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Preface
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Have you ever looked up at the stars and wondered if someone out there is looking back?

This story was born from that very question—and from a spark of imagination that asked:
What if a Martian boy accidentally landed on Earth... right in the President’s backyard?
In the pages ahead, you’ll meet Kangu, a bright, curious boy from Mars who dreams of discovering the truth about Earth. And you’ll meet Maya, a fearless girl with a big heart who just happens to live in the most famous house on the planet. Together, they’ll dive headfirst into a wild, interplanetary adventure—one filled with mysterious machines, space robbers, magical creatures, and a secret so powerful it could save two worlds.

This is a story of courage, friendship, and the wonder of the unknown. It’s for every child who’s ever felt different, dreamed of adventure, or believed that even the smallest hero can change the universe.

So fasten your seatbelt, open your imagination, and get ready to blast off.

The stars are waiting.

— Eskinder Haylu
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Chapter One: A Martian Curiosity
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Far, far away from Earth, beyond the silver loops of Saturn and the breezes that sigh between Neptune's rings, is a red world where morning skies burn orange and the mountains are so tall, they scrape the stars.

This is Mars.

And on this mystical and enchanting world, in a city built of glass spires and mid-air suspended bridges, lived a boy named Kangu.

Kangu was unique from all the other Martian children at the Royal Mars Academy. They dreamed of racing star scooters and battling on zero-gravity courts, but Kangu dreamed of a blue-and-green planet called Earth. He had caught a glimpse of it in his telescope: spinning peacefully, veiled in clouds, with oceans that sparkled like molten jewels.

They all said Earth was old and forgotten. "All that remains there is rusty metal and dry deserts," the teachers chanted. "Humans? Gone. Wiped out. A century lost, long gone!" 

But Kangu didn't believe it. He wondered why their history scrolls always skipped over Earth's last words. Why was the satellite gallery in the space museum padlocked up behind glowing walls?

And most importantly—what were those strange, twisting symbols inscribed on the side of the ancient Earth satellite, far back in the museum's shadowy corridor?

[image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\20 Galaxy Chase The Martian Kid and the White House Girl\Pictures\01.png]Kangu's interest wasn't a spark—not by a long shot. It was a supernova. He'd spend his evenings breaking into the library's off-limits vaults, excavating dusty scrolls, cracked crystal disks, and fragile memory cubes. He'd practice writing the ancient Earth letters until his fingers ached. He even cobbled together a small translator orb from scavenged parts unearthed in the academy's recycling chute.

All the children of Mars, except Kangu, had lovely red skin and gold eyes flashing with pride. But Kangu's eyes shone silver when he read Earth's language. His heart pounded like meteor storms whenever he dreamt of marching on grass, touching raindrops, or hand-shaking with a human being.

Then the day came that changed everything.

It began as a field trip.

"Kangu, stop delaying!" shrieked Ms. Drexla, their float-skirted science instructor. "We haven't all sol!"

Their school was touring the Martian Space Science Museum, a great dome cradled in a city-sized crater. It sparkled with sunlight and hummed with the thrum of time itself.

Inside its walls were galleries of wonder: ancient Martian rockets with dragon-winged fins, moon buggies with spiked tires like claws, holographic black holes, and even space suits that had been used during the Great Cosmic Migration, kept intact.

But Kangu did not care for any of it. His eyes were on one hallway.

Hall 9X – Ancient Earth Relics.

The tour guide was a six-armed silver robot that hovered and had one blinking eye. "This area," it babbled, "contains valuable relics believed to have come from Planet 003: Earth."
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Kangu followed at the back, his heart racing. And there it was—perched crookedly over a glass stand—the satellite.

It was dented and spherical, like an egg of metal had been cracked open by time. Wires protruded on the sides like spider legs. Weathered earth letters scrawled across the top: N-A-S-A.

"Naaa.saa?" Kangu whispered.

"Oh, that," said the guide, slowly rotating. "No one's ever been able to figure out what it is. Martian academics gave up centuries ago. Old tech. Who cares?"

Kangu edged closer. The satellite hummed. Barely.

Was it... alive?

And then he noticed it. A tiny depression beneath the letters. A slot—big enough to fit a translator orb.

Kangu's fingertips thrilled with anticipation.

He knew what he needed to do.
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Chapter Two: The Satellite That Spoke
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That night, as the Martian moons rose singly over the glinting dunes of his city, Kangu couldn't sleep.

He rolled over in his floating bed, staring at the ceiling where his nightlight projected stars. His fingers still twitched as though holding onto the satellite. His ears resounded with the tour guide's mocking words: "Primitive. Useless."

But Kangu had felt it. The humming. The hidden spark within that ancient machine. As though it was holding out. for someone to understand.

He crawled beneath his bed and pulled out a little wooden box carved with intricate family symbols. Inside lay his secret—his home-made translator orb, gently glowing blue. He whispered to it, "Tonight, we go back."

The next day, Kangu spent all his free time practicing. He rewound the orb, double-checked his Earth landmarks, and downloaded the satellite manual—although most of it was random Martian gibberish. He memorized the rotation of the guards in the museum, the schedule of the security bots, and the hum the hallway lights made when the power dipped for cleanings.

Then, as the double suns set below the crystal mountains and the skies turned dreamy purple, Kangu activated his stealth suit, grabbed the orb, and vanished into the shadows.

The museum at night was a different world.

[image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\20 Galaxy Chase The Martian Kid and the White House Girl\Pictures\03.png]No tourists, no whizzing guides, no floating food carts. Nothin' but the gentle whine of gravity fields and the distant whir of very ancient machines. Kangu moved quietly through the corridor, skimming against the glowing walls. Hall 9X stretched out before him like a deserted enigma.

He inserted his ID badge into the security pad. "Access denied," it flashed.

He smiled.

"Let's do Earth-fashion," he whispered.

He opened a narrow panel and jacked the translator orb into place. The orb glowed, flashed once—then the door slid open on a hiss.

Inside, moonlight from the dome's skylight flooded the Earth treasures in silver light. The satellite did not stir, still off-center, as if it had waited forever.

Kangu approached, heart pounding. He hesitated, and reached out carefully—and inserted the translator orb into the groove.

For a moment, nothing happened.

Then—click.

The satellite twitched. Blue light flashed on its side. A soft voice cracked, rough and robotic:

"NASA Earth Probe: Communication Link—Engaged."

Kangu's breath locked.

He was no longer merely reading Earth script. He was hearing.
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The satellite continued:

"Last transmission: Lost in Martian Orbit. Waiting for Earth command code..."

More buttons lit up—green, red, and a single orange glow.

Kangu consulted his notes. "Orange means... engage interface." He hesitated. "Maybe a little activation..."

He flipped the button.

[image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\20 Galaxy Chase The Martian Kid and the White House Girl\Pictures\04B.png]Abruptly, the satellite gave a low whirrrrr and trembled. Lights danced across its face. The floor of the museum shook. A deafening crack shattered the glass beneath the satellite, and—

WHOOSH!

The satellite exploded into the air, breaking its display case. Kangu stepped back—but too late. A flash of energy enfolded him, lifted him off the floor, and pulled him into the machine.

Alarms wailed.

Red lights flashed.

The ceiling above shattered, and the satellite blasted through the roof, disappearing into the Martian night with Kangu trapped inside.

Far away, in the swirling asteroid fields near Jupiter, something stirred.

Inside a hidden ship cloaked in shadow, a tall, horned figure looked up from his control screen. A blinking red dot moved across the map.

“Commander Zarnok,” a space pirate growled, “We’ve picked up an Earth signal. from Mars.”

Zarnok’s yellow eyes narrowed.

“That’s no Earthling,” he hissed. “That’s a Martian royal. Prepare the fleet. We’ve found our ransom.”
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