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The Night Jack’s Story Began
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After a delicious Christmas dinner, a lively group of guests crammed into the large room with the old fireplace, where logs crackled merrily, sending out the occasional spark like they were trying to join the party. The faint scent of wood smoke drifted through the room, adding to the cozy atmosphere. Gerald and Maria Stevenson's house hadn't seen this many people in years. Every Christmas, the guest list mysteriously expanded, like the fruitcake that no one ever finished but somehow got bigger with each bite, and the hosts were more than happy to welcome them all. It had become a cherished tradition: gather at the Stevensons' place on Christmas Eve, overeat, and laugh even more.

The crowd was a mixed bag — children, grandchildren, great-grandchildren, and then, of course, friends, neighbors, neighbors' friends, and one or two people no one could quite place but were too polite to ask about. There was also Mr. Thompson from next door, who always brought his famous eggnog (a recipe so potent that last year someone tried to light it, assuming it was brandy).

Everyone waited eagerly for the night's highlight when Uncle Gerald, as the host was affectionately called, would start telling his stories. These weren't just ordinary tales; they were the kind that made people laugh so hard they'd spill their drinks, clutch their sides, and end up with a stitch in their ribs. By the end, faces would be streaked with tears of laughter, and someone would always end up wheezing on the floor, gasping for air like a deflated balloon. The stories were the stuff of legend — told, re-told, and exaggerated over the years, growing ridiculous with every passing Christmas. Guests often stayed up until morning, stumbling home bleary-eyed but grinning, ready to spend the next 364 days recalling every punchline and eagerly awaiting the next installment.

Uncle Gerald settled into his favorite leather armchair by the fireplace. He gave a satisfied little grunt as he adjusted, like a bear preparing for hibernation. The man gazed around the room, eyes twinkling mischievously. At that moment, he looked just like a jolly Santa Claus, if Santa had swapped out his sack of toys for a flask of whiskey and a repertoire of wildly entertaining stories.

“Well, folks,” Gerald began with a grin, “who’s ready to hear about the time I got stuck in the chimney trying to play Santa?”

Laughter erupted, and Gerald leaned back with a wink. He hadn’t even started, and already, they were in for a long, hilarious night.

“Got the kids off to bed?” Gerald asked, peeking into the room.

“Yes, yes! All upstairs, snug as bugs!” came the reply from the next room.

Technically, it was the guest lounge, but tonight, it felt more like a cozy, controlled chaos. The elders had claimed the soft couches, sinking in with the grace of seasoned loungers. At the same time, the younger crowd sprawled across the plush Persian rug like cats in a sunbeam, occupying every inch of space. Mrs. Stevenson bustled around, delivering throw pillows and blankets like a benevolent innkeeper handing out rations for the night.

“Mother, do we still have any punch left?” Gerald asked with a gleam in his eye.

Maria gave a knowing nod. 

“Then bring forth that festive nectar! And if anyone’s craving something stronger — rum, liqueur, whatever, make a quick run to the kitchen before I kick things off.”

“And what tale will it be this time, Uncle Gerald?” someone called, excitement bubbling up.

Maria looked sidelong at her husband and quipped with a smirk, “Oh, the same old tall tales.”

“Now, now, Mother! What slander!” Gerald exclaimed, putting on his best look of mock outrage. “I say nothing but the unvarnished truth! Well... maybe with a little embellishment here and there for the sake of public service, of course! You know, to make them more, let’s say... listenable.”

“And what story will we hear tonight?” another voice said eagerly.

“Hold your horses. Give me a second to collect my thoughts,” Gerald muttered, leaning back as if summoning the muses.

The room fell into playful silence, with everyone waiting, knowing the real magic was about to start.

Mrs. Stevenson drifted to the window and peered outside. The snowstorm was in full swing, swirling wildly, as if nature had joined the holiday festivities.

“Proper Christmas weather out there. By morning, the snow might be up to our knees. So, Gerald, whatever story you tell, make sure it’s long and entertaining — no one’s leaving this house in that blizzard,” Maria declared, half-jokingly.

“There’s always snow on Christmas!” someone called from the back of the room.

Gerald’s eyes suddenly widened, his pupils twinkling like he’d been plugged into some unseen energy source. That was the sign, the signal everyone knew well. It meant the evening’s story was about to begin, full of unexpected twists, wild embellishments, and belly-aching laughter.

“No, no! There was one Christmas, one unforgettable year, without a single snowflake! Not even a frost!” Gerald proclaimed, pointing dramatically at the ceiling as if he were delivering the punchline to a cosmic joke. “An anomaly of nature, I tell you! And do you know why? Because on that very day... Jack died.”

A murmur spread across the room. “Jack? Who’s Jack? And what does he have to do with Christmas?”

Gerald leaned forward, eyes gleaming with anticipation. "Oh, I'll tell you all about Jack and what happened to him the day before Christmas. This is a true story — one you've never heard before!"

Suzanne, Gerald's daughter, crossed her arms skeptically from the couch. "If Jack died, it doesn't sound like much of a Christmas story, Dad. Maybe tell us something a little more... festive?"

"Quiet! All of you!" Gerald barked, waving his hands like an orchestra conductor silencing his musicians. "There will be no other stories tonight! You can leave the room now if you don't like it!"

A ripple of chuckles ran through the crowd, but no one budged. Everyone knew the drill: once Uncle Gerald was in his storytelling mode, you strapped in and enjoyed the ride, whether the tale ended in a grand adventure, a complete absurdity, or a punchline so unexpected you'd be laughing until dawn.

Maria settled back on the couch with a satisfied sigh, wrapping herself in a blanket. Outside, the snow howled, but inside, the warmth of the fire and Gerald's booming voice promised an evening no one would forget.

"So..." Gerald said, rubbing his hands together like a magician about to pull off a grand trick. "Let me tell you about Jack and the Christmas without snow."

A few faces in the room registered mild disappointment, eyebrows raised, and a couple of sighs slipped out, but not a single person got up or moved toward the door. They all knew the unspoken rule: once Uncle Gerald had committed to a story, you stayed put, no matter where it led. So, everyone settled in, bracing for whatever twists, turns, or tangents came their way.

"Well, then..." Gerald said, pausing dramatically, scanning the room to ensure no one was about to bolt. "Ready?"

A grin slowly spread across his face. "Alright... here we go!"

He clapped his hands with the enthusiasm of a kid about to unwrap presents while someone in the back mumbled, "Strap in, folks. This could take a while." The room chuckled softly, pillows were adjusted, and someone topped off their drink. Whatever the story, everyone knew it was bound to be a wild ride.

And with that, the room leaned in, and the adventure began.
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Jack Ryan and the Holy Trinity
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No one remembers exactly when it happened —ten, maybe fifteen years ago, but the story has lingered ever since. Not many know what truly unfolded back then, either. But your humble storyteller has pieced together the tale, gathering scraps of memory from those there.

That year, the weather was oddly mild, not the kind of winter folks were used to around here. The town’s old-timers squinted at the sky, muttering that the cold was late, like an unreliable guest. Some were delighted, fewer shoveling duties, but others grumbled that Christmas without snow was like a birthday cake without candles. Something about it felt... off.

Early one morning, Jack Ryan shuffled onto his porch to do what he did best: glare at the world and search for something to complain about. As usual, his gaze landed on the house next door, home to the three elderly Fenton sisters. Jack had been locked in an unspoken war with them for years. No one remembered how it started, maybe a borrowed rake that never found its way back, but Jack was the type to hold a grudge as it owed him money.

Jack Ryan didn’t get along with anyone. Friendly wasn’t in his vocabulary. His wife had left him years ago when he still had some charm to his name. Ever since, he’d worn a permanent scowl, like someone whose team had just lost the championship again. His favorite pastime was nitpicking. If you said the sky was blue, he’d argue it was “a washed-out, disappointing gray.”

Nobody knew what Jack did all day. He had served in the military until about 45, and his wife’s escape coincided with his retirement on disability. Somewhere, in the fight for democracy abroad, Jack had been wounded, leaving him unfit for further service. When he came home, he moved in with his father, who passed away not long after, leaving Jack alone in the house with nothing but memories and far too much free time.

His military pension kept him comfortable, freeing him to become the town’s most dedicated critic. With no hobbies beyond arguing, he spent his days prowling the streets, searching for minor infractions like a detective solving the least interesting case ever. A crooked fence? Jack noticed. A garden in need of weeding? He’d point it out, loudly and preferably in front of witnesses. Most people learned to tune him out, treating his complaints like a lousy radio station they couldn’t entirely switch off.

The only ones who never ignored him were the Fenton sisters. They fought back with vigor, turning their feud into a local legend. Compared to them, the Hatfields and McCoys were rank amateurs. Jack called them the nosiest old hens in town; they insisted he was just a bitter old crow with too much time on his hands. Both were right, which only made their battles more entertaining.

Despite his gruff demeanor and hair-trigger temper, Jack had never laid a finger on anyone, not even a poke. Over time, people got used to his rants, dodging him like a pothole in the road. Avoiding a Jack tirade became an art, and those who managed it counted their small victories.

And so, on that strange, snowless December morning, Jack stood on his porch, arms crossed, eyes fixed on the Fenton sisters’ house. He had no idea what would unfold and become one of the town’s most unforgettable stories. Though, as you’ll soon discover, death could not stop Jack from being a royal pain in the neck.

Jack squinted at the endless gray sky, muttering to himself. Just as he was about to give up and head inside, a scent drifted through the air, teasing his nose. His nostrils flared like a bloodhound on the scent.

Fresh baking.

He glared at the Fenton sisters’ house. "Those old bats are at it again! Think they can drive me mad with their fancy pastries, huh? I'll show them!"

About seventy years ago, give or take, since dates in our town are more of a suggestion, Jack's father had purchased a large plot of land on the hills. He built two houses: one for Jack, the other for his daughter. Jack got the "men's house," a no-frills affair with all the charm of a bunker. Meanwhile, the "women's house" was beautiful. It was an elegant Victorian with two white columns, delicate eaves, and railings carved so intricately they looked like lace. According to old-timers, Jack's father, a renowned woodcarver, had made the details himself, adding to the house's local legend.

When Jack returned from the army, he moved into the men’s house, while the Victorian sat mostly empty, rented out now and then to visitors passing through town. Jack’s sister, however, had no intention of staying. She’d run off in her youth, married a hippie, and moved to Australia, figuring that kangaroos were easier neighbors than her brother.

Years later, after their father died, she made a brief return to attend the reading of the will. The next day, she sold the Victorian house to the three Fenton sisters for a low price that could've been mistaken for a Christmas clearance sale. Then, without so much as a farewell, she hopped on the first flight back to Australia, leaving Jack behind to stew in his fury. Rumor has it that she left town so fast she didn't even pack her suitcase to avoid hearing Jack scream about her betrayal. No one's seen or heard from her since, not that anyone blamed her.

That's how Jack ended up not only abandoned by his wife and estranged from his sister but also stuck with three elderly neighbors who, in his mind, baked delicious things purely to torment him.

The sisters Emilia, Abigail, and Veronica arrived in our town at the height of their youth, fresh graduates from a teachers' college. The local school desperately needed reinforcements, and suddenly, three bright, energetic women showed up, ready to educate the masses. Whether they were triplets was anyone's guess; they didn't look anything alike, making it easy to tell them apart. Emilia was known as the trio's brains, Abigail was a constant giggler, and Veronica had the emotional resilience of a soap opera heroine, easily startled and always on the verge of tears.

The sisters lived the quiet, dignified life of old maids for many years until one fateful trip to the city changed everything. During their visit, they met three naval officers whose ship was undergoing repairs in the local port. Love blossomed faster than you could say "Anchors Aweigh!" the sisters got married — all on the same day, no less. But fate, in its usual dramatic style, decided that their marital bliss would be short-lived. The sisters were widowed just as quickly as they'd tied the knot — their husbands' ship sank during military operations, somewhere in the Pacific or some other trouble-prone ocean of the time.

After a respectable period of mourning (or at least as long as they could stand wearing black), the sisters made a solemn pact: they would live together until the end of their days and never remarry. "Men are more trouble than they're worth," Abigail had reportedly said between fits of laughter.

In town, the sisters, affectionately and sometimes mischievously referred to as "the holy trinity", were adored by just about everyone. Their culinary skills, especially their legendary baked goods, were the stuff of local lore. If there was a town event, be it a church choir rehearsal or an annual festival, the sisters and their desserts were there. Their kitchen was a beacon for those looking to score a free meal, and many visitors showed up unannounced, hoping for a plate of cookies or a slice of pie. The sisters rarely turned anyone away, feeding the town's people — and their gossip —with equal generosity.

Everyone loved the sisters — everyone except Jack.

Jack despised his neighbors with a passion usually reserved for soap villains or cartoon archenemies. In his mind, the land where the sisters' Victorian house stood still belonged to him — technically, to his father, but that was just a formality. The fact that his sister had sold it to the trio for what Jack considered "peanuts" was, in his eyes, nothing short of high treason.

Convinced that the sale was illegal, immoral, and possibly cursed, Jack embarked on a relentless crusade to overturn the deal. He trudged through every bureaucratic office in the region, filing complaints and making a general nuisance of himself. His "quest for justice" didn't earn him any friends in town but gave the local officials plenty of stories to share over drinks. Unfortunately for Jack, all his efforts amounted to a pile of rejection letters and an even bigger resentment from the townsfolk.

If Jack thought his grudge would intimidate the sisters, he was sorely mistaken. They went about their business, baking pies and cakes as if Jack's tantrums were nothing more than background noise. If anything, they seemed to enjoy poking the bear, offering him cookies over the fence with a cheery, "Wouldn't want you to feel left out, Jack!" This only fueled his fury, of course. In his mind, every pie cooling on their windowsill was an act of war, and every cinnamon roll was a subtle mockery of his authority.

"Those old bats are fattening up the whole town just to spite me," Jack grumbled, arms crossed as he glared at their house from his porch. "First, they take the land, and now they're trying to drown me in pastry."

But the sisters didn't just bake — they thrived. Their Victorian house was a hub of warmth and hospitality, buzzing with visitors and gossip. Meanwhile, Jack sulked in his stark, spartan house next door, muttering about injustices and planning new ways to reclaim what he believed was rightfully his. The feud between Jack and the sisters became one of the town's great sources of entertainment, second only to the annual pie-eating contest, naturally sponsored by the Fenton sisters.

And so, the battle lines were drawn. On one side, three widowed bakers with more sweetness than some could handle. On the other, a cranky old soldier who couldn't relinquish a grudge, determined to reclaim the land, even if he had to annoy the entire town to do it.

Little did anyone know, this snowless Christmas would mark the peak of their rivalry and the beginning of a story the town would tell for generations. Because, as fate would have it, it was not just another morning for Jack Ryan. It was the day his feud with the sisters would turn so unexpected that not even Jack himself could have predicted the outcome. And, as you'll soon discover, not even death would end his grudges.
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The Fall of the Grumpy Titan

[image: ]




As Jack stomped across the yard toward the sisters' house, his sharp eyes landed on a stack of neatly piled wooden boards along the side wall. A dark realization dawned on him: the rumors about a fence splitting the yard were no longer gossip. They were becoming a reality. If the sisters put up that fence down the middle of what he still considered his land — his father's — it would ruin everything. No more marching through their flower beds like an angry general on patrol. No more flicking cigarette butts under their windows and blaming it on imaginary teenagers who didn't exist.

Jack clenched his fists. His blood boiled like a bull spotting the matador's red cape, waving mockingly.

Emilia, Abigail, and Veronica had just finished their baking session inside the house. They carefully placed a tray of golden éclairs onto a large serving plate, covering it with a glass lid to keep the pastries soft and fresh. As they exchanged satisfied glances, a loud BANG echoed through the house as someone pounded on the front door.
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