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    These short tales are dedicated to my friends from the Wordsmyth group. I had fun writing them.

      

    

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.

This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This e-book may not be re-sold, rented or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to author and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

The author holds all reproduction, reprint or re-sell rights to this book in digital, audio or print versions.

The holidays are some of the most interesting times for writers. There are so many different myths and legends from the various cultures in our world. From the legend of Jack-O-Lantern at Halloween to the well-loved Santa Claus we have told many tales. Inside this collection are short flash fictions dealing with these legends. You will find tales from Halloween, Thanksgiving, Christmas and New Year’s Eve. Most of the tales are retold legends but sprinkled among them will be tales that are more reflective of the seasons.

Hint fictions are tiny tales told in exactly twenty-five words. These are much harder to write than you would expect. It is the true test of the flash fiction writer to be able to pull off a tale in such a small format.

Dribbles are fifty word short stories, exactly fifty words. They are a bit difficult but you can get a nice punch if done correctly.

Micro fictions are flash fictions that run between 56 and 99 words. Sometimes a writer cannot quite reach 100 words. These flow simply.

Drabbles are one hundred word short stories. One of the most popular of the newest trend in writing, drabbles have found an audience all over. You can find whole websites dedicated to this form of flash fiction.

Quickie fiction is another form of flash fiction. These stories run from 101 to 500 words. For those stories that won’t fit in the shorter format, this is the best niche to write in.

Finally the true Flash fiction is a tale from 501 to 999 words long. If a tale is longer it moves into the realm of actual short stories and out of the flash fiction. I have done a few in this length in my other series of tales.

The following stories will be listed first by the holiday, then in the sub-grouping of flash fiction. Starting with hints, then dribbles and micros, going on to drabbles, and then quickies and finally ending with flash fictions.  I hope you enjoy this look into the world of Flash Holiday Fictions.
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Halloween
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Generally celebrated on October 31 throughout North America, this holiday is catching on around the world. We all have scary tales to tell. Here are the shorter of the tales that I have written for one of my favorite times of the year. The following tales evoke the proper feel of all things creepy, I hope.
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Lady of Blood
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I stand, waiting for him to come. Dressed in the finest of satin and lace, my gown dipped in the blood of his enemies and the ashes of their homes. It has made patterns, lovely upon the train that spreads behind me. I am the bride of the Lord Blood.
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Death surrounds me
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The haze over the lake glows as the sun slowly breaks the surface, melting the ice that formed. Spring seems to never come here. The mountains surround me, cupping me into this tiny valley of death. I reach out and prink my fingers on the corpse of a berry bush.


Night music
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She sits in the dark, violin in her hand, light glinting blue off her hair and instrument. She came to the city to learn to play yet was turned out into the night. Now as the forest claims the streets, she plays music unearthly in beauty. Can you hear her?
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Walk with the Pumpkins
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Come with me, my little friends, along the pathway of flickering light. See the pumpkins all lined up in the dark. Stay on that path, children, for there are dangers in the dark. Ghosts, goblins, vampires and devils will grab you if you don’t stay where you are told.

What? They don’t exist? They are just stories told by parents to make you behave? Go ahead, step off the path. I dare you to do it. Oh now you won’t try it? Then how about I just blow out these lights and show you what really hides in the dark?
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The Pumpkin King

Here I sit in the field, waiting for the moon to rise.  In lonely splendor I glow a brilliant orange.  Forgotten by those hunting for their special perfect round one, I am more than they know.  See the moon rises and so do I.  I slowly push up from the ground, my roots tearing from the soil that nourished me.  I stand and a grin breaks across my face.  A eerie glow filling the field from my eyes.  It is Halloween and it is my time now.  The night when magic rises and I am once again the Pumpkin King. 


Death on the Bridge
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I sit on the bridge, my cloak beside me.  So many have run from my touch, afraid of what I bring.  For my touch is cold and the last you will feel.  When darkness falls I will have to pick up my mask once more but for now I sit and enjoy the flow of water and the feel of wind on my skin.

So leave me be if you see me.  Let me relax from my endless rounds, for Death will come to you soon enough.  Let me enjoy wind and I will let you live one more night.
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Sadness on Samhaim
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Samhaim, that time of the year when children dress up and ask for tricks, when teenagers play tricks on the unexpecting. A fun time for most, filled with spine tingling stories of ghost and goblins, monsters of myth or urban lore, but there are so of us who remember. We remember that that most holy day has a different meaning; a day when the gates between our world and next stands open and memories are brought to the forefront.

In times not so long ago, to gather on this day was a death sentence. Women and men continued to gather, to worship in ways old and mysterious, but those in power decided they were criminal, evil for worshiping in ways not theirs. They would search till they found them and then they were hung from oak trees like ripe fruit for the crows to pick out their eyes.

Now I sit, a fire lighting the darkness about me, and look up. In this place, once sacred, now profaned, I cast a spell. With sadness in my heart and magic on my lips, I cast the spell to release those trapped by prejudice and desire.  

Boodoo Doll

When did we become something silly? Big heads and tiny bodies, made out of a ball and some yarn? Really now? Once we were poppets, used by witches to curse people. Then we were voodoo dolls, made to look like a person and take control of them. Now? Now we are cute little things, hanging on keychains or strings attached to book bags. I am so ashamed!  

My great uncle ten times removed was used to take down a tyrant and my great great grandma was used to take down a slave owner. Me? Well I get used by a wannabe goth child to make her teacher sick enough to cancel a test. Really?  A test! Life is so unfair! I wanted to be used for something great, something important, but no, I get used for a test. What happened to the good old days!
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Lighting the Wick

With the sound of a scratch, the fire flared up. Slowly, I brought the match toward the candle, its wick glowing as the flame caught. Blowing out the match, I cupped my hands about the flame and started to chant. Tonight was my last chance to call upon my brother, to bring him fully into this world. The tones flowed from my lips like water as I called and called.

“Come back to me, brother. Come back or forever be trapped, a ghost in the realm of man.” Thrice I chanted and then a wind blew out the flame, leaving the wick glowing an eerie purple. I sighed and then I heard him speak. “Never.”

How I became a legend
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It is that time of year again, the time when everyone makes a pumpkin into a lantern. They think it is fun, carve silly faces gab toothed faces on those orange plump fruits or sling them from catapults of all things. But do any of them remember just why Jack-O-Lanterns came into being? No, they don’t.

So let me tell you my tale. You see I was hungry, starving in fact. The villagers had all those lovely, round and tasty turnips just lying there in the field. How could this miss one, okay four? Well they did. I mean it wasn’t like I was taking their children or their chickens, just a handful of turnips.

Well that old miser, Ronald McDongal saw me and raised a hue and cry. You think I bedded his daughter or something. I stuffed my bag with as many as I could and then I high tailed it into the woods, yeah, those woods over there. 

Well the villagers chased me through part of the woods, but they stopped when we reached the glade. Never understood why they were so afraid of it. So it was in the center of a ring of stones? I mean come on no one believes in faeries any more.

Yeah, I was wrong. Oh boy, was I wrong. The villagers taunted and threw things at me but as long as I moved quickly they missed me.  Then the sunset and they buggered off. I laughed as they did, thinking I had won once more. Well let me tell you, don’t go standing in a faerie ring when the sun sets. You never know who will show up in there with you.

“Well, my boyo
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