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Foreword

Welcome to this magical advent calendar, where over 24 exciting episodes we follow the
brave and creative garden gnome, Lystig. He lives in the hidden corners of a human garden
and is determined to create the most fantastic Christmas lights the world has ever seen.
Without the humans noticing, Lystig works tirelessly to transform their garden into a
glowing winter paradise.

Throughout the 24 episodes of the calendar, Lystig will be visited by a host of quirky and
wonderful creatures, each bringing their own challenges and helpfulness. From
mischievous elves to magical beings, Lystig will need all his inventiveness and perseverance
to overcome the many trials that come his way.

This advent calendar is not just a tale of lights and decorations, but also of friendship,
courage, and the unwavering spirit that exists within all of us when facing challenges.
Lystig's adventures are filled with laughter, excitement, and heartwarming moments that
will brighten your December.

| hope this story brings joy and light into your home as we count down to Christmas. May
Lystig's experiences inspire us to believe in the magic of everyday life and remind us that
even the smallest actions can make a big difference.

Merry Christmas and happy reading!

Warm regards,

Anders



Chapter 1: Lystig's Grand Plan

Lystig was a little
garden gnome who
lived in a cozy house in
the dark corner of a
human garden. There
wasn’t much space to
move around, but he
didn’t need much. The
gnome house was
small, but perfect for
his size. Lystig wasn’t
like the other gnomes
who hid underground
or only came out at

| night to help with work.
No, Lystig was a
dreamer. A gnome with
grand visions, and this
year he had set a goal
that he could hardly
achieve alone. But that
wouldn’t stop him.

Christmas Eve was approaching, and Lystig had decided to create the best Christmas
lighting that humans had ever seen. There would be lights in every bush, on every tree,
and maybe even some lights on the house itself. Yes, why not? It was time to show
humans what proper Christmas lighting could be. They probably had never seen anything
like this before.

He had already scouted the entire garden and carefully chosen his spots. There was a large
bush right by the path that would get a colorful light wreath. An old apple tree in the
backyard would get a beautifully lit tree of lights. And then there was the house, which
needed a Christmas upgrade. Who could resist the sight of a house covered in glittering
lights?

But there was one problem. The humans must not discover him. They couldn’t know that
he was the one who created the Christmas lighting because they no longer believed in
gnomes. No, gnomes were mythical creatures to them, and although Lystig was used to
staying in the background, it was quite a challenge to work in secret.



Lystig sat down and looked over the garden. He could already imagine how it would look
when the lights were turned on. It would be fantastic. And he was determined to make it
happen, even though he knew it wouldn’t be easy.

The next step was to find the materials. Lystig didn’t have much at his disposal, so he had
to use his gnome experience and ingenuity. Fortunately, he had some old Christmas lights
lying around that he had found in the forest. It wasn’t much, but it was a start. He needed
to find more lights and maybe even some new ideas on how to make it all work.

The plan was simple: Create something so fantastic that the humans would be speechless,
but without revealing that it was him. He had to be invisible. Lystig knew he couldn’t be
too ambitious, but he also couldn’t let limitations stop him. If he could pull this off, he
would be a gnome that everyone would remember.

He stood up, put his little gnome hat on his head, and took his first steps towards the
project. Tomorrow would be the first day he would start working. But before he could
begin, he had to figure out how to get more lights without revealing himself.

It was at that moment that Lystig realized something that made his heart beat a little
faster. This task was not only important to him—it could be his greatest Christmas
adventure ever.



Chapter 2: The Hunt for the Lights

Lystig woke early
the next morning as
the first rays of
sunlight gently
streamed through
the window of his
tiny house in the
corner of the
garden. It was the
perfect morning to
start his grand
project. He had
already laid out his
plans, and today, he
would take the first
step: finding more
lights. The humans
had plenty of them
¥ in their house, and
~ he knew he had to
be cunning to get
them without being
caught.

Lystig had never been a big fan of stealing—he always preferred to obtain things the right
way. But as a gnome, he had a particular knack for doing things discreetly. Being as small
as he was, it was easy for him to sneak around unnoticed. He could move as silently as a
mouse and hide in tiny corners humans never checked. If he was going to get the lights, he
would have to be quick, quiet, and very resourceful.

He decided to begin his hunt in the humans’ garage. He knew they kept storage boxes
there filled with old Christmas decorations and lights. But how would he get into the
garage? That was the challenge. The door was always closed, and the window was too high
for him to reach. But Lystig was never short of ideas.

Looking around the garden, he spotted a small tree stump next to a large oak. It was
almost like a staircase, and he could use it to reach the garage door, which wasn’t locked.
It was a perfect plan! He could hop onto the stump, climb up the door, and slip inside. It
was risky, but Lystig couldn’t help smiling at his ingenuity.



With his gnome hat snug on his head and his little boots firmly on, he set off toward the
tree stump. He crept slowly and carefully, making sure he wasn’t spotted. The humans
were still inside having breakfast, so he had time. Lystig quickly reached the stump and
climbed up with his tiny body. It wasn’t as easy as he had imagined—the stump was
uneven and slippery from the rain the night before—but he managed to get a good grip.
Soon, he was standing at the top, facing the large garage door.

He glanced over at the window. It was too far up to be of use, but the garage door... that
was perfect. Without thinking twice, he jumped up and placed both hands on the door,
which was slightly ajar. Pushing gently, he slowly slid the door open wider until he could
peek into the dimly lit garage.

He could already feel the excitement building inside him. He was so close to his goal.

But there was a problem he hadn’t anticipated. On the other side of the door, he could
hear voices. The humans were talking and heading toward the garage. Lystig froze, his tiny
heart pounding. If they came out and saw him, it would all be over. They wouldn’t believe
in him—they would just come up with some rational explanation for why the door was
open.

Quickly scanning his surroundings, he spotted a stack of boxes near the door. Lystig darted
over and hid behind the topmost box, which was almost as tall as he was. He took slow,
steady breaths and kept his ears open, listening carefully to what the humans were saying.

They walked past the door and back into the house without noticing anything. Lystig felt a
wave of relief wash over him. That was close, but he had avoided being seen.

With his heart still racing from the excitement, Lystig slipped into the garage and began
searching for the old Christmas lights. He knew this was where they kept everything. After
a quick scan, his eyes fell on a large box labeled “Christmas Decorations” in one corner of
the garage. His eyes lit up. This was exactly what he needed.

Using his small hands, he pulled the box closer to him. He opened it carefully and was
greeted by a treasure trove of Christmas lights in every color. There were greens, reds,
blues, and yellows. Lystig could hardly believe his eyes. There were enough lights here to
create an entire Christmas wonderland! He could almost hear the music playing in the
background as he started packing up the lights to take them with him.

But he knew he had to be cautious. The humans could come out at any moment, and he
couldn’t risk being discovered now.



Chapter 3: Lystig’s Friend — A Bird’s Help

Lystig was nearly done
packing the lights when a
sound made his elfin
heart skip a beat. A sharp
whistle rang out from
outside the garage. He
froze and cautiously
peeked up from the box
of lights. What was that?
The humans were still
inside the house, but
there was something
else—something he had
forgotten. A bird.

Lystig had completely
forgotten about his
friend, a little bird named
Fjeere, who often flew
around the garden,
watching him from her
hiding spots. Fjeere was a
loyal companion who had been with Lystig since the day he moved into the garden. She
wasn’t like the other birds in the area. Fjaere was curious, lively, and had a sharp eye for
details. There was nothing she couldn’t figure out, and Lystig always trusted her
observations and help. But Fjeere also loved to chatter, which could be a problem for a
project like this, where secrecy was key.

Lystig stuck his head out from the box and glanced around. There, perched on the old
apple branch, was Fjaere, looking down at him with her shiny, curious eyes. Lystig breathed
a sigh of relief. She hadn’t seen him yet—but it was only a matter of time before she
discovered what he was up to.

“You’re early, Lystig!” called Fjeere from the tree with her bright voice. “I see you’re after
some lights. | knew that’s what you were up to.”

Lystig shook his head gently. “Fjeere, what are you doing here? You can’t come too close;
the humans might hear us!”



“Oh, they’re still around, aren’t they?” Fjeere flew down from the tree and landed on an
old garden brush leaning against the wall. “It’s so funny to see you sneaking around like
you’re on a mission. I'd love to help, but you know it’s hard for me to stay quiet when | see
something exciting.”

Lystig sighed. That was exactly what he feared. Fjeere could be a great help, but she could
also be a big liability if she drew too much attention. “I need to grab the lights quickly,
Fjeere. The humans could come out to the garage any moment. If we’re caught, everything
will be ruined.”

Fjeere thought for a moment, looking down at the lights Lystig had gathered in the box.
“Looks like you’ve got a nice batch there. I've got an idea. | can fly up to the window and
keep watch for the humans. If they come, | can warn you, and you can hide quickly. I'm a
bit faster than you at that sort of thing.”

Lystig nodded quickly. “That sounds like a good plan, Fjaere. | can’t risk being seen, so if you
spot anything, let me know right away!”

“Of course,” said Fjeere with a twinkle in her eye. “But if we’re doing this, we shouldn’t be
too quiet. | don’t like being too quiet. | might need to make a bit of noise along the way to
keep myself from getting... too excited.”

Lystig gave her a resigned smile. “| hope we don’t draw too much attention. But okay, let’s
doit.”

Fjeere flew up to the garage window, where she perched on a small windowsill and began
keeping watch. Her eyes moved like lightning-fast cameras, capturing every movement in
the garden and through the garage door. Lystig quickly began packing the lights into a
small sack he could carry with him. Each string of lights he placed into the sack filled him
with a little more hope. He knew he was closer to his goal.

Fjeere suddenly whistled from the window. “Hurry, Lystig! They’re heading to the garage. |
can hear the door opening. You need to move!”

Lystig shook his head quickly and jumped up. “I can’t get caught. | need to be invisible.”
With a swift hop, he dashed toward the back door and hid behind some tall hedges that
could shield him.

Fjeere quickly flew down to him and perched on his shoulder. “I’'m keeping an eye out for
you, Lystig. You’'re not alone in this.”



Lystig looked at his friend and felt a wave of gratitude. Without Fjeere, he’d never have
been able to pull this off. Her ingenuity and courage had saved him from being discovered
many times, and though her noisy nature could be a problem, she had a heart of gold.

“Thank you, Fjaere,” Lystig said quietly. “We’re in this together.”
Fjeere chirped and flew up into a nearby tree, where she could keep watch and whistle if
she saw anything. Lystig realized that this adventure, which he had started alone, had now

become a shared mission. He wasn’t alone—he had his friend by his side. And with her
help, he had a good chance of getting his Christmas lights project up and running.
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Chapter 4: Lystig’s Challenges

Lystig felt a little safer
when Fjaere flew up and
started keeping watch.
Her clear whistles and
constant vigilance gave
him the extra calm he
needed to keep working.
However, it would soon
become clear that even
with a helpful friend like
Fjaere, completing his
grand plan was far from
easy.

By now, he had filled his
small sack with a
significant number of
Christmas lights and had
worked quickly to avoid
being discovered. Yet,
there was one thing he
hadn’t prepared for: the
weather. As he made his way back to his little hideout in the corner of the garden, it began
to rain. Not just a drizzle—a full downpour, with small streams of water quickly trickling
through the garden.

Lystig glanced up at the sky and saw dark clouds rolling in. He knew this could be a
problem. The lights were not only fragile but also old. If they got wet, they might stop
working, which could delay his project significantly. That’s why he had tried to work so
fast, but now he was running out of time before the rain ruined everything he had
achieved.

He quickly dashed to a small hidden burrow he had made behind some bushes. It wasn’t
much, but it was dry, and it was where he stored the items he had collected during his
adventures. Lystig dove into the hole and began pulling the lights out of the sack to make
sure they weren’t damaged. He tried drying them with his little hands, but it wasn’t easy as
the rain continued to pour around him.
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“Ugh,” Lystig mumbled to himself. “I can’t let these lights get wet. If they break, I'll have to
start over.”

Just then, he heard Fjeere’s whistle again, this time with a slightly nervous tone. Lystig
quickly looked up and peered out of the bushes to see what was going on.

Fjeere flew down to him and perched quickly on his shoulder. “Lystig, there’s something
you should know. The humans are coming into the garden! They’ve had their morning
coffee, and now it looks like they’re about to do some work outside. If they see you with
the lights, they’ll be suspicious.”

Lystig’s heart sank. He had been so close to getting the lights stashed safely in the garden,
but now he faced an entirely new challenge. The humans were nearby, and they could pass
right by while he was still struggling to dry the lights and secure them.

“I need to find a place to hide!” Lystig thought quickly and glanced around. “But where?
There aren’t many places to hide here.”

He looked around rapidly and spotted an old birdhouse that had been abandoned by its
previous occupant. The birdhouse was a bit larger than his burrow, but it was perfect for
hiding. It might not be the best choice, but it was quick, and Lystig didn’t have time to be

picky.

With one swift motion, he ran toward the birdhouse and leapt onto its edge. Glancing
back, he could already see the humans stepping out of their house, dressed in raincoats
and ready to work in the garden. Lystig panicked a little, but with Fjaere’s help, he quickly
flew into the birdhouse and disappeared from view.

“Thanks, Fjeere,” Lystig whispered as he settled down and cautiously peeked through the
cracks in the birdhouse. “That was close.”

“You’re lucky,” Fjaere chirped cheerfully. “The humans are heading to their garden beds
and haven’t noticed you. You’ve got a moment to breathe, but we need to hurry before
the rain ruins everything.”

Lystig nodded and looked down at the lights in his small hands. The rain kept pouring, and
he knew he needed to find a solution quickly. It was impossible to work under these
conditions, but he couldn’t give up now. The humans were outside, and he was so close to
finishing the project.

Lystig looked at Fjaere and had an idea. “Fjaere, can you help me find a better hiding spot?
Maybe somewhere higher up where we can stay dry and work quickly?”

12



Fjeere nodded eagerly. “Let me think... | know just the place. There’s a favorite spot of mine
high up in a tree. We can work from there and stay hidden. You won’t be seen.”

Lystig set the lights down and prepared to follow Fjere. He knew they had been given a

second chance, but they needed to act fast. The rain was getting heavier, and if they didn’t
find a solution soon, they risked losing everything they had worked for.
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Chapter 5: A Tactical Retreat

branches, finding a place to perch.

Lystig took a deep breath
and let Fjere lead the
way. He held the bag of
Christmas lights tightly
against himself as he
moved through the rain-
soaked garden. Fjere
flew ahead, guiding him
toward the spot she had
mentioned—an old oak
tree standing at the
farthest edge of the
garden. The tree was tall
and full of small
branches, making it the
perfect hiding place in
the rain.

“We’re almost there,

Lystig!” chirped Fjaere
encouragingly as she

darted through the

Lystig carefully climbed the tree, one branch at a time. The rain made the bark slippery,
and his small hands slipped several times, but he refused to give up. He had a mission: to
create the most impressive Christmas lights display ever, and nothing—not even a

downpour—was going to stop him.

When he reached a broad branch, he found a natural hollow in the tree that was sheltered
from the rain. It was like a little platform where he could sit and work. Fjere settled beside

him, letting out a light sigh.

“See? | told you this would be a good spot,” she said proudly. “We can keep the lights dry

here and continue our work.”

Lystig smiled gratefully and immediately began inspecting the lights he had collected. The
rain hadn’t spared them entirely, but fortunately, most were only slightly damp. Using a
small cloth he always carried in his elf bag, he carefully dried each light.
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“It’s a good thing we found this spot, Fjeere,” he said as he wiped another string of lights.
“But I'm still thinking about the humans. What if they decide to look closer at the garage
and discover some of their Christmas lights are missing?”

Fjeere tilted her head thoughtfully. “Humans are strange,” she said after a moment. “They
don’t always notice the little things. But if they do, you have me. | can distract them,
maybe create a bit of confusion. That’s what I’'m best at!”

Lystig chuckled softly. “Yes, you’re a master of distractions; I'll give you that.”

The rain continued to drum against the branches above them, but Lystig and Fjeere worked
diligently. After a few hours, all the lights were dry and ready to use. Lystig looked at his
little collection with satisfaction. He knew he now had enough lights to cover a large part
of the garden, but the next step was figuring out how to set them up without being
discovered.

“Fjeere, we need to start planning where to place the lights,” Lystig said, pointing toward
the garden. “We need to create something truly impressive, but it also has to be discreet
enough so the humans don’t suspect anything until Christmas Eve.”

Fjeere nodded eagerly. “I can help you find the best spots. I've flown around this garden for
years and know every corner. If we place the lights near bushes and trees, we can hide
them well.”

Lystig looked at his friend with great admiration. “You’re such a big help, Fjaere. We’'ll pull
this off together.”

They spent the rest of the day devising their plan. Fjeere flew around, marking different
spots where the lights could be hung. Lystig jotted down each location in his little elf
notebook, imagining how the garden would light up when everything was finished.

As evening approached, the rain began to let up, and the sun broke through the clouds just
before setting. A beautiful golden glow spread across the garden, and Lystig felt a renewed
wave of motivation.

“This is just the beginning,” he said to Fjaere as they both gazed at the quiet garden. “When
we’re done, this place will be the most spectacular Christmas garden anyone has ever

seen.”

Fjeere whistled happily. “And the humans will wonder how it happened. They’ll never
guess it’s your magic behind it all.”

15



Lystig grinned widely. “Let’s keep it that way. No one should know the truth—until
Christmas Eve.”

With that agreement, they packed up their things and began preparing for the next day.
There was still much work to do, but Lystig knew he was well on his way.

16



Chapter 6: Snowflakes and Small Miracles

When Lystig woke up the
next morning in his little
hidden burrow, the world
had transformed. Snow
was gently falling from
the sky, and the garden
lay blanketed in a pristine
white sheet. Everything
looked peaceful and
magical, and Lystig
couldn’t help but smile.
The Christmas spirit was
truly beginning to settle
in.

He glanced up at Fjeere,
who was still sleeping in a
small nest of moss she
had built in a nearby tree.
Her tiny feathers rose
and fell gently with each
breath. Lystig watched
her for a moment; she had been an indispensable helper, and today they would need all
her ingenuity.

But the snow also brought new challenges. The lights now needed to be placed in a way
that wouldn’t let the snow cover them but also discreet enough not to arouse human
suspicion. Lystig stood up, brushed the snow off his boots, and began planning the day’s
work.

Fjaere woke up with a little start and stretched her wings. “Good morning, Lystig,” she said
with a sleepy smile. “Are we ready for today’s adventure?”

“We are,” Lystig replied with a twinkle in his eye. “But look around. We’ve got snow! It
makes everything more beautiful but also a bit trickier.”

Fjaere flew up to a branch and gazed out over the garden. “Oh, it’s wonderful!” she said,
almost dancing in the air. “But you’re right. We'll need to be extra careful now. The snow
could reveal our tracks if the humans take a closer look.”

17



Lystig nodded seriously. “Exactly. We need to be quick and strategic. Let’s start with the
large spruce bush next to the greenhouse. It’s dense enough to hide the lights but tall
enough that the snow won’t completely cover them.”

They got to work, with Fjzere flying ahead to keep watch. Lystig carefully balanced his sack
of lights as he navigated through the snow. Whenever he left footprints, he quickly
covered them with a small branch he had found.

At the spruce bush, Lystig began setting up the first lights. He wrapped them around the
branches, making sure the wires were well hidden. Fjaere helped by gathering small twigs
and moss to cover the wires, making them less visible.

“This is going to be amazing,” Lystig said, stepping back to admire their work. “But we need
to move on. We've got plenty more to decorate.”

They worked diligently all morning. The snow continued to fall, but Lystig didn’t mind. In
fact, it added an extra layer of Christmas cheer, and he began humming an old elf song as
he worked.

Suddenly, they heard a sound. Fjeere froze and quickly flew up to a high branch. “Lystig,
watch out! The humans are coming.”

Lystig hurriedly hid behind a pile of firewood, peeking toward the house. A small boy in a
big winter coat came running into the garden with a sled. He laughed and played in the
snow, dragging the sled behind him.

“It’s just the child,” Fjeere whispered as she flew down to Lystig. “He won’t see you. But
we’ll have to wait until he goes back inside.”

Lystig nodded and stayed hidden, watching the boy. He couldn’t help but smile. Even
though he had to remain out of sight, he enjoyed seeing the joy the snow brought. It
reminded him of why he worked so hard to create the perfect Christmas lights. It was for
moments like these — moments that brought joy and magic to everyone.

After a while, the boy headed back toward the house, and the garden fell quiet again.
Fjeere flew back to Lystig. “All clear! We can continue now.”

They worked on through the day, decorating several more trees and bushes in the garden.

As dusk fell and darkness began to settle, Lystig and Fjeere were nearly finished with the
day’s tasks.
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“Shall we try turning on some of the lights?” Fjaere asked excitedly.

Lystig hesitated for a moment. “We can, but only briefly. We need to make sure everything
works, but we can’t risk being discovered.”

With a careful hand, Lystig switched on the lights they had placed in the spruce bush. A
warm, golden glow spread through the snow-covered garden, illuminating the bush
beautifully. Fjeere gasped in delight.

“It’s incredible, Lystig!” she said. “Imagine the whole garden like this on Christmas Eve!”

Lystig smiled proudly and turned the lights off again. “We’re off to a great start, Fjeere. But
there’s still much work to be done.”

With the day’s tasks completed, they retreated to their hideout to plan their next steps.

The snow continued to fall gently, and Lystig felt that the Christmas spirit was truly
beginning to take shape.
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Chapter 7: Light in the Darkness

5

The night had settled over
the garden, and the snow,
which had fallen all day,
glittered like thousands of
tiny diamonds in the
moonlight. Lystig sat in
his cozy burrow, gazing
out at the frost-clear
evening. A sense of
anticipation and
excitement filled him. He
knew that Christmas Eve
was still some time away,
but each day brought him
closer to his big goal:
transforming the garden
into a glowing winter
wonderland.

Fjeere sat beside him, her
small feathers slightly
ruffled from the cold. She
rubbed her wings together and nibbled on a berry she had found earlier in the day.

“Lystig,” she said, “we’ve come a long way already, but | can’t help thinking... How are we
going to power all the lights? We can’t just plug them into the humans’ outlets. They’'d
notice right away.”

Lystig nodded thoughtfully. “I've been thinking about that too,” he said. “Fortunately, |
have an idea. I've seen that the humans have some small solar lamps scattered around the
garden. If we can redirect the power from those to our lights, we can light everything up
without them noticing.”

Fjaere whistled appreciatively. “That’s clever, Lystig! But how will you do it? It sounds
complicated.”

Lystig scratched his chin. “It’ll take some skill and effort. But | have a plan. We'll start by

finding the solar lamps and bringing them back here to the burrow. Once we have enough,
we can start modifying them.”
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Fjeere nodded eagerly. “Let’s get started right away! The night is young, and the humans
are asleep. It’s the perfect time to work.”

The two friends immediately got to work. Fjeere flew up to keep watch, while Lystig
carefully moved around the garden. He knew where most of the solar lamps were placed,
and it was just a matter of collecting them without leaving any traces.

The first lamp was by the path leading down to the garden. Lystig crept closer, glancing
quickly toward the house. All was quiet. He pulled the lamp out of the ground and carried
it carefully back to the burrow.

“One down, many to go,” he murmured, placing the lamp in the burrow.

With Fjzere’s help, they managed to collect six lamps during the night. It was hard work,
but Lystig felt satisfied as he finally sat down in the burrow with their small collection.

“Now comes the hard part,” he said, inspecting the little lamps. “We need to figure out
how to connect them to the lights.”

Fjeere looked curiously at the lamps. “I don’t know much about human technology, but |
believe in you, Lystig. If anyone can make it work, it’s you.”

Lystig smiled proudly. “Thanks, Fjzere. It’ll take a bit of elf ingenuity, but we’ll find a
solution. Luckily, I brought some tools from my old workshop.”

He pulled out a small, handmade pair of pliers and some fine copper wires from his bag.
The work began immediately, and Lystig bent over the lamps with intense focus. Fjaere sat
by his side, watching curiously as he dismantled the small lamps and started redirecting
the wires.

“It’s fascinating,” Fjeere said, tilting her head. “The humans have no idea how many hidden
talents you have.”

Lystig chuckled softly. “No, and they shouldn’t. At least not until Christmas Eve. That’ll be
our little secret.”

The hours passed, and the night grew deeper, but Lystig continued his work with
unwavering determination. As dawn began to cast a faint light over the garden, he had
finished modifying the first of the lamps. He carefully connected it to a string of lights and
pressed the switch.
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A soft, warm glow began to shine. Fjeere gasped with delight. “Lystig, it works! You did it!”

Lystig smiled, tired but satisfied. “This is just the beginning, Fjaere. But now we know it’s
possible. We just need to repeat the process with the other lamps.”

He quickly turned off the light to avoid raising suspicion and leaned back with a deep sigh.
There was still a lot of work ahead, but Lystig felt more confident than ever. Snow was still
falling outside, and the garden lay quiet and peaceful. Everything was on its way to
becoming exactly as he had dreamed.

“Come on, Fjere,” he said, packing up his tools. “Let’s get some rest. Tomorrow will be
another important day.”

The two friends retreated to their small sleeping spots, while the winter-clad garden
continued to sleep under its soft blanket of snow.
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Episode 8: An Unexpected Challenge

Lystig woke up with a
sense of satisfaction from
the night before. The first
rays of sunlight broke
through the snow-
covered branches, and
the garden shimmered
like a Christmas card. But
Lystig knew they couldn’t
rest on their laurels.
There was still much to
do, and each day brought
new challenges.

He stretched and glanced
at Fjeere, who was still
asleep. “Good morning,
Fjzere,” he whispered, but
she didn’t stir. Deciding
to let her sleep a bit
longer, he began
inspecting their stock of
lamps and lights. They had made good progress, but they still needed more solar-powered
lamps to light up the entire garden.

When Fjzere finally woke, she immediately flew over to Lystig. “Are we ready for another
day?” she asked, still half-asleep.

“We are,” Lystig replied with a determined nod. “But we’ll need to be quick and cautious.
There are still many lamps to find.”

They ventured out into the garden, but they didn’t get far before encountering their first
problem. The humans’ dog, a large, enthusiastic Labrador named Max, stood in the middle
of the garden, sniffing around. His black nose was already covered in snow, and his tail
wagged excitedly.

“Oh no,” whispered Fjzere as she flew up to a high branch. “Max is out. He loves sniffing
around and finding things. If he discovers us, we’re in big trouble.”
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Lystig swallowed hard. He’d had a few unlucky encounters with Max before, and the dog
wasn’t known for keeping his discoveries a secret. “We’ll have to find a way to distract
him,” he said.

Fjeere thought quickly. “I have an idea. I'll fly down and pretend to be interested in
something farther away. That should catch his attention, and you can keep working.”

“That sounds dangerous,” Lystig said worriedly. “But we don’t have many other options.”
Fjeere nodded resolutely. “I’'m ready. Just be quick.”

Taking a deep breath, Fjere flew down and began hopping around in the snow as if she’d
found something interesting. Max immediately lifted his head and headed toward her, tail

wagging.

“Come on, Max,” Fjaeare murmured to herself as she flew a bit farther away, leading him
along.

Lystig seized the opportunity and hurried to one of the solar lamps. He carefully pulled it
out of the snow and placed it in his sack. But just as he was about to move on, he heard
another sound—the sound of human voices. He froze.

An adult voice called out, “Max! Where are you?” It was the boy’s father, now out
searching for the dog.

Lystig quickly hid behind a bush and held his breath. He could hear footsteps crunching in
the snow and saw the father approaching. Fortunately, his attention was focused on the
dog, not the tiny elf footprints leading to the bush.

“Max, come here!” the father called again. The dog, still engrossed in Fjere, hesitated but
eventually ran back to his owner.

Fjeere flew up to a branch and waited until the humans had left before returning to Lystig.
“That was close!” she said, out of breath. “We’ll have to be even more careful.”

“You were amazing, Fjeere,” Lystig said gratefully. “But you’re right. The humans are
starting to use the garden more now that the snow has fallen. We need to work faster and
stay alert.”

The rest of the day was tense. Every time they thought they were alone, Max or one of the

humans would appear. It felt like the whole world was against them. Despite the
challenges, they managed to gather three more lamps and modify them by evening.
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As night fell, Lystig and Fjaere sat back in their hideout, exhausted but satisfied. “We did it,”
Lystig said, letting his gaze rest on their growing collection of modified lamps. “But
tomorrow, we’ll need to be even more cautious. The humans are watching.”

Fjeere nodded. “We can do it, Lystig. No matter what happens, we won’t give up.”

Snowflakes drifted gently outside, and despite the day’s challenges, Lystig felt they were
still on the right track.
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Chapter 9: A Treacherous Path

The day began with an icy
chill that made the snow
creak underfoot, but Lystig
barely had time to notice.
He and Fjeere sat in their
hideout, plotting a new
strategy for the day. With
the humans more active in
the garden and the dog Max
constantly sniffing around,
they knew it would be a race
against time.

“We have to work faster
today,” Lystig said with a
serious expression, unrolling
a small sketch of the garden
in front of them. “We need
to get the lights up on the
apple tree by the fence. It’s
a key location—it can be

seen from the whole garden.”

Fjaere nodded. “But it’s also close to the house. If we’re spotted there, we’re done for.”

“Exactly,” Lystig replied. “But we don’t have a choice. Christmas Eve is coming, and we
need to make sure everything is perfect.”

They packed their gear and ventured carefully into the garden. Snow was still falling gently,
making their task both more beautiful and more dangerous. Every move could betray their
presence, and their tiny footprints were like an open book for any curious eyes.

As they neared the apple tree, they quickly realized that the first challenge of the day was
already waiting. The tree they had chosen stood in the middle of a narrow snow-covered

path leading directly to the house.

“The humans use this path all the time,” Fjeaere said, flying up to a branch for a better view.
“We’ll have to be extremely careful.”
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Lystig nodded. “We’ll work in small bursts. Fjere, you keep watch, and I’ll get the lights up
as quickly as possible.”

They got to work immediately. Lystig moved swiftly and efficiently while Fjzere kept
scanning the area for signs of danger. Everything was going well—until suddenly.

A door slammed open. Lystig froze mid-task, and Fjaere shot into the air. A voice echoed
through the garden.

“Max! Come on, let’s go for a walk!” the boy’s father called out.

Lystig and Fjaere exchanged wide-eyed glances. It was the worst possible timing. Not only
was the father coming out, but Max was already bounding eagerly down the path—
straight toward them.

“Quick! Do something!” Fjeere whispered in a panic.

Thinking fast, Lystig scooped up a handful of snow and threw it toward a nearby bush. The
snow hit with a sound that made Max change direction. The dog charged toward the bush,

tail wagging, searching for the source of the noise.

“That buys us some time,” Lystig said as he resumed attaching the lights, his hands
trembling from both the cold and the nerves.

But the danger wasn’t over yet. The father was now slowly walking down the path, and
Lystig could hear the crunch of his boots on the snow getting closer.

“We need to leave now!” Fjeere whispered urgently, flying down toward Lystig. “Or we’ll
be discovered!”

Lystig glanced at his half-finished work. He only needed a few more seconds, but it was
risky. He made a quick decision. “Fly back to the hideout, Fjzere. I'll be there in a moment.”

“Are you sure?” she asked, worried.

“Yes, go!” Lystig held his breath as he secured the final light and scrambled down the tree.
He dashed toward a hiding spot, covering his tracks as best as he could.

Just as he ducked behind a large bush, the father appeared by the tree. He looked around,
scratching his head. “Strange,” he muttered. “l was sure | heard something here.”
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Lystig held his breath, praying he wouldn’t notice the lights. But fortunately, they were
well-hidden among the branches, and the father quickly gave up his search.

“Come on, Max!” he called out, heading back toward the house. Max, still sniffing around
the bushes, reluctantly followed.

Lystig waited until they were completely gone before crawling out of his hiding place. His
heart was still racing, but he couldn’t help but smile. It had been close, but they had done
it.

He met Fjeere back at the hideout, where she was nervously waiting. “You're alive!” she
exclaimed with relief.

“Just barely,” Lystig admitted. “But we did it. The lights are up.”

They both let out a sigh of relief. The day’s challenges had been daunting, but once again,
they had overcome them. The countdown to Christmas Eve grew shorter, and the
excitement heightened with each passing day, but Lystig was determined that nothing
would stop them.
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Chapter 10: The Blessing of the Christmas Spirit

Lystig woke early that
morning with a strange
feeling in his stomach.
There was something
different in the air,
something he couldn’t
quite put his finger on.
The snow still lay thick
and white over the
garden, but a peculiar
stillness lingered, as if the
world were holding its
breath.

Fjeere felt it too. “Can you
feel it, Lystig?” she asked,
nibbling on a berry.
“There’s something...
magical today.”

Lystig nodded. “I know,
Fjaere. It feels as though

the whole garden has awakened in a new way.”

They packed their tools and ventured out into the glistening snow, planning to finish
stringing the lights on the old willow tree. But when they arrived, they were met with a
strange sight. A faint golden mist hovered among the tree branches, and the snow seemed
to shimmer with a warm, inner glow.

Suddenly, a gentle, melodic voice broke the silence. “Lystig... Fjeere... welcome.”

They both looked around, but no one was in sight. Lystig tightened his grip on his small
toolbox. “Who’s there?” he asked, his voice a mix of caution and wonder.

Out of the mist emerged a figure, tall and majestic, yet light and almost translucent. She
wore a cloak of ice crystals, and her eyes sparkled like stars.

“I am the Spirit of Christmas,” she said with a kind smile. “I watch over this time of year
and those who work to spread light and joy.”
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Fjeere gasped, flying up to perch on Lystig’s shoulder. “The Spirit of Christmas? We thought
you were a myth!”

The Spirit laughed softly. “Many no longer believe in me, just as they no longer believe in
elves. But | live in every gift given with love and in every light kindled to chase away the
darkness.”

Lystig stepped forward, still in awe. “So why are you showing yourself to us?”

“Because you are doing something special,” the Spirit said. “You work in secret to create
something beautiful. But the path ahead will not be easy. There will be trials that will test
your courage and ingenuity.”

Lystig nodded. “We’re ready for anything.”

“I believe you are,” she replied, extending her hand. From her fingertips flowed tiny sparks
of light, drifting down like snowflakes to land on Lystig’s tools. “This will aid you. Use it

wisely.”

Lystig looked at his tools. They now glowed faintly, as if imbued with a special power.
“Thank you,” he said humbly.

But the Spirit had more to say. “Be cautious, Lystig. The humans will soon grow more
curious. The snow will hide your tracks, but their curiosity is dangerous. Max will not be

your only challenge.”

Before they could ask more, the Spirit vanished in a swirl of light. The mist lifted, and the
garden felt normal again, yet Lystig and Fjeere were left with a sense of awe.

“We must press on,” Lystig said, glancing at the willow tree. “There’s no time to waste.”
They got to work, and everything went smoother than ever. Lystig’s tools glowed faintly,
almost as if they were working by themselves. The wires fell perfectly into place, and the

lights illuminated with a clear, warm glow.

But amid their triumph, they suddenly heard the crunch of footsteps in the snow. This
time, it wasn’t Max. It was the boy from the house.

“Dad said | should check the garden,” they heard him mutter to himself. “There’s
something strange out here.”
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Fjeere darted into the air and gave Lystig a warning look. “We must hide!”

But Lystig knew they couldn’t abandon their work now. “You go, Fjaere. I'll stay and finish
this.”

The boy came closer, and Lystig worked as quickly as his tiny hands could manage. But
then, the boy stood directly in front of the willow tree.

He stared up at the lights, now fully lit. “Wow, who did this?” he wondered aloud. “It must
be Dad... or maybe... an elf?”

Lystig held his breath, standing completely still behind the tree trunk, praying the boy
wouldn’t see him. After what felt like an eternity, the boy turned and walked away with a
wide smile.

“I have to show Dad!” he shouted, running back toward the house.

When he was gone, Lystig and Fjaere let out a sigh of relief. “That was close,” Fjeere said,
returning to Lystig’s shoulder.

“Yes, but we did it,” Lystig said. “And now the willow tree is ready for Christmas Eve.”
The two friends returned to their den, tired but satisfied. Despite the day’s dangers, they

felt the magic in the garden was stronger than ever. Yet they also knew the challenges
would only grow in the days to come.
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Chapter 11: Magical Connections

Lystig woke with
renewed energy, as
though the night’s sleep
had let the magic of
Christmas flow through
him. The garden was
still blanketed in a thick
layer of snow, but today
the snow seemed to
sparkle even more, as if
each snowflake held a

y secret.

Fjaere was already
awake, perched on a
branch outside their
hollow, observing the
quiet morning hours.
“Good morning, Lystig,”
she called. “I feel like
something big is about
to happen today.”

Lystig crawled out and stretched. “I think so too. The Spirit of Christmas said we would face
more trials, but she also mentioned that we’d receive help.”

Just as he said this, the air around them began to glow faintly. A gentle breeze, scented
with cinnamon and pine, wound its way through the garden, and suddenly, the Spirit of
Christmas appeared before them once more.

“Good morning, my little friends,” she said in her melodious voice. “You are doing well, but
today you will face a challenge that will require both your courage and your ability to work
together.”

Lystig stepped forward. “What must we do, Spirit of Christmas?”

She pointed toward the farthest end of the garden, where an ancient chestnut tree stood.
“There, beneath that tree, lies a special source of light. It is a magical crystal that can
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amplify the light throughout the garden. But it is guarded by nature’s own forces, and only
those who work together can find and retrieve it.”

Fjeere flew closer. “How will we find it, and what awaits us there?”

The Spirit smiled gently. “Follow your instincts. The magic will guide you. But be wary: the
garden protects its secrets well.”

With those words, she disappeared, leaving the two friends with a sense of both
excitement and reverence. Lystig grabbed his small bag, and Fjare flew above the treetops
to get a better view.

They set off toward the chestnut tree, but it felt as though the garden had suddenly come
alive. The branches swayed lightly in the wind, even when the air was still, and the snow
creaked louder beneath their feet. It was as if nature itself was watching them.

When they reached the tree, they were met by a dense wall of branches and vines, woven
together like a natural barrier. Fjeere flew closer, trying to find an opening, but the
branches seemed to shift, deliberately blocking the way.

“These aren’t just ordinary branches,” she said. “They’re magical.”

Lystig thought for a moment and then took out one of the small crystals the Spirit had left
on his tools. Holding it up to the barrier, a soft light began to emanate from the crystal.
Slowly, the branches pulled back, opening a narrow passage.

“It’s working!” Fjeere exclaimed. “But we need to hurry before the barrier closes again.”
They carefully stepped into the small space beneath the chestnut tree. In the shadows,
something faintly glimmered—a magical crystal resting on a small pedestal, surrounded by
tiny icicles that sparkled like diamonds.

But just as Lystig reached for the crystal, the ground beneath them began to tremble. The
tree’s roots moved, and a deep, resonant sound filled the air. A towering figure, made of

snow and ice, rose from the ground. It was a guardian, created to protect the crystal.

“Only those with true Christmas spirit may take the crystal,” it rumbled in a voice like
crunching snow.

Lystig and Fjaere exchanged glances. They knew this was the test the Spirit had mentioned.
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“We come with good intentions,” said Lystig, stepping forward. “We want to spread light
and joy throughout the garden.”

Fjeere nodded and added, “We’ve worked hard to make Christmas Eve magical for
everyone here.”

The guardian regarded them for what felt like an eternity. Then, slowly, it bowed and
stepped aside.

“Take the crystal,” it said. “But remember, with great light comes great responsibility.”

Lystig carefully picked up the crystal, feeling its warmth and power. He could almost see
the light spreading throughout the garden in his mind.

They hurried back through the still-moving barrier, and when they reached their hollow,
they realized how deeply their fates were intertwined with the magic of the garden.

“We did it,” Fjeere said with a relieved sigh. “But this is only the beginning.”

Lystig nodded. “Christmas Eve will truly be something special.”
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Chapter 12: The Light for Lucia

The day began with a
special glow, as if the
| sunitself had decided
to give the garden a
little extra warmth.
Lystig and Fjeere woke
up early, knowing an
important task
awaited them. Lucia
Day was approaching,
and it needed to be
celebrated in style.

Lucia Day, marking the
return of light, was
one of the most
significant days for
Lystig. He had always
admired how lights
could brighten even
the darkest corners
and spread hope. But
this time, he wanted

to make it more magical than ever before.

The Christmas Spirit appeared shortly after their morning meeting. She wore a crown of
light on her head, and her presence filled the den with a serene yet elevated energy.

“My dear friends,” she said with a warm smile, “Lucia Day is a special moment in your
journey. It represents the fight against darkness and the joy of finding light even in the
gloomiest times.”

Lystig nodded eagerly. “We want to make it unforgettable. But how can we ensure the
light reaches the entire garden?”

The Christmas Spirit reached out and conjured a small golden lantern glowing with a soft,
warm beam of light. “This lantern contains Lucia’s flame,” she explained. “It is a symbol of
hope and courage. If you place it at the highest point in the garden, its light will reach
every corner.”
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“The highest point?” Fjere flew up and scanned the area. “It must be the top of the old
oak by the pond.”

“Exactly,” said the Christmas Spirit. “But be careful. Nature will test your worthiness. Only
those acting with true Christmas spirit can harness Lucia’s flame.”

With the lantern in hand, they set off toward the old oak. Snow crunched under Lystig’s
feet, and Fjeere kept watch from above. Along the way, they noticed the garden awakening
to a new kind of life. Birds sang in harmony, and even small creatures that usually hid
peeked out from their shelters.

When they reached the base of the oak, Lystig looked up at its twisted branches stretching
skyward. “This won’t be easy,” he murmured.

Fjeere perched on a lower branch and waved at him. “Come on, Lystig. We’ll do it
together.”

They began the climb. Lystig carefully ascended with the lantern in one hand, balancing on
the slippery branches, while Fjeere helped keep watch. But midway up, the wind began to
pick up. The branches swayed, and the snow started to fall more heavily.

“We need to hold on tight!” Fjeere shouted as a strong gust nearly made her lose her
balance.

Lystig clutched the lantern closer to him. “We have to keep going. We can’t give up now!”
They pressed onward, and finally, they reached the top. The view was spectacular. The
entire garden lay blanketed in snow and faint morning light, but it needed something
more.

Lystig carefully placed the lantern on a gnarled branch, and as he did, its flame began to
grow. The light spread rapidly, sending warm, golden rays across the garden. It was as if
the entire area was embraced by the power of the light, and even the farthest corners
were bathed in its warm glow.

Fjeere stared in awe. “It’s incredible, Lystig. Look at how the whole garden lights up!”

Lystig couldn’t help but smile proudly. “This is Lucia’s flame. It brings hope and joy to
everyone.”
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Suddenly, they heard the voice of the Christmas Spirit. She stood on the ground below,
looking up at them. “You’ve done well,” she said. “The light from Lucia’s flame will protect
the garden and inspire everyone who sees it. But remember, you still have an important
task ahead. Christmas Eve is approaching, and the power of the light will be tested.”

Lystig nodded and carefully climbed down, with Fjaere hovering beside him. Once back on
the ground, they felt a new kind of strength and confidence. The light from Lucia’s flame
had not only illuminated the garden but also filled their hearts with courage and hope.
“We’re ready for anything,” Lystig said firmly. “Let’s make this Christmas unforgettable.”
Fjeere nodded eagerly. “Yes! With Lucia’s light guiding us, nothing can stop us.”

Together, they headed back to the den to plan their next steps. Their adventure was far

from over, but they knew that with the Christmas Spirit’s help, they could overcome even
the greatest challenges.
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Chapter 13: A Magical Lucia Day

The early morning was
quiet and peaceful, but
an air of anticipation
lingered. Lucia Day had
finally arrived, and Lystig
and Fjaere were ready to
make it a day the garden
would never forget. They
had worked hard to
prepare the lights and
ensure everything was
perfect. With the
Christmas Spirit as their
guide, they knew this day
would be something truly
special.

Lystig stood outside the
den, gazing at the magical
light of Lucia’s flame still
burning in the lantern
atop the old oak. It cast a
warm glow over the entire garden, and even the cold snow seemed to shimmer.

“Are you ready, Fjaere?” Lystig asked, turning to his faithful friend.

Fjaere, busy polishing a small mirror to reflect the light, nodded eagerly. “Ready as a starry
night! What'’s the next step?”

Just as they were preparing for the day’s work, the Christmas Spirit appeared once again.
She shone with a special brilliance in honor of the occasion, her voice gentle yet powerful.

“My friends,” she began, “Lucia Day is a celebration of light and hope. You’ve already done
much to spread this magic in the garden, but today, we must bring all its creatures

together for a shared celebration. Light is strongest when it is shared.”

Lystig’s face lit up. “A celebration? How do we make that happen?”
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The Christmas Spirit raised her hand, and from her fingertips, tiny sparks of light flowed,
landing on the snow and forming glowing paths. “Follow these trails and invite all the
garden’s inhabitants. At sunset, we will gather by the old oak to celebrate Lucia’s light.”

Wasting no time, Lystig and Fjeere followed the glowing trails, which led them to every
corner of the garden. They knocked on the hedgehog’s burrow, where a tired but curious
mother hedgehog poked her head out. They waved to the old badger, who was usually
unsociable but nodded solemnly and promised to attend.

Fjeere flew up to a few hidden bird nests, singing a little tune that quickly roused chirping
excitement among the small birds. Even the shyest creatures, like mice and squirrels,
emerged from their hiding places to follow the glowing paths.

As the sun began to set, the garden buzzed with anticipation. All the creatures gathered
around the old oak, where the lantern holding Lucia’s flame still shone brightly. The
Christmas Spirit stood in the center of the assembly, raising her arms.

“Welcome, everyone,” she said, her voice filling the air like a beautiful melody. “Today, we
celebrate not just the light but also the community that makes it stronger.”

With a gentle motion, she allowed Lucia’s flame to split into tiny, floating lights that drifted
around and perched like little stars on the branches of the surrounding trees. The garden
transformed into a magical wonderland, with every branch twinkling like a Christmas
garland.

Lystig and Fjaere stood together, gazing at the scene with a mix of pride and awe. They had
never seen the garden so beautiful and full of life.

“It’s more than | could have ever imagined,” Lystig whispered.

Fjeere nodded. “And look, everyone’s here. Even Max is standing there like a starstruck

4

pup.

Max, the family dog, stood at the edge of the gathering, his tail wagging. He had followed
the glowing paths and seemed just as captivated by the magic as everyone else.

The Christmas Spirit continued, “Let us sing Lucia’s song together, so the light can reach
beyond the garden.”

The birds began a melody, carried by the wind and weaving through the trees. Hedgehogs,
squirrels, and even the badger joined in with small sounds and gentle taps of their paws.
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Lystig and Fjaere danced around the base of the oak, laughing as they felt more connected
to the garden and its magic than ever before.

As the song faded, the entire garden seemed to hold its breath in a moment of perfect
peace. Lucia’s flame flared brightly one last time before its light gently settled into the

snow and earth, ready to protect the garden in the days to come.

The Christmas Spirit smiled at them all. “Thank you for your light and togetherness. This
Lucia Day will be remembered for a long time.”

As the creatures began to return to their homes, Lystig and Fjeere lingered a moment
longer, savoring the quiet.

“We did it, Fjaere,” Lystig said. “We spread the light.”
“And this is just the beginning,” Fjaere replied with a grin. “Christmas is still waiting.”

They returned to their den, tired but filled with deep satisfaction. Lucia Day had ended, but
its magic would live on in all of them.
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Chapter 14: Cousin Klunte’s Grand Entrance
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the sunlight, and the
garden lay in serene
tranquility. Lystig and
Fjeere sat at the
entrance of their den,
enjoying steaming
cups of rosehip tea
kindly conjured by the
Christmas Spirit.

“Things are going
really well,” said Lystig,
glancing up at the old
oak where Lucia’s

~ flame still burned
brightly in the lantern.
“But there’s still a lot
to do before Christmas
Eve.”

Fjaere nodded. “Yes, but with the Christmas Spirit by our side, we’ll manage.”

As if she had heard her name, the Christmas Spirit appeared before them. Her presence
instantly brought a warm sense of calm and joy.

“You’re making great progress,” she said with a gentle smile. “But to succeed fully, you’ll
need a little extra help.”

Fjeere tilted her head curiously. “Help? From whom?”
Before the Spirit could answer, there was a loud thud followed by a series of clumsy noises
from a pile of snow nearby. Emerging from the snow was a small, round elf with rosy

cheeks and a crooked hat. Dusting himself off and blinking in confusion, he broke into a
wide grin.
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“Lystig, my old cousin! Great to see you!” he shouted, stumbling toward them and nearly
tripping over his own feet.

“Klunte!” exclaimed Lystig, a mix of delight and apprehension in his voice. “What are you
doing here?”

Cousin Klunte, as his name suggested, was renowned for causing chaos wherever he went.
But he also possessed a charm and unwavering optimism that made it hard to stay mad at

him.

“The Christmas Spirit said you needed help, and who’s better at spreading Christmas cheer
than me?” Klunte puffed up proudly, causing his hat to fall over his eyes.

Fjeere whispered to Lystig, “Is this really a good idea?”

Lystig shrugged. “We’'ll see.”

The Christmas Spirit placed a hand on Klunte’s shoulder and said, “Although Klunte has a
tendency for... mishaps, he also has a big heart and a knack for finding solutions in the
most unexpected ways. You’ll see he can be a valuable ally.”

“Thank you, Christmas Spirit,” said Klunte, bowing so deeply that he toppled over
backward, landing on his backside. Laughing loudly, he got back up. “I’'m ready for

anything!”

Lystig sighed and smiled. “Alright, Klunte. We could use help placing more lights along the
garden paths. Think you can handle that?”

“You bet!” Klunte replied enthusiastically, grabbing a basket of small lanterns. He headed
toward the paths, but within moments, he slipped on an icy patch, scattering the lanterns
everywhere.

Fjeere quickly flew over to assist. “Careful, Klunte!”

“I'm fine!” Klunte insisted, trying to pick up the lanterns. Unfortunately, his elbow knocked
against a branch, sending a pile of snow cascading down onto him.

Lystig couldn’t help but laugh. “He’s a walking snowball!”
Despite his many blunders, Klunte managed to place the lanterns along the paths. By dusk,

they glowed beautifully, casting a warm and inviting light that made the entire garden feel
even more magical.
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When the work was done, they all gathered near the den to warm themselves by a small
fire—one that Klunte had nearly extinguished by tripping over a bucket of snow.

“You certainly keep things interesting, Klunte,” said Fjeere with a smile.

“And that’s why I’'m here!” Klunte replied with a wink. “Lystig, we’re going to make this
Christmas shine brighter than ever.”

The Christmas Spirit nodded in approval. “With Klunte on board, the magical light in the
garden won'’t just glow; it’ll bring smiles and laughter to everyone.”

As night fell and the snow sparkled in the light of the many lanterns, Lystig felt, for the first

time, truly confident that they would succeed—no matter how many times Klunte
stumbled along the way.
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Chapter 15: Klunte’s Catastrophic Cooking

The day began with high
energy in Lystig’s little
garden world. With Klunte
on the team, there was
never a dull moment. Lystig
. and Fjeere woke up to a
sound resembling a raging
storm—but it was only
Klunte attempting to light a
fire with a pile of pine
branches and an overly
enthusiastic number of
matches.

“Good morning, team!”
Klunte shouted, waving
energetically with a lit
match. He immediately
tripped over a branch and
landed in the middle of his
own fire pit, sending a cloud

of snow and sparks into the air.

“Klunte!” Lystig yelled, rushing forward to extinguish the small flames that had already
begun dancing in the snow. “What are you doing?”

“I just thought we could use some morning warmth,” Klunte replied, scratching his neck
while trying to shovel snow back over the fire.

Fjaere, who was flitting about and scolding like an irritated little bird, tried to help get the
situation under control. “You’re a walking hazard, Klunte!”

The Christmas Spirit appeared just then, observing the scene with a warm smile. “It’s good
to see the energy is high. But remember, today’s task requires focus.”

“Of course, Christmas Spirit,” Klunte said, straightening his crooked hat. “I’'m ready for
anything!”
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The mission of the day was to hang a special string of twinkling star lights throughout the
garden, leading all the way to the family’s house. The plan was to connect the elves’
magical lights with the humans’ Christmas decorations, creating a seamless flow of festive
magic.

“Klunte, your task is simple,” Lystig said, handing him a roll of glowing garlands. “Just trail
them along the path and make sure they’re hung nicely. Think you can manage that?”

“Simple!” Klunte grinned confidently.

But soon, “simple” turned into “catastrophic.” Klunte began unrolling the garlands but
immediately tripped over the first lamppost, causing a domino effect throughout the
garden. The garlands became tangled around bushes, trees, and even Max, the family dog,

who stood in the middle of it all wagging his tail in confusion.

“Klunte, what on earth is happening?!” Fjeere yelled as she tried to untangle one of the
garlands from Max’s paw.

“It’s under control!” Klunte insisted, desperately tugging at the garlands. Unfortunately, he
pulled too hard, sending the entire roll flying through the air like an unruly tornado of

blinking lights.

Amid the chaos, the hanging lanterns began to sway precariously. One of them broke loose
and fell straight into a pile of pine branches, which quickly started smoking.

“We have an emergency!” Lystig shouted.

The Christmas Spirit raised a hand, and immediately the flames subsided, as if the snow
itself had come alive to help. She looked at Klunte with a gentle but firm gaze.

“Klunte, you have a gift,” she said calmly. “Even in your mistakes, you find new ways to
create something beautiful. But you must learn to channel your energy.”

Klunte looked down, embarrassed. “I just wanted to help.”

“And you are,” Lystig said with an encouraging smile. “But maybe we should work a bit
more as a team. Fjaere, can you help Klunte manage the garlands?”

Fjeere sighed but nodded. “Fine. But only because | don’t want to see the garden explode.”
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Together, they worked on getting the garlands in place. Despite several minor mishaps—
like when Klunte accidentally tied himself to a bush—the lights slowly began to take shape.
As the sun set, the garlands lit up, casting a warm, twinkling glow across the garden.

“Look, we did it!” Klunte said proudly, admiring the beautiful lights now leading the way
from the garden to the house.

“Yes, we did,” Lystig said, patting his cousin on the shoulder. “And it looks fantastic.”

The Christmas Spirit nodded approvingly. “Even in chaos, there is magic. And now, thanks
to all of you, the garden is one step closer to becoming the radiant Christmas miracle we're
aiming for.”

They stood together, admiring their work. Despite the day’s challenges, they all felt a

strong sense of camaraderie and pride. Klunte may have been clumsy, but his unyielding
spirit and kind heart had helped create something truly special.
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Chapter 16: Klunte’s Magical Mishap

like little stars, and the lights that Lystig and Klunte had set up the day before blinked
gently in the wind. Lystig and Fjaere stood at the entrance of the cave, admiring their work
while sipping another cup of warm rosehip tea.

“It actually looks perfect,” said Fjeere, glancing at Klunte, who was already busy with the
day’s first project. “But | wonder how long it will be before Klunte does something...
clumsy?”

“It’s only a matter of time,” Lystig laughed. “But you have to give him credit; he always
does his best.”

Just then, Klunte came running toward them, arms full of small, shiny crystals. He looked
excited and out of breath.

“Look what | found!” he shouted, dropping the crystals on the ground in front of them. “I
found them at the forest edge. They shine so beautifully, and | thought we could use them

to make a crystal ice blanket along the paths!”

Lystig bent down and picked up one of the crystals. It sparkled beautifully in the sunlight
and had a cool, soothing energy. “These are perfect, Klunte! But how many did you find?”
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“A whole bunch!” Klunte replied with a wide grin. “They were just waiting to be part of our
Christmas plan.”

The Christmas Spirit materialized behind them, watching the crystals with a gentle smile.
“These crystals carry a special magic. They can enhance the glow of light and make the
garden even more enchanting if used with care.”

Fjeere flew closer. “With care? Are you sure Klunte is the right one for that task?”

“Hey!” Klunte put his hands on his hips and tried to look serious. “I can handle a little
magic.”

“We’ll just take it step by step,” Lystig said diplomatically. “Let’s start with the path here.”
They began placing the crystals along the path, and as they were laid, they started to glow
faintly. The light from the garlands was reflected in the crystals, creating a shimmering

pattern that almost looked like a dancing northern light.

Everything was going well—until Klunte got the idea that he could “speed up the process”
by tossing a handful of crystals into the air and letting them “fall into place.”

“Klunte, no!” Fjeere shouted, but it was too late.

The crystals flew into the air and fell down with a magical explosion of light and energy.
They hit the snow, which immediately began to glitter and transform into something
completely different—a kind of living ice that spread quickly along the path and into the
garden.

“Oh no,” Lystig muttered. “What have you done now?”

The ice grew and twisted like a glittering river, and soon several of the small bushes and
trees were covered with a crystal-clear layer. It looked beautiful, but it was clear that the
magic was out of control.

“Oops,” Klunte said, scratching his neck. “That wasn’t exactly what | intended.”

The Christmas Spirit raised her hand, and a warm golden light streamed from her

fingertips. It met the runaway ice river and slowed its growth. “This magic is powerful, but
it must be handled with caution,” she said. “But you’ve created something special—look!”
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They turned and looked at the now frozen path. The crystals and shimmering ice had
created a path that shone like a mirror-like lake, and the light from the garlands was cast
back and forth, making it almost look like a tunnel of stars.

“Wow,” Fjeere murmured. “It looks amazing.”

Lystig nodded and patted Klunte on the shoulder. “You did it again, cousin. Even your
accidents end up being magical.”

Klunte shrugged with a crooked grin. “l guess I'm just lucky with accidents.”

The Christmas Spirit smiled. “That’s exactly the kind of Christmas spirit that makes this
garden unique. You turn mistakes into beauty and chaos into magic. Let’s continue, for
Christmas’s miracle grows day by day.”

With a new sense of success and togetherness, they began to work on. The garden was

slowly transformed into a magical winter landscape, and even Klunte couldn’t help but feel
a little proud.
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Chapter 17: An Explosive Christmas ldea

Lystig, Fjeere, and Klunte
stood admiring the
mirror-like path that now
W stretched like a starry
tunnel through the

4 garden. The light danced
magically on the ice

| crystals, and the
Christmas Spirit hovered
peacefully by their side.
But Lystig knew they
couldn’t rest on their
laurels. There was still
much to do if their
Christmas lights were to
be the best ever.

“We need something
more spectacular,” said
Lystig, glancing at Klunte,
who was already
rummaging through a

new box of decorations.

“I’'ve got just what we need!” Klunte exclaimed, triumphantly pulling out a large red box. It
was decorated with glitter and had a big label reading: Christmas Fireworks — For Special
Occasions.

“Klunte, where did you get that?” Fjeere asked skeptically, fluttering closer to the box.

“I found it in the shed by the house,” Klunte replied with a proud grin. “It’s perfect! Just
think: we’ll put on a Christmas light show with fireworks that no one will ever forget!”

Lystig frowned. “Isn’t that a bit dangerous? We don’t want to attract human attention.”
The Christmas Spirit stepped forward and placed a calming hand on Lystig’s shoulder.

“Fireworks can be a beautiful addition if used correctly. But we must ensure the magic
stays within the garden and doesn’t spill into the human world.”
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Klunte nodded eagerly. “Don’t worry, I've got it all under control!”

“That’s exactly what we’re afraid of,” Fjaere muttered, perching on a branch with a
resigned sigh.

They got to work preparing the fireworks. Lystig ensured the small rockets were safely
placed along the path, while Klunte, with his usual enthusiasm, clumsily handled them and
nearly set his own hat on fire.

Once everything was ready, they stood at a safe distance to admire their setup. “Okay,
Klunte,” said Lystig, holding out a long, glowing match. “The honor is yours.”

Klunte grabbed the match with a wide grin. “Hold on, this is going to be amazing!” He lit
the first rocket, which shot into the air with a loud hiss and exploded in a cascade of green
and red lights.

“Wow!” Fjeere exclaimed, flying higher to get a better view. “That’s actually beautiful!”

But, as always, Klunte got a bit too excited. “Let’s fire them all at once!” he shouted,
lighting a whole row of rockets without considering the consequences.

Within seconds, the sky above the garden exploded into a wild, colorful display. Red, blue,
gold, and silver sparks rained down, illuminating the garden like a magnificent galaxy.

“Klunte, be careful!” Lystig shouted as one of the rockets flew off course and landed in a
pile of snow. Suddenly, the snow came alive, transforming into a giant glittering sculpture
of a Christmas angel, spreading its luminous wings over the garden.

“That... wasn’t the plan, but it looks amazing!” Klunte said, stunned.

Fjeere flew around inspecting the sculpture. “This is insane—but in the best way.”

Before they could catch their breath, more rockets began flying in all directions. One
soared toward the old oak tree where Lucia’s Flame still burned. Lystig gasped, but the
Christmas Spirit acted swiftly. She raised her hands, and a gentle golden light enveloped

the tree, protecting it from the flames.

“Even chaos can lead to beauty,” said the Christmas Spirit calmly, watching the spectacular
lights that now filled the garden.
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As the last firework fizzled out and silence returned to the garden, they stood admiring the
result. The garden now looked like a scene from a magical Christmas tale, with glowing
paths, a shimmering angel, and colorful reflections in the snow.

“I've got to hand it to you, Klunte,” said Lystig with a wry smile, “you have a unique talent
for creating spectacular disasters.”

Klunte shrugged and laughed. “What can | say? | always aim for the stars—literally!”

The Christmas Spirit nodded in approval. “With each passing day, your Christmas garden
becomes more magical. Keep following your hearts, and the miracle will only grow.”

With those words, she drifted away, and Lystig, Fjeere, and Klunte began preparing for the

next day’s adventure. Though chaos had been their constant companion, they couldn’t
deny that the magic of their Christmas lights was now stronger than ever.

52



Chapter 18: Trials of the Snowstorm
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The garden awoke to a threatening winter landscape. Dark clouds had gathered in the sky,
and the snowflakes no longer fell gently—they whipped through the air like tiny ice
crystals. Lystig peered out from the warmth of the cave, sensing that something big was on

its way.
“This doesn’t look good,” he said to Fjeere, who was puffing herself up to stay warm.

“It’s a snowstorm, no doubt about it,” she replied. “But we have to hold on to the
Christmas spirit. There’s still a lot of work to do.”

Klunte, curled up on a pile of spruce twigs, woke with a start when he heard the word
“snowstorm.” “Perfect!” he exclaimed. “I love a little extra challenge.”

“Klunte, this isn’t just a light flurry,” Lystig warned. “If we’re not careful, it could ruin
everything we’ve worked for.”

The Christmas Spirit floated into the cave, her calming golden glow spreading around
them. “A snowstorm is a natural part of winter’s magic,” she said gently. “It can be

dangerous, but also beautiful. It all depends on how you choose to face it.”

Lystig nodded and pulled his thick red cloak tighter around him. “We need to secure the
Christmas lights before the storm gets worse.”
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The three friends set to work. Lystig inspected the light garlands along the paths, while
Fjeere flew around ensuring the glowing crystals were still firmly attached to the tree
branches. Klunte, however, quickly came up with a new idea.

“We need something that can shine through the storm!” he said excitedly, rummaging
through a box of magical lights.

“Klunte, be careful!” Lystig called, but Klunte was already assembling a large glowing orb,
which he called The Great Christmas Blinder. The orb glowed brightly, radiating intense
warmth.

“Look! This will cut through even the thickest snow!” Klunte said proudly. He placed the
orb in the center of the garden, and it lit up like a small sun.

But Klunte had once again underestimated the power of magic. The orb began to overheat,
melting the snow around it and creating a small stream of water that ran down the path.
When the water hit the frozen ice below, it immediately refroze, turning the path into a
slippery skating rink.

“Klunte, what have you done now?!” Fjaere shouted as she slid uncontrollably across the
ice.

“Oops, that wasn’t the plan!” Klunte yelled, trying to chase after her, only to lose his own
footing and land on his back with a loud splat in the freshly frozen snow.

Lystig put his hand to his forehead. “We need to stop that orb before the entire garden
turns into an ice rink!”

The Christmas Spirit calmly raised her hand, and a wave of golden light spread from her
fingertips. It enveloped the glowing orb, which immediately dimmed and stopped melting
the snow. “Even the strongest magic sometimes requires a bit of balance,” she said,
winking at Klunte.

Klunte got up and looked apologetically at the others. “I just thought | could do something
good.”

“And you did,” Lystig said with an encouraging smile. “But maybe we should take it a little
slower next time.”

Suddenly, the wind picked up, and the snow fell heavier. The snowstorm was now in full
swing. The three friends struggled through the wind to secure the last of the light
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installations. The storm whipped the snow around them, but the Christmas lights shone
brightly, refusing to be overcome.

“We’ve got this!” Lystig shouted over the howling wind. “As long as we stick together,
nothing can stop us!”

The Christmas Spirit floated above them, spreading her warmth as the snow swirled
around her. “Remember, even in the heart of the storm, there is peace if you let the
Christmas magic guide you.”

As night fell and the storm slowly began to subside, the garden still stood radiant. The
lights sparkled against the fresh snow, and the great Christmas angel shone even brighter
in the moonlight. Despite the storm’s challenges, they had kept the Christmas magic alive.

Klunte, with snow in his hair and a satisfied smile, looked up at the sky. “It might not have
gone exactly as planned, but it turned out pretty spectacular.”

Lystig patted him on the shoulder. “You’re right, Klunte. That’s what Christmas is all
about—finding beauty, even when things go awry.”

55



Chapter 19: Klunte’s Magical Mistake and Santa’s
Emergency Landing

The snowstorm hadn’t let
up. The wind howled
through the garden, and
snow continued to fall
thickly, but nothing could
dim the Christmas lights
that Lystig and his team
had created. The lights
blinked stubbornly
through the heavy snow,
yet Klunte wasn’t
satisfied.

“It’s good, but it’s not

good enough!” Klunte

declared, staring at the

garden glittering beneath

a blanket of snow. “We
need something visible

. from the moon!”

Fjeere, perched on a small
branch, puffed himself up to stay warm. “Klunte, can’t we just be happy that we have the
most beautiful Christmas garden for miles around?”

Klunte shook his head. “No, no, no! We can go wilder, bigger, better!” He rummaged
through his bag and suddenly pulled out a small book. On the cover, golden letters read:
The Big Book of EIf Magic.

Lystig gasped. “Klunte, where did you get that?”

“I... borrowed it from the elf archive,” Klunte admitted with a sheepish grin. “Don’t worry,
I’'ve read up on this. | have a spell that will transform our lights into a giant, shining

Christmas tree star that’ll light up the whole sky!”

“Klunte, that sounds risky,” said the Christmas Spirit, floating forward with a calming glow.
“The magic in that book is powerful and requires great control.”
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“I've got this!” Klunte insisted, flipping to a page filled with intricate symbols. “Just watch!”

Before anyone could stop him, he began muttering the mysterious words. The snow
around him started swirling faster, and the air grew heavy with energy. A faint golden light
gathered in his hands and quickly grew.

“Klunte, stop, it’s too much!” Lystig shouted, but Klunte was already caught in the vortex
of magic.

Suddenly, the light he had gathered exploded into a massive glittering cloud that spread
across the entire garden. At first, it looked spectacular—snow reflected the lights, and the
entire area glowed like a giant crystal ball. But then things started to go wrong.

The light became unstable. It flickered violently, and the snow around them began to melt
and refreeze in an unpredictable rhythm. A strong wind picked up, and it felt as if the
snowstorm itself was angry.

“Oh no,” Klunte whispered. “This wasn’t supposed to happen...”

Before anyone could react, a deep, resonant BOOM echoed. Everyone looked up to see a
large red sleigh plummeting through the clouds. It tumbled through the air as six reindeer
struggled to regain control. But the storm was too strong, and the sleigh hurtled toward
the ground.

“IT’S SANTA!” Fjaere shrieked, flying into a panic.

“We have to do something!” Lystig shouted, running toward where the sleigh was about to
crash.

The sleigh landed with a massive thud in the middle of the garden, sliding to a stop just in
front of the giant Christmas angel. The reindeer shook off the snow, while a round, red-
clad figure with a long white beard climbed out of the sleigh, struggling to stay upright.

“Ho-ho-ho... or maybe ho-ho-ouch,” Santa mumbled as he tried to steady himself. “Who’s
been playing with magic?”

Klunte hesitantly stepped forward. “It... might have been me,” he admitted, blushing
furiously.

Santa chuckled, despite the seriousness of the situation. “Klunte, my boy, you have

talent—though it could use some fine-tuning.” He looked around and nodded
appreciatively. “But what a garden! You’ve truly created something special here.”
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The Christmas Spirit stepped forward and helped Santa brush the snow off his coat. “We
must restore balance in the garden and ensure your sleigh is ready again. After all,
Christmas Eve is just a few days away.”

Lystig nodded determinedly. “We’ll help you, Santa. Klunte, it’s time to fix your mistakes.”

Klunte took a deep breath and picked up the book. “Okay, I’'m ready. This time, I'll do it
right.”

As the snow continued to swirl around them, a new, more controlled magical adventure
began. One thing was certain: the fate of Christmas now rested on their shoulders.
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Chapter 20: The Threat of the Night Clouds

The garden was still bathed in a glow of magical light, but the snowstorm raged on
relentlessly. Santa sat on a tree stump, looking worried as he checked his large, leather-
bound list. Around him lay the sleigh, the reindeer, and... nothing else.

“The presents are gone,” he said gravely, his voice so serious that even Klunte stopped
fumbling with his spellbook. “I had them all with me, but now they’ve disappeared.”

Lystig gasped. “How could that happen? The presents should have been safe in your
sleigh!”

Santa shook his head. “Not when the Night Clouds are involved.”

At the sound of the name, the Christmas Spirit grew serious, her golden light flickering for
a moment. “The Night Clouds,” she said softly. “They are my opposite—creatures of
darkness that feed on light and Christmas joy. If they’ve stolen the presents, it’s not just

Christmas at risk. They’ll drain the light from the entire world.”

Fjaere flitted nervously about. “How do we stop them? And how do we get the presents
back?”
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“We’ll have to find their hiding place,” Santa said, standing up with a determined
expression. “But it won’t be easy. The Night Clouds thrive in the storm and can hide in any
shadow.”

“I' have an idea!” Klunte suddenly exclaimed. “What if we use a light-tracking spell from my
book? We could find them by following the light they’ve stolen.”

Lystig looked skeptical. “Klunte, your last spell ended with Santa crashing into the garden.”
“I know!” Klunte replied eagerly. “But this time, I'll get it right. | promise!”

Santa nodded. “Let’s give it a try. Neither time nor light is on our side.”

With the book in hand, Klunte began muttering another spell. Golden lines of light ran up
his arms, forming a pattern in the air. Soon, a beam of light shot out, pointing toward the
darkest part of the garden.

“They’re in there,” whispered the Christmas Spirit, gesturing toward a cluster of ancient
oak trees that now looked more menacing than ever. Their branches stretched like
shadowy claws toward the sky, and the darkness between them seemed almost to pulse.
The four—Lystig, Klunte, Fjeere, and Santa—moved cautiously toward the trees. The closer
they got, the more they felt a strange coldness that didn’t come from the snow. It was as if

the garden’s light was being drained with every step they took.

Suddenly, a dark figure emerged from the shadows. It was shaped like a mist, with glowing
red eyes and a chilling, whispering voice.

“So, you’ve found us,” the figure hissed. “But you're too late. The presents are ours now,
and soon, we will extinguish all light—including yours.”

“You’re wrong, Night Cloud!” The Christmas Spirit stepped forward, her light shining
brighter and pushing back the darkness. “Christmas will never succumb to the dark.”

But there were more Night Clouds. Three more emerged, and their shadows began
creeping toward Lystig and his friends.

Klunte clutched his book in panic. “l can do something! | can...” He flipped through the

pages frantically, but suddenly, the book was snatched from his hands by a shadowy
tentacle.
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“It’ll be harder without this,” the Night Cloud laughed as the book vanished into the
darkness.

“We still have each other!” Lystig shouted, pulling a small light crystal from his pocket.
“And we have the Christmas Spirit!”

He threw the crystal toward the Night Clouds, and a blinding light erupted in the darkness.
The shadows screamed and retreated, but only for a moment.

Santa shouted, “We need to hold them off long enough to find the presents!”

Fjeere, who had flown up to scout, pointed to a dark cave between the trees. “There! The
presents are in there!”

Lystig nodded. “Fjeere, you and Klunte retrieve the presents. Santa and | will keep them
busy.”

As the plan unfolded, the battle for the garden intensified. Light and darkness clashed in an

epic duel, and the snow glittered like silver between them. What they didn’t yet realize
was that this was only the beginning of the ultimate fight for the fate of Christmas.
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Chapter 21: A Perilous Journey for the Fate of Christmas

The cold was biting, and the storm had struck the garden with ferocious force. Snow
whirled around Lystig and his friends as they struggled through the darkness. The Night
Shadows were still hunting, and they could feel the dark forces sucking life and warmth
from the air around them. But there was no time to freeze or be afraid.

“We can’t stay here!” Santa Claus shouted, looking up at the sky, now hidden by dense
snow and dark clouds. “If we don’t retrieve the gifts and light the lanterns, Christmas will
never be the same.” His voice was both serious and weary.

Lystig pulled his fur collar tightly around his neck and looked at his friends. Klunte, his
clumsy cousin, was a bit out of breath, but his unlucky nature still made him an
indispensable part of the team. “We need to reach the ancient Winter Cavern,” Lystig said
decisively. “I've heard of it in old elf traditions. If we can get there, we can find the source
of the Night Shadows and stop them.”

The Christmas Spirit nodded, a spark of light in its eyes. “It's a dangerous path, but it’s our
only hope. The Winter Cavern lies deep within the frozen forest, a place only the bravest
elves dare to tread.”

“And | guess that’s us!” said Klunte, shaking snow off his elf boots. “I’'m ready. I've got

spells that can help us!” He pointed triumphantly to his book, which he had reclaimed after
the earlier chaos.
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“We can’t rely too much on magic,” Santa warned. “In this storm, it will be hard to use our
powers properly.”

Lystig, accustomed to relying on his own hands and feet, nodded. “We’ll go on foot, all of
us. If we’re going to save the Christmas lights and their magic, we must be strong and
brave.”

Their journey through the transformed garden was anything but easy. Every time they
crossed an open area, they had to battle the storm, which whipped snow directly into their
faces. Lystig stayed close to his friends, using all his energy to keep them on the path.

“I can’t see a thing!” Klunte struggled to maintain his balance as he stepped into an unseen
hole and almost fell.

“Klunte, stay close to me!” Lystig grabbed his cousin’s arm and pulled him back up. “Don’t
give up now. This is just a small obstacle!”

“Yeah, just a little hiccup in the big picture,” Klunte mumbled, trying to find solid footing on
the slippery ground.

The journey was grueling, and the snow swirled around them relentlessly. But after what
felt like hours, they finally reached the great Winter Cavern. It was nestled in the
mountain, glistening under the pale moon, which was now almost completely obscured by
the dark clouds. The icy air flowing from the cavern was chilling yet strangely soothing.

“We’ve made it,” Santa said. “We need to find the central source of darkness inside. If we
can stop it, we can stop the Night Shadows.”

They cautiously stepped into the cavern. It was a dark, silent place, but Lystig soon noticed
something strange. The lights in the cavern seemed faint and fragile. There was an eerie
stillness in the air, as if something was out of balance.

“Look there!” Klunte pointed toward the deepest part of the cavern, where a light—almost
like a faint flame—flickered weakly.

“That’s... that’s the source of the magic,” the Christmas Spirit said. “We need to reach that
light and break its hold on the world.”

But before they could take a step, the air suddenly filled with dark figures. These weren’t

the same Night Shadows as before—this was more like a being that drove all the darkness
forward.
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“It’s the Master of the Night Shadows,” Santa said, his voice now deep and fearful. “We
must face him to save Christmas.”

Lystig looked at his friends and took a deep breath. They were far from safe, but this was
their only chance. Their journey had been long, and they were exhausted, but the final
battle lay ahead. It was time to use everything they had learned and the light they had
fought so hard to protect.

“We must stand together!” Lystig shouted.

They began fighting the dark figure emerging from the shadows, but it was only the
beginning of an even greater struggle. The Night Shadow was more powerful than they
could have imagined. Yet they had one last hope: the light from the Christmas lanterns,
their only weapon in this fight.

64



Chapter 22: The Great Battle for the Light

The light from the depths of
the winter cave was faint
and flickering, but it was
their only hope. The Night
Shadow, the dark figure that
emerged from the deep
shadow, was like a living
mist of night, and its dark
hands reached out toward
them like dangerous,
creeping tentacles.
Everyone around Lystig
could feel the cold, eerie air
that this shadow emitted.

“It’s now or never!” shouted
Santa, his voice as hard as
ice. He clutched his sack,
now empty. He had the gifts
in mind, but he knew it was
the light from the Christmas

lights they truly needed to protect.

Lystig was not afraid. He had faced many trials before. His elf heart was filled with courage.
He had never given up on anything, and he would not give up now. He looked at his clumsy
cousin, Klunte, who carefully opened his magic book. “I can try to help,” he said hesitantly.
“But it’s very dangerous, and my previous attempts...”

“This isn’t the time to be nervous, Klunte!” shouted Lystig. “We can’t afford any more
mistakes. We have to save Christmas!”

Klunte nodded and tried to make the magic work. He murmured his incantation
uncertainly, and suddenly a sparkling blue flame sprang up from the ground. It wasn’t

large, but it had a strange, powerful glow.

“It works!” exclaimed Klunte, pulling his book closer to him. “I can feel the magic... but it’s
not enough! | need a stronger light!”
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The Christmas Spirit stepped forward with a light that shone like a star. “I can help,” she
said, and her voice had a majestic quality. “We need the power of all the lights in this
world. If we light them all, we might be able to defeat the Night Shadows.”

But just as she spoke, the dark shadow began to grow. The Night Shadow realized what
they were trying to do, and its form started to change. It became a gigantic creature of
darkness, its shape reaching almost to the ceiling of the cave, and its eyes glowed with a
reddish, evil light.

“So, you think you can stop me with light?” whispered the Night Shadow, its voice like a
whisper in the wind, creeping under their skin. “ am the darkness. | am the unseen, the
hidden. You can never defeat me.”

With a violent roar, the Night Shadow threw darkness at them, and it was as if the entire
cave was on the brink of being swallowed. The darkness spread quickly, covering the floor,
walls, and ceiling. Lystig could feel his light beginning to fade, and he could hear Klunte
struggling with his magic.

“I can’t do this alone,” whispered Lystig to Santa.

“It’s not alone you must fight,” said Santa with a glimmer of hope in his eyes. “We have the
greatest light of all.”

Lystig furrowed his brow. “What do you mean?”

Santa smiled and pointed at Lystig. “It’s your faith. Your will to fight for the good, for the
light. That’s what we need. It’s the last spark that can reignite the light of Christmas.”

Lystig realized it. His heart, filled with hope and courage, could be the source they were
missing. He took a deep breath and lifted his hands toward the darkness.

“I won’t let Christmas die,” he said loudly. “I will fight for the light. We won’t let the
darkness win!”

Suddenly, small lights began to twinkle around him, and a band of warmth flowed through
the air. It was as if they were enveloped in the spark of faith he had carried all his life.

In that moment, the entire cave began to light up. The lights from Santa’s sleigh, the
Christmas Spirit, and the lights Klunte had conjured merged into a massive beam of light.
This time, it wasn’t just magic — it was the faith in the Christmas spirit, in joy, in hope, and
in community.
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The Night Shadow roared with rage and tried to drown out the light, but it couldn’t. Every
time the darkness tried to approach, it was burned away by the beam of light. It fought
against the current of light, but it was too late. The light from Lystig’s courage, Santa’s
hope, and all the gifts that had yet to be delivered to the world was too strong.

With one last scream, the Night Shadow was cast out of the cave, and everything went
silent.

But even though the darkness was defeated, the danger was far from over. There was still
much to be done to save Christmas, and the fate of the Christmas lights was still

undecided.

“It’s not over yet,” said the Christmas Spirit, looking seriously at Lystig. “There is one last
trial, and it is up to you to face it.”

To be continued...

67



Chapter 23: The Great Battle for the Light - Part 2

After defeating the Nightshade and his dark powers, the cave was filled with a still, almost
magical light. Everyone who had fought was exhausted, yet they knew their journey was
far from over. Despite what felt like a victory, Lystig could sense the uneasy tension around
him. The darkness hadn’t fully disappeared, and it seemed as though the entire cave was
trying to breathe and shake off the evil presence.

“We haven’t won yet,” Santa said with a grave expression, as if he could feel that
something even greater was lurking.

Lystig looked around, his small heart pounding rapidly in his chest. The faith in the light
had been strong, but it wasn’t enough to crush the darkness completely. There was more
at stake, something they hadn’t yet encountered.

“I fear that the Nightshade was only a piece in a much larger game,” said the Spirit of
Christmas, her light flickering faintly, as if being pulled in multiple directions. “There are
forces in this world that we cannot understand. The darkness hasn’t given up, and it will
fight to the bitter end to extinguish the light.”

Lystig shook his head, his elf hat hanging heavily over his eyes as his resolve grew clear.

“Then we must keep fighting,” he said, his voice steady with determination. “Christmas
isn’t just about light; it’s about hope. And we will never give up on hope.”
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Klunte, his clumsy cousin, looked nervously at everyone, clutching his spellbook tightly. “I...
I’m with you! If | can find the right spell, maybe | can conjure an even stronger wave of
light!”

Santa shook his head. “I fear it won’t be enough. We don’t have time to experiment. If the
darkness regains its strength now, we’ll all be lost.”

There was a moment of silence. Suddenly, the floor of the winter cave began to tremble. A
deep, eerie roar echoed from outside, as if the world itself was beginning to give up. The
Spirit of Christmas, who had been quietly watching the stars, turned to them quickly.

“It’s now,” she said gravely. “The darkness is coming back, and it’s stronger than before.
We have one chance to stop it, and that is to light all the Christmas lights at once — from
every household around the world.”

Lystig stood speechless. “How do we do that?” he asked. “We’re here, in this cave. What
can we do?”

The Spirit of Christmas responded with a gentle smile. “It’s not just about the lights, Lystig.
It’s about the love behind each light. The true magic of Christmas isn’t about having the
biggest lights or the most spectacular ones. It’s about what they mean to people. Each
beam of light is a prayer for hope, a thought of togetherness, a belief in something better.”

Lystig nodded slowly, his thoughts drifting back to all the people he had seen in the town,
putting up lights in their windows. “But how do we make it happen all at once?” he asked,
looking around.

“We can’t do it alone,” Santa said with a serious look. “We need everyone to believe in the
magic. But we can start here. We can channel the energy of this cave and guide it through
our lights. If we concentrate, we might be able to send the light surging out.”

The Spirit of Christmas looked at him with a spark in her eyes. “But we have to be quick,
and we have to stand together. This time, we cannot give up.”

A sudden wave of warmth and energy lit up the cave. It was as if the air around them
became alive, and a glimmer of hope bloomed in Lystig’s chest. His eyes sparkled, and he
knew they had to trust in the faith they carried.

“Everyone, hold on!” Lystig shouted. They all grabbed each other, forming a circle, and
closed their eyes. Klunte focused hard and began to mumble a spell, but he knew it wasn’t
just the magic that would help them. It was their love for Christmas and the hope that
good could prevail, even in the darkest times.
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The light began to grow slowly around them, starting as tiny, glowing dots that danced
around their hands. Then it began to fill the cave with an intense warmth. Lystig could feel
the flow of the light, as if the whole world was rallying around them, ready to send its
magic into the night.

But then it happened — the darkness returned with a violent force. The Nightshade’s evil
powers hadn’t been defeated — they had only retreated to regroup for a new assault.

“They’re here!” Santa shouted, his eyes wide with alarm.

The light in the cave began to fade again, and a chilling gust of wind pierced through. The
darkness was back, stronger and more intense than before. This time, the Nightshade
wasn’t alone. He had summoned his allies, shadowy beings that lived in the night —

creatures that seeped into every crevice, trying to consume everything around them.

“We must hold together!” Lystig shouted, feeling the magic in his hands begin to gather
again.

But it wasn’t enough. The Nightshade was strong, and time was running out.
“We don’t have much time!” Santa cried.

The darkness rose around them, and the light that had been so powerful was retreating, as
if fleeing.

“We need a final weapon!” Santa shouted. “One last hope!”

And then, as if sent from the stars themselves, help arrived. A beam of the brightest, most
radiant light they had ever seen broke through the clouds outside.

To be continued...
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Chapter 24: The Triumph of Christmas Magic

The final battle was
over. The darkness,
colder and denser than
ever before, was now in
retreat. The light had
prevailed. The magic
born of hope, faith, and
love had melted
Natteshade’s
malevolent forces like
snow in the sunlight.
Santa Claus, Lystig,
Klunte, and the Spirit of
Christmas stood
together, exhausted but
triumphant, in the heart
of the cave. Around
them, everything had
gone quiet. The raging
storm had softened into
gentle snowflakes
falling from the sky.

“We did it,” Lystig said with a wide grin, looking at the others. “Christmas is saved!”

Klunte, who had been nervous the whole way through, jumped up and down with pure joy.
“I...  knew we could do it! We saved the Christmas lights!”

Santa laughed. “Yes, but it wasn’t just the lights we saved. We saved the spirit of
Christmas—and that’s something we can all be proud of.”

The Spirit of Christmas beamed with joy. “Darkness stands no chance when the light of
hope and love burns brighter. You made it possible.”

With a gentle wave of her hand, the Spirit of Christmas raised a final light toward the sky. It
wasn’t an ordinary light. It was a light containing all the wishes people around the world
had sent into the night—all the hopes, dreams, and small moments of kindness that make
Christmas magical. The lights began to grow, spreading out and illuminating the sky, as if
the stars themselves had decided to celebrate Christmas.
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Together, they walked out of the cave. Outside, the snow was gently covering the ground.
The sky sparkled with stars, and all the houses around them displayed the most dazzling
Christmas lights imaginable. Every home, every garden, every street—they were all aglow
with lights sent out into the world during the great battle. It was as though the whole
world had become a Christmas card, filled with joy, warmth, and love.

“Look at that!” exclaimed Lystig, pointing at the spectacular display of Christmas lights now
adorning the humans’ gardens and streets. “It’s the most beautiful thing I've ever seen!”

Santa looked around and nodded. “Yes, because the light doesn’t just come from bulbs
and glitter. It comes from the hearts of those who believe in the magic of Christmas.”

They exchanged glances, knowing they had achieved something extraordinary. There were
presents under the trees, Christmas joy in every heart, and people—well, they hadn’t
noticed a thing. For them, it was just another beautiful, peaceful Christmas. They walked
around, marveling at how the Christmas lights seemed more radiant and magical than ever
before—but they didn’t know why, and that was just as it should be. The magic of
Christmas was a gift only those who believed could understand.

“That’s what makes Christmas magical,” Santa said, gazing at the tiny lights now shining
everywhere. “It’s invisible to those who don’t believe. But it’s always there if we have
faith.”

“And the light is stronger than we think,” Lystig added with a twinkle in his eye. “Christmas
isn’t just a time of year. It’s a feeling, a hope, a light in the darkness. And this year, it’s
brighter than ever.”

Klunte hopped around laughing. “And next year, when we make the Christmas lights, we’ll
remember that it’s not just the lights that matter—it’s everything we put into them!”

Lystig nodded. “Exactly, Klunte. Every light is filled with hope. Every light tells a story. And
if we believe in it, it will shine forever.”

As the glow of light filled the entire world and snowflakes gently fell around them, they
realized that Christmas could never truly end—it would always live in the hearts of those
who believed in its magic.

And so, with a final moment of unity, light, and love, they disappeared back into their

sanctuary, while people slept peacefully in their beds, unaware that they had just been
witnesses to an epic battle between light and darkness.
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It was Christmas. The magical Christmas that will always be with us.
Full of light. Full of hope. And full of love.

Merry CHRISTMAS
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