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 Bruno’s human Daddy and Mommy say that when a butterfly flaps its wings on the other side of the world, then something will happen here on our side, because everything is connected with everything.

 Bruno is a dog who doesn’t believe in everything that humans say. He believes in trees where he can lift his doggy leg. He believes in two meals a day and very long naps and a big bone each Friday from the butcher, which takes him all weekend to chew into pieces. (He chews the bone into pieces, not the butcher.) But this year something really must have happened on the other side of the world, because Bruno’s peaceful world here is turned totally topsy-turvey.

 It all started in India…



 Hello, my name is Bruno and I am a Christmas expert. I have experienced six Christmases, which is like 42 Christmases, since one dog year counts as seven human years.

 After 42 years, Christmas doesn’t upset me anymore, even though my humans go totally bonkers at Christmas time. They get what I call the ‘big barking’ in their heads. ‘Stress’ they call it. Sometimes it gets so bad that my Daddy forgets to bring my fresh Friday bone home, and my Mommy hardly has any time to snuggle and cuddle with me. She says she doesn’t know where her head is. Maybe her head is at the end of the world, where the butterflies are?

 Anyway, I usually stay pretty calm during Christmas time. But this year is different. This year, Santa, the Christ Child, the Holy Three Kings and Scrooge have all conspired against me; they sent me a cat. A C A T!

 A cat is the worst thing that can happen to a dog. This cat’s name is Tofu, um, I mean, Soy, like the milk she always drinks. Real yucky stuff that tastes awful. Even Daddy says that.

 Soy is very picky when it comes to eating, and when she does eat, she makes sure to chew each mouthful 33 times. And she does yoga, oh my goodness! On top of that, she is a ‘know it all’. She seriously said that cats were the first animals on this planet. How hilarious is that?! Everybody knows that Adam and Eve had a dog. Why else did they need all the trees in paradise?

 Soy will be staying here with us until Christmas Eve, because her human Mommy can’t pick her up until then. Soy’s Mommy had to suddenly go to India to help a friend that became very, very ill. India is on the other side of the world, and it’s still 23 days until Christmas Eve. That feels like forever! How in the world am I to survive?

 But wait a minute, isn’t Christmas about making wishes? Let’s give it a try. I close my eyes and say, “Dear Christ Child, dear Holy Three Kings, dear cows in the manger, sheep, oxen and bed bugs, dear cinnamon cookies, gingerbread hearts and hot, roasted chestnuts… my wish to you is that today is already Christmas Eve. One, two, three!”

 I open my eyes. My wish did not come true. The cat is still here, laying on my blanket. Today is the first of December. Still 23 agonizing days ahead, and at least as many cat hairs on my cuddle blanket. My nose is starting to tickle… Oh my gosh, I have a Christmas allergy! Achoo!



December 2nd

[image: image]

 Advent calendars are a neat thing. Every day you get to open a little door, and behind that little door there is a surprise like chocolate or a story or a toy.

 Soy made an advent calendar for Bruno. She invented it herself. There is no chocolate in it – instead it’s something soooo much better!



 Okay, Bruno didn’t like day one of our new relationship so much, but he will love today, day two! Well, maybe. Today begins with Bruno’s fitness-and-fur-nourishing-program. I made this program specifically for him. Every day he has to do a little exercise, and by Christmas Eve he will be the fittest and most handsome dog in the entire world! Okay, he hated the push-ups yesterday, but he definitely will like today’s belly exercise.

 “Bruno, get ready, door two on your calendar is waiting for you!” I say.

 He opens his eyes. “Is there chocolate today?” he asks hopefully.

 “No, but you can keep laying on your back. You have to push your spine onto the floor. Push your heels, too. Lift the upper part of your body and push your front paws to the front, as well!”

 “What’s a spine?” Bruno asks, surprised.

 I sigh, but I better keep my mouth shut. “Chin on your breast, and lift your head!” I say instead.

 He looks at me totally clueless, then closes his eyes again.

 “Hey, no time for sleeping, come on, I’ll help you!” I dig my front paws through his fur to reach under his back. “Up we go on the count of three. One, two, three!”

 The giant dog jerks and then collapses like a wet sack.

 “Imagine there is a large sausage hanging from the ceiling,” I call out. “Okay, once more, on the count of three! One, two, three!”

 I try to lift Bruno’s back. His fur tickles my nose. Bruno manages to come up a little, but then his back drops again. “Ouch, you’re crushing me!” I cry out, as I barely make it out from under him. Bruno is panting heavily. From what?

 “Come on, this is good for your tummy muscles, they will be thrilled,” I say.

 “My tummy muscles would be more thrilled by a big bone,” he says with eyes closed, licking his chops.

 “The only thing you’re thinking of is food!” I tell him.

 “What will the Christ Child think of you?”

 “The Christ Child certainly has other problems than my tummy,” Bruno growls, suspiciously dozy.

 “That is what you believe. The Christ Child sees everything!” I call out. “He watches over everyone who wants to get a gift on Christmas Eve.”

 Bruno doesn’t answer. There is a moment of silence.

 “Hey, what do you think? What does the Christ Child look like?” I ask him after a while. “Have you ever seen him? … Bruno? BRUNO!” Oh no, the dog went back to sleep. I can’t believe it! Well, as soon as he gets hungry he will wake up again, and then I will find out what the Christ Child looks like. Maybe he looks like me?



December 3rd
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 Everyone is always talking about the Christ Child, but has anyone ever seen him? What does he look like? Does he have dark or light fur, short or long hair?

 And is the Christ Child a Christ dog or a Christ cat? Bruno is sure it’s a dog, but Soy insists that it can only be a cat. So, who is right?



 “I believe the Christ Child looks like me!” Soy cries out happily. She is already awake again. Doesn’t she ever need any sleep?

 “You’re wrong,” I growl. “First of all, he’s a dog, and secondly, he looks like me.”

 “Dream on, the Christ Child is a cat,” Soy laughs.

 Typical. She always knows everything better and she never backs down - not even a tiny cat nose bit. I try to stay peaceful. I learned how to do that from my human parents. They went to a workshop called ‘nonviolent communication’. I have no clue. Anyway, since they went to the workshop, they talk differently to each other. Now Daddy only rolls his eyes when he thinks that Mommy isn’t looking.

 I explain to Soy, “The Christ Child has to deliver presents to all the children in the entire world. You need muscles for that, and only a big, strong, manly dog has those. I figure the Christ Child is a German Shepard or a Saint Bernard, or a Sheep Dog. A Sheep Dog can even pull the sled with all the toys.”

 Soy is outraged. “Sled Dogs? They look dangerous. The children will be frightened! No, no the Christ Child is a cat. A fine Persian, cream colored cat with golden curls in its fur that shine like angel’s hair! That’s what the Christ Child looks like. And he has many helper kitties that help him give out all the gifts, and all the kitties look alike!”

 What a strange vision! The sky full of golden, curly haired kitties that throw out gifts on Christmas Eve. I have an idea. “Ha!” I call out. “Humans are always talking about Christmass - that comes from a mass of sausages, and dogs love to eat sausages. That’s it! The Christ Child is a Christmass and on Christmas he’s rewarded with a very large sausage for all the hard work. So he’s a dog!”

 I am very happy with this solution. Soy is not. Instead of an answer she hands me a jump rope. “Here, imagine this is a string of sausages,” she tells me dryly. “If you keep on thinking about food you are going to die of a bad heart! We will continue our conversation after your exercises.”

 Bad heart! What nonsense. Why does she think that? She is no fortune teller. There is no such thing as a fortune teller, and the Christ Child is a dog!



December 4th
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 The strange cat under the couch says she is a fortune teller. Soy doesn’t believe her.

 But why does this strange cat know so much about Soy and Bruno? How can she know that something bad will happen, and how can anyone stop it?



 My Mommy says that nothing happens by chance. Well I don’t know what a chance is, but this morning my rag mouse landed on the couch as I was playing with it, and when I pounced after it there was a big, red ball laying there, and there was a strange cat face in the ball. Her snout was huge and her eyes were tiny and cruel. At first I was frightened, but because I am so nosey, I crept up to her inch by inch. Suddenly the ‘ball cat’ started to talk. She claimed she could tell fortunes. Of course, I didn’t believe her!

 “Did Bruno do his fitness exercises?” she asked me. Of course he didn’t. “See,” she said, before I could even answer her. “And I guess you were mad at him.”

 Ohhh yes, I was!

 Then she said, “Let me guess, it’s snowing outside,” and that, too, was right. “And Bruno’s Daddy stepped on your tail today.”

 This was slowly getting scary! The red monster cat was right about everything. Then she said something terrible that had to do with lots of stars and dying. I didn’t want to hear any of this! So, I shoved her off the couch. She shattered into a thousand pieces on the floor. Then I shoved all her friends (that sat three in a row in a box on the coffee table) on the floor, too. The crash was a wonderful sound!

 Only Mommy and Daddy didn’t find it wonderful. “Oh no, the pretty, old Christmas tree decorations from Aunt Agatha!” they cried out.

 I don’t know who Agatha is. She’s probably as stone dead as the monster cat. After this adventure a little nap would be nice. But help! What is this? Suddenly, I see stars. Stars everywhere… and what is that terrible noise?! No! Help! Don’t… I don’t want to die!!!!!

 “Tommi, you shouldn’t scare the animals with the sparklers!” I suddenly hear Mommy shouting angrily. Tommi is eight years old. He and Tina are twins. Mommy takes away the sparklers and hands him the dust pan. I can take a deep breath. Suddenly a heavy paw sinks down on my belly and I see a huge snout hovering over my face. Is this what it feels like to die?! Did the monster cat tell the truth?

 No, the snout is just Bruno’s. His breath smells monstrously of sausage as he says, “Soy, wake up and stop meowing so loud. You’re dreaming!”



December 5th
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 The case is clear for Soy - Bruno is a thief. Who else would have stolen her snow mouse? It took her many hours to build the snow mouse out in the garden and she is very angry that it’s gone.

 Be careful! You shouldn’t accuse anybody for wrong doings if you don’t have any evidence. What if the culprit is someone you would have never thought of?

 “Give me my mouse!” Soy hisses at me.

 “Well, that’s a nice way to be awakened! What do I need a mouse for? I’m a dog,” I reply.

 “If you don’t give me my mouse back, I’ll hide your Friday bone!” she says as she prances away.

 “Hey! Stop! Wait!” I call out as she keeps on walking away. “Then you’re a thief!” I yell after her.

 In the afternoon, as I am looking for my bone, I realize it’s gone. Ohhh, just you wait. Without further ado, I hide Soy’s water dish. She grabs my rubber duck and hides it. I hide her favorite cushion. She hides my bowl. I take her rag mouse… This goes on for a while. In the end, we both look at each other in the living room. We have no place to sleep, and nothing to eat or drink, but we don’t care. Revenge is sweet and we’re not done, yet!

 “You should never lie,” Soy hisses at me. “Especially not to a friend!” Her eyes sparkle at me.

 Are we friends? That’s new to me. “I’m not lying,” I defend myself. “I had nothing to do with your mouse. Now, please, give my stuff back. I want to lay down and rest.”

 “Forget it,” she snorts, “and in case you didn’t know, lies have short legs!”

 I imagine getting up in the morning and my belly is dragging on the floor because my legs have shrunken to the size of a Dachshund’s. It’s kind of a funny vision, but still I’m hurt by Soy’s accusation. It isn’t nice to be called a thief, especially when you really aren’t one.

 In the afternoon Mommy tells Daddy, “The toilet is broken.” So, Daddy goes to work to try and fix it. He screws and screws and flushes and flushes, but nothing happens. Eventually, he pulls my dripping wet rubber duck out of the toilet tank. That is not funny!

 Later, Tommi and Tina call out, “There’s a dead body in our garden!” But it was only my Friday bone peeking through the rosebush. I’m so happy to have it back. And Daddy found his reading glasses on the lawn. “The things that appear when the snow melts!” he laughs.

 So, the sun ‘stole’ the snow mouse. I remember now. It was pretty warm outside. Soy’s snow mouse must have melted.

 Of course, Soy didn’t apologize, but she did forget my exercises. Or she just acted like she forgot. Fine by me. I am going to go get some sleep now. Good Night!



December 6th
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 Bruno snores. At least, that’s what Soy says. Bruno won’t take the blame, like all snorers won’t.

 How can Soy prove that she’s right? It seems complicated. She finds the solution that not only leads to the snorer, but also unearths a surprise.



 “Zzzzzz, Zzzzzz, Zzzzzz, Zzzzzz…”

 Oh no! Bruno is snoring again. If this keeps up I won’t get any sleep at all!

 “Zzzzzz, Zzzzzz, Zzzzzz, Zzzzzz…”

 What a gross guttural sound! I imagine his big, pink tonsils vibrating. That’s enough! I wake him up by shaking him.

 Bruno looks at me, all crumpled up and sleepy. “Me? I don’t snore, as you can hear!” he says. And really, the snoring has stopped. Oh right, he is awake. After all, you can’t be awake and snore at once.

 Bruno falls quickly back to sleep. Shucks! I know that it was him and here he goes AGAIN. Hmmm… let me think… Tina and Tommi have an old cassette tape recorder.

 I tiptoe into their room, clamp the handle between my teeth and lumber back into the living room with it. I push a button. Oh my, the music is sooo loud! I hurry to push the ‘stop’ button. Where is the ‘record’ button? Maybe the one on the far left? A red light flashes as I push it.

 Mmmmm, suddenly I am very tired…

 Oops! I must have fallen asleep. It’s already getting light outside. Bruno is also slowly waking up. Ha! I’m going to play the evidence for him right away!

 The sound “Zzzzzz, Zzzzzz, Zzzzzz, Zzzzzz…” plays from the recorder.

 “What is that?” Bruno asks, still a bit sleepy.

 “That is you,” I say triumphantly. We listen to the sawing noise and suddenly a voice says, “I don’t speeaak in my sleeep.” The voice sounds suspiciously like my own voice.

 Bruno grins, “And what is that?” he asks.

 I don’t say anything, but frantically look for the stop button. My head feels hot and my face turns red.

 “Neeeeeverr do I speeeak in my sleep,” my voice mumbles out of the recorder. “I am as quiet as a church mouse.” I look at Bruno, shocked.

 “Something wrong?” he asks, smirking.

 “Naw, nothing,” I say. “Isn’t that a pretty song that Tina and Tommi recorded?” I say sullenly. I hiss at the tape recorder, “You traitor!”

 We hear, “Never ever…” from the recorder one last time, and then, finally, it is quiet. Very quiet.



December 7th
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 If someone goes on a diet, then all they can think about all day long is eating. He or she thinks of huge piles of Salamis that rise all the way up to heaven… or a bathtub full of Gummi bears.

 Bruno is dreaming of turkeys and his dreams come true. There is a big turkey on the kitchen table one day. Bruno wants to take a bite right away!

 But Soy has other plans with the giant, big bird.



 Over the last few days, Soy’s Advent calendar has been killing me. I have been sooo hungry that I see turkeys everywhere. There! There’s another one on the kitchen table. It’s huge. You can’t imagine how huge it is! Its skin is soft and pink, its thighs are fresh and luscious and the best of all is it can’t get away because it’s already beheaded and plucked. Yum, yum, yum.

 Suddenly, Soy jumps in my way, “Stop! Your diet is meatless today!” She is waving her Advent calendar. “Don’t even think about it,” she yells as she sees me eyeing the turkey. “Come on, let’s bury it!”

 Bury a turkey? How is that going to work? And where? That huge thing is not just a handful of hamburger meat!

 “Well, where?” Soy asks impatiently. “I know! We will bury him in peace! Humans always say, “Rest in peace” at funerals! So, we shall bury him in peace.”

 Aha! And where is that? Of course, Soy doesn’t know that either. Still, we pull the headless turkey from the table. With a loud crash it lands on the floor tiles. How good it smells! I feel all dizzy from the smell.

 “Keep your paws off,” Soy stops me. “Let’s pull it under the couch!”

 I protest, “It’s way too dusty underneath the couch. Let’s pull it under the heater!”

 “No, everyone will see it there,” Soy reckons. “Balcony!”

 “Way too cold,” I tell her. “Peace sounds like it should be a warm and snuggly, soft place.”

 I hear the key turn in the door. Our humans are coming home again. “I know where!” I call out. There is only one place that can be ‘peace’. It’s warm and soft and hidden very well. Soy agrees.

 A little later, we are laying on my cuddle blanket looking very innocent. We hear Mommy in the kitchen, “The turkey is gone!” She searches for it in the kitchen, the pantry, the hallway… She even runs out to the car. No luck. Daddy has to go to the store to buy a new one. He sighs and rolls his eyes as he does so often during Christmas.

 Two hours later, he is back with a second turkey. He looks so tired and wants to lay down for a bit. He goes to the bedroom, throws back the covers… and screams, “There’s a turkey in my bed!”

 It’s turkey number one. Even without its head, it looks peaceful. Only Daddy looks like he would rather be somewhere where there is no such thing as Christmas.



December 8th
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 Kittens that love sweets sometimes grow up to be grown-up cats that love sweets.

 But sweets do not only have lots of calories, they can also cause a ‘tummy tornado’ and more…



A piece of chocolate cake with nuts has 500 calories. You have to do a lot of push-ups so these calories don’t end up as rolls on your belly or backside. I know that. Yet, I still get weak!

 Like today, Bruno’s Mommy baked a chocolate cake. The batter that she mixed together smelled so good, as if angels themselves had made it. If only I could try some of that batter, just once!

 The telephone rings. My chance! I’ll wait until Mommy vanishes down the hallway and then I will take just one bite… Yummy! No sooner said than done, I dip my paw in the sweet, light brown cream. Delicious!

 Luckily, Bruno doesn’t see me. He’s in the living room doing his push-ups. Ha ha ha! With every push-up, he moans so loud. It’s as if he has a washing machine tied to his back. Three push-ups done, still 97 to go. That’s enough time for me to go for seconds, thirds and a bit more. Mmmmm… more. And more.

 “Soooy,” Bruno moans. I hop down from the counter onto a chair and have to laugh. Bruno, the new Iron Dog! I laugh so hard I get hiccups.

 I leap into the living room and stand next to Bruno. “Come on, together,” I call out and do three push-ups next to him. “And up! And up! And up!”

 Suddenly, the chocolate batter starts moving in my belly. At first it moves slowly, but then it gets faster and faster, just like a tornado! I start to feel really sick. Of course, I don’t want Bruno to catch on to this. Courageously I keep going, “And up! And up! And oh, oh… Ohhh!” The tornado starts moving upwards inside of me like a hot air balloon. It winds up my throat and – oh no! The tornado bursts out onto Mommy’s rug. Ewww. Her rug that once was white now has brown spots all over it. It looks as if 100 Dalmatians are in our living room!

 Mommy scolds Bruno and prescribes chamomile tea for supper. Bruno looks at me, but doesn’t tattle on me. I give him credit for that.

 To be nice to Bruno, I let him skip the remaining 97 push-ups for today. He can do them tomorrow. Of course, he’s not very pleased with the idea of having to do them tomorrow… or at any time. He turns around and just goes to sleep.

 His back feels cooler this evening. Much colder than usual, just like a mountain of snow. I wonder if we will ever be friends.



December 9th
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 A snowball fight is a great thing. Bruno and Soy love to plaster each other with snow.

 Bruno even finds a perfect barrier to ward off Soy’s attacks. Then they hear a noise so loud, no barrier could ever stop it.



 “There’s an angel laying in the garden,” I tell Soy.

 “An angel? Where?” Soy calls out delightedly. She unknots herself from her complicated yoga exercise. She had thrown her hind legs behind her shoulder. But to see an angel, even Soy lets yoga be yoga.

 “Come with me,” I say to her as casually as I can, and trot to the door. To be honest, I have something totally different planned for her. Soy is so excited that she beats me down the stairs to the front door. “Come on Bruno, if you don’t hurry up, then…”

 “Then what?” I ask with a grin. “Then you won’t let me open the next door of your Advent calendar? That would be such a bummer!” I say sarcastically. I can really do without her ‘great’ fitness exercises!

 Soy stands flabbergasted in the garden and stares at the snow. She can recognize the outline of an angel. Now, I know that Tina made it, but I don’t tell Soy. Tina laid on her back and flailed her arms and legs in the snow to make the angel.

 Soy goes quiet. Unusually quiet. Eventually, I get fidgety and start to form a ball with my front paws and snout. Soy doesn’t notice me.

 With a big grin I take aim… Strike!

 “Hey, you swine!” she laughs. She saw her angel and is ready to have fun again. She is a good opponent. She really has great aim!

 But what do I see now? It’s big and green, with lots of branches and tiny little needles. I pull this thing away from the side of the house towards me. It’s the perfect firewall. I can ward off Soy’s attacks with it perfectly. No snowball will hit me now.

 Suddenly, there is a scraping noise. I look up to the roof. A huge snow slide slides straight at me! I jump away just as a huge pile of snow crashes down and buries the green, prickly thing underneath a snowy blanket. Oh boy, I was lucky!

 “Hooooney, where’s the Christmas tree that I bought this morning?” Daddy calls out. He has come out of the house. “Just a while ago it was right here!” he exclaims as he points to the spot where the green, prickly thing had just been standing.

 Soy and I look at each other and hurry past him into the house. We know nothing! Nothing at all, do we?

 No, we know nothing. For the first time we agree with each other. For just a moment, we agree. Tomorrow… who knows what tomorrow will bring?



December 10th
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 Tinsel is as important to Christmas as cinnamon is to cinnamon cookies. Normally, you hang tinsel on the Christmas tree. As always, Soy has a better idea.

 Her ‘better idea’ ends with flashing blue lights. Oh, goodness.



 There’s the Christmas tree. Bruno’s Daddy finally freed it from all the snow. Bruno is laying underneath it, fast asleep, and I am bored. To pass the time away I inspect the tree a little closer. Bruno’s Mommy hung glittery strings on it. They move when I push them with my paw! I push a few at one time. How pretty they look! Some fall on Bruno. Ha, ha, ha! He looks like a grey grandpa dog!

 I have an idea.

 When Bruno wakes up half an hour later, his fur makes a rustling noise. I have to stifle my laughter, because Bruno looks hilarious. His fur is covered in silver strings that almost reach the floor. He walks along the hallway, opens the door with his right paw, walks down the stairs and out the front door… He knows the way even with his eyes half-closed.

 I sneak after him, like a detective, when I suddenly hear a loud, shrill cry from the neighbor’s house. The neighbor lady appears at her window with a telephone in her hand. “I’ve always told you, Ellie, one day they will come for us!” she yells.

 Bruno doesn’t notice any of this. As always, he trots to the last stone block in front of the lantern, then turns around. His favorite tree is only a few steps away.

 “His spaceship? I don’t know. Maybe he parked it in the garden,” I hear the lady shout. I have to giggle. She thinks Bruno is an alien!

 Unsuspecting Bruno lifts his leg. The tinsel waves in the winter wind. If his fur wasn’t so matted, Bruno could be a photo model.

 But where is all the commotion and the blue light coming from?

 A police car stops next to the lantern and a police officer gets out. He sees Bruno, throws a sack over his head, and with the help of another policeman lifts him into the trunk of the police car. I hear a muffled “Wuff”. Then the trunk is shut. I think fast and jump into the police car. I crouch in the front and make myself as small as possible. The policeman doesn’t notice me. I hear Bruno barking in the trunk, but I don’t dare answer him. The handcuffs on the policeman’s belt twinkle silvery, just like the tinsel.



December 11th
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 What an adventure! The police took Bruno. Where are they taking him?

 How is he going to explain that he is Bruno and not an alien, and what is Soy going to do?



 Where am I? It’s so dark in here. Everything is shaking around me. I can hardly stay on my feet. Every once in a while it gets calm, but every time I hear a motor sound, it starts shaking again. How did all this happen?

 I remember taking my morning walk. Suddenly, at the lantern, someone pulled something over my head and picked me up. When that someone set me down again, I heard a metallic sound and a bang, just like the sound I hear when Daddy shuts his car trunk.

 I hear a man’s voice, “Ouch, stop the car!” interrupting my train of thought. Is that the man that picked me up?

 “Stop the car, fast! We have a cat on board! The awful thing bit me!”

 What did he say? Cat? Is Soy here, too?

 “Soy?” I call. Then I hear brakes squeak and I hit my head against something hard. A car door opens and I hear meowing that sounds just like Soy. Before I can call her again, the motor sounds get louder. I lay down so I don’t bump my head again.

 After a while, the sounds get quiet and the shaking stops. A lid opens. I can feel cool air. I am picked up again.

 In a room with light brown walls, someone pulls the sack from my head. It’s about time! It was getting stuffy in there. I pant loudly and fast to get fresh air back into my lungs.

 “He sounds dangerous. Maybe he wants to attack us!”

 “What planet is he from?”

 Standing behind the metal bars surrounding me, three men and a woman stare at me. What do they mean by ‘planet’? And why do I sound dangerous? All I’m doing is breathing!

 “Should I call the animal shelter?” a young policeman asks.

 “No, don’t. They probably only take earthly dogs, not aliens. We should call the CIA and send out a search warrant for the spaceship!” the man that was bitten in the leg says.

 Secret Service? Aliens? Spaceship? I don’t understand any of this.

 “I could take him home with me,” the policewoman suggests. She looks nice. I wag my tail.

 A gong sounds off.

 “We’ll talk about this after lunch!” says the oldest policeman. “For starters, put him in a cell!”



December 12th
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 The city is full of smells and noises. Especially during Christmas time. How colorful everything is.

 So many humans are out and about! But how is Soy ever going to find her way home?



 I bit the policeman in the leg because he kicked me with his foot. Then he threw me out of the car! Shameless.

 Good thing we cats always land on our paws. The police car took off with Bruno in it. I have to get home. I have to tell the humans what happened, but where is our house? I’ve never been in this part of the city. Let me sniff. We cats have very refined noses.

 Mmmm, a delicious smell drifts to my nose. There are four children standing at a booth. There is a young woman with dark-haired pigtails, a white apron and a red wool hat with pompoms standing at the booth. She is putting fragrant, golden brown rectangles on little white paper plates. The children call the rectangles ‘waffles’. The waffles steam when they are warm.

 One of the children smiles at me and gives me a little piece with whipped cream. Thank you!

 I would love to stay, but I have to be on my way.

 At the next stand, the grown-up humans are drinking a hot, dark, red fluid they call ‘mulled wine’ out of plastic cups. The smell prickles my nose. I hurry on!

 Climbing up onto the fountain at the market place, I sniff to all sides. Funny. Nothing smells like ‘home’. I can’t even smell Bruno‘s fluffy fur, which smells for miles in the wind!

 Right now my Mommy would tell me, “Ask your belly.”

 So I do just that. I ask, “Dear belly, how do I find home?”

 I can’t hear the answer because a group of humans start to trumpet a Christmas carol in front of the fountain. Frightened, I jump off the fountain and land in a baby carriage. The blanket is warm and cozy and the baby underneath the blanket smiles at me, but the lady that the baby and carriage belong to shoos me away.

 I run to the next house corner where the music can only be heard softly. In the meantime, my paws have become so cold that they hurt. “Dear belly, which way should I go?” I ask again.

 “Take a left at the drugstore,” I hear a voice in my head say. Was that my belly? Can it really talk?

 I walk to the drugstore and look around. I hear a woman’s voice say, “Kitty, sweety, what are you doing here? Come on, hop on!”

 It’s the neighbor lady that thought Bruno was an alien. I hop on her walker.

 “We will be home right away,” she says to me and starts pushing her walker.

 “Thank you, belly!” I whisper.



December 13th
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 A day at the police station is exciting. Especially if you’re the one that is locked up!

 Bruno’s new cellmate looks very dangerous, though. Will Bruno come out of this okay?



 I didn’t get any sleep all night and I am sooo hungry. Just water and bread – that’s all you get here in jail. Just great! This is almost like home. I can almost hear Soy’s voice saying, “Today is your meatless day!”

 I wonder what kitty is up to? She‘s probably happy that she can lay on my cuddle blanket with twice as much room - what am I saying, five times more room! - while I have to lay here on this hard, linoleum floor.

 Because I am bored, I chew on the silver strings in my fur. They taste like metal. Yuck! I pull the silver strings out with my teeth. It takes a while because they are stuck in my curly locks. At least I have something to do. How long will I have to stay here?

 The American Secret Service couldn’t look into my case because three UFO‘s have landed in the past few days. That’s why I have to stay here.

 This year Christmas really is odd.

 “Easy man, I‘m going already!” I hear a loud, hoarse voice. My cell door opens and a man with wild, black hair stumbles in. He is wearing a sleeveless t-shirt even though it’s the middle of winter. There are huge, spider web tattoos on both his arms.

 The man lets himself fall backwards onto the second cot. We eye each other.

 “You look cool man!” the man says. “Did you rob a bank, too?” He has several teeth missing.

 “Wuff,” I protest, which means, “No, not me”.

 “The bank teller was so scared he almost wet his pants.” His laugh is eerie. I pull my paws underneath my belly. “I taped his wrists and mouth shut and put my chewing gum in his nose. Ha ha ha! He couldn’t breathe!” the man continues. Just the idea gives me goose bumps and I shake myself. Silver strings rain out of my fur.

 The nice policewoman walks by. She stops and looks at me, surprised. “You’re not an alien! You’re…” She stoops down and looks into the depths of my locks to find my collar with my name and address written on it. “…BRUNO!” she exclaims.

 She picks up the phone.

 “Did he tell you where he hid the loot?” Daddy asks when he picks me up.

 “Wuff, wuff,” I say, which means, “For an especially big bone, I will tell you!”



December 14th
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 Bruno is back! Soy is soooo happy.

 The joy is not mutual because it’s Soy’s fault that Bruno had to spend the night in jail. Or how was that with the chicken and the egg? Which came fi rst?



 I am happy Bruno is back home again. The night without him was pretty lonely. Okay, I didn’t miss his snoring, but I did miss his warm back!

 “Nice that you’re back,” I tell him.

 “Nice you’re leaving again soon!” he answers.

 “Are you in a bad mood?” I ask him.

 “Well, because of you I was in jail for an entire night!” he growls at me. He takes up almost all the room on the blanket so that I barely have any room left.

 “Why because of me?” I ask.

 “If you hadn’t hung that silver stuff on me the police wouldn’t have arrested me!”

 I think about that. Then I say, “If your Mommy hadn’t bought the silver stuff, I would’ve never had the idea to hang it on you. Na-na-na-na-na!”

 “Leave my Mommy out of this,” Bruno snarls at me and shows me his teeth. I back off.

 “If your Daddy hadn’t bought a Christmas tree, your Mommy wouldn’t have bought the silver stuff,” I add.

 “My Daddy has nothing to do with this either!” Bruno barks at me. “You could go ahead and say it’s the Christ Child’s fault!”

 “Why?” I want to know.

 “Because if the Christ Child wouldn’t have been born, then there would be no Christmas, and if there was no Christmas, we wouldn’t need Christmas trees and no silver stuff!”

 Bruno is smarter than I thought! I just don’t like the idea that it’s all the Christ Child’s fault. I ponder on this a bit. Suddenly my throat gets tight.

 “I think it’s all India’s fault,” I whisper.

 “Why is it now India’s fault?” Bruno mutters.

 “Because if my Mommy’s friend hadn’t flown to India, she wouldn’t have gotten sick. Then my Mommy would still be at home, and I wouldn’t be here. I would be home with my Mommy.”

 “Sounds logical,” Bruno agrees.

 “Then there is only one solution,” I conclude.

 “And that would be?” Bruno asks.

 I don’t answer. Instead, I take a long look at the big, fat dog that didn’t do his fitness exercises today, nor yesterday. I don’t say anything about that either.

 I quietly leave, but Bruno doesn’t notice. He is already snoring again.



December 15th
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 Soy is missing! She has disappeared!

 Surely, the saber-toothed tiger got her, the one that crouches on the roof. It’s so huge, that its teeth loom over the balcony.

 Will Bruno be able to rescue Soy from its fangs?



 I had a horribly bad dream last night. A huge saber-toothed tiger jumped on our balcony and wanted to eat Soy!

 He was so big and so dangerous that Mommy said, “We have to call the zoo.”

 Daddy said, “I think the S.W.A.T. Team would be better!” The S.W.A.T. Team is the Special Weapons and Tactics Unit.

 Good thing the tiger was only a dream. Soy also seems to be awake already, because she isn’t here. Strange she hasn’t touched her milk, even though she’s probably been up for ages.

 “Soy!” I call loudly and wait, but she doesn’t answer me at all. Hmmm. Maybe she is doing one of her whole-body-knot yoga exercises and can’t speak. I empty my bowl, lick it clean and lay down again. There is nothing like a little digestion nap. Dozily, I look out of the living room window and my dog food freezes in my belly. There are long, sharp fangs hanging from the roof!

 They are see-through and shine in the sun like the blades of swords. They look like the jaws of a huge, saber-toothed tiger! I jump up and my full belly jumps, too. What to do? Daddy and Mommy are already out of the house. Tommi and Tina are in school. I am all alone with the beast!

 “Soy! Soy?” I call again. We don’t always agree but we have to stick together against this monster.

 What if… what if this terrible monster… has… eaten her? What if she is already in its stomach? My food is hopping up and down in my stomach at the thought of it!

 I break out in a sweat, even though I haven’t done any push-ups today. I say to myself, “Okay, Bruno, you must be strong now!” But how strong must one be with an opponent such as this?

 The shiny teeth don’t move. The tiger is calmly laying on the look-out on our roof. I am going to leave our apartment very quietly, go down the stairs, and out of the front door and into the garden. I will hide behind a bush and evaluate the situation from a safe distance. Then I shall make a decision. Does that sound like a plan?

 If only my paws wouldn’t tremble so badly. Soy’s rag mouse is in the hallway. I take it along with me. Maybe I can distract the beast and free Soy. I just hope it’s not too late.



December 16th
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 Soy wants to go to India. It feels like it’s only a heartbeat away.

 She wants to see her Mommy, but the way to India is more dangerous then she’d imagined.



 I’m cold and all my bones hurt. I spent all last night underneath a park bench. Is it still far to India? Mommy said she has to fly there. So I better ask someone that knows about flying. “Hello, blackbird,” I call. The blackbird suspiciously looks at me. “I don’t want to eat you,” I tell him quickly. “Not today. Do you know the way to India?”

 The blackbird chirps out of the distance, “Straight ahead!”

 After endless steps straight ahead I have to take a rest. A squirrel climbs up the tree next to me. Its dark, brown eyes, as big as saucers, examine me. I ask the same question I asked the blackbird. The squirrel tells me, “India? Straight ahead!” With its head, it points in the direction that I just came from.

 “What? All the way back?” I can’t believe that. I should ask my belly again.

 “Curry,” is all that my belly has to say today. Hmmm, not very helpful. I walk on because I want to be in India before it gets dark. Nearby, I smell a scent I’m not familiar with. I wonder if I can find something to eat here?

 The scent leads me to a large freeway. It’s so loud here! It stinks and the cars drive bumper to bumper. Yet, I have to get across because between two cars I saw a big elephant standing on the other side. Elephants are from India, right?

 The elephant stretches its trunk and tusks in the air. Each of its legs is as thick as one of the tree trunks in the park. A door next to the elephant opens and a young human couple come through it with a white plastic bag. Is there something to eat in the bag?

 “Curry Palace” is written on the bag. Curry! The guiding of my belly is once again right! If this is true, than I will see my Mommy shortly! I am just about to cross the freeway when I hear a familiar voice.

 “Soy, you’re alive!” It’s Bruno, and he is gasping for air.

 “Of course I’m alive!” I snap, because I haven’t forgotten our quarrel.

 “Come home with me,” Bruno says, “It’s getting dark.”

 “India is my home,” I tell him, holding my head up high as I take a step towards the freeway.

 Tires squeal. A load of snow-slush flies around my ears. Then everything goes quiet.



December 17th
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 Thankfully, all Soy had was a big scare, but she still has no desire to set even one paw outside.

 When Bruno finds a hiding place with many colorful packages, the day becomes a pure celebration. The only question is, “For whom?”



 Had I not grabbed Soy by the neck just in time yesterday, she would have been run over! Luckily, everything went well. Today shall be a cozy day without any commotion, just the way I like it. For fifteen minutes now I have been laying here on my blanket watching Soy pushing her head towards her belly-button.

 A new yoga exercise. “Are you looking for a second button in your belly?” I ask her.

 “Nh-nh-nh-nh-nnh!” She mumbles. Is that Yogish?

 Mommy walks through the hallway with a big bag full of large and small packages that are wrapped in colorful paper. It all smells new and exciting. I have to investigate this!

 When Mommy leaves, I grab my chance. Wagging my tail, I walk into the bedroom. There the bag sits in front of the bed.

 “Soy,” I call. “Come here! Hurry! You have to see this!”

 She prefers to keep staring at her belly. That’s okay. I’ll have more loot to myself! I hurry and pull the packages out of the bag and chew the paper off. This is so much fun! But wait, what’s that?! It’s black and red and has four wide wheels and a flame on each side. There’s also a black box with a thin metal rod.

 I push the switches on the box with my nose. Wrumm, the thing roars off. Skillfully, I guide the vehicle towards the living room. It has lots of horse power. “Watch it!” I call, as I speed it up.

 The vehicle darts directly towards Soy! She hears the sound and with a horror-stricken expression on her face, she jumps around like a Jack-in-the-box. On the couch, halfway up the wall, then down to the floor again. Up the opposite wall, on top of the TV and right into the middle of the Christmas tree. This cat is fast, faster than I can watch her!

 It looks as if a bomb hit the living room when she calms down. Two picture frames and the calendar fell off the wall to the floor. Pictures are scattered everywhere on the floor, mixed with calendar pages and broken bits of glass. There are deep claw prints in the wall paper, the Christmas tree is totally crooked and two porcelain angels are gone. They probably became so frightened that they flew to heaven!

 Soy looks at me numbly, as if someone has pushed the pause button in her head. Then she faints.



December 18th
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 What chaos yesterday!

 Bruno and Soy are being punished and have to stay on their blanket and be still. Can you have fun laying down? Oh yes, you can!



 “I just can’t believe it! This can’t be true!” Bruno’s Mommy has been repeating this over and over since yesterday. My Mommy says it’s something like a mantra when you repeat the same thing over and over. Mantras make you feel good and create a happy reality, my Mommy says.

 “This can’t be true!” and “I can’t believe it!” seem to be Bruno’s Mommy’s mantras. Although, she doesn’t look as if she’s having good feelings! In fact, she looks a little confused today. She wanted to make toast for Bruno’s Daddy this morning and instead of putting the bread into the toaster, she put the oven mitts in it. Instead of catsup, she put a big drop of dish soap on Tommi and Tina’s fish sticks.

 Since yesterday, she has been very strict with Bruno and me. Very, very strict. If one of us even scratches ourselves, she looks at us so sharply that I could faint again. I am sooooo bored! Bruno is, too.

 “I can’t believe this,” Bruno mumbles.

 “In the basement there is a light amiss!” I rhyme.

 “There is a face,” Bruno varies the rhyme.

 “Is it the Christ Child’s grace?” I whisper back.

 “It‘s a maze!”

 Bruno and I grin at each other. This is fun.

 I keep on, saying, “This can’t be true.”

 He answers, “Look at the door and who’s coming through? It must be the cat with warm skin…or is it the dog’s identical twin?”

 “It brings in a gift with a spin!”

 “It must have been to the gym!”

 “Is it for me? It looks so thin.”

 “I think you’ve had too much gin.”

 “I can’t believe it’s a win.”

 “The Christ Child brought a… piggy bank!” We snort with laughter.

 “Let’s put our wishes in it.”

 “And some will come true, you must admit.”

 “That is as clear as a sky that’s moonlit.”

 “And the nicest thing is…” I think really quickly. What actually is the nicest thing about Christmas? “That you are my friend!” Did I just say that?

 “Are we friends?” Bruno asks.

 Bruno and I look at each other and then quickly look away again. I turn red, as if someone rubbed catsup on my cheeks.



December 19th
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 Bruno is nervous, because Soy claims she has a gift for him - in fact, a perfect gift. What do you do if you don’t have the slightest idea what to give someone else? To top it off, something perfect!

 Bruno’s gray brain cells are working overtime.



 To top things off, now I need a gift! I was blissfully taking my afternoon nap when Soy woke me with a loud cheer, “Got it! I have the perfect gift for you!”

 Oh boy! I don’t have a gift for her. I wasn’t even planning on giving her a gift! I have never given anyone a gift, much less a cat. Eighteen days ago this cat didn’t even exist in my life and now I am supposed to give her a gift?!

 For three agonizing minutes I twist my brain, but I have no idea. I know that I can reflect 300 minutes more with the same result. Whoever got the idea to give gifts, anyway? Certainly not the Christ Child. He’s laying innocently in the manger. If I understood the entire story that the humans tell, then the three Holy Kings brought gifts to the stall when the Christ Child was born. The story never said anything about the Christ Child giving gifts back. So, why should I?

 “What is your gift to me?” Soy purrs at my side, as if she guessed my thoughts.

 “A muzzle,” I growl, “or a claw trimmer.”

 “Excuse me?” Soy’s voice sounds slightly hysterical. “I don’t want a muzzle or a claw trimmer! That’s the last straw! You can make a better effort. After all, I invented an entire Advent calendar for you!”

 “I didn’t ask you to do that!” I snap back at her. I’d like to quickly change the subject because Soy had forgotten that awful Advent calendar in all the excitement of the last few days.

 I rejoiced too fast. Soy drags something out of Tommi’s room that looks like the rubber version of the planet Saturn. It’s a round, blue ball, about as big as a soccer ball, with a red, plastic disk around it.

 “Get on,” she demands. “Come on, get on!” With a demanding look, she makes me get on this torture planet. “Hold on tight and hop!”

 To hold onto this thing and hop at the same time is like starting and stopping at the same time - it’s impossible!

 I have a hunch that finding a gift for this cat will be just as impossible.



December 20th
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 Christ dog or Christ cat? Soon Bruno and Soy will find out what the Christ Child looks like.

 But what if they miss him on Christmas Eve? A trap would be good. Only how do you build a trap for someone when you don’t know whether that someone has four legs or two wings?



 Mommy sent us outside, because she wants to clean the house in peace. “Without someone riding the mop or turning the staircase into Niagara Falls,” she says.

 The weather outside is mucky. The patio is a sea of puddles and the lawn is one big, horrid swamp. So, we huddle together on the doormat.

 “It’s Christmas Eve in four days,” Bruno says.

 “In four days we will finally find out if the Christ Child is a dog or cat,” I add.

 “If we catch him,” Bruno says. “If we don’t, all will be in vain! We’ll have to wait another year.”

 “We have to lie in a bush to catch it,” I say, “with alternate shifts, so we don’t fall asleep.”

 As I say this, I realize Bruno will sleep through his shift anyway. This is not a good solution. “We need a trap!” I exclaim. Bruno nods in agreement. I never would’ve believed I would see the day that we agree on something!

 The next moment, the disagreements start again. “We should dig a deep hole,” Bruno suggests.

 “What if the Christ Child flies? Then a hole will be useless,” I say.

 “That means we need a net!” Bruno reflects.

 “Tommi and Tina have a volleyball net! But we don’t know if the Christ Child flies high or low,” Bruno considers. He has a point, I must admit.

 “We will lure him with food!” I say, and the question of hole or net dissolves. Excellent.

 “Yes, a nice big bone,” Bruno fantasizes.

 “Nope!” I protest. “A saucer of sweet milk.” The Christ Child stems from cats. Period!

 “A bone and milk,” Bruno determines. “Then we are on the safe side.”

 I never expected him to say that. Obviously, my Advent calendar made his gray brain cells more fit, too!

 “In front of the door or on the window sill?” I ask.

 “Put the bone in front of the door, and the milk on the window sill.” Bruno decides.

 “Fine, and just to be sure, let’s dig a hole and hang up the net!” I decide. “To make sure nothing can go wrong.”

 Now we will catch the Christ Child! Of that, we are sure.



December 21st
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 The Christ Child is trapped!

 But he doesn’t look like a dog nor a cat, and he takes Soy away with him. Bruno could be happy, but all of a sudden he feels a twinge in his chest…



 “B-B-Bruno, there is a mon-mon-monster ou-out-outside!” Soy whispers beside me.

 I listen. Slurp, smack, grrr. Slurp, smack, grrr. The noise comes from the garden and sounds like a giant dinosaur that is stomping through a field of mud. I move closer to Soy and hope she doesn’t notice that I am shaking.

 We are startled by a sudden knock at the door.

 “Ooopen! Please ooopen!”

 A monster that says please? That is certainly rare. Soy sits up and looks at me with shiny eyes. It’s time!

 “The Christ Child! We caught the Christ Child!”

 As quietly as we can, we go to the garden. The noises have stopped. Where is the Christ Child?

 The saucer with the milk is untouched. The bone is as we left it. The net is untouched, too. On tip toes we sneak to the hole we dug. Nothing. No Christ Child to be seen, near or far. Suddenly, something moves near us. It’s as big as a human and it’s wearing a cape that must have been colorful once, but now is full of mud. It sure doesn’t look very Christian. I growl at the stranger and just as I am about to pounce on it’s leg to scare it off, Soy calls out, “Mommy!” She runs to the muddy thing.

 “Soy!” The strange being picks Soy up and pets her fur.

 “I have you back, my darling!”

 Soy’s Mommy came back from India earlier than planned. Arriving late in the night like this made her feel uncomfortable. Her spare key is hanging in our hallway. She forgot her main key in India, so she rang the doorbell. When nobody heard the doorbell, she walked around the house – directly into our trap.

 No Christ Child, what a pity.

 Daddy brings Soy and her Mommy home. Before they leave, Soy tells me bye-bye and then she is gone.

 I lay down on my blanket. How quiet it suddenly is. It’s so quiet that I can’t sleep. I toss to the right and back to the left. On my back, then on my belly. I just can’t sleep.

 My blanket smells like Soy, but the more I smell it, the more her smell fades away. Now my heart has a funny, aching twinge. Am I having a heart attack?

 “Go to sleep,” I tell myself. Good thing the cat is gone.

 But I just can’t sleep. With an aching heart, I lay on my blanket and stare into the air until dawn.



December 22nd
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 Just in the nick of time everything is finished.

 Just like every year! Well, then, “Merry Christmas!” Or not?



 Mommy runs through the house, Daddy runs out and back into the house again, and the children run into rooms they aren’t allowed to go into. One is screaming and one is crying, like every year on Christmas Eve. I am laying all cozy on my blanket and thinking about Soy’s belly exercises. I will never have to do them again, although I have become more athletic in the last few days. I am not coughing and breathing as heavy as I did before when I walked up the stairs.

 Coughing and breathing… That kinda rhymes like the funny ryhmes we did together. Thinking about these last few weeks, I realize Soy and I experienced many fun things together.

 My heart starts hurting again.

 Daddy lights up the candles. Mommy puts the many colorful packages (that she had to rewrap) underneath the Christmas tree, while giving me a dirty look.

 Then Tina and Tommi are allowed to come into the room. They have to play Christmas carols on their flutes, and they only do so because they’ll get to unwrap the colorful packages afterwards.

 But today they don’t have time to unwrap the packages because they are barely done playing their flutes - more squeaky sounding, than pretty, as every year – when the doorbell rings. Who can it be on Christmas Eve?

 Daddy goes to see who it is and comes back with Soy’s Mommy! My heart starts to do a happy dance. Did Soy come, too?

 No, she didn’t.

 “Merry Christmas!” Mommy and Daddy say merrily.

 Soy’s Mommy looks at them dumbfounded and says, “Christmas Eve is the day after tomorrow.”

 Now Mommy and Daddy look dumbfounded.

 “I just came to get Soy’s milk saucer. I forgot it last night.”

 “Yes, but our calendar…” Mommy points to the calendar. Clearly, it says December 24th. Strange.

 Soy’s Mommy leaves and my humans sit sheepishly around the Christmas tree.

 Daddy blows out the candles. Mommy turns off the oven. Tina and Tommi sit there with long faces. Me? I hide underneath the couch. Soy’s rag mouse is still there and something else is there. Two little square pieces of paper. There are numbers on them. “December 22” I read on the first, and “December 23” it says on the second piece of paper. These must have fallen off the calendar the day Soy jumped around like a Jack-in-the-box. I push my nose into Soy’s rag mouse so I don’t laugh out loud.



December 23rd
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 Finally, Bruno has the perfect gift for Soy. But how shall he bring it to her? He doesn’t even know where she lives!

 It looks like he’ll have to be very athletic one more time.



 Mommy is cleaning and she makes a pile of things that she is throwing away. On the pile is a glass case with a butterfly in it. Its wings are velvety red, purple and dark blue. Mommy really wants to throw this beautiful butterfly away? Out of the question! It’s the perfect gift for Soy!

 But I don’t know where Soy lives. So, how am I going to give it to her? Wait, didn’t she say that she can see the TV tower from her balcony? Without wasting any time, I stuff the butterfly into a white bag with red handles and matching red hearts on it (a bag that Mommy also put on her pile to throw away), and get moving.

 I discover the TV tower is pretty high. It’s so high that you can see it from almost half of the city’s apartments that have balconies. I sniff to all sides. There are many apartment buildings here and the smell of many kitties, but none of the smells smell like Soy. So, in which kitty apartment does Soy live?

 I hear music from one of the balconies that sounds very familiar. I heard this kind of music before. It was the evening that Soy almost ran into a car. The music came from the Indian restaurant on the other side of the freeway. Today the music comes from a balcony on the fifth floor.

 Now what? How do I get up there?

 I see a fire ladder. The ladder leads up the apartment wall in front of the balconies. I have to think of Mommy’s favorite film, in which the handsome movie star climbs up the ladder with a rose between his teeth. Mommy cries at this part of the film. I could cry right now as well.

 I get dizzy on the first steps of the ladder. “Just don’t look down,” I tell myself. “For that matter, don’t look up either!”

 With the red handles clamped between my teeth, I work myself up the ladder, step by step.

 I made it to the first floor. I need to take a breather. I only hope I am at the right apartment building here. On the second floor, a lady with curlers in her hair screams so loud I almost fall off the ladder. She gave me such a scare! I hurry on.

 I suddenly hear a familiar voice above me, “Well, look who’s here!”

 I look up and smile at Soy. Soy smiles back. Elegantly, just like the movie star from Mommy’s film, I take the next step… but I miss it, and fall.

 The last thing I hear is the glass of a perfect gift shattering into a thousand pieces.

 “Brunoooooooo!” I hear Soy’s voice from far away.



December 24th
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 Finally, Christmas! Everyone is relieved, even though Bruno cannot breathe underneath his bandages.

 The perfect gift has also been delivered. The only question left is, “What does the Christ Child look like?”



 Poor Bruno. His entire body is wrapped up in bandages. His hind leg is in a cast. Only his eyes and mouth peek out of the bandages. And on Christmas Eve!

 “Don’t laugh. It’s only because of the perfect gift!” he says. “Where is it, by the way?”

 “Over there,” I tell him and point to the wall. Mommy hung it over my basket. The glass case didn’t survive the fall, but the butterfly still looks very pretty.

 “Humans say when a butterfly flaps its wings on the other side of the world, then something will happen here at our side, because everything is connected with everything,” Bruno tells me.

 It sounds nice. So nice, that I can’t say anything for a long time.

 Bruno grins, “By the way, India is on the other side of the world, not on the other side of the freeway.”

 “No, not on the other side of the freeway,” I agree with him. “Thank you for saving me that evening,” I add. Then I softly say, “If my Mommy hadn’t flown to India, we would never have gotten to know each other.”

 Bruno nods. All of a sudden my heart starts to pound.

 “Then the butterfly is the symbol of our friendship!” I say.

 Bruno raises an eyebrow. He looks like a movie star. “I could’ve given you a muzzle or a claw trimmer…”

 “Hush!” I giggle. “I have something for you, too.”

 “Well, you better have. My accident had better have been worth the trouble,” he says indignantly.

 “A mirror,” Bruno concludes as I hold the little pink pocket mirror in front of his nose. “And now?”

 “What do you see?” I ask curiously.

 “A mummy,” Bruno says dryly.

 “Nonsense. The nicest dog in the whole wide world!” I say. “And the best friend that anyone could ever ask for.”

 Bruno coughs and only says, “Hm.”

 My Mommy comes radiantly into the room. “We will all celebrate Christmas with Bruno!”

 Later in the car, I tap Bruno from the side and ask, “You want to know why the Christ Child is a cat?”

 “Hush!” Bruno says. “It’s Christmas now!”

 Then he acts like he is snapping at me, but there is a quiver around his lips. Laughing, I cuddle up to him.

 MERRY CHRISTMAS!
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