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Dedication
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For my family—

For the New Year's Eves filled with food, laughter, games, puzzles, pots and pans, and midnight celebrations.

Thank you for the memories, the traditions, and for always showing up.

May we never run out of stories to share.

Happy New Year.
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Epigraph
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"Family traditions are the stories we tell together, year after year."

— Unknown
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Author's Note
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Many years ago, New Year's Eve was one of my favorite family traditions.

Relatives gathered together to share food, play games, work puzzles, tell stories, and stay awake until midnight. When the clock struck twelve, we would rush outside with pots, pans, and spoons, making as much noise as possible while shouting, "Happy New Year!"

The traditions changed a little over the years, but the most important part never did. Family continued to gather, laugh together, and make memories worth remembering.

Like many of the stories in the Memory Box series, this book was inspired by real family memories. While some details have been changed and some characters are fictionalized, the spirit of the story comes from the people and traditions that helped shape my childhood.

I hope this story encourages you to celebrate your own family traditions, save your favorite memories, and share them with future generations.

Happy New Year!

— Kathy Garcia
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Prologue
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New Year's Eve always felt a little different to Grandma Kay.

Christmas was over.

The presents had been opened.

The house had grown quiet again.

But not for long.

On the dining room table sat the Christmas albums, along with an unfinished scrapbook page waiting for photographs that had not yet arrived.

Grandma smiled.

The page wasn't finished.

Neither was the story.

Soon the family would begin arriving.

There would be food to share.

Games to play.

Stories to tell.

And somewhere between afternoon and midnight, old memories and new memories would find their place together.

Grandma looked at the empty spaces on the page and smiled.

By the end of the night, they wouldn't be empty anymore.
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Chapter One: One More Page
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New Year’s Eve began early at Grandma Kay’s house.

Not at midnight.

Not after dark.

Not even after supper.

It began in the early afternoon, when Grandma set the Christmas albums on the dining room table and placed the unfinished scrapbook page beside them.

The page still looked almost done.

Almost.

At the top, written in careful letters, were the words:

Christmas Eve at Grandma’s

Underneath, someone had added:

Still too many people to count

Grandma smiled every time she saw it.

The page already had red and green borders, stickers in the corners, and little spaces marked where pictures would go. But the photographs had not been ready on Christmas Eve. Everyone had taken pictures on their phones, but pictures on phones were not the same as pictures in an album.

At least, not to Grandma.

Pictures belonged where people could hold them.

Point to them.

Laugh over them.

Tell the story again.

That was why everyone was coming back.

Not just the grandchildren.

Their parents too.

Kaleen and Scott.

Amparo and James.

And the uncles—Tim, Daniel, and Tyler.

Grandma had told herself it would be a simple afternoon.

A little scrapbooking.

A little food.

A little sparkling cider at midnight.

That was all.

Then she looked at the kitchen counters.

Foil pans.

Crockpots.

Paper plates.

Plastic cups.

Napkins.

Sparkling apple cider lined up near the refrigerator.

A bowl waiting for chips.

Another waiting for dip.

A tray waiting for cookies.

Grandma shook her head and smiled.

Nothing in this family stayed little for long.

On the dining room table, beside the albums, sat the Memory Box.

Grandma had not planned to bring it out.

But somehow, it had found its way there.

It usually did.

The old wooden box sat with its lid slightly open, as if it already knew there would be stories to tell before the day was over.

Grandma reached inside and moved a few things aside.

Photographs.

Old cards.

A ribbon.

A recipe card.

Then her fingers touched something thin and folded.

She pulled it out carefully.

A paper party hat.

It was faded now, with bent edges and a stretched-out elastic string that would never hold under anyone’s chin again. Tiny silver stars still clung to the sides, though a few had rubbed away over the years.

Grandma laughed softly.

“Well,” she said to herself. “I wondered where you went.”

Just then, the doorbell rang.

Then someone knocked too, even though the bell had already been rung.

Grandma smiled.

“That’ll be Tyler.”

She was right.

When she opened the door, Tyler stood there holding two large bags of snacks and wearing a grin that meant he had already decided to cause trouble.

“Happy almost New Year!” he announced.

Behind him came Daniel carrying dessert, and Tim with a crockpot held carefully in both hands.

Grandma stepped back. “Come in before you freeze.”

Tyler looked toward the dining room. “Is that the scrapbook page?”

“It is.”

Daniel leaned around him. “Are we finally finishing it?”

“That is the plan,” Grandma said.

Tim carried the crockpot toward the kitchen. “Good. Because some of those pictures need proper captions.”

Tyler followed him. “By proper, you mean funny.”

“No,” Tim said. “I mean accurate.”

“That’s less fun.”

Grandma laughed and closed the door behind them.

Within minutes, the house no longer felt quiet.

The uncles had not been there long, but already the kitchen sounded full. Tim looked for an outlet for the crockpot. Daniel set dessert on the counter and immediately opened the lid to check it, as if it might have changed during the drive. Tyler started digging through a drawer looking for serving spoons and found three things nobody had been able to find since Thanksgiving.

“See?” he said proudly. “I’m useful.”

Grandma raised an eyebrow. “You were looking for a spoon.”

“And found history.”

Before Grandma could answer, another car pulled into the driveway.

Then another.

Soon the front door opened again, and the grandchildren came in with the cold air.

Scotty arrived first, carrying a folder of printed photographs like it was official business.

“I have the pictures,” he said.

Jade stepped in behind him. “I helped choose them.”

Brynn followed, holding a sheet of stickers. “And I brought extras.”

Grandma looked at the stickers.

There were a lot of them.

“Brynn,” Jade said carefully, “we already have stickers.”

Brynn hugged them closer. “Not these stickers.”

Then Maddie came in with Amparo and James
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