
 

 

I Do Not Appreciate This, 
Monsieur Croissant 

Grade 8, Day 25 

 Perhaps you’ve experienced life with a cat. Playing, feeding, litter-box cleaning; it’s 

all a part of the ‘cat-owner’ package. Although, that’s not always the case, if you want to 

count Monsieur Croissant. He’s the cat who happens to be the star of this story; along 

with me, of course, because it’s a personal narrative, and not a purr-sonal narrative. Bad 

joke? I agree, so let’s just begin our story. 

When we moved into the country, I was devastated to leave behind my 

beloved squirrel family. My dad had promised, but failed, to catch and transfer them; 

consequently, I remained bereft. That is, until we pulled into our driveway and saw a cat 

sitting on the post. 
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“Guys, look! The house came with a free cat,” I exclaimed, nearly jumping out of 

the window to get a better look. I had always liked cats, but they were strictly prohibited 

in my household. This cat, it seemed, was the perfect solution! So, I called my friend, 

who agreed to bring over some cat food in order to lure the kitten in. Much to our 

surprise, there was not only one cat, but more than four cats who came to sample the 

food! Afterwards, I decided on some rather fancy cat names: Cat Alfonzo, Monsieur 

Croissant, Lady Macaroon, and Sir Calzone. Meanwhile, my mom purchased a 

twenty-two pound bag of cat food to keep them coming back. This ordeal lasted for a 

few months; But, soon, winter approached. 

“Where are the cats going to sleep,” my mom asked, “when it’s below zero and 

they’re out in the snow?” Luckily, we later found that they were already residing in our 

garage. 

As the weeks went by, the cats quickly grew fond of me. One of them, Monsieur 

Croissant, even began running to my car door each day as we pulled in! It seemed to be 

the perfect solution for all of my no-cats-allowed problems. That is, until spring. 

Almost half a year after Monsieur Croissant tasted his first bite of Meow Mix, 

spring arrived. Birds could be heard from wherever you stood, which did not cause any 
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problems- until a day that I happened to be home alone. I was doing my homework, 

when all of a sudden: “Thud!” I heard the infamous sound of a bird crashing into the 

window. I ran outside, and the bird did not look dead; but, he didn't look okay, either. I 

texted my mom for help, but she just replied that all I could do was “hope that it gets 

better on it’s own” until she got home. I wanted to help the poor bird, but I knew that it 

would be dangerous to pick it up. So, as bad as it sounds, I tried to ignore it. I went 

upstairs, and occasionally came down to see if the bird had flown away. It hadn’t. When I 

reached the five minute point from my previous bird-check, I bounded down the stairs 

once again. To my horror, I opened the door to see the cat. Monsieur Croissant turned to 

face me, and as I gaped back down at it, I noticed. In his mouth, there was the little bird. I 

slammed the door, ran to the phone, and tentatively considered calling 9-1-1 before 

realizing that it was not feasible to do so. The bird was dead. 

The next morning, I moped down the stairs once more. Hanging my head and still 

upset about the insidious behavior of that awful cat, I was not excited for school in the 

least. As I warily opened the door, I glanced down to see our front porch littered with 

blood, feathers, and a tiny skull. As you might guess, this did not improve my mood. 

Later, everyone tried to comfort me by saying things like, “It’s only natural” and, “It’s not 

the cat’s fault”. I knew better: it was most certainly the fault of the cat. I would liquidate 

his dues by going on a punitive strike and not filling his food dish. A small redress, but if 

the cat could eat baby birds, then he didn't need my opulent source of food. This lasted 
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for about two months, until I finally decided that I would feed the cat. Still, we were not 

going to be friends. 

In conclusion, I would like to mention this: Sometimes cats are malevolent, and 

you should definitely not feed them if you notice their behaviors of duplicity. Even so, you 

should eventually realize that the cat has learned its lesson, and begin to supply it once 

more with Meow Mix. Never forget what they have done, though, because, deep down the 

belligerent cat’s behaviors are intentional. They are only testing your humanity, so you 

must always refuse to let them win. Never give in to murder! 

 

Please Direct Your Feedback To: 

codistirling05@gmail.com 

 


