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INTRODUCTION




This book contains 13 flash fiction Christmas
stories. Flash fiction, also known as short-short stories or sudden
fiction can be anything from a brief sentence that tells a story up
to 1000 words. It is a brief story, shorter than a short story. The
stories in this book range from 500 to 800 words.

 



The Harvest




When I was a kid, before everyone had cell phones, we
had a family Christmas adventure. Ma didn't like it when Pa took
shortcuts - unless we didn't have to be any particular place at any
specific time. Still, Pa was bored with the same old trip across
the interstate, so when we left the house on Christmas Eve morning,
he studied that old yellow map and decided on a shortcut. Ma didn't
protest too much, as it was a sunny day and we had plenty of time.
We weren't expected until Christmas Morning and no hotel
reservations had been made yet. That was how it all started, but
boy howdy, that wasn't how it ended.

We started out singing Christmas songs and having a
good time, but when the rain moved in and we were on a dirt road
that was a short cut on Pa's shortcut, Ma started to protest.
Apparently, we were past due to meet that highway. Every few miles
Pa would say that the highway had to be right around that next
curve. Pa's foot got a little heavy on the gas with anticipation
and we wound up stuck in the mud. Ma didn't say a thing. She just
got out of the car and went around the back to push. She didn't
have any luck, and Pa told all three of us kids to get out of the
car. That's how we wound up witnessing Ma getting a mud shower and
using some words we'd never heard. Pa decided to walk up to the
next farm house and see if someone had a tractor to pull us out.
When he returned he said he found no homes. Ma didn't ask, and Pa
didn't say, but I figured he didn't find the highway either. It was
looking like rain and Pa said he saw a hunter's cabin sitting back
off the road, so we grabbed our suitcases and headed that
direction. We got there just as it started to rain. No one answered
when Pa knocked, but the door was unlocked, so we all went
inside.

That was our first stroke of luck - an empty cabin.
The second was a well-stocked woodpile for the wood stove. Dad sat
down and wrote a note to the hunter, explaining our situation and
giving his address so the hunter could collect any "damages." Then
he hiked back down to the car in the rain to get the crackers and
cheese Ma had brought for snacks. That's all we had for supper. Pa
figured someone would show up, but Ma reminded him it was Christmas
Eve. He figured it would stop raining soon and we would get the car
out in the morning.

We slept on the floor next to the stove and woke the
next morning to find that it had snowed. In fact, it was still
snowing - big flakes! Us kids were excited, but I could tell Ma and
Pa were scared. We were hungry and there was no food.

I take pride in the fact that my huge feet saved our
family. It turned out that our salvation was at my feet. I tripped
over a rug and fell, pulling it with me. In the process, I exposed
a trap door that led down to a cellar well-stocked with food. Ma
said it looked like a summer harvest, but Pa said the real harvest
was our Christmas luck. Pa hiked back down to the car again to get
our presents and we spent Christmas there in the hunter's cabin. We
were rescued two days later when a farmer came through plowing the
road and found our car. We didn't have a Christmas tree or a proper
Christmas dinner, but it was one of our favorite Christmas
memories. Now I tell my children that Christmas isn't about the
presents we get, but what we harvest from it. They don't get it. I
guess we'll have to take a trip.

 



Lamplight




Zelda pushed the pumpkin pie into the oven and
glanced out the kitchen window. There were other houses out there,
but they had been invisible in the blizzard all day. She shut the
oven door. That was the way she had felt since Paul died -
invisible. It seemed that no matter what she said or did, the
children didn't hear her. It had been a shock to all of them. Paul
had seemed so healthy. He jogged, ate sensibly, and didn't drink or
smoke. And yet, he had died of a sudden heart attack at the age of
38. He had left a wife and four children behind, struggling in the
void. Two weeks ago, it had been one year, but it didn't seem that
long. It felt no more like Christmas this year than it had last
year.

She wandered absently into the family room, where the
children sat staring at the television like zombies. The Christmas
tree sat in the corner, undecorated, the ornaments still in boxes
on the floor around it. It was Christmas Eve and no one was in the
mood to decorate it. The storm prevented any guests from arriving,
so that meant another Christmas with just the five of them.

The lights flickered and the TV went black for a
second, bringing a chorus of groans from the children. She would
have sworn they weren't even watching the Christmas show. When the
current became steady, the TV resumed and the children slumped back
to watching it.

Zelda knelt in front of the fireplace. The logs had
been in place all day in case they lost electricity. She struck a
match and set the starter log on fire, watching as the flames grew
and spread. When the sap in the wooden logs began to spit sparks,
she drew the metal mesh curtain across the front of the fireplace.
Crossing her legs as she sat on the floor, she gazed at the fire,
oblivious to the TV.

When little fingers gripped her arm, she was suddenly
aware that Wendy had joined her. At six, Wendy was still sucking
her thumb. Zelda put an arm around her daughter and brushed the
blonde curls from her face. Gradually, one by one, the other
children joined her, silently watching the fire. Like moths, drawn
to a flame.

Without warning, the electricity went out. In the
blackness that followed, they sat together in the circle of light
provided by the fireplace, each comforted by the presence of the
others. Zelda stood and lit the hurricane lamp on the mantle.
Lifting it, she turned to find the children standing around
her.

They followed her into the kitchen and silently
watched as she pulled the pie from the oven and set it on the
table. She glanced at the children. Now that the TV could not
distract them, she had their full attention. Everywhere she went,
they followed like four shadows.

Standing there in the light of the lamp, it occurred
to her that they had been following her all along. As she moped,
they moped. Where she lacked interest, they lacked interest. Like a
moth drawn to the lamp light, they were being pulled to a spiritual
doom. How could she expect them to get into the Christmas spirit
when she didn't?

"I've got an idea," she said, injecting as much
enthusiasm into her words as she could. "Let's decorate the tree in
the lamp light."

They looked at each other and shrugged. Since they
had nothing better to do, they all began decorating the Christmas
tree. At first, they were methodical, but eventually they began to
look interested. When Zelda began to sing Christmas songs, they
joined in. The first giggle wasn't far from that point.

They didn't have to be in the Christmas mood to
decorate the tree. Decorating the tree put them into the Christmas
mood. All it took was the lamp light - someone guiding them out of
the darkness. She had not been invisible after all.

 



Christmas is for the Kids


Candy Cain pulled the car into the drive and pushed
the remote to the garage door. Theirs was the only house on the
block with no lights. It looked vacant. In a way, it was. Their
last daughter had married three months ago and they were alone for
the first time since they married, thirty years ago. It was
difficult going from seven children at home to none. Empty nest
syndrome, they called it. It wasn't only women who suffered from
it. Men did too. Eric was living proof. He was the one who had
decided they wouldn't celebrate Christmas this year. "Christmas is
for the kids," he had said, "and we don't have any in this house.
Not even close."

Not even close. The closest was their youngest
daughter and she lived with her husband two hundred miles away. The
kids were all caught up in their own lives now. That was normal and
healthy for them, no matter how lonely it got for their parents.
They had grandchildren that they had never seen. Lillie and John
lived in Australia now. Two children had been born to them since
they moved there to be missionaries. All the others were in the
United States, but they lived so far away that visiting regularly
was impossible.

Candy sighed. At least all their children were
self-sufficient. At the office, some of the women had grown kids
still living with them, often unable to support themselves.
Sometimes she thought Eric would have been
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