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Welcome to My Wild Imagination, a collection of short stories that invites you to step across the threshold into worlds both familiar and impossibly new, all conjured by the singular mind of Dr. Rex A. Holiday.

This anthology is a vivid demonstration of the imagination promised in its title, showcasing Dr. Holiday’s command over a breathtaking range of genres. You’ll be taken on epic journeys through the treacherous, high-ridge lands of Fantasy and into the ancient conflicts hinted at in the saga Ancestors, Prophets, and Gods. Then, you'll be launched into the future, exploring the unsettling realities of Science Fiction—from automated sustenance like "The Everlasting Steak" to high-stakes space-time sagas involving swapped spouses and suspicious governments. Finally, Dr. Holiday brings his narrative focus back to the present with profound tales of Drama and Self-Reflection, tackling raw human challenges like "Rage" and the quiet, transformative heroism of figures like "the Highway Shepherd."

It is perhaps no surprise that an imagination this wild is backed by such a unique professional foundation. Dr. Holiday is not only a seasoned writer for magazines, independent film, local television programs, and motion picture production companies, but also a respected educator and leader. His creative mastery is informed by a Master's degree in English Creative Writing, while his sophisticated understanding of structure, audience, and compelling narrative mechanics stems from his Ph.D. in eLearning Leadership and Educational Leadership.

As a part-time professor of writing for several colleges and universities and a Chief Learning Officer at Training Needs Analyzer™, Dr. Holiday possesses a deep knowledge of how to craft content that engages, instructs, and—most importantly for this collection—entertains. In every story, from the intricate world-building of a cinematic feature film synopsis like "The Portrait Maker" to the stark psychological reflection of a man confronting his own image, you will see the hand of a master storyteller who knows exactly how to capture and hold your attention.

Prepare to be transported into the infinite possibilities of a truly wild imagination.
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​Fantasy



​Historical and Academic Summary of the Fantasy Genre

Fantasy is a literary genre characterized by imaginative and otherworldly elements, often incorporating magic, mythical creatures, and extraordinary events, set in a world not bound by the natural laws of reality. The genre's roots trace back to ancient literature, including The Epic of Gilgamesh and The Thousand and One Nights, which feature supernatural elements and adventure themes.

The foundation for modern fantasy was laid by works that re-envisioned mythology and fairy tales, such as The Mabinogion and the collections of the Brothers Grimm and Hans Christian Andersen. Pioneers like George MacDonald (Phantastes, 1858) and William Morris helped define the form, with Morris notably setting his stories entirely in a self-contained secondary world. The genre was cemented by the enduring success of authors like J.R.R. Tolkien (The Lord of the Rings), who created one of the most extensive and realistic fantasy worlds in literary history. Fantasy continues to be a vibrant genre, offering exploration and escapism across various subgenres like epic fantasy and urban fantasy.

Excerpt from Book 1 of Ancestors, Prophets, and Gods
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Fathers and Mothers

The stagnant pool of water at the bottom of the treacherously rocky cavern seemed to beckon as the noon sun challenged his every step. Like a clever predator the sun seemed to be taking advantage of his exposure. Trees were as scarce as religion in this part of Faesidaz, which is to say there were none. The better part of the scenery consisted of a huge blue sky - barren of clouds on this midsummer day.

The ridge they were currently on was one of the highest in the country, and it had a panoramic view of the capitol city which lay more than five hundred malspans below.

Of course if one tired of looking at the sky, then there was always the reddish brown dust with its suspicious darker red patches here and there which conjured up images of blood stained battlefields. The reddish-brown rocks were also an interesting attraction, as they received every footfall with an uncomfortable welcome.

Tymon and the others had been warned to bring plenty of water. In Tymon’s mind it had made more sense to bring fewer water bladders because there would be less to carry. And water can be heavy, especially on long hikes. Well, at least it had seemed a good idea to Tymon at the time. But once they were well into the hike and the sun was showing off its strength, he was grateful for the water bladders.

Although he would rather be stricken with rock-hare plague than ever admit it, Tymon was also grateful for the ridiculous wide brim farmer’s hat that his mother had insisted that he wear. She was the only adult that he tolerated.

Tymon took another gulp of water to show his gratitude for the water and the hat. Mother is not the worst adult, Tymon conceded. But it was still too bad that she was an adult. Tymon spat as if that last thought had made the water suddenly turn bitter. He hated adults.

Adults and their ridiculous rules against everything that might bring a teenage boy joy! 

At times, it seemed to Tymon that it was written in some archive on humanity that each generation of adults were to make the lives of their children miserable.

Tymon also hated how adults pretended to like you, but the moment you interfered with something they thought was more important than your best mud sculpture . . . Well, then you could find a switch to your bottom as quick as a tree-fly to spilled moth honey.

Another thing Tymon hated almost as much as adults were so-called friends. In his experience friends only wanted to use you, and once they had used you up, you were about as welcome as a pile of meadow dog dung stuck to the bottom of your best sandals.

Huh, friends or enemies. What is the difference?

“Tymon, keep up!”

Doria’s shrill voice brought Tymon out of his protest moment. She was smiling her warmest smile after shouting what she surely perceived to be words of encouragement. There was no denying that her smile was radiant, made all the more so by the ringlets of gold hair that hung to her waist. Her eyes were bluer than any blue Tymon had ever seen, and she was dressed suspiciously glamorous for a hike in the mountains. Instead of breeches the fickle minded girl wore a sky blue dress with a white lace bodice. Tymon felt his complexion going crimson as Doria looked back and caught him staring.

Tymon offered a token of a smile and she returned it. He was not about to get all goofy over the girl. Her smile and inviting eyes were all a lie. How could it be anything but a lie when there she was several paces ahead, walking hand and hand with Biren?

Biren! Tymon thought. That ant-brained fool with his red curly hair and greedy green eyes.

If that were not enough to infuriate Tymon, Biren was wearing flashy blue silk trousers and black knee high boots. Worse yet, his teeth were so white that fresh snow would look begrimed in comparison. Yes, Biren was a gilded simpleton, in Tymon’s opinion, but that simpleton was exactly where Tymon wanted to be.

The humiliation of it was almost unbearable for Tymon. He felt that Doria had almost seduced him into going hiking with her, but she conveniently failed to mention that Biren would be coming along. She had also failed to mention the attire for the occasion.

Tymon examined his outfit. He was wearing his scruffy brown work boots because he did not want to scuff up his good dress boots, and he was wearing his oldest breeches, the ones with the holes in the knees. At least he had picked out a decent looking shirt to wear. Well, that was actually his mother’s doing. Of course, nothing he was wearing could compare to what Biren and Doria were sporting.

So, Doria, did you intend for me to look like the uncouth fool?

But as if that was not demeaning enough, Doria had made it seem Tymon’s privilege to carry all of the water bladders. Well, the truth was that Tymon would think it a great honor if he did not also have to carry Biren’s water bladders. Did the boy not have any pride whatsoever to let another carry his water bladders as if he himself were weak and frail like a pampered girl?

Tymon’s frustration over Biren’s entitlement was magnified by the fact that the insufferable boy had actually brought along four water bladders!

Who needs four?

And that was not all, each one of Biren’s water bladders were equal to two of Tymon’s or Doria’s. Tymon was sure that not even his mother - prone to exaggeration and over compensation - would have suggested bringing four huge water bladders.

What do you think you are going to do with so much water, Biren? Tymon wondered. Perhaps quench the thirst of a herd of dithers?

Tymon looked up from the rocky footpath, and saw Berin grinning at the side of Doria’s face. Tymon also noted that Biren was gripping Doria’s hand so tight that she had to tug it away, but after massaging it for a brief moment, she offered it again to the toothy idiot.

“I am coming!” Tymon shouted as loud as he could.

Doria and Berin jumped, as if they had forgotten that Tymon was behind them. The reaction brought a smile to Tymon’s face.

“You must not lag so, Tymon,” Berin scolded, wagging his head to show his disapproval.

Then the red headed fool said something that Tymon was not meant to hear but unfortunately whispers were difficult to conceal on barren ridges.

“He is so lazy and ignorant. Why do you put up with him?”

Tymon wanted to toss Berin’s four water bladders to the ground, and grab a good sized rock in their place. However, he did not want to disappoint Doria. There was little doubt that she would ever forgive him if he did anything to hurt the soft-skulled fool. No, best to ignore the insults.

The three incidental hikers reached an area the locals called The Crossing which was the most treacherous part of the trail. The Crossing was the area where the trail was narrowest, and where it offered hikers double jeopardy. On the one side a hiker could be crushed by falling rocks, while on the other side a hiker could tumble a hundred femspans into the frigid waters below.

In the water, your best chance was to swim to the far side of the pool before the frigid temperature drained your strength. But even if the water’s icy coldness did not get you, the creatures that lurked beneath its surface surely would. One way or another you were likely never to escape a fall into the pool at the bottom of The Crossing.

No doubt the extremely high danger factor was what had prompted Doria to choose the trail in the first place. There were some things about girls that Tymon knew he would never understand. That was the very thought on his mind as he watched Berin taking advantage of the narrow trail and Doria’s fear of falling by wrapping his arms tightly around her.

It made Tymon want to rush ahead and tear his arms away from her, but of course that might result in all three slipping and falling into the gulley. It was definitely not worth that risk, so Tymon would just have to endure it. However, there was hope in knowing that once they were beyond The Crossing their destination was not much further, and he could finally be rid of the water bladders.

Tymon's foot suddenly slipped, and in an attempt to catch his balance, he dropped all but two of the water bladders. Miraculously two of the water bladders had fallen within reach, but the fourth water bladder tumbled end over end down the slope towards the pool. To Tymon’s amazement the water bladder stopped about twenty paces down. But it may as well have been a thousand paces because there was no way he was going to retrieve it.

Good riddance! Tymon told himself, when he realized it had been one of Biren’s oversized water bladders.

As he slowly climbed to his feet, brushed the dust from his clothing, and gathered up the remaining water bladders, Tymon was startled to find Berin standing there glaring. Doria was waiting further up the trail, her eyes wide with what appeared to be grave concern.

What is she so worried about? Tymon wondered.

“So, Berin,” Tymon began, making no effort to hide his amusement. “Have you decided to carry your own water bla-“

Tymon felt his head suddenly jerk hard to the right, and he realized that the loud smacking sound had come from his own face. Shaking off the shock of it, he looked at Berin whose raised hand looked about to deliver another blow. At that very moment Tymon felt that something suddenly boil over inside of him. He tossed Berin’s remaining water bladders down into the gulley.
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