a plan to go see the rats!”  

 “It was really Cynthia's idea” said Teresa again.  

 “Oh!” said their mother, “Is that so?”  

 After they had shared with their mother their plan, Mrs. Frisby quite impressed 

said, “Hmm, let’s see, there was something shiny around here”  

 She got up from the table and started to look around, “Ah-ha here it is!”  

 “But mother, that’s your silver belt buckle!” replied Cynthia.  

 “I know,” said Mrs. Frisby “but I want to use it! Now let’s get packing, we might 

have to camp somewhere, Thorn Valley is far away!”  

 Once they had packed everything that Mrs. Frisby had commanded them, they 

were ready to go. All they had to do was to catch their flight. They all went outside and 

waited for the young crow to swoop down and get the buckle. 

 “There he is there he is!” shouted Timothy.  

 The large black bird swooped down and landed.  

 “How can I be of service?” asked Jeremy.  

 “I know It’s a lot to ask,” began Mrs. Frisby, “but could you possibly fly me and 

my family to see the rats in Thorn Valley?”  

 “Well let’s see,” he said. “That’s a far ways off, but if we started today I think we 

could make it before tomorrow, I’m in the mood for flying today! Hop aboard!”   

 The mouse family climbed onto the crows’ back and soon were on their way 

flying high above the land.  After they had been flying for a long time the little mice 

began to doze off.  

 “Jeremy,” said Mrs. Frisby, “can you fly for much longer?”  



 

 

 “Yes,” he replied, “Thorn Valley is just over there.”  

 He pointed a wing slightly out into the darkness. Mrs Frisby’s eyes caught the 

small glow of a tunnel that seemed to be lit up.  

 Jeremy slowly dropped to the ground and the little children began to wake up at 

the sound of their mother’s voice. Mrs. Frisby aroused her children and told them to 

grab their packs.  

 “Who goes there?” called a voice.   

 “It’s only us,” replied Mrs. Frisby, “the mouse family you helped move their 

house.”  

 “Oh,” cried the rat. “Mrs. Frisby you came to see us.”  

 The rat ran forward to help her with her packs.   

 “Thank you Brutus,” said Mrs. Frisby.  

 “My pleasure I’m so glad you guys are here, everyone is going to be so glad.” 

 When they were escorted into the hole the rats had made for themselves the 

whole family was amazed at the sight of the wonderful place.  

 Mrs. Frisby and her family were warmly welcomed and that very night there was 

a wonderful feast and party. The family decided to stay there a whole week before they 

finally returned home. After that they made it a yearly thing to visit the Rats of Nimh. 


