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The Third Night Of Christmas

Floral and spice scents floated on warm mist lulling me to sleep. I stretched full length on 

my plush mat and watched as my mistress finished her nightly shower ritual with mysterious 

lotions and powders. As usual, I nuzzled her fingers as she stroked my cheek and whispered, 

”Good night, Tucker. You're in charge upstairs. Do what's right.” I never quite understood what 

she meant by that statement and to be honest considered it mere prattle rather than a commission 

to duty. Of course, I'd played with, and even killed, the occasional mouse. I considered that my 

nature, not my duty. Never did I ever imagine I might be called upon to deal with a two-legged 

human vermin – that is, until that very night.

The previous two excitement-filled weeks – a blur of crowds, peculiar sights, ratcheting 

noise and unending schedule disruption – seemed more hectic than holidays in years past. Or am 

I just that much older? I survived by shear tolerance and perseverance. The master and mistress 

put up tantalizing things all around the house, including a big tree with lots of glittering baubles. 

People and delivery men brought in many packages at all hours. Two nights ago the people 

opened the packages with much flourish. Most of the outside wrappings and boxes were bagged 

and taken out to the garage. What a  shame! All that could have been such fun to shred and 

spread around. Only a few of the bits, including some interesting ribbons and one ball of glittery 

wrapping paper, still littered the room. I intend to take care of those later. The last of the house 
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guests and many of the packages left only an hour ago. The remainder of the packages still lie 

under the tree.

 During those commotion-filled mornings my mistress served me my soft treat and 

arthritis medicine late. I was stepped on almost daily by adults and children not watching where 

I lay, had my ears and tail pulled by toddlers and pushed out of the bathroom, which, of late,  I've 

come this  consider my own boudoir. That's where the baseboard heater meets my back at a 

therapeutic level and that's where the water is. Despite popular perception, some cats love water. 

I do.

Family and friends came and went constantly. Extra people spent the nights. Having 

arrived from a different time-zone, they rose early with crying children and the patter of 

footsteps shook the floor at all hours. I am very tolerant for a fifteen-year-old and am worldly 

experienced, having lived in three other homes before this one, so I understand how things are. I 

lived with some rough people and strange animals in the past. Don't even ask how my right ear 

got torn.

All this hub-bub kept Princess downstairs for the duration. Princess is younger, smaller, 

beautiful and sensitive. Although she's lived here almost as long as I have (nine wonderful  years 

now) she doesn't give me much mind. I expect she will eventually come around and become a 

good partner. I try giving her a good morning kiss, but as soon as I get close, she swishes her 

head up and to the side so only our whiskers touch. In the summer, she loves to lie in the sun on 

the window seat, but in the winter spends most of her time lying on the silky bed cover in the 

master's downstairs bedroom. Princes is also very smart and fiercely territorial. Once she 
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streaked out the front door (our mistress was admonishing a stray dog) to chase a dog all the 

way down the street. Thank goodness she loped home when he reached his dog house. 

So, I wasn't surprised when, about an hour after our home got real quiet and I heard a 

strange scratching at a window, I also heard Princess come up the stairs to the hall outside my 

boudoir. Her footfall is distinct because she has enormous feet—having 7 toes on each foot. That 

just makes her all the more lovely. 

I rose, stretched and met her in the hall. The hair on my body felt electric. Princess' tail 

looked twice it's size, her ears swiveled back and forth and her yellow eyes darkened so I knew 

she was on alert too. Momentarily, she stared into my eyes suggesting with a light trill, “Let's 

stop this thing now.” 

I'm patient and I don't like to react hastily, so I reminded her with a simple uplift of my 

chin, “I'm in charge upstairs.”

Princess acquiesced with a flip of both her head and tail and a rejoinder, “Right! And I 

rule the downstairs bedroom.”

“Alright. Agreed,” I said with a whisper, “let's just see what happens. Maybe this is just 

one of the guests who missed a flight and had to come back.”

 I didn't really believe it myself. All our  guests phoned, knocked or used the doorbell. All 

except the animal ones, but they are all courteous too, even the dogs. Princess doesn't agree and 

absents herself from dog visitors. Neither did I think this was an animal. No other animal we 

knew used a flashlight and we could see flecks of light flashing through the window and around 

the door sill where just an hour ago a string of Christmas lights twinkled until switched off by 
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the timer.

“You stay under the bench in the hallway and I'll watch from the bathroom. Do nothing 

but watch until I give the signal.” Princess swished her tail, lowered to the ground and slunk in 

among the boots, shoes and spare grippers.

Just then, we heard a tinkling sound and knew that the window fell in pieces onto the 

runner in the back entry. I could hear Princess huff and knew she would be squinting her eyes to 

protect them. We heard the click of the lock and felt a rush of freezing air enter the house. I 

know it took all of Princess' reserve to not dash outside. She's always looking for an opportunity 

to go out and hunt. But duty kept us both glued to our places and experience kept my eyes and 

ears honed.

Odd smells wafted in – machine oil, by my best guess, based on the mechanic I lived 

with when I was a kitten. And smoke. The intruder reeked of smoke. And barnyard. Gag me—

pigs! One cannot mistake the smell of pigs. Phew! And to beat all, the intruder didn't even take 

off his shoes. The mistress will be furious about this. She works hard to keep the carpet clean 

and hates it when I have to barf. Though she knows that's just part of my nature too. Did I 

mention the beard? That's how I know it was a man. The stench was so bad Princess had to 

swing her head back and forth to avoid breathing in the fumes and sneezing. There are many 

reasons she is called Princess, but I agreed with her on this.

The man started tip-toeing toward the Christmas tree, now also dark. Princess' sides 

started to wretch. My heart beat with fear, but she conquered the urge. Thank goodness the 

episode was short lived since I am the one usually barfing and it is contagious; but, I was too 
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excited by being officially on duty, so to speak, and kept focused. I gave her a nod to advance. 

She still had a look of disgust on her face as we both lowered to the carpet at the back 

edge of the couch. I could feel my heart race and noticed Princess' chest rise and fall quickly. We 

watched with wonder while the intruder took something from his back pocket. With a snap of his 

wrist he opened an enormous plastic bag. Princess immediately recoiled and shivered. She hates 

plastic bags and told me once that crinkling plastic bags sound like fire, though she never 

explained how she knew that. We never had a fire here, though we heard the smoke alarm from 

cooking any times. Now that is terrifying! 

With a head twist, I reminded Princess that we had a duty here. “We need to focus. It's 

time for you to alert our people, Princess. Go downstairs and give the alarm. Make sure they 

follow you upstairs.”

 Princess was more than happy to escape to do her favorite things. She crept backward 

and left in a flash, our tails barely touching as she rushed off. I like to think that was intentional. 

Focus, I reminded myself. No doubt she will be soon attacking toes and jumping on chests with 

abandon just to get attention. I only hoped she could be emphatic enough to bring help. Were it 

not that our intruder was fingering that piece of crumpled wrapping paper he would have heard 

all 28 toes hitting the top step with a thud.

Keeping my chin just above the carpet, I stretched my neck to look around the couch and 

observed the intruder grab one package after another and stuff it into the bag. When that bag was 

full, he grabbed another from his back pocket, snapped it open and started stuffing that. My legs 

tingled and I wanted to yell at him to drop the goods, but knew he wouldn't listen and I wasn't 
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yet in position to wield any influence. Then I spotted a small exercise ball jammed under the 

edge of the couch and a plan developed in my head. 

Our people and their family buy several of these balls, which I admit to play with when 

they watch. But you've got to believe that they are not nearly as fun as mice. I thought this is the 

perfect decoy as I started to paw it out of its wedged depression and line it up for a pass. Good 

luck: this had no bell inside. I turned my trunk slightly, then shifted to the right, then a little to 

the rear and gave it a hearty bat with my left front paw. Yes, I'm a lefty as are 40% of cats. The 

ball landed squarely in my water dish making a twanging splash. I backed up, crouched and 

waited.

The intruder startled, looked around, and still holding onto one of the bags, tip-toed over 

to the bowl and bend down to see what happened. Perfect so far. I tensed. Just then I heard 

Princess' ear- piercing meow. Who would have thought that a such a pretty cat would have such 

a powerful voice? But, I always thought that  Princess is extraordinary. I took it as my signal.

I hunched down, waggled my hips just to limber the joints, pushed off with my powerful 

rear legs and launched forward with all twelve pounds landing solidly on the intruder's backside. 

His weight shifted forward jamming his forehead into the stone fireplace. Unfortunately, he still 

had on his winter cap so the hit wasn't as hard as I'd anticipated. He rose up to nearly his full 

height and dropped the bag to put his hands to his head. I took the opportunity to charge one of 

his legs and wrapped my body around it as tightly as I could. I don't have front toenails, but have 

marvelously strong toes and I hung on for dear life. I flayed with my back feet as hard and 

rapidly as I could while I sank my magnificent teeth –  so says my veterinarian – all the way up 
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to the gums into his calf. What satisfaction! But yuck with ratty bluejeans. Yuck with hairy legs. 

And seriously, yuck with the pig taste. I held on despite his shaking and dancing around the 

room. He tripped over my water dish and started batting at me with his hands. Just as he slipped 

on the wet hearth Princess bounded up the stairs screeching and grabbed his other ankle. He 

tipped backward and hit his head on the fireplace again. Princess, probably overpowered by the 

yuck factor, released the leg and leaped onto his face. Princess is infatuated with beards. I knew 

then the guy was in for it! Princess' eyes glowed luminescent, her ears laid back and her tail 

looked three times its size. In short, she looked and sounded like the cat from hell. I was so 

proud of her.

Princess doesn't have front toenails either, but has those wonderful toes and she used 

every one to poke into his eyes and mouth. She bit his nose while she ripped off his hat with her 

rear nails scratching his forehead. He drew his hands up to his face trying to brush her off. He 

screamed. Blood ran down his face and over his gloves onto his jacket sleeve.  Princess growled 

back at him and I meowed as loud as I could. We made a terrible sound. It was so awesome.

I could see flashes of red and blue through the living room drapes and sensed rumblings 

from our people downstairs. Just as Princess let go of the hat, I let go of the leg, backed up and 

took another running leap colliding into his middle. He was already off balance and all three of 

us went down. This time he hit his head hard on the stone edge of the fireplace and crumpled to 

the hearth. 

By the time our people let in the police, Princess and I were sitting facing each other on 

the intruder's chest and Princess was licking my ears. Princess never did that before and I 
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wondered, Is this what it takes to get her affection?

With much commotion, the  police left with the burglar (I say burglar because that's 

what the police called him) and it was several hours before quiet was restored. Both master and 

mistress praised us highly and held us both for a long time. Then the master set Princess down 

and went downstairs to bed. She sat in the hall outside my boudoir grooming her face. She lost 

two whiskers in the battle; someone will garner lots of luck when they find those. She still 

looked beautiful! The mistress hugged me again. I'm afraid I squirmed a little to protect my sore 

shoulders. She stroked my cheeks. I let her do that over and over. Finally she said ,“Thanks 

Tucker. Great job!” 

She set me carefully on my mat then turned to head downstairs. Princess rose, stretched 

slightly and cocked her head my way as she pulled that gorgeous tongue back behind smiling 

lips. Then she flicked her tail, trilled sweetly and winked at me. She definitely winked! Then she 

headed downstairs too.

I wriggled to get comfortable snuggling close to the heater, folded my front paws under 

my legs, and rested my head on them. I let out my breath slowly and completely, then closed my 

eyes and purred. I asked myself , What great job – what great adventure – can Princess and I 

have next?
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