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Preface

Christmas stories sparkle with magic, reminding us that kindness and love are the greatest gifts of all. 

The Cat Who Became Santa grew from the idea of what might happen if Santa couldn’t make it one year—and how courage, generosity, and imagination could save the holiday. 

In Meowville, a place where only cats live, a brave little tabby named Claws steps up when Christmas seems lost.
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Chapter 1: Santa Goes Missing
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It was Christmas Eve in Meowville and all the cats had gathered in the town square. The square had been decorated for weeks, and now the night had finally come. 

A huge Christmas tree stood in the center, decorated with ribbons, shiny bells, and tiny toy mice. Strings of lanterns stretched from one rooftop to another.

Kittens sat near the front, their paws clapping as they whispered to one another. Older cats huddled together, purring softly in anticipation.

They were all waiting for the same thing: Santa Claus. He had never failed to arrive in Meowville on Christmas Eve. 

Each year, he came with sacks of gifts, surprises, and cheerful laughter. The cats of Meowville trusted that he would come again, no matter the weather.

But the night grew later. The bells in the tower rang once, then twice, then three times. Still, there was no sign of Santa’s sleigh or the gentle sound of reindeer hooves. The kittens fidgeted, their excitement slowly giving way to puzzled frowns.

“Where is Santa?” whispered a young kitten named Mittens, her whiskers twitching in confusion. No one answered her question. 

The adults kept their eyes fixed on the snowy skies above, waiting for the familiar shadow of a sleigh.

The minutes crept by. Lanterns flicked in the chilly wind, snow fell softly, and the cats shuffled their paws against the frozen ground. No sound of bells. No laughter. No booming voice calling from the sky.

Whispers grew louder in the crowd. Some cats tried to sing carols to keep spirits high. Others handed out small treats they had baked for the occasion. But underneath the cheerful attempts, an uneasiness was spreading. Santa had never been late before.

One by one, the kittens began to grow restless. They pawed at their parents and asked the same questions over and over. “Why hasn’t Santa come? Did he forget? Did something happen?” Their voices carried through the cold night air, but the older cats had no answers.

The village mayor, a large orange cat with a deep voice, stepped forward. He tried to calm everyone by saying Santa might simply be delayed. 

The snow in the sky could be slowing his sleigh. But even as he spoke, his tail twitched nervously. He didn’t believe his own words.

Time passed. The joy that had sparkled so brightly at the start of the evening was beginning to fade. A group of kittens curled close to each other for warmth. 

A few cats tried to keep the crowd busy by telling old Christmas stories, but even those did not stop the heavy sense of waiting.

Then, from one corner of the square, a small radio crackled to life. It had been set on the edge of a wooden table, waiting for news of Santa’s journey. 

Every cat turned their ears toward it, hoping for good news. The voice of a radio announcer cut through the night.

“Attention, attention,” the announcer said. “This is an urgent Christmas message from the North Pole.” The crowd in Meowville froze. 

“A heavy snowstorm has struck the region. Santa is unable to leave the North Pole tonight. His sleigh cannot break through the storm. Santa will not make it to Meowville this Christmas Eve.”

The words fell heavy across the square. The cats stood in silence, their hearts sinking. Santa was stuck. Christmas Eve in Meowville would be without him.

For a long moment, no one moved. The kittens stared at the radio in disbelief. The adults lowered their heads, their whiskers drooping in sadness. The bells of the tower rang again, but this time the sound felt lonely.

Mittens pressed close to her mother and mewed softly. “No Santa?” Her mother wrapped a paw around her but said nothing. There was nothing to say.

The news spread quickly through the crowd. Every cat repeated the same message: Santa is not coming. Some refused to believe it. Others whispered about how strange it felt to imagine Christmas without him.

Snow continued to fall, light and steady, covering the pawprints on the ground. The lanterns burned low. The great Christmas tree looked beautiful, but even its decorations could not chase away the sadness.

Christmas Eve had always been a night of joy, but now a quiet heaviness settled over the cats. Their ears drooped, their paws dragged, and their once-bright spirits dimmed. 

The kittens who had spent weeks waiting for this night now curled in disappointment.

The mayor tried again to encourage the crowd, but even his deep voice carried no strength. He reminded them that Christmas was about more than presents, but the words rang hollow against the cold night air.

A group of cats near the edge of the square quietly left, their tails low, heading back to their homes. Others lingered, unwilling to leave but unsure of what to do next.

The radio gave no further updates. Its crackle faded, leaving behind only the soft hiss of static. The announcer’s message had been final. Santa was not coming.

The cats of Meowville had never faced such a Christmas Eve before. Every year had been full of gifts, laughter, and the magic of Santa’s arrival. Now the square stood heavy with disappointment.

The Christmas tree lights continued to shine, but no one looked up at them anymore. The decorations on the rooftops seemed less cheerful. Even the carols that had been sung earlier fell into silence.

The night that had begun with so much hope had changed. Meowville’s cats stood together, feeling the same sadness, the same loss. Santa was missing, and with him, the joy of Christmas Eve seemed to vanish.

No one knew what would happen next.
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Chapter 2: The Santa Cat
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The square stood quiet after the radio message ended. Cats shuffled slowly, unsure what to do. The night felt heavier than before, and many lowered their heads in disappointment.

In the middle of the crowd stood a young tabby named Claws. His fur was striped with brown and white, and his eyes carried a spark that had not dimmed like the others. He stared at the Christmas tree and thought about what had been lost.

He knew what Santa meant to the cats of Meowville. Santa’s visits were more than gifts. They were proof that magic and kindness existed. Without him, the night felt broken. Claws could not let it end this way.

An idea formed in his mind. It was bold, even daring, but it made his heart beat faster. “If Santa cannot come,” he thought, “then someone else must take his place.” He looked around at the sad faces and realized no one else was ready to act.

Claws slipped away quietly from the square. He did not want the others to see him yet. He moved down a narrow street toward his small home. Inside, he pushed through a chest of old clothes and blankets. He was searching for something that could help.

At last, he pulled out a bright red blanket. It was worn at the edges, but the color was strong enough to remind him of Santa’s coat. 

He wrapped it around himself, tucking the corners so it would not drag. Then he found a fluffy white scarf and wrapped it across his chest like a sash.

He studied his reflection in a frosted window. The blanket and scarf gave him a look that was not ordinary. He did not look like Claws anymore. He looked like something more important. Something magical.

Claws smiled to himself. “If Santa cannot come, I will be Santa,” he thought. His tail flicked with determination. It was not a game. It was a promise to his village.

He grabbed a small sack from the corner of his room and filled it with simple items. Bits of yarn, small toys, and little treats he had been saving. 

It was not much, but it was a beginning. Then he stepped back into the snow and headed toward the square once again.

The cats in the square had grown quieter. Some had already begun to leave, dragging their paws toward home. Others stayed near the tree, staring at the dark sky, still hoping for a miracle.

Then a shape appeared at the edge of the square. Wrapped in red and white, Claws walked slowly forward. 

The lanterns cast light on him, and the crowd turned to look. Whispers spread like a wave.

“Who is that?” a kitten mewed. “Is that... Santa?” another voice asked.

The kittens pressed forward, their ears high. The adults leaned closer, watching as Claws climbed onto the steps near the tree. He carried his sack with pride, though it was not nearly as large as Santa
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