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Preface

Ho-ho-ho!

Welcome, brave reader, to a Christmas adventure like no other!

In this story, you’ll journey through glittering galaxies, dodge candy comets, and meet aliens who think they can steal Christmas — but they’ve never faced two extraordinary kids, a robot reindeer named Blitzen, and the one and only Santa Claus himself.

Max and Lila are average kids with superhuman courage. They'll fight alien booby traps, soar through asteroid fields, and discover the true magic of Christmas isn't gifts, but friendship, courage, and cheer.

So buckle up, hold on tight, and get ready for a cosmic sleigh ride full of humor, adventure, and holiday spirit. Christmas has never been so exciting... or so funny!

Ho-ho-ho! The fun begins now.

— Eskinder Yimer Haylu (Dr.)
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Twinkle Trouble
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Snowflakes slowly drifted through Maple Grove, the quiet little town that appeared to have jumped straight off a Christmas card. Rainbow-colored strings of lights twinkled from each roof, and each front yard had at least one inflatable snowman slowly deflating in the cold.

Inside house number 14 Oak Street, Max Carter was on a quest.

"Watch out, Lila!" he warned. "If you connect that in ahead of me being able to set the voltage, the whole system will get overloaded."

His sister Lila blinked. "Max, it's Christmas lights. Not a space ship."

"Right," said Max, holding a tangle of wires and a small metal box. "And yet. if I hook up this tiny solar battery over here, we'll have infinite Christmas power!"

Infinite Christmas cookies would be more," Lila said, placing another candy cane on the tree.

Their living room was a happy mess of wrapping paper, mugs of cocoa, and tinsel that insisted on traveling down the tree. Silky carols—Jingle Bells, slightly off-pitch but warm—emitted from the radio.

Outside, their dog Comet yapped at the snow. Inside, Max's new project—a "Smart Light Synchronizer 3000"—blinked with green and red LEDs.

And then—click.

All the lights in the house had blown.

Every. Single. One.

[image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\116 Aliens Stole Christmas!\Picture\1 A.png]"Max!" Lila shouted. "What have you done this time?"

"I—I didn't do anything!" Max whined, flipping switches wildly. "The entire block is out!"

They ran to the window.

The entire neighborhood was darked out. No Christmas lights. No glowing Santas. Not even the big star that usually glowed from the church steeple.

"Maybe the power's out," Lila whispered.

Max frowned. "So why have the stars vanished as well?"

Lila looked up—and she gasped.

The sky wasn't black. It was blank. No moon. No stars. Nothing but a strange green light spreading over the clouds, as if the northern lights had lost their manners.

A whooshing noise echoed from some distant place, followed by a gentle tinkle—like sleigh bells mixed with static.

"Did you hear that?" Lila breathed.

Max nodded. "Yeah. It sounded like. like something glitching through the sky."

Comet began barking wildly and clawing at the snow window. Max lifted his telescope off the corner, swung it up into the sky, and looked through the lens.

At first, all he could see was wobbling clouds. Then, a shape—a glowing red smear—scorched across the sky.

"Wait." Max adjusted. "Is that. reindeer?

Through the telescope's thin lens, he spotted a sleigh. A real sleigh, pulled by reindeer, shining faintly against blackness.

[image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\116 Aliens Stole Christmas!\Picture\1 B.png]And then—a green flash of light exploded out of the sky, wrapped around the sleigh, and pulled it up.

The sleigh—reindeer, bells, the whole thing—vanished inside the light.

Lila had hold of Max's arm. "Max... did we just see Santa get kidnapped?!"

Max swallowed hard. "Either that... or my telescope's haunted."

Outside, there was an otherworldly hum in the air. The snow emitted a faint greenish glow, whirling upwards instead of falling downwards.

And then as suddenly as it had begun, it extinguished itself. The stars twinkled on again. The wind was just a whisper. All was right again.

All. except for the very slightest whiff of peppermint and motor fumes.

Lila stared at her brother, her eyes wide. "Max, what happened?

Max didn’t answer. He was already typing furiously into his tablet, checking his satellite tracker app.

The screen flashed SIGNAL LOST – SANTA TRACKER OFFLINE.

“Oh no,” Lila whispered.

“Oh yes,” Max said grimly. “I think... aliens just stole Christmas.”

There was a long pause.

Then Comet sneezed, shaking snow off his fur.

Lila crossed her arms. “You’re serious, aren’t you?”

Max nodded. “Totally.”

She sighed. “Well, that’s just great. Guess we’re not getting presents this year.”

But Max's eyes were already aglow with that gleam he got whenever something miraculous was happening.

"Not if we can rescue Santa first," he said. "Get on your boots, Lila. We've got an intergalactic mystery to solve."

Outside, the sky glowed faintly green again—just for a moment—like it was listening in.

And far, far away... a voice that sounded horribly like Santa cursed and complained,

"Ho-ho-huh?! Where in the Milky Way am I?"
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Chapter 2: The Signal in the Sky
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The next morning, Maple Grove was back to normal.

Too normal.

Snow sparkled on roofs. Kids built unsteady snowmen. The bakery filled with cinnamon rolls.

Yet, though, there was something different.

All the Christmas lights in town were out. Streetlights worked. Phones worked. But anything holiday-related — zip.

Even Santa's huge inflatable on Main Street slumped miserably in the snow, half-inflated as if it had lost its spirit.

________________________________________

"Okay," Max paced the living room in fuzzy reindeer slippers. "We need proof."

"Proof of what?" asked Lila, sipping extra-marshmallow cocoa.

"Of what went down last night!" Max waved his tablet. "I witnessed Santa's sleigh get drawn into a tractor beam. That's not a dream. That's physics."

Lila arched an eyebrow. "You mean aliens swiped Santa's sleigh. And now they're. what? Joyriding through space with toys?

Max shrugged. "Perhaps. Or perhaps they thought the sleigh was an energy source."

"Or perhaps," Lila joked, "you ate too many gingerbread men."

"Not amusing," Max replied, already indignantly typing away on his laptop. "If aliens did employ a tractor beam, there'll be a radio trail — something which emitted a signal in the sky."

[image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\116 Aliens Stole Christmas!\Picture\2 A.png]

Lila sighed. "You actually think you can trace aliens with that?

Max grinned. "Lila, behold the SmartScope 2000, with my satellite connection and. ta-da!"

He threw a switch, and his homemade antenna — built from an old pizza pan and Christmas lights — hummed to life atop the roof.

_____________________________________

The laptop speakers hissed, then crackled, then—

Beep. Beep. Beep-beep-beep.

Lila frowned. "What's that?"

Max adjusted the dials. "It's repeating... listen."

The sound shifted:

Beep-beep... pause... beep... pause... beep-beep-beep!

"Sounds like Morse code," Lila said. "What does it say?"

Max's eyes went wide as he deciphered it onto his notepad.

"J... I... N... G... L... E..."

They waited.

"It's reciting Jingle Bells," Lila breathed.

"Alien radio broadcasts of Christmas tunes?" Max growled. "No way."

The signal reappeared, this time faster, as if it was impatient. Then it changed pitch and started to sound—well—preposterous. Like someone laughing on a kazoo.

"Okay, this is officially creepy," said Lila. "It's like they're teasing us."

Suddenly, the laptop flashed a red warning:

UNKNOWN TRANSMISSION SOURCE — 37° NORTH, 9° WEST

"That's the Atlantic Ocean!" Max cried. "The signal's coming from somewhere along... the North Pole flight route!"

Lila stared. "You mean... Santa's route?"

Max nodded. "Exactly. They're still out there."

________________________________________

Just then, the radio crackled again, and a distorted voice came on the air.

"Glor... krzzz... jing... belzz... ho-ho-ho—Huh? Wrong frequency—click!"

Lila's mug crashed onto the floor. "Was that. Santa?"

Max rewound it, but the sound faded to static.

Before they could even react, a deafening BOOM! rattled the windows.

Snow splattered across the lawn. Whatever crashed had occurred at the rear of their house.

Comet howled and ran in wild circles.

Max ran to the window. "No way. No. Way."

In the middle of their backyard, half-hidden in snow, was a smoking metal shape — shiny, red, and antler-shaped.

Lila's jaw dropped. "Max... is that—?"

He nodded uncertainly.

"Yeah. That's
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