
For Silversong: 

“I’m seriously freaking out,” I murmured, my eyes widening as I took in the soft white flakes falling gently 
onto my nose. The snow wasn’t as cold as I remembered it, partly in thanks to the thick coat of fur 
covering my sleek cat body, and partly because spending “the most wonderful time of the year” as a cat 
had always been on my bucket list (I swear it’s been in a dream of mine). 
 
Our small hunting patrol hadn’t expected to find so much as a scrawny mouse, but I had to admit that the 
unexpected snowfall was worth another night of empty bellies, at least to me. Christmas was a time 
spent with family, and, well, BlogClan was my family. Some might have seen the absence of our loved 
ones — and more importantly, our human lives — as a reason not to celebrate Christmas this year. But 
what better way to take your mind off of the abrupt (and weirdly awesome) change in our lives than a little 
Christmas cheer? That’s why I was ecstatic to hear Sundance announce that we were continuing our 
tradition of the Holiday Gift Exchange, even as we were stranded in the forest as cats. 
 
I had no idea how we were supposed to give anyone a gift as cats, but I was sure I’d be able to figure 
something out in time. 
 
“Earth to Cheetahspark!” Asterflame called, her voice sounding far away. “Stop gawking at the snow and 
help us catch this pheasant!” 
 
My mouth immediately gaped open at the mention of prey. I’d taken back what I’d said earlier about rather 
having snow than empty bellies. My stomach seemed to rumble in agreement, my paws slightly prickling 
in nervousness at the thought that it might scare away the prey. I slunk down into a hunting crouch, my 
sharp green eyes narrowing slightly as I observed Asterflame and Rainshine expertly kill the pheasant, 
Asterflame chasing the bird into Rainshine’s expectant paws. 
 
“Mm!” Rainshine exclaimed, licking her lips. “A Christmas miracle indeed.” 
 
I nodded in agreement, my surprised furthered when a shape slid out of the undergrowth and Lionfire’s 
golden head poked out of a quivering fern, a vole clamped firmly between her jaws. 
 
“What, so I’m the only one that hasn’t been able to catch anything?” I muttered, only half as bitter as I was 
pretending to be. It was true, my hunting skills… weren’t the best (I didn’t realize prey wasn’t as easy as 
Warriors made it out to be — those things are slippery), but I still did my part in hunting patrols. Mostly by 
climbing trees in search of squirrels — the one thing I seemed to be good at. Unfortunately, squirrels 
weren’t as willing to go out and about in the dead of winter, so I was confined to keeping the others 
company. 
 
“You’ll get ’em next time,” said Lionfire, winking. 
 
I sighed overdramatically, shrugging my shoulders. “I think we’ve outdone our luck for the day,” I meowed 
through my now-chattering teeth. “The snow’s only getting thicker. We ought to head back to camp.” 
 
The trek back to the little clearing we’d come to call home wasn’t easy. Even with the ever-graceful cat 
bodies we’d been confined to, snow still managed to make me slip and slide, my claws scrambling for 
purchase on the icy ground. I was glad we’d headed home earlier than planned, because the snow 



seemed to grow thicker and thicker with every step. Asterflame, Rainshine, Lionfire and I were near-icicles 
by the time we made it back to camp. 
 
Sundance, Iceflower, Emberdawn, and all of the other senior warriors were in some kind of meeting near 
Cakestar’s den. The rest of the Clan were either sharing tongues, pawing through the ever-shrinking 
fresh-kill pile, or trying to fortify the dens in preparation for the harsh winter. 
 
Before I’d had enough time to so much as rest my aching limbs, Sundance had opened her jowls into a 
massive howl, grabbing the attention of the entire Clan. 
 
“Attention, everyone!” She announced, her eyes sparkling with joy and her voice lilting in the cheerful way 
that came with a demeanor such as hers. “It’s time to announce everyone’s partners for the Holiday Gift 
Exchange!” 
 
That got me off of my paws, pushing my way through the teeming crowd that had gathered around the 
ginger-and-white she-cat. I found myself sitting in between Brackenlight and Frostfire, my ears strained to 
the tips to hear Sundance’s next words. 
 
“Me or one of the other senior warriors,” Sundance nodded to the cats seated around her, “Will tell you 
before nightfall who your partners are. So you better start planning! It’s going to be a fun ride this year.” 
 
***** 
 
Over the next few days, cats were surprised by bouquets of flowers, ornately decorated wreaths, 
complements, prey; anything that could pass as a gift in the forest. The hype was just about eating me up 
inside, and I always felt a jumble of nerves buzz around in my chest just if I so much as exchanged a 
glance with the cat I was to gift. 
 
And no, I still had no clue what I was going to give them. It’s not like I was artsy, like Swanfeather, or 
amazingly kind, like Willowrain. I was just a cat (or human, I didn’t really know anymore) that couldn’t hunt, 
or create art, or piece together thoughtful complements, that was just trying to figure out what the heck to 
give to the one cat she needed to give a Christmas gift too. 
 
“What about an adventure?” Spidersong suggested after I’d confessed my concerns to her while we were 
sharing a stringy wren. 
 
“…An adventure?” I repeated, stumbling over the word. 
 
“Yeah, like a trek through the forest, or a hunt, or a contest…” Her blue eyes slid slyly over to me. “Or you 
could just serenade them in front of the whole Clan.” 
 
I buried my spotted head into my paws. “Anything but that,” I groaned. “I’m still having flashbacks to when 
Rosesong tried to start a Greatest Showman sing-along a couple of moons ago.” 
 
Spidersong chuckled, taking a bite out of the wren before making a disgusted face, pushing the bird away 
from her. We were all still getting used to forest food, it seemed. “I’m sure you’ll think of something,” she 
reassured me. 
 



I hope I do, I thought warily. I am not going to be the one to ruin Christmas. 
 
That night, I fell into a fitful sleep, visions filled with the echoing of Greatest Showman songs and dancing 
Christmas elves. My nightmares were truly terrifying. 
 
***** 
 
“WAKE UP!” I screeched, right into the ear of my Holiday Gift Exchange partner. Because obviously the 
best way to start her day is by screaming in her ear. She’ll be so pleased to find that this is just the 
introduction to her hopefully-amazing gift. 
 
“…What?” Silversong murmured, shifting in her nest. “What’s wrong?” 
 
“It’s Christmastime!” 
 
“And that’s a bad thing, because…?” 
 
“It’s not a bad thing,” I chuckled. “I woke you up because it’s time for your present.” 
 
The pale gray tabby immediately shot up, her blue eyes wide with a mix of surprise and amusement. 
“You’re my partner?” 
 
“No, I just abandoned my real one in favor of you.” 
 
“Really?” 
 
“No. I was joking.” 
 
The tabby opened her mouth to reply, but I shushed her, resting my tail on her shoulders. “Are you ready 
for an adventure?” 
 
Silversong laughed, clear despite the icy-cold morning. “Why not?” 
 
***** 
 
After almost freezing to death while leading Silversong through the pine forest, trees weighed down by a 
heavy snowfall, we finally arrived in a small clearing, a circlet of sunlight creating a sort of halo around the 
golden-brown maple leaves and the pine needles littering the snow-covered ground, which created a 
satisfying crunch as we delicately placed our paws on top of them, reluctant to disturb the natural beauty 
of the clearing. 
 
“It’s beautiful…” Silversong sighed. 
 
I shrugged. “What you’re seeing is just nature. I didn’t do anything to change it. So if you’re gonna thank 
anyone, thank Mother Nature.” Silversong made to sit down, but I interrupted. “But… if you want to see my 
contribution to the exquisite masterpiece that is nature, I suggest you climb that tree.” 
 
The gray tabby peered upwards to the tall maple tree that I was pointing towards with my tail, her blue 



eyes bright with confusion. “You want me to climb a tree?” 
 
“But of course,” I meowed, “It’s pretty easy. I mean, if I can do it, anyone can. Right?” 
 
Silversong, reluctant but following my strange orders, made her way up the light gray trunk of the maple 
tree, her claws scraping the bark as she gripped the tree as hard as she could. She sighed. “I don’t see 
what’s so diff— Oh!” 
 
“I didn’t do it all myself,” I admitted, hoisting myself up to the branch where Silversong was currently 
stationed. “I had a little help from my fellow Clanmates. But I think that I did okay. What about you?” 
 
The other she-cat’s only response was shining eyes as she saw the three words that were written in pine 
needles from far below, their sweet but sickly scent already wafting up to the tree. 
 
MERRY CHRISTMAS SILVERSONG! <3 
 
"You're probably the coolest and nicest person — er, cat — I know," I explained. "I wanted to 
make you something special so that you can have a merry Christmas, no matter the 
circumstances. Chin up, my friend! There's nothing better than a little Christmas spirit.” 
 


