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What people are saying about

The Ice Cream Vendor’s Song

The Ice Cream Vendor’s Song, Laura McHale
Holland’s most recent collection of mystical flash fiction, seduces
with a voice more compelling than the mythical siren’s call. But
this is an enticement that you don’t want to resist. Holland’s
superbly imaginative prose probes a deeper understanding of the
human condition and touches tender, guarded places in our hearts.
Her memorable characters explore hidden layers of existence, some
beyond the grave or across parallel planes. Each of the forty-six
stories delivers a uniquely flavored life lesson about love, grief,
loss, hope, revenge, dreams or illusions. You’ll want to savor them
all in one reading and then return again and again for another
taste.

– Nancy Pogue LaTurner, author of
Voluntary Nomads

I know there is not such a thing as
“surrealistic realism,” although Laura McHale Holland’s book of
flash fiction did elicit that term from me as I devoured her
characters, unsettling but yet inspiring. Trees grow from empty
boxes, a woman receives a passionate kiss from a stranger in the
middle of a horrific accident, a girl has a love affair with a
snake, there is an imagined blackened sky of birds, dancing shoes,
a wild girl and lots of just plain folks in images of love, hate
and wonderment, and it goes on, until the last story when a soft
whisper of “wow” escaped my lips.

Holland is an innovative story teller of the
lives of normal people, your neighbors and friends who are not in
the least bit normal. I pondered often in the reading, how close
are we to what folks want to happen but only dare imagine or wish.
This is a book for writers who want to see the craft at its best
and for readers who want to be titillated and thoroughly amazed. I
know I was.

– Linda Loveland Reid, author of Touch
of Magenta

I’m one of Laura McHale Holland’s big fans.
Her stories are edgy, chilling, laugh-out-loud, make you cry and
always emotionally charged. I’ve had the pleasure of reading her
entire collection, and ... all I can say is keep ‘em coming.

– Ana Manwaring, author of
Zihuatanejo

Laura Mchale Holland, author of
Reversible Skirt, writes with musicality and a unique,
dream-like quality. With elements ranging from realist to
surrealist, often within the same piece, the selection of flash
fiction in The Ice Cream Vendor’s Song will surprise readers
and leave them wanting more.

Here are ordinary men and women as well as
those who are insane, children, animals and ghosts–all taking part
in this diurnal and nocturnal theater of the wonderful, dark and
absurd. Diverse in subject, form and nature, these condensed
stories are worth reading and rereading, so that one might savor
the many layers of meaning, mystery and relatable humanity.

– Yu-Han Chao – author of We Grow
Old

Laura McHale Holland’s stories are elegant,
eeriely haunting and often beautiful.

– Sunny Lockwood, author of Shades of
Love

Modern fables with ... layers of meaning
hidden in metaphor, revealed in raw emotion and haunting in their
sudden intimacy.

– Kate Farrell, editor of the Wisdom
Has a Voice anthology
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For the kind readers who have followed my
blog–week in, week out. You are the reason this book came to
be.
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​
They Knew Not

Keys in hand, she shuffled up the drive.
She’d had a long day cashiering at a nearby convenience store and
was picturing the wilting veggies in the fridge she’d have to use
right away or toss. She didn’t notice the package by the front door
until her sneaker bumped it.

About the size of a shoebox, the parcel was
wrapped in brown paper. Her name and address were printed in bold
black letters. No return address. Once inside, she unwrapped the
package. It was just an empty cardboard box.

She tried to squish the box so it wouldn’t
take up too much room in her recycling bin, but it was surprisingly
sturdy. It wouldn’t even smash when she jumped up and down on it,
nor could she cut it with scissors or a box cutter. So she threw it
whole into the bin. It was carted away a few days later.

The next week, she arrived home and found a
package wrapped in brown paper. It was the same, empty box, or one
exactly like it. She buried it that night in the middle of her
backyard.

The next morning a sapling stood where she’d
buried the box. Over the next several months it grew into a sturdy
tree that flowered and bore an exotic fruit: blue pears. She
thought the pears might be poisonous, but she couldn’t resist
tasting one. It was delicious, sweet, juicy, intoxicating.

She took a wheel barrow of the pears to the
local farmers market, where word of their delectable taste spread
quickly. Every week thereafter the tree produced more exquisite,
azure pears. And every week she went to the market and sold them
all.

People couldn’t get enough of them. Children
cried for the taste of their juice; judges on the bench fantasized
about biting into their cerulean flesh; restaurants clamored for
them; artists drew murals of sparkling blue pears in the town
square. The local newspaper wrote a feature article about her
pears. She said the tree had grown in her yard on its own. She
didn’t mention the box. Who would have believed her anyway?

She quit her job and developed a booming
cottage industry. She made all manner of products from her prized
pears: pies, cobblers, jams, jellies, soaps, lotions, balms,
perfumes, incense, even blue pear charms and other trinkets. She
and the town prospered for decades until one day, old, gray and
feeble, she took to her bed.

She left her home, business and considerable
savings to her nephew and his wife. But the precious pear tree died
the day they moved in. A couple months later, an empty box appeared
at their door. They were having guests over for a barbeque that
night to celebrate a state-of-the-art outdoor kitchen they’d put in
right where the pear tree used to flower. They used the box as
kindling for their fire pit. The flames were deep blue and
mesmerizing.

Nothing grew from the ashes; no more empty
boxes appeared at their door. But they didn’t suffer, for they knew
not what they’d burned.
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