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    Dedication

To my children, whose laughter keeps my spirit young.

To my fiancée, whose love keeps my world bright.

To my parents, who taught me faith, grit, and giving.

And to my G's—my circle of real ones—who've had my back through every season.

This story is for all of you—my reasons for keeping the Joy alive.
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“Wanna hear a story? Have you ever heard of the Hoggles”?

You’ve never heard of the Hoggles, Have you? Well let me tell you all about those little tricksters. Here’s the truth: they don’t do nice. Not mean either, just mischievous underground elves that hate Christmas.

You might be wondering who I am, I am known as Chill, one of the Original Guardians of Christmas Joy. I’ve been living an active life for over 9 centuries, and I’ve seen a lot in my time. But nothing like the Hoggles, they really wanted to destroy Christmas. Let me tell you about the hoggles, and how they almost destroyed Christmas one year.

––––––––
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Hoggles are underground elves—frost born, shadow-fed. Mischief is their art, chaos their anthem, and Hoggle Snatch—their whip-crack language of rhymes and riddles—is how they speak.

Their home, Hoggle Hollow, sprawls deep in the ice, a labyrinth where peppermint roots twist like veins, where torches sputter, and where echoes get lost and never come back.

Every year, when the first real snow sticks, the Hoggles start scheming.
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Every year, they claw their way up toward the North Pole to trip up the season.

And every year... they fail.

But this year, this year they had a plan to destroy Christmas Joy.

Chapter One: The Hollow Stirs
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The throne room throbbed with noise. Benches shook under stomping boots, torches flared wild against walls slick with frost. Peppermint roots dripped sweet water that hissed when it hit the fire pits.

At the center of it all stood Issador.

His crown sat crooked, his velvet coat frayed, his beard scorched at the tips. The peppermint staff crackled in his grip. In his left hand, a gift he made for his brother 4 centuries ago, a wooden image of their childhood home at Christmas.

He slammed his staff.

CRACK. CRACK. CRACK.

“Bukka-grinch! Snoot yer boots, ya snog-nogs!” he roared.

The benches erupted in chant:

“FLUPE-UR-FLUPE! FLUPE-UR FLUPE!”

Snaggles grinned wide enough to swallow torchlight, jagged teeth dripping with molasses. Zerbert slunk in late, dragging his dented drum, stinking so foul even the flames coughed. In the shadows, Luna and O’Roc leaned like coiled springs, sharp smirks bouncing between them like knives.

Issador prowled the dais, eyes blazing.

“Floop ’em slow, snick ’em quick!”

The words slithered through the crowd. Every year we offer . A dare. A promise of Christmas disaster’s. But do to me again and make back to the Hollow then.

But then, Issador paused. His tone dropped lower, darker.

“Once, I was full of joy. A brother beside Isaac, beneath the northern lights. I gave until I was hollow. And when I begged for more than a spark in return, they turned away. They left me in silence. So I made it my crown.”

His fist clenched the staff.

“This year, they will feel the silence they left me in.”

The benches shook again with stomps. But not all roared. A few Hoggles exchanged uneasy glances. Even for them, Issador’s words cut colder than usual. The Hollow had stirred. The war for Christmas Joy had begun.
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Chapter Two: Mischief in the Making

The Hollow rang with plotting. The North Pole hummed with cheer. And somewhere in the middle, the world

itself felt... tilted.
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Issador’s staff cracked the throne-room floor again, and the Hoggles shouted their chant:

“Flip ur flupe! Snick ur snack! Steal their cheer—don’t give it back!”

Snaggles unrolled his frost-scratched slate, sliding it onto the table. Carved marks glowed: the Workshop, the Kitchen, and a smaller alcove marked with a crown. His grin gleamed as he pushed it toward Issador.

[image: ]“Kitchen first,” Luna said, grinning. “ Boring Kitchen always,” O’Roc shot back, flipping a fizzing vial in his hand.

Issador’s eyes narrowed. “Not chaos. Not brawls. Art. Pranks that wound, cloaked in laughter. Let them laugh while we carve the roots beneath.”

Zerbert staggered in, dragging a crate that reeked like vinegar and rotten jam. “Special effects!” he wheezed.

The room gagged.

Luna pinched her nose. “Ugh. Why are you like this?” “Atmosphere,” O’Roc muttered with a shrug.

Issador waved them away, his staff pointing again to the alcove etched on the slate. The Hollow held its breath.

Above, snow curled into a mirror. Umoja pressed her palms against the frost. The Mirror of Memories shimmered, showing Issador’s jagged grin, Snaggles’ grin, the stomping benches.

Her mother’s voice drifted through: Listen for what they don’t say.

Issador’s words rippled up through the glass: “Snick ’em slow, floop ’em fine.”

Umoja’s eyes hardened.

“They mean to humiliate first. Then destroy Christmas joy.”

In the Guardians’ chamber, McKilphin steadied his staff. The Bauble of Christmas Joy glowed dimmer, its hum weak.

“Strange,” he muttered. “The song falters.”

Joy touched the golden key on his chest. “Like a choir missing its heart.”

And outside, the North Pole bustled. Elves sang while hammering toys, cocoa steamed in the kitchens. But beneath the cheer ran a tension, small cracks forming in the rhythm of joy.

No one noticed—yet.

Chapter Three: The Offer You Can’t Refuse
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The kitchen smelled of cinnamon and chocolate, as it always did. Blil paced the floor, spoon tucked in his belt, licorice cigar clamped between his teeth like a general preparing for war.

That’s when Snaggles slid in.

“Blil, Blil, Blil,” Snaggles crooned, nails trailing the counter. “Fine place you run. Would be a shame if... mishaps found it.”

Blil’s eyes narrowed. “Out. Now.”
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