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Preface

This story was created to remind children that magic can come from unexpected places. 

The Alien Santa is not just about gifts and lights; it is about caring for others, stepping up when needed, and sharing happiness across all worlds. 

As you read Cosmo’s adventure, may you laugh, wonder, and feel the true warmth of Christmas in every page. Let this tale inspire you to believe that kindness, like the stars, can shine bright from near or far. 

Merry Christmas, dear reader—this story is for you.
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Chapter 1: The Sad News
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Rudolph Village had prepared for Christmas for many weeks. Lights were strung across rooftops, decorations covered every window, and wreaths hung proudly on doors. The people wanted this Christmas to be brighter than any before.

Children were busy building snow figures across the village square. The sight of candy canes planted in the ground made the square look like a giant holiday card.

Every shop in the village had displays of sweets and gifts. The bakery produced trays of cookies shaped like stars, bells, and stockings. Warm scents traveled into the streets, inviting families to step inside.

The town’s great pine tree stood in the center of the square. Strings of red and green bulbs were wrapped around it, shining against the afternoon sky. The villagers planned to gather there later in the night to welcome Santa.

Everyone believed Christmas Eve would follow the same tradition as always. Santa would arrive with his sleigh and reindeer, gifts would be handed out, and children would go to bed with joy in their hearts. Nothing seemed uncertain.

As the afternoon moved on, excitement grew louder. Children rehearsed carols for the evening. Parents carried baskets of food to neighbors, sharing pies and warm bread. Joy spread from house to house.

By late afternoon, the temperature dropped further. Snow fell lightly, covering rooftops and fences in a smooth white blanket. Despite the cold, spirits stayed high. The thought of Santa’s arrival made every heart expectant.

Near the edge of the square stood the village radio tower. It was usually used for weather updates or messages from nearby towns. On this day, the villagers hoped it would broadcast Santa’s progress.

Children gathered close, expecting to hear cheerful news. Parents stood behind them, smiling at the thought of their children hearing about Santa’s journey. The air was filled with anticipation.

Then the voice of the announcer came through the speakers. His tone was serious, and it caught the attention of every listener immediately.

He said, “This is an important message for Rudolph Village and nearby towns. Due to heavy snowstorms at the North Pole, Santa will not be making his journey tonight. The storm has made it impossible for the reindeer to travel, and Santa must remain at his workshop for safety.”

The square went silent. The words sank in slowly, replacing cheer with heavy disappointment. The children looked at one another, unsure of what to say.

The announcer continued, “We regret this news, but we ask families to keep the Christmas spirit alive. Santa wishes everyone joy and promises to return next year when conditions allow. Once again, Santa cannot visit tonight.”

Parents bowed their heads, unable to comfort their children with promises of Santa’s visit. The weight of the message was too strong. The dream of seeing Santa had been crushed in a single announcement.

Some children began to cry softly. Others kicked at the snow, angry and upset. Their voices, which had been so full of carols earlier, had vanished.

The great pine tree in the center of the square seemed lonely now. Its lights still shone, but no one looked at them with delight. The decorations lost their magic in the silence that followed the broadcast.

Families started to leave the square. Parents carried baskets back home with slow steps. Children dragged their feet through the snow, disappointed by the thought of a Christmas without Santa.

One boy dropped a candy cane in the snow and left it behind. Another girl removed the small star she had made for the big tree, clutching it tightly against her chest. Their excitement had been replaced with sadness.

The bakery door closed early. The smell of cookies remained in the air, but no one entered. Even the shopkeeper, who usually smiled all evening, locked the door and turned away.

Across the village, windows that once glowed with light seemed dim. Curtains were pulled shut, and voices inside houses were quiet. The entire community had been struck by the same disappointment.

Children spoke only a few words as they went inside. “Why can’t Santa come?” asked one boy to his father. The father placed his hand on the boy’s shoulder but gave no answer.

The sun moved lower toward the horizon. Shadows stretched across the snow-covered ground, making the village look colder than before. The announcement still echoed in every mind.

The carolers who had planned to sing by the pine tree put away their song sheets. Their voices, which had been so eager, were now silent. The thought of singing felt empty without Santa to hear them.

By the time the last rays of sunlight touched the rooftops, Rudolph Village no longer carried the sound of laughter or music. Only the crunch of boots on snow could be heard as families returned indoors.

Children sat by their windows, staring at the sky, but without hope. The clouds above were thick, heavy, and endless. They knew no sleigh would appear this year.

Parents tried to cheer their children with toys and treats from home, but it was not the same. The children wanted the magic that only Santa could bring. Nothing else would replace it.

The radio tower stood quiet after the broadcast. No more messages followed, and the silence around it felt heavier than before. The villagers had heard all they needed to hear.
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Chapter 2: The Silent Watcher
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High above the Earth, far from the sadness in Rudolph Village, a silver UFO traveled across the dark sky. It moved slowly, crossing continents and oceans, unseen by the people below. Inside sat Cosmo, the alien who had watched Earth for many seasons.

Cosmo often listened to signals that traveled from the planet. Radio waves reached his ship like invisible threads, carrying music, voices, and stories from different lands. To him, Earth was always busy and full of sound.

On this night, Cosmo caught a broadcast that was different from the others. The voice spoke of Christmas, of Santa, and of a storm in the North Pole. The message reached his ship clearly, and he moved closer to the receiver.

The words repeated: “Due to heavy snowstorms at the North Pole, Santa will not be making his journey tonight.” It was the same message that had already broken the hearts of the children in Rudolph Village.

Cosmo understood the importance of Santa. He had observed many Christmases from above. Every year, he watched people prepare for the holiday with joy and excitement. He had seen children waiting, houses decorated, and families sharing gifts.

Now the announcement confirmed that this year would be different. Santa was trapped in his workshop, unable to leave because of the storm. For the first time in many years, children would go to bed without hope of seeing him.

Cosmo turned his attention toward the North Pole. From his ship, he could see the thick storm clouds covering the icy land. Snow fell so heavily that even his advanced sensors struggled to cut through. The weather was worse than anything he had seen there before.

Santa’s workshop was buried under heavy snow. The reindeer could not move across the ground. The sleigh was stuck, unable to take off into the night sky. Cosmo realized that the announcement was correct—Santa could not travel anywhere tonight.

Cosmo thought about the children. He imagined the disappointment that would spread through every town and every village. He thought of the children of Rudolph Village, their bright decorations, and their hopes fading away after the broadcast.

He sat in silence, listening to the fading radio message. He felt a deep responsibility to act. Though he was an alien far from home, he cared for the happiness of children across Earth.

Christmas meant something more than presents to Cosmo. From watching over the years, he knew it represented kindness, joy, and giving. Without Santa’s visit, that meaning would be lost for many children.

Cosmo had special abilities that allowed him to travel faster than Earth’s machines. His ship could cross skies in moments, and his view of the planet allowed him to see places hidden by storms. He realized he had the power to help.

He thought of what it would mean to step into Santa’s role. He had never done such a thing before. But he knew that if no one acted, Christmas Eve would pass in sadness.

The decision grew clear in his mind. He would not stay a silent watcher any longer. He would take action and bring joy to the children, even if it meant stepping into a role that was not his own.

Cosmo began to prepare himself. He searched through the compartments of his ship for supplies he could use. He had collected many objects from space, strange gifts unlike anything found on Earth. They could bring wonder to children who had expected ordinary toys.

He imagined arriving in Rudolph Village. He saw the children’s sadness turning to surprise as he appeared. He saw their tears replaced by laughter as he handed them gifts. The picture in his mind gave him courage.

Outside his ship, the stars shone like tiny points across the black sky. Earth rotated below him, moving toward Christmas morning with each passing moment. Cosmo knew he had only a short time to act.

He thought again about Santa. He respected the man who had brought joy to Earth for so long. Tonight, Santa could not continue his work, but Cosmo promised in his heart to honor him by keeping the spirit alive.

Cosmo returned to his controls. He adjusted the path of his ship, setting a course that would bring him closer to Rudolph Village. He would wait until night fell completely, then descend. His plan was forming quickly.

He also knew that his appearance might surprise the children. He was not human, and his ship was unlike anything they had seen before. To make them feel comfortable, he would need to present himself in a way they recognized.

Cosmo recalled the red suit and hat that Santa always wore. He could create something similar from the materials in his ship. The image of Santa would reassure the children and help them believe.

The thought made him feel determined. This was not only about gifts or costumes. It was about keeping the light of Christmas strong when it was close to going out. Cosmo was ready to carry that light.
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