
  
    [image: THE FORGOTTEN CHRISTMAS STORIES]
  


  
    
      THE FORGOTTEN CHRISTMAS STORIES

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        CATALIN COJOCARU

        VIGGA THORN

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Eirlys Måne Publishing &amp; Media Inc.]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      The Forgotten Christmas Stories  

      © 2025 Eirlys Måne Publishing & Media Inc.  

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means - electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise -without prior written permission from the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in critical articles or reviews.

      

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events is purely coincidental.

      Published by

      Eirlys Måne Publishing & Media Inc. - Toronto, Ontario, Canada  

      www.eirlysmane.com

      ISBN 978-1-0696146-4-3 

      Cover and interior illustrations by Viktorija Milić.

      First Edition

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Author’s Note

      

    

    
      
        The Assignment

      

      
        Daniel and the Christmas Bunny

      

      
        The Twenty Thousand Dollar Notebook

      

      
        The Kiltman

      

      
        The Last Story

      

    

    
      
        About the Authors

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      Christmas! Full of joy, chaos, and contrast. Sometimes loud, sometimes quiet.

      I, personally, love the season. The actual holidays? Not so much.

      I love Christmas stories. But the real ones, the ones we've actually lived and not just dreamed about. And if you are like me, this book is for you, my friend.

      

      I also would like to acknowledge the insight Lucy brought as the test reader. And the art Viktorija Milić created for you; her pencil and brush brought to life what Cat and I could only express in words.

      And of course all the others I tortured with my endless talks, ignoring the glazed over expressions on their faces, since they had no clue what I was talking about.

      But they never stopped motivating or encouraging us.

      

      Thank you, Jennifer, Lidija, Chris, Andreea, Julio. If I’ve forgotten anyone: I apologise. You’re in my heart regardless.

      

      Each of these stories carries a different tone, and I hope you embrace every one of them.
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        * * *

      

      This book is a work of fiction. But memories are interesting; sometimes they just sneak in.

      If one or all of the stories made you remember something, then they did what they were meant to do.

      

      Vigga Thorne

      Toronto, Winter 2025
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      Bob, Leanne, and Natalie were about to pack their notebooks and books into their backpacks with deep sighs, moans, and complaints.

      Mr. Harris, secretly called Mr. Hardwire by his students, referring to his stony face and stubborn guidance during classes, found great joy in pushing them one more time further than necessary.

      And even the Christmas season was no reason to change his habits. He thought he was generous by giving them until after the Christmas break to finish that assignment. But who reads Christmas stories after Christmas? That was all a big nonsense in their opinion.

      Now, on their way home, they tried to top each other by complaining with passion, diving into a typical teenage drama stage.

      They were in grade 8, halfway on their way to high school, and really had enough of the grade school shenanigans. But would anybody listen to them? Nope.

      Running out of ideas to express their frustration, they walked quietly for a moment; just the crunching noise of the snow beneath their boots, and the sudden skid when Natalie slipped on a patch of ice interrupted the silence. Natalie squeaked and flailed her arms trying to regain her balance, which pushed Leanne into a giggle fit.

      Bob did not even notice what happened. He was too deep in thought. Christmas sat heavy on his chest, and now dealing with that Christmas story writing task, even beyond the holidays, was not another sentimental thing he wanted to deal with.

      But suddenly he had an idea:

      “Hey, what if we do our research in the old library? It is in that old courthouse, you know, on Queen Street?“

      Leanne wailed, “What? Don’t you know, that building is haunted, cold and eerie even during daylight?”

      Bob rolled his eyes, typically girls, they just thought about make-up and all that, even though she did look nice with that lipstick…

      Natalie was quiet, still hopping on one foot, and trying not to break her ankles, but then she chimed in, “You know what? At least it could make that stupid assignment fun. Maybe we can write a Christmas ghost story…you know Scrooge renewed…?”

      “Exactly!” Bob cried out.

      Leanne realised she was outnumbered. So she either participated or had to write that story on her own, and that was a big no.

      Natalie and Bob started talking all at once, Leanne did not even try to understand them anymore, but it was decided they would meet up after supper around 6 pm.

      
      The three teenagers reached Bob’s house, and he left the girls, since Natalie and Leanne had one more block to go. They passed the Prince of Wales Hotel, saw the Christmas decorations and the people through the window having a Christmas High Tea in the Victorian Room.

      Leanne groaned, “Can this get any worse? Endless carols, costumed people running through the streets, never hitting the right notes but still torturing us with the same old songs again and again, and the whole town looks like Christmas diarrhea. And then those tourists, oohing and aahing, pretending all is beautiful, just because it is December. If I could, I would skip that whole nonsense."

      Natalie stopped and looked at Leanne. She knew that Leanne was not the happiest during that season, but that dark mood hit another level.

      Her grandfather was just convicted of theft, and she felt ashamed. Well, she shouldn’t. He was involved in a heist. Money was stolen, and most of the people assumed he was not even directly involved, but since he refused to say anything, he was charged and the verdict was two years of parole.

      Natalie sighed, hugged Leanne and just said, “It’s gonna be okay. I know for sure that my grandma will be tipsy before 7 pm on Christmas Eve, and the stories she tells then are not for the underaged. My mother will be upset, and I guess I will end up in my room calling you.”

      Leanne finally giggled and answered, “I really want to hear those stories, Natalie.”

      “Trust me you don’t” and with that, they started laughing and went home.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Bob entered his home and was greeted by his mother.

      “Bob, there you are. Thank God, you are home. I need you to help me get the nativity scene from the attic, and then we have to check everything. Your grandpa is coming tomorrow and I have tons to do. There is a snack for you in the kitchen, and supper will be sandwiches. I have no time to cook and your father needs to stay late at work.”

      Bob was still standing in the hallway, not even having taken off his boots or coat, but felt like he had been hit by a hurricane.

      That was his mother in full Christmas mode. Spiralling, talking like 100 miles an hour, no proper meals until Christmas Eve - and that was still five days away.

      Starting tomorrow, she would fuss over her father like nobody else existed. He liked his grandfather, but he so did not like his mother’s behaviour.

      With a deep sigh, he took off his boots and coat, put them where they belonged so she would not come after him for not being tidy, went to the kitchen to wash his hands and get his snack, before he joined her in the attic.

      Almost in tears, his mom took out the nativity scene and all the pieces. It was a treasure for her. Bob didn’t get it. But he knew better than to say anything.

      He was just not looking forward to the holidays. Every year, it became weirder.

      His mother would invite every relative she could think of for Christmas Day, for a brunch and the turkey dinner later that day, pushing his father and him into the background.

      Wasn’t Christmas for families? Were they not her family?

      They would all sit around the table and talk endlessly about the old times, getting drunker by the minute.

      Most of the time he ended up in his room, playing video games, and often his father would join him, silently, sadly.

      He sighed again, and took the little crib out of the tissue paper, letting the blanket fall out of it. He picked it up and thought it felt strange.

      “Mom, what is this?”

      “Oh, darling, that is the little blanket for Baby Jesus.”

      “But it feels different, weird?”

      “It is fur - balled together and really old.”

      Bob made a face, dropped the fur back into the crib, and wiped his hands on his pants, slightly disgusted.

      “Mom, I have to go to the library in an hour. We have an assignment. Mr. Harris gave us a task to research old traditional Christmas stories and then write one on our own, that would not resemble the typical Hallmark sentiment. It has to be meaningful or something like that. We can write it over the holidays and bring it back after the break. Who reads Christmas stories after Christmas? Who reads Christmas stories to begin with nowadays?"

      He repeated his earlier complaints.

      “That is wonderful, Bob. You can listen to your grandfather, he knows many…”

      A moment of panic welled up in Bob. Absolutely not. The fact that his mother would flutter around them and interrupt, no.

      “No, mom,” he finally answered, “We have to work in teams. I am grouped with Leanne and Natalie.”

      “How nice. I like those girls. Well, bring them over and they can all listen and I can make hot chocolate and cookies, Bob.”

      ‘This woman just doesn’t give up,’ Bob thought. So, he did what he always did and just answered with a sharp and short: “No.”

      He turned, and made his way back to the kitchen, calling over his shoulder: “I’ll make my sandwich and then I have to go.”

      His mother stared after him for a moment, and wondered, what was it this time, she had done wrong. But she was determined not to have her mood spoiled by her son or her husband. This was the season and she would dive into it.
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        * * *

      

      When Leanne arrived home, her grandfather was already there.

      He sat in the chair he always sat in when visiting; his ankle bracelet was on, and she had a hard time putting a smile on her face, and greeting him.

      She disappeared into the kitchen, telling her mom that she needed to meet her friends at the library, since Mr. Harris asked them to do a special assignment.

      Her mother was busy making food and hardly listened to her, but Leanne stayed a moment longer. She went closer to her mother who just stood above the sink, and she saw the tears rolling down her cheeks.

      “Mom,” Leanne said, “it’s gonna be okay.” Repeating the words she just heard from her friend minutes ago.

      “I know, sweetheart. I…” She did not finish the sentence, turned around to Leanne and hugged her. “I’ll warm up some soup for you. So you can go get that assignment done. Sometimes, I don’t know what Mr. Harris is thinking.”
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        * * *

      

      Natalie stormed into the door and the first person she saw was her grandma. She loved her but she was not your usual grandma. In her hand was a whisky, which she put on the sideboard in the hallway to give Natalie a tight hug, and screamed, “Squirrel” in Natalie's ear, a nickname only her grandma could come up with.

      Natalie waited for the day she would see her with a cigar, as well as the whisky. But she loved her and held on to her for a moment longer. Sometimes it was just a bit much.

      Her mother came out of the kitchen and told her that dinner was ready in five minutes. Dinner at 5 p.m. - that told Natalie, this was not Grandma’s first whisky since she arrived earlier that day, and her mom had already started to panic.

      Well, it worked for her, since she had to leave again.

      When they were seated around the table, her father with his usual smile on his face whenever his mom, aka her grandma, was here, and enjoying her shenanigans, Natalie told everybody about the assignment and that she had to leave to meet her friends at the library.
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        * * *

      

      At exactly 6 pm, Bob, Leanne, and Natalie arrived at the old library.

      The streets were beautifully decorated, and everybody shared their Christmas joy. Well Queen Street in
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