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Description:

Jack Ryan has always been a problem — dead or alive. When the town thought they had seen the last of him, Jack's misadventures take an even more outrageous turn. What begins as a seemingly ordinary holiday gathering erupts into chaos when conflicting theories about Jack's fate spread like wildfire. Did he die? Was he buried alive? And if he's gone, why do people keep seeing him?

This time, the absurdity escalates beyond belief as a cast of delightfully eccentric townsfolk — including three nosy sisters, a profoundly suspicious judge, an overly enthusiastic pastor, and a sheriff who wants to enjoy his pastries in peace — find themselves entangled in another round of scandal, conspiracy, and uproarious misfortunes. With mistaken identities, secret affairs, and a corpse that refuses to stay put, the town descends into madness again.

Packed with razor-sharp wit, a healthy dose of dark humor, and utterly unpredictable twists, The Curious Escapades of a Corpse Named Jack – Book 2 guarantees another wild, laugh-out-loud ride through the ridiculous and the supernatural.

Olena Berezovska is an acclaimed author, physician, and storyteller known for her unique blend of sharp wit and profound insights into human nature. Drawing from her diverse background in medicine and psychology, Berezovska crafts stories that are as thought-provoking as they are entertaining. She lives in Canada, where she continues to write, inspire, and explore the curious corners of both life and fiction.
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From Pastries to Theories
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That early Christmas morning, Gerald and Maria Stevenson's kitchen buzzed with lively commotion. Guests, still buzzing from Uncle Gerald's bizarre tale of The Curious Escapades of Dead Jack, debated the details over fresh pastries and steaming cups of coffee expertly prepared by their ever-gracious hostess. The story gripped every person in the room —no one remained indifferent.

Gerald himself, eyes gleaming with the satisfaction of a well-fed cat surveying its domain, roamed from group to group, eavesdropping with an air of self-importance. He soaked in the excitement, relishing the chaos he had unleashed.

"I don't believe Jack was dead," declared Leon, Gerald's nephew, puffing out his chest like a self-appointed expert. "He could have been in a coma! Or maybe suspended animation! I think Uncle Gerald made up the whole part about burying him. Jack might still be alive!"

Tatiana, Gerald's red-haired granddaughter and a freshly minted doctor at the local hospital, let out an incredulous snort. "Leon, are you serious? After everything that corpse went through, do you think he just walked it off? If Jack survived, we're talking full-blown science fiction. And that," she added with the smugness only a younger sibling could muster, "would make this story completely unworthy of serious discussion."

"Not science fiction — mystery," corrected her equally red-haired brother, Serge, leaning in dramatically. "And you're wrong, Tatiana. People love mystery. I love mummy movies. The Mummy, The Mummy Returns, The Mummy—"

"The Mummy 20," Tatiana interrupted dryly. "Enough! The last thing we need is Jack-1, Jack-2, Jack-3...”

"Why not?" Leon countered. "I'm sure this isn't the end of the story. Maybe there will be a Jack-2, Jack-3, and plenty more after that. There have been real cases of people being mistaken for dead 

when they were alive!"

A murmur of intrigue spread through the kitchen. Gerald, watching from the sidelines, smirked. Perhaps, just perhaps, this was only the beginning...

Leon, emboldened by the growing attention, launched into a passionate retelling of a man who had fallen from a high floor, was pronounced dead, and then miraculously walked away. As he waved his hands wildly, knocking a spoon off the table, Gerald slowly drifted toward another group of guests, having had enough of the younger crowd.

Sophie, another of Jack's nieces, was locked in an intense debate with Susanna.

"Maybe Jack did die," Sophie mused, eyes twinkling dramatically. "But mark my words: this town is about to enter a dark era of horror and bloodshed. Someone — a witness, perhaps — knows what happened that night. And now, they've decided to punish everyone involved."

Susanna scoffed. "Oh, please! Who in their right mind would bother terrorizing a bunch of quiet, law-abiding townsfolk? What possible motive could be for offing the pastor or some old ladies from church?"

"A serial killer doesn't need a motive," Sophie whispered conspiratorially. "It's all about the thrill. The adrenaline! The game! Once they start, they can't stop — it's a deadly game of cat and mouse."

A mischievous glint flickered in Sophie's eyes, sending a visible shiver down Susanna's spine.

"You," Susanna said, backing away slightly, "should be in horror movies. You watch too much nonsense, and now you're making up terrifying murder plots like some twisted detective novel."

Sophie only grinned. "Or maybe I just see the truth that others ignore."

Susanna quickly sidestepped her and went to refill her coffee, just in case Sophie started outlining crime scene logistics.

Meanwhile, the only person in the house utterly indifferent to all the speculation was Maria, Gerald's long-suffering wife. After decades of marriage, she had heard far too many of her husband's ridiculous tales to be phased by one more. Instead, she kept the kitchen running like a well-oiled machine: coffee brewing, tea water hot, and pastries replenished at lightning speed, no small feat considering how fast they disappeared.

Gerald, stretching contentedly, ambled over to his wife. "Well, my dear, I'll lie down for a bit. Quite the lively night we had."

Without looking up from the tray of freshly baked scones, Maria replied, "Go ahead, dear, but don't forget to say your goodbyes."

Clearing his throat, Gerald coughed a few times to grab the room's attention. Conversations quieted, and soon, all eyes were on him.

"My dear friends," he said with a warm smile, "this old warrior needs his rest, so I must take my leave. I wish you all happiness... and a safe journey home through this winter frost. Thank you all for a wonderful evening, and until we meet again — next year."

Laughter rippled through the room, followed by a round of applause.

Gerald, immensely pleased with his storytelling triumph, strolled off toward his well-earned rest.

His farewell speech, however, left a lingering question in the air.

"What do you mean, next year?" Leon asked, his brow furrowed. "What about the rest of Jack's story?"

"Yes, exactly! What happened next?" the other guests chimed in. "When do we get to hear the continuation?"

Gerald paused in the doorway, turned slowly, and narrowed his eyes at the eager crowd. A sly, knowing smile played on his lips.

"You'll find out — next year."

"Next year?!" came the collective groan. "That's too long to wait! Tell us now!"

"Not happening," Maria interjected firmly, handing Gerald his jacket. "Gerald is tired, and he needs his rest. You'll have to hear the rest another time."

"Then let's meet up for New Year's Eve!" Susanna suggested excitedly. "We can each bring a dish and make it a potluck party!"

"Yes, yes! Great idea!" the guests cheered in agreement. "Let's get together for New Year's!"

Gerald, delighted by his tale's enthusiasm, did not object to Susanna's proposal. He rather liked the idea.

As he ascended the stairs, his smirk grew wider. Oh yes, he thought. This was only the beginning...

"Alright then, it's settled!" he announced. "I'll see you all here on December 31st at seven o'clock sharp! We'll have dinner together—and then, we'll continue the story."

By this point, the adventures of the Dead Man named Jack had evolved far beyond a simple fireside story. It had become their story — one that each listener felt personally invested in, eager to contribute their theories, speculations, and wildly imaginative twists. Gerald's tale had taken on a life of its own, spreading like a town-wide conspiracy, whispered over fences, debated in coffee shops, and exaggerated to absurd proportions by those who swore they had "insider knowledge" of Jack's fate.

And so, as the final evening of the year arrived, the Stevenson house again filled with people —relatives, friends, and familiar faces. But this time, there were even more guests than before. Word had traveled fast, and those who had heard snippets of the tale from Christmas Eve had invited their friends, eager to witness the next chapter firsthand.

The house buzzed with an electric excitement. What would happen next? What else had Jack been up to? And most importantly... was Gerald genuinely going to tell the whole story this time, or would he leave them hanging again?

The New Year was welcomed with raucous laughter, cheerful toasts, and good-natured shenanigans. Glasses clinked together—some filled with fine spirits, others with juice, tea, or plain old water. At the Stevenson household, no one was pressured into champagne or punch; the only rule was that everyone raised a glass, even if it was just to humor Uncle Gerald's insistence on "proper toasting etiquette."

The room erupted in celebration as the old grandfather clock struck midnight with its deep, resonant chimes. Hugs were exchanged, kisses planted on cheeks, and warm wishes of health and happiness filled the air. But there was an unspoken urgency — an itch waiting to be scratched since Christmas.

The feast was plentiful, the desserts decadent, but murmurs began circulating around the room before long. People exchanged knowing glances, checked their watches, and subtly positioned themselves closer to the grand fireplace.

Then, almost on cue, the entire gathering moved into the spacious living room, each person settling into their self-appointed spot. Couches and armchairs filled quickly, stools and ottomans followed, and those who were too late made themselves comfortable on the floor. Maria, ever the considerate hostess, had scattered extra cushions and blankets about the room, ensuring that even those perched on the rug could enjoy the night in warmth.

The fire crackled, casting flickering shadows against the walls, filling the space with the comforting scent of burning logs. Slowly, the chatter dwindled, and all eyes turned toward the undisputed storyteller of the evening — Uncle Gerald.

As always, Gerald took his sweet time stretching his arms, adjusting his favorite leather armchair just so, and leaned back with the air of a man who knew he had an audience hanging on his every breath.

Then, after a long, deliberate pause, he cleared his throat dramatically.

"Ahem... I will tell you a story... but not about Jack tonight."

The reaction was immediate.

A chorus of "No! No! Tell us about Jack!" exploded across the room. Groans of betrayal, exasperated sighs, and a few playful threats were thrown his way. Someone booed. Another started rhythmically chanting, "Jack! Jack! Jack!" until the rest of the room joined in, their voices swelling into a full-blown protest.

Gerald's ears rang. He waved his hands frantically, trying to quiet the riot before it escalated into full-blown mutiny.

"Alright, alright! Calm down! I was joking! I'll tell you about Jack!" he bellowed, though he couldn't entirely hide the mischievous grin tugging at the corners of his mouth.

The uproar subsided as quickly as it had begun. The room returned to an anticipatory hush. Only the occasional rustling of clothing, a muffled cough, or a deep breath interrupted the silence.

Gerald leaned forward, steepling his fingers, his eyes twinkling in the firelight. He let the tension build for just a moment longer.

And then, with every single person in the room hanging onto their following words—

Uncle Gerald began his tale.
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Files of the Dead
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Several days had passed since Jack's burial, and the town was peculiar. On the one hand, it was nearly deserted — many residents had taken advantage of the holiday season to visit relatives. On the other hand, those who had stayed behind refused to let the festivities die down. They continued enthusiastically celebrating, bouncing from house to house for lunches, dinners, and late-night gatherings. Christmas decorations still clung to windows and doorframes, twinkling defiantly against the frost. From time to time, the sound of music and off-key caroling drifted through the chilly air, sometimes cheerful, sometimes fueled by one too many glasses of homemade liqueur.
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