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'Cat and Mouse Christmas' 

One snowy late December night called Christmas Eve the snow 
slowly fell and made the grass all around as white as a big 
fluffy blanket.  Jemima Ginger Cat, who was very annoyed, sat 
outside Fred s house shivering with cold.  

Jemima Ginger Cat had a lot of fur, but all afternoon she had 
been crouched very, very still ready to pounce.  She had 
been ready to pounce on poor Martina mouse from the 
nearby field. Martinamouse had been very frightened so she 
had run around and around in frenzied circles all day long.  

Martinamouse got very hot with all the running she had 
done.  But, Jemima Ginger Cat was very cold now as she 

had been quite still most of the afternoon.  Jemima Ginger Cat was looking 
forward to curling up in front of the fire. 

Now as teatime came, the sky was getting darker and darker and 
both Jemima Ginger Cat and Martina mouse wondered what to 
do next.  Although Martina was hot that minute, she really 
preferred in winter to nest inside the house. In fact, she had 
already made a secret little nest in the loft and she wanted to get 
back into the house away from Jemima Ginger Cat.  She wanted 
to be next to her beloved Mouse husband who was called Mallowmouse. 
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Mallowmouse was really a tame mouse that had escaped from its cage.  
Mallowmouse was called that because he was a soft and powdery 
grey white and looked just like a big fat dusty marshmallow.  

Martina was a little field mouse and she was a strange, but 
interesting colour that fashionistas called greige.  In fact, Martina 
had a lovely thick grey fur coat that was very beautiful and was all 

the rage in the world of the London fashion Mouseland scene too. 

Jemima Ginger Cat looked at Martina and thought too about Martina s mouse 
husband Mallowmouse.  Mmmmm marshmallows are so nice to eat she 
thought with a flick of her whiskers. 

Like Jemima Ginger Cat Martina mouse wanted to get back into the house and 
waited patiently. Suddenly Fred came out to get the Christmas tree he had left 
earlier in the garage.  Fred shooed the cat away as he need to carry the tree 
into the house without a cat in his path. Martina jumped with Christmas joy. 
Her chance to escape had come at last as she ran toward the garage.  She 
knew she was very lucky and had escaped from Jemima Ginger Cat at last.  
Jemima Ginger Cat would not get that extra special Christmas dinner she had 
been planning for weeks. 

Martina knew her way into the house from the garage. It was a long climb to 
the loft, but she could do it.  She was after all very fit from all that running in 
circles the ginger cat regularly put her through. 

Long ago when the cement floor had dropped, it had settled at a 
lower level and it had exposed a gap in the skirting board.  Fred 
was too lazy to fix the gap, but Martina was very glad he thought 
it wasn t an urgent problem.  She squeezed her tiny body under 
the garage s skirting board and soon she began the long slow climb to the top 
of the house.  An hour or more later after many hops, jumps and wrong turns, 
she was in the crawl space and she decided to rest there.  This was a good 
place to be as Bobby Bear lived right next door in the small room, which was 
Ben s bedroom.  She knew Bobby bear would help her if he could if she 
needed help. 

Ben was really looking forward to Christmas.  He was expecting Santa to climb 
down the chimney and bring him lots of presents in a big, big sack.  Because 
of this, Ben and his sister Belinda had insisted that the fire was left unlit, as 
they didn t want Santa to burn his boots or hurt himself.  What a surprise that 
would be for Jemima Ginger Cat, who was longing to curl up by the fire.  In 
fact, Jemima Ginger Cat would soon get another big surprise. She was soon to 
find herself sleeping in the utility room for the next 12 days of Christmas.  

Fred had declared that it was too dangerous for Jemima 
Ginger Cat to stay in the sitting room where the new 
Christmas tree was being decked. Fred said Jemima Ginger 
Cat was a hazard what with all the fairy lights, chocolate 
ornaments, gingerbread cookies, tinsel and hanging glass 
baubles on the tree.  
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In other years, Jemima had been very silly and would jump up and down 
fighting with the moving lights, pawing at the tin sel and baubles.  Last year 
she had caused havoc on Christmas Day when she brought the tree crashing 
down and thick dark earth poured out of the t ree bucket pot all over Fred s 
pale cream carpet.  Fred said he had had enough of that, as the last thing he 
wanted to do after his Christmas dinner was clean up a fallen over tree.  So 
this year the sitting room was declared out of bounds to Jemima Ginger Cat 
for the whole of the Xmas season. 

So Jemima Ginger Cat was sent into the cold utility room to stay with t he cold 
freezer, the refrigerator and the cold washing machine and worse as it was 
snowing, the cold draught from the back door.  She was not a happy cat.  She 
would show them she thought.  She would make sure that next year she 
would have six kittens so t hey could all make a big fuss of her instead of a 
decorated Christmas tree. 

Meanwhile upstairs in the crawl space Martina mouse was just setting off for 
the loft when she came upon a new passageway. For a while, she was scared 
as she explored the new passa geway.  But, bravely she travelled on and 
further down and then up and down and up and down again.  Although it got 
nearer and nearer to 10pm, she was soon in a different part of the house.  
Soon she could see a chink of light, smell a Christmas Fir tree s mell, cinnamon 
and tangerines.  She felt drawn to the area and the cozy warmth that was 
coming from this new place. This was all so exciting and her 
nose twitched at the smells of Christmas. 

Wow she could see fairy lights. Wow ..how 
spectacular she thought to herself.  

She hummed and ahhhhhd and decided that it was too 
good an opportunity to miss seeing more of the lights and 
taking in all the wonderful smells of Christmas.  So even 
though she was very hungry with no chance of eating some 
of the food s that must be nearby somewhere, she settled 
down to sit and watch the lights through the gap in the skirting board.  At 
first, she forgot all about her beloved Mr Mallowmouse waiting for her high up 
in the loft.  Now she was further than ever from him set tled down behind the 
sitting room skirting board. 

Meanwhile up in the loft Mr Mallowmouse was getting very worried.  All sorts 
of ideas ran through his head. Maybe that nasty Jemima Ginger Cat had at 
last caught Martina his beloved little mouse wife and al ready had her lined up 
for a luxury Christmas dinner.  He felt sick to his stomach. Oh no not my 
beloved Mart ina, not my darling mouse, he cried out aloud. 

Adrenaline soared through his body and Mr Mallowmouse set 
off on the long journey through the hou se in search of his 
beloved Martina.  She was such a pretty cheerful mouse he 
thought, beautiful both inside and outside and he knew that 
life without her wasn t something he could even begin to think 
about.  He must save her.  He must rescue her.  Most 
im portantly, if she had been attacked by the cat he must 
nurse her back to full health.  He would look after his beloved princess his 
beautiful Martina, his darling mouse wife.  


