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      Written Tales Magazine Volume III is a collection of works surrounding the seasons.  These writers from around the globe will make you smile. The Stories and poems will bring back childhood memories and others thoughts reflecting on the seasons. No matter what type of prose you enjoy, you will find many favorites in this collection.

      

      To receive updates and support Written Tales, please join us at writtentales.substack.com.

      

      Thank you again for reading the work from these amazing writer's.
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        ‘Tis the season to crush the harbor with the waves,

        to get lost in the silk of the sunset,

        and hope to live stranded at the mercy of the sea.

      

        

      
        ‘Tis the season to find peace in the sky’s falling,

        to grieve the melting of every snowflake,

        to help them live longer in the crevasses of our tongues.

      

        

      
        ‘Tis the season to find warmth in the flame’s embrace,

        to spread ashes with every bell’s ring,

        to bury bouts of hope in the too-soon dark.

      

        

      
        ‘Tis the season to blanket your ears in the melodies of angels,

        to decorate your abode in the shades of envy and rage,

        to deliver mean-nothings in place of mean-somethings.

      

        

      
        ‘Tis the season to breathe in future resolutions,

        throw empty promises at the clock,

        and pray for something less than sober.
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          DAWN DEBRAAL

        

      

    

    
      The smoke alarm was blaring when she walked into the back door. Where was Ned? Nancy turned off the knob on the gas stove under the empty frying pan. She pulled the face of the smoke alarm off and pulled out the battery, then opened the doors and windows. It was early December, and it was cold, but she needed to get the smoke out of the kitchen. Where was Grandfather, and where was Ned?

      Nancy walked into the living room to find Grandpa sound asleep in the recliner. Without his hearing aids, he couldn’t hear the smoke alarm anyway. He slept through the whole thing. Ned came through the front door with a load of wood in his arms. “What happened in here?” he asked his twin. Nancy looked at him in disbelief.

      “A frying pan on the stove.”

      “Dang it, I told him to wait until I brought some wood up to the house. It’s only eleven in the morning.” Ned dropped the wood in front of the fireplace. He put a few pieces of wood on the embers. Going back to the kitchen, Ned turned on the exhaust fan. Most of the kitchen had cleared already, so he shut the windows and closed the door. Nancy followed him back.

      “You’re supposed to be watching him.”

      “I do!” Ned defended himself. “It’s twenty-four-seven. I can’t do this anymore. I need to get a real job!”

      “Calm down, Ned, you know that will eat up all of his money. Besides, we promised him he wouldn’t have to go to a nursing home that we would take care of him. We’ll get more help. I’m sorry, I know this can’t be easy.” Ned settled down.

      Ever since grandfather started losing his marbles, the whole family was supposed to pitch in. Howard’s younger sister and her unmarried children were absent. Only Nancy and Ned took care of their grandfather. The relatives wanted the beautiful country estate to remain in the family. Once grandfather went to the nursing home, the house was gone. Grandfather had survived a heart attack, cancer, and now senility. It was crazy how the survival gene stayed in this man. He remembered the twins most days. Many times he would be combative because he forgot who they were and thought they were breaking in. Nan was married and lived a few miles away. Ned was single and in between jobs, so when the family searched for a caregiver, they didn’t go far. Since Ned was writing the great American novel, he welcomed the chance to devote all his time to his book. Ned had no idea how bad his grandfather was until he started to live with him.

      Today was the day he pulled all the knobs off the stove and locked them in a box on the counter where all the knives were. Grandpa couldn’t be trusted in the kitchen anymore. He probably was hungry and started the frying pan and forgot he was in the middle of something. Luckily he hadn’t put any oil in the pan, or they could be looking at a fire.

      Nancy called the company, the one who helped keep their grandfather home. “They will be out to put a mat around Grandpa’s chair. If he gets out of the chair, a beeper will go off. That way, you’ll know he’s on the loose.

      “Yet another leash,” Ned mumbled under his breath. “I came here about having Christmas dinner. I know we can’t take Grandpa anywhere; he stresses out when he’s not home. How about I invite the family here this year? I’ll do all the cooking.” Ned thought about all the work that entailed, but it seemed a viable solution for his grandfather to celebrate Christmas with the family. It could be his last, so Ned agreed. Nancy clapped her hands and pulled out her grandmother’s cookbooks. Grace’s famous oyster stuffing, a turkey with all the fixings. She made a list while Ned made a sandwich and heated a can of soup on the stove with one of the burner knobs he retrieved in the locked box. When the soup was to temperature, he pulled the knob back off and locked it in the box. Ned carried the tray to the living room.

      “Oh, Grace, that’s a wonderful lunch,” his grandfather said. Ned did not correct him. If he did, he’d have to go through Grandma’s death again. It wasn’t worth it. He put the tray in front of the recliner sitting grandfather up, tucking the dishtowel around his neck. Grandfather was watching his favorite daytime soap opera, “Living our Lives.” Ned sat with him eating his dinner, Nancy came in with hers, and they ate as a family. Grandpa cursed every time a commercial came on. He didn’t have the patience to sit through that. Nan distracted him with a Christmas dinner question, but there was no reaching him as soon as the show came on.

      The weeks to Christmas flew by. Fresh snow was falling as the first of the relatives pulled into the driveway. Ned had done an excellent job of cleaning things and decorating for the occasion. Nancy had been in the kitchen since early morning. She chose to stay in the house to get an early start and learned firsthand what her brother was going through. There was little sleep at night in the Dagner household. Grandfather was up all night chasing ghosts. The turkey was in the oven; all the side dishes had been prepared. Nan poured herself a glass of wine and enjoyed the smells.

      Aunt Bertha, Grandfather’s younger sister, was the first through the door. She had enough “Lydia Pinkem” on her to drive everyone out of the house. That’s what grandfather called her perfume. Aunt Bertha liked it and used it excessively. Their eyes watered when she came through the door. “Howard? Merry Christmas.” She said as she bent over grandfather sitting in the recliner.

      “Who the hell are you?” Howard Dagner no longer knew who his sister was.

      “Oh, for Pete’s sake,” Bertha said in disgust.

      “Who is Pete?” Grandfather asked. Next to arrive were Bertha’s children. She had a son, Phillip, and a daughter Audra who were never married. Nancy’s husband and children arrived last. Now they were all together. Phillip sat on the couch, playing with Nancy’s youngest, eating peanuts from a bowl. Ned walked by.

      “Phillip, you aren’t eating those, are you?”

      “Yes.”

      “Those are candy-coated peanuts. Grandpa only likes the candy coating and throws the peanuts in a bowl.” Phillip gagged and spat out what he had in his hand. He grabbed the bowl and dumped the peanuts in the garbage. Audra laughed.

      “When do we open gifts?” She was excited. They decided to do this before dinner. Audra ran around to each person giving them her latest poetry book she’d self-published.

      “Gee, thanks, cousin, Audra,” Ned said. He opened the first page and recited the first poem.

      “Tis the season, Christmas cheer,

      You have wine, and I have beer.

      Please come over, celebrate here,

      No one knows who’ll die next year.”

      “That’s crap.” Grandfather said as Ned closed the book. Audra was miffed.

      “When are you putting him in the home?” she asked her cousins coldly. The turkey dinner was
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