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Preface
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When the North Pole loses all its Christmas magic, Santa's workshop goes dark, and reindeer can't fly-help comes from the most unexpected place in the galaxy: a crew of curious aliens that have been watching Earth's Christmas lights for years decides to pay a visit and lend a glowing tentacle.

Join Max, Lily, Santa, and the aliens of Planet Zog as they discover true Christmas spirit doesn't come from gifts or glitter; it comes from friendship, teamwork, and believing in the impossible.
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Chapter 1: A Flicker in the Sky
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Snowflakes swirled softly over Evergreen Town, where each house shone with lights, and each window gleamed bright with the spirit of Christmas.

Every house—except one.

Max Turner's roof lights had gone out again.

He groaned, "Oh, come on!", shaking the tangled string of Christmas lights that blinked weakly like sleepy stars. "You worked yesterday!"

His little sister Lily giggled from behind a giant snowman she was decorating. “Maybe the snowman unplugged it. He looks suspicious!

Max shot her a grin. “Right. Maybe he’s in league with the Grinch.”

Just as he was about to give the cord another yank, a strange flash filled the sky. Not lightning. Not fireworks. Something else.

"Whoa," Lily whispered, eyes wide. "Did you see that?"

Max turned. Above the horizon, something shimmered - a streak of silver-green light that moved too fast for a plane and too slow for a shooting star. It flickered, paused, then zoomed behind the clouds.

“That wasn’t a star,” Max said softly. “Or a drone.”

"Maybe Santa's doing a test flight?" Lily offered hopefully.

“Maybe...” Max said, though his voice trailed off. Because deep down, he knew it wasn’t Santa’s sleigh. It was different.
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As the town twinkled below that night, Max sat by his window, a mug of hot cocoa in his hands, gazing up at the dark sky.

Suddenly - FLASH!

The same silver-green light was there, closer this time. It darted across the sky, zigzagging wildly, before vanishing behind the snow clouds near the forest beyond town.

Max gasped. “Lily! Lily, wake up!”

Half-asleep, she stumbled out of bed, dragging her stuffed reindeer. “Whaaa...? Is Santa here early?”

“No, but something else is! Come on!”

They bundled up in coats, boots, and scarves, and crept outside, crunching through the snow. Their breath puffed out like tiny clouds as they made their way toward the woods.

The air buzzed faintly, like electricity and bells ringing together.

“What's that noise?” Lily whispered.

"Shhh," said Max. "Look!"

Through the trees, a soft glow pulsed like a heartbeat. Then—WHOOSH!—a burst of light illuminated the snow. A small, round spaceship hovered above the clearing, blinking red and green like a floating Christmas ornament.

Lily's jaw dropped. "That. that's not Santa's sleigh."

The kids ducked behind a log.

The door to the ship slid open with a soft whoooosh. A ramp extended... and out rolled something shiny, round, and glowing.

And then came a voice—cheerful, chirpy and very unearthly.

“Greetings, local life forms! We come in... festive spirit!”

[image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\120 How the Aliens Saved Christmas\Picture\1 B.png]

Lily blinked. "Did that thing just say festive spirit?"

Three small figures stepped into the snow, no more than three feet tall, with glowing antennae and metallic red scarves, their eyes glinting like ornaments.

Max whispered, "Okay...definitely not reindeer."

The tallest of the aliens held up a glowing cube. “We have tracked your Earth's holiday energy. But something is wrong. The North Pole beacon is fading!”

“Beacon?” Lily asked, stepping forward before Max could stop her. “Do you mean Santa’s workshop?”

The aliens exchanged worried beeps.

“Santa?” one asked. “We must find this ‘Santa’. He may hold the key to restoring Christmas energy.”

The tallest alien blinked twice, with solemnity.

“Affirmative. Without the beacon, your planet's Christmas spirit will be lost.

Snowflakes fell silently around them as the words sank in.

"Then we have to help him!" Lily exclaimed.

Max hesitated, his mind racing. Aliens. Santa. A dying Christmas beacon. It sounded impossible — but the silver glow in their eyes told him it was real.

He straightened his scarf, looked at his sister, and nodded.

"Okay," said Max. "Let's find Santa... and save Christmas."
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Chapter 2: When the Lights Went Out
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The next morning, Evergreen Town was filled with an unusual silence.

No jingling bells.

Max opened the curtains and froze.

“Lily... the lights. They’re all gone!”

Lily rubbed her eyes and peeked out the window. The rooftops, lampposts, even the giant snowflake above City Hall were dark. The whole town looked like someone had stolen Christmas right out of the power sockets.

She gasped. "Max! It's happening here too!"

Mom shook the TV remote downstairs. Dad frowned at the coffee maker. Neither worked.

“It’s like a blackout,” Mom muttered. “Right before Christmas!”

But Max wasn’t thinking about the power. He was thinking about the aliens in the forest.

“Lily,” he whispered, “remember what they said? ‘The North Pole beacon is fading.’ What if this is what they meant?”

Lily nodded, eyes wide. “If Santa's workshop goes dark... the whole world loses its Christmas power!”

They both knew what they had to do.
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Bundled in thick coats and snow boots, ten minutes later the kids slipped out the back door and trudged once more toward the woods. The air felt heavy, as even the snowflakes had forgotten how to sparkle.

By the time they reached the clearing, the little silver ship was still there, halfway buried in snow, with lights flickering weakly.

“Hello?” Max called. “Uh, aliens?

“Greetings, human life-units,” he said in his cheerful robotic voice. “We have confirmed your suspicion. The energy source known as Santa’s Beacon has lost power.”

Lily frowned. "Can you fix it?"

“Negative. The beacon is positioned at your planet’s polar coordinate—‘North Pole’—and its power frequency has fallen below 0.02 jingles per second.”

“Jingles per second?” Max repeated. “That’s... bad, right?

“Catastrophic,” said the alien gravely. “Without the beacon, the holiday spirit of your planet will dissipate within forty-eight Earth hours.”

Lily gasped. “Then Santa won’t be able to deliver the presents!”

“Correct. Reindeer propulsion requires beacon energy. Without it, they are grounded.

Max clenched his fists. “Then we’ve got to go there! To the North Pole!”

The alien cocked his bright head. "Affirmative. But the travel to your planet's northernmost region is slow. Our craft is small. However."

"These are Starlight Pods. They can teleport organic beings across short interplanetary distances-if the coordinates are known."

Lily's eyes shone. "You mean... we can teleport to Santa's workshop?"

Max looked at Lily. She was smiling so wide her cheeks hurt.

“Let’s do it,” he said, “for Santa, for the world, for Christmas!”

The alien nodded, antennae flashing bright green. “Commencing teleportation in three... two... one...”

These pods burst into light like mini supernovas, swirling gold dust around Max and Lily. Then the forest was gone.

It was all weightless for a heartbeat, then they landed with a whoosh upon glittering white ground.
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The candycane towers were dark. The toy factory windows were frozen over. The giant Christmas tree in the square's center leaned sadly to one side, its star unlit.

From behind a snowbank a familiar jingle sounded—weak, slow, tired.

Then a shadow moved.

Out came a man in a heavy redingote, his beard rimmed with frost, and a lantern which he held dangling from his hand.

“Ho... ho...” He tried to laugh, but the tone was fatigued.

Max’s mouth fell open. “Santa?”

Santa's eyes widened. "Children? And... are those alien glow-pods I see?"

The tall alien shimmered into view behind them. “Greetings, Claus-entity. We come in assistance.”

Santa rubbed his eyes. “I have had a lot of strange visitors over the years... but never ones from space.”

He let out a sigh, looking up toward the dark sky where the Northern Lights once danced.

"If we don't find a new power source soon," he said quietly, "Christmas is over."
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