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Maggie, the Maritime Museum Mouse 

Maggie Makes a Merry Christmas 

Maggie the Maritime Museum Mouse lived in a hidden 

home behind the big brown bookcase on the second floor of 

the Ashtabula Maritime Museum. Dust piled along the 

floorboards like sand on a Lake Erie beach kept her home 

warm and cozy in the winter and cool and shady in the 

summer. Every Friday, Maggie went grocery shopping in 

the first-floor galley of the museum. It was a long trip from 

the second-floor corner, down the steep stairs, around the 

corner through the gift shop and then through the big double doors. Maggie 

traveled slowly, leaving footprints down the stairs, but nowhere in the gift shop, 

because she traveled on top of the counters instead of the floor. She always looked 

forward to finding scraps of bread, crumbs of cheese, and whatever else the people 

coming to and from the museum left behind.  
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The trip back upstairs went more slowly. Maggie hoisted herself over each steep 

step, landed with a thud on top of it, and sat panting until she was ready to climb 

the next one. By the time she reached the next to the top step, Maggie had panted 

enough. She made a parachute out of a scrap of sail from one of the sailboats on 

display and jumped off the edge of the step. She moved her arms like she was 

rowing a boat and the wind that she created blew her and her groceries to the top 

step.  

Maggie sometimes got lonely for another mouse or even a human friend now and 

then. She liked some of the humans who came up to the library, especially the 

women who hid the cheese curls in her pocket and ate them when no one was 

looking. She did not like the man with the magnifying glass who spied her in the 

bookcase when he was looking at book titles. He made faces at her and told her to 

go away. Yes, sometimes Maggie felt lonely, but most of the time she liked her 

home on the second floor of the Maritime Museum. 

One day when she was enjoying the view of Ashtabula Harbor and Lake Erie from 

the backroom window, Maggie heard a strange noise and scurried to investigate. A 

woman she did not know stood there with a broom and dustpan and started to 

sweep the sandy dirt off the floor. And to make matters worse, the woman plugged 

in a weird machine that darted around gobbling up dirt like Maggie’s friend Carson 

gobbled up cheese that she brought him from the galley. And the weird machine 

had a mouse, not a real one, just a picture, but a mouse driver on top of it. 

“I need investigate this,” Maggie said. She followed the woman around and 

watched her vacuuming the rugs. It seemed like forever to Maggie, but finally the 

woman put the weird machine away. “Goodbye, but I won’t miss you a bit,” 

Maggie said to the mouse as she watched it disappear into the box.  

Maggie heard a thud from the large room in the library. Carefully, she peeked 

around the door. Maggie could not believe what she was seeing The woman was 

planting a tree, right there on the floor! Then, she threaded brightly colored lights 

around the tree and hung multicolored bulbs on the branches. Then, of all things, 

she hung icicles and glittery tinsel on the tree. She turned a switch and the lights 

glowed like ship lights in the harbor. 

“All she needs now is a lighthouse with a pulsing light,” Maggie grumbled. 

The woman took a lighthouse from a box, plugged it into the wall, and stood back 

to admire its pulsing light. 



Maggie retreated to her warm cozy home and tried to block out the sounds of the 

woman unpacking boxes. It seemed to Maggie the woman unpacked boxes for 

days, and nights and she made so much noise that Maggie could not sleep. 

Maggie got very angry at the woman. She decided to chase the woman away. 

Maggie squeaked as the woman played the keyboard practicing Christmas Carols 

to sing with the children. She ran up and down the keys on the keyboard trying to 

stop them from working. They worked and the woman wrote a new Christmas 

song. 

Maggie left cheese on the woman’s chair so the woman would give up and go 

home. The woman wiped the cheese off the chair and sat down. 

Maggie hid in the lighthouse and jumped out and squealed boo! when the woman 

turned it on. The woman watched the light instead of Maggie. 

Maggie climbed on a wall shelf and stood on her head. She made a big shadow, a 

shadow that she hoped was big enough to scare the woman away. The woman just 

laughed. 

Maggie tried chewing the edges of the paper charts. The woman put them in plastic 

bags that took so much energy for Maggie to chew through that she had to rest for 

hours after each chewing. The plastic tasted like glue, so Maggie spit it out and 

went back to eating cheese crackers. 

 As the days slowly ticked down to Christmas like the ticking of the ships clock on 

the shelf in the museum’ s computer room, Maggie got more used to having the 

woman around and she didn’t even think about chewing the picture of Santa Claus 

that the woman put on the door to the big library room. 

One day some children clomped up the stairs to the second floor. “Look, it’s 

Christmas. Is Santa Claus going to stop here on Christmas Eve?” 

“He’s stopping by here early, because he gets pretty busy on Christmas Eve, “the 

woman told the children. “But you can give him some cookies and a Christmas 

card.” 

Maggie watched the children make Christmas cards and choose cookies for Santa, 

and she did not feel as angry at the woman as she had before. She picked up a 

piece of Santa’s beard that had fallen to the floor from one of the Christmas cards 

and glued it back on to Santa’s chin. 



A little girl named Cloe saw Maggie as she finished gluing Santa’s beard. “Look, 

there’s a mouse!” she said, pointing at Maggie. 

“Oh, that’s my library mouse,” the woman said. “She keeps me company while 

I’m working. It gets lonely up here sometimes. She is a friendly mouse. We give 

each other space and we get along together.” 

“Let’s give her some Christmas cookies and a Christmas card,” the little girl said. 

The children made Maggie a Christmas card and put some Christmas cookies on a 

paper plate. They put them inside the lighthouse. “Please make sure the Christmas 

mouse gets this,” they said to the woman. 

The woman smiled. “Ho, ho, ho,” she said. 

Maggie squeaked. “Ho, ho, ho.” 

And two weeks later when Santa stopped at the Museum to deliver Maggie’s 

presents, he ate the cookies that the woman and Maggie had left on a Queen Mary 

plate from one of the exhibits. 

“Ho, ho, ho, Santa said, as he guided his reindeer past the Ashtabula lighthouse 

and over Lake Erie. Maggie still hears his voice in the lake winds and the woman 

often says “ho, ho, ho,” to Maggie to keep up her Christmas spirits all year around. 

A Christmas Message from Maggie 

 

 

Maggie writes that the woman, Kathy, would really 

appreciate some volunteer help with some library 

projects.   These projects include: 

• Helping to put the books in author order. 

• Making a list of all of the books. 

• Making a list of the collections. 

• Going through each collection box, putting it in order, and creating an 

inventory sheet for each box. Folding charts and putting them in Ziplock 

bags. 

• Making notebook covers from duplicate chards and other materials. 

 



Close to Christmas, Ashtabula and Ashtabula Harbor, 19th Century 

Ashtabula Telegraph 

December 1871 

Correct List of Vessels Laid up at this Harbor.  

Steamer Metropolis. Tugs Dragon, J. C. Ingram, Dexter. Schooners Oneida, Star of 

Hope, Jessie, James Piatt, Amaranth, York State, Weed the Wave, Wm. Young. 

Scows Vampire, Reporter, Rambler. Dredge Ashtabula. I understand that extensive 

repairs are to be made on the Schooner Wm. Young this winter. The object of the 

owners is to make her rate B. 1 instead of B. 2 as she does at present. 

 Capt. S 

Ashtabula Telegraph 

 

Ashtabula Telegraph 

December 5, 1874 

HARBOR AND MARINE. Port of Ashtabula. ARRIVED. Schr. Boron. Capt. 

Kingston, from Kinetton, with 430 tons iron ore. Capt. Green from Detroit, with 

lumber and timber for docks,  

CLEARED. Nov. Schr. Boron, Capt. Kingston, tor Harbor Business. The amount 

of ore brought into this Harbor during the season now closing is 98,165 tons. 

Number tons or coal shipped from the port during the same time 10,553. The 

amount of ore now on dock 33,000 tons. The number of vessels that have entered 

during the season was not very much from 500.  

The Schr. Wm. Young, Capt. Roberts. reached Cleveland during the gale on 

Monday night of last week and is safe. The three-masted- schooner, L N. Foster, 

Capt. Nickerson, bound from Buffalo to Cleveland, with 3,000 barrels of salt. in 

attempting to make this port, on Sunday last, failed to get into the channel touched, 

lost her headway, and was carried on to the beach, just east of the piers. She made 

some water, but was lightered off and taken in. Her injury was not serious.  

The scow Pearl, of Fairport, drove ashore at Geneva on the morning of the 30th. in 

quite a wrecked condition, having the appearance of being run into. On board was 

found the body of a man supposed to be J. Graham, of Cleveland, and also that of a 

boy both covered with ice, and evidently having been frozen to death. The body of 

the Boy was lashed to the rigging.  



On Sunday morning of last week, the Anchor Line brought to Detroit, from the 

Luke Superior country, the heaviest and most valuable cargo of mineral which his 

ever been afloat on the lakes. The cargo consisted of nearly 600 tons of barrel and 

ingot copper, taken on at Hancock, the net value of which was $292,000. At, 

Marquette 150 tons or pig iron was added, for the Peninsular Iron Works.  

 

Saturday morning, December 19, 1874 

 ASHTABULA HARBOR. The shipping season having closed, at the Harbor, Paul 

has put out bis light The water in the lake is now said to be extremely low. Objects 

are now visible above the water that are only seen at long interval  

Business at the Harbor, though shortened in on the L. S. docks, is progressing on 

the A., Y. & P. works. As the weather will permit, the dredging and docking lor the 

completion of the slip, and pier between it and the main channel above Plum Point, 

is being pushed along. Some dredging has also been going on at the bar near the 

end of the piers.  

Hubbard & Co. are enclosing a new and capacious store. Opposite the old one, 

under the chestnut grove hill. Its present dimensions are 12x70, and a rear addition 

of 20 feet, is also contemplated.  

Prentice is arranging his lumber piles on the new east side dock and has erected a 

building for an office Most of the lumber of Hitchcock & Prentice, on the hither 

side of the creek, has been removed.  

It is reported that work upon the L. S. docks will soon be resumed, and a channel 

cut through Plum Point straightening the course of the creek and squaring up lines 

with the world. Since the above was in type, Contractor McKenzie having finished 

his job among the coal beds, has resumed work at the Harbor, and is now grading 

the finished pier for the tracks.  

To Be Rebuilt. The upper woodwork of the tug Dexter is to be rebuilt during the 

present Winter, and in the Spring she will again be ready for business, looking as 

new and clean ai when first put in service. 

 LAID UP AT ASHTABULA. Star. Wend the Wave, Ashtabula Sehr. Oneid. 

Ashtabula Schr. Snow Drop Ashtabula Schr. Jamie Ashtabula. Schr. Str of Hope, 

Ashtabula Schr. Volunteer Ashtabula. Schr. Harmon Ashtabula. Schr. York Bute, 

Ashtabula. Schr. Goa Hawk ..Cleveland Schr. I. N. Foster... Cleveland ,Sehr. Col. 

Hathaway,... ..New Baltimore 'Scow Vampire. Ashtabula. Scow Perry White. 



Ashtabula. . Scow Juno, Cleveland Tug Dexter, Ashtabula Tug Prairie. Erie 

Dredge Terabit  

 

Ashtabula Telegraph 

Friday, December 24, 1880 

The ice harvest has been going forward during the past few days with great vigor. 

Nearly every Icehouse in town will be tilled with a line quality of ice of about eight 

inches in thickness. 

An accident occurred at the Harbor on Monday last, to a Fin, engaged in loading 

cars with ore, a heavy mass of the frozen material slid down upon and crushed him 

fatally. 

 

The Tale of the Nightingale 

 

Small, brown and plain, I am a humble bird, 

Struggling to make my tiny voice heard, 



Mostly contented to live within me, 

Yet sometimes I glimpsed what I dreamed could be. 

I dreamed myself singing a song so pure, 

It hid false notes and screeches for a year. 

Waking days my songs came out common brown, 

Ordinary as feathers daily grown. 

Then one night after I had gone to bed, 

A flower song floated above my head, 

The notes were daffodils and daisies, 

Dancing in a warm and gentle spring breeze. 

Other notes carried away all the need 

Of using slingshots or buying birdseed, 

Sang of a world of plenty and peace, 

I didn’t want that song to ever cease, 

And I didn’t want to make the mistake, 

Of opening my eyes full wide awake. 

Then angel faces and angel voices, 



 

Shouted, “ Wake up, glad tidings and rejoice, 

Wake up and come join the angel chorus, 

We need your voice to sing and blend with us.” 

“I don’t believe you need my quiet song, 

I don’t sing loud and I can’t sing for long,” 

They smiled at me, “We know you’re not coy, 

You don’t know your voice brings the gift of joy. 

You sing of God’s joy and of God’s delight, 



In the gift He sends the world this night.” 

They flapped their wings, but I still shook my head, 

Could it be true what these angels said? 

A shining angel tapped me with her wing, 

“Come join us and open your mouth and sing.” 

 

I opened my mouth with hope and great care, 

And my heartfelt song of praise filled the air, 

I’m still small and brown but I sing with joy, 

About a manger and a baby boy. 

 



The Sailor Considered Going AWOL on Christmas Eve: A True 

Christmas Story 

 

The Sailor Longs to Extend His leave in Milwaukee 

Christmas Eve, 1942. He stared at the Chicago and North Western Railroad tracks 

running near Great Lakes Naval Base and imagined following them the 95 miles to 

Milwaukee, Wisconsin. A month after Pearl Harbor the United States Navy had 

announced an expansion in its recruitment capacity to 45,000 men and by the end 

of 1942, about 75,000 were training at Great Lake Naval Base. Over the course of 

World War II, the Great Lakes Naval Base supplied about a million men, more 

than a third of all of the personnel serving in the United States Navy. The sailor 

was one of the men in training at Great Lakes Naval Base. 

It wouldn’t be hard to go AWOL and return home to Milwaukee for an extended 

visit. It had been so hard to leave his family the day before Christmas. He didn’t 

understand why he had to be back before Christmas. His mother had cried and 

even his father had tears in his eyes. His leave had been far too short. 

He had to travel only about two miles from the Chicago and Northwestern Depot at 

the Milwaukee lake front to get home. Through a misty haze of home sickness he 

visualized the house on the corner of 58th and Chambers Streets. His cocker 

spaniel, Bing, would be in the window waiting and watching for him. His mother 

had told him that Bing rarely left the living room picture window. 



 

The Sailor Has Family Reasons for An Extended Leave 

The sailor’s brother already served on the Battleship Texas and even though his 

mother and father were carefully cheerful in their letters, he knew that they were 

worried about both of their sons. When his father had come to see him off at the 

Chicago and Northwestern Depot, he had let the tears run unashamedly down his 

cheeks. In his own youth, the sailor’s father had tried to volunteer with the troops 

chasing Poncho Villa, but over indulgence in the bribery beer and the fact that his 

wife was already pregnant with their oldest son, had kept him from serving. 

Four years later he, the youngest son, had been born in Milwaukee.  He loved Lake 

Michigan even when he fell off the break wall as a boy and nearly drowned before 

a fisherman rescued him. Now he was going far beyond lake Michigan. The Navy 
had told him he was going to the Mediterranean and that he could not go 
home for Christmas. 

The Sailor Would Have An Easy Time Going AWOL 

It wouldn’t take much to go AWOL. All he had to do was jump on the train and 

he’d be home in less than an hour and a half. Bing 

would rush from the window and greet him with tail 

wagging and a tongue dripping shower. With tears of 

joy in her eyes, his mother would ask him to go to the 

attic and get the special Christmas box. In it she kept 

the ornaments that he had made for her every year 

since he had been a small boy. With surprisingly 

gentle big hands, he had fashioned a church and other small buildings out of paper 

Mache and animals out of cardboard. He had rigged up electric lights for the 

buildings and even made a manger scene. 

What would his mother do this year with both of her sons gone? Would she set up 

the manger scene and the church anyway? If he started for home right now, he 

would get there in time to go downtown shopping with her for last minute 

decorations. His mother loved to go into the stores at Christmas time because she 

thought Christmas brought out the magic buried in people’s hearts the rest of the 

year. His mother loved the lights, the decorated Christmas trees and the carols. She 

loved the Christmas cooking and baking and basting and tasting and even the 



Christmas clutter and constant vigilance it took to keep Bing from biting a certain 

blue light on the Christmas tree. He ignored all of the other lights, but the blue one 

which he tried to attack and destroy. The sailor laughed, thinking of the yearly 

battle between his mother and Bing. 

A Christmas When the Sailor’s Father Wouldn’t Let Him Go AWOL 

The sailor remembered another Christmas tree that had been damaged when he and 

his brother and cousin were in their early teens. They had received pop guns for 

Christmas, the kind with corks that made satisfying thunks when they hit their 

targets. Before any of them realized it, the ornaments on the Christmas tree had 

become their targets. Before any of them realized it, at least one third of the 

ornaments had ended up under the tree in shattered colored pieces. His brother had 

finally stopped the shooting frenzy by remind them that their parents would be 

home soon. 

Like good soldiers, they tried to cover their tracks. They swept up all of the 

glittering, colorful glass and rearranged the remaining ornaments on the tree. He 

had thought about making new ornaments to cover the painfully obvious bare 

spots, but there wasn’t time. His father had noticed the steep decline in the 

ornament population immediately and figured out its cause. He had confiscated the 

pop guns and ordered him and his brother to make or buy new ornaments. The 

sailor hadn’t been able to go AWOL then! 

This Christmas the Sailor Could Go AWOL 

Close by, the sailor heard the whistle of the train and his feet started walking 

toward the depot. He knew that if he went home again, the day would light up for 

his mother and father. Bing would even abandon his post by the blue light. He 

would be in a normal world for a few more hours before he had to re-enter this 

twisted, strange, war-world. 

He stood rooted to the spot, listening to the train 

whistle, the same whistle that his mother and 

father and Bing would eventually hear in 

Milwaukee.  As much as his mind and heart old 

him to go, something held him back. There was 

something inside of him that his parents had 

instilled there – a hard, often barren something 

they called “doing the right thing.” He called it responsibility. Sometimes he 



cursed it, but he had it. He felt responsible to his country, so he turned around and 

headed back to the barracks. 

The Sailor Earns His Stripes in the Mediterranean 

The sailor took special training and passed his sonar exams. The United States 

Navy assigned minesweepers to sweep mines ahead of the invasion forces at Anzio 

Beachhead and Sicily. When his minesweeper wasn’t taking part in invasions, it 

visited different Italian and French ports to clear mine fields that the Germans had 
planted. The sailor earned his third stripe for minesweeping off the coast of 
France. 

The Sailor Still Would Resist the Train Whistle 

 

The sailor survived World War II. He knew 

that a minesweeper was one of the most 

dangerous places to serve in a war, but  he 

still would serve again because it was the 

right thing to do for his country. Train 

whistles still stir memories of the night he 

didn’t go AWOL! 

Cruising Christmas Word Scramble 

 LAREKEIE     ___________________________ 

EKAMLNAHCGII    _______________________ 

EKALOIONTAR     _________________________ 

KLAEPERSUIOR       ___________________________ 

ALKENORUH  ________________________________ 

ROBRHALABUASHAT  ___________________ 

BDGIERTFIL   ___________________________ 


