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Forward

C ulture, religious upbringing, and secular norms make the

meaning of the Christmas season different for each person. Whatever your personal beliefs, you will find both meaningful and joyous
stories of the holiday season captured in these twelve stories.
We begin the anthology with a sweet children’s story about a
little dog, named Metro, in Susie Slanina’s “Metro’s Mountain Cabin”
which extends her series of books about Metro the little dog. Here
Metro gets to spend the holidays with his best friends, both animals and humans. This story is written for children ages 7-12, and
younger children will enjoy having it read to them.
The second story is the only non-fiction offering in the anthology.
Melissa Yuan shares her meditation on life, death, and relationships
in her essay “The Cancer Christmas” about her father’s diagnosis
of brain cancer and the lessons she learned about what’s important
in life.
Mysteries and Miracles are a part of four stories in this anthology.
“Isabella’s Christmas Box” brings back Paty Jager’s popular anthropologist Isabella Mumphrey and her DEA lover, Tino. Isabella’s skills
are needed this time to open a Mayan puzzle box. In “The Mermaid’s
Treasure” Anna Brentwood presents a twist on a historical story of a
brooch that may have been worn by Catherine the Great and stolen
from the Czar’s secret treasure room. Keeping with the treasure
theme, Pamela Cowan leverages an heirloom of foreign coins in her
story “Christmas Miracles”. An heirloom also plays an important
part in Courtney Pierce’s “The Nest” when popular baby-boomer
couple, Jean and Spence Collins, from her Legacy trilogy, find a
special ornament at an estate sale.
As many of the Windtree Press authors write romance novels,
finding love was bound to be a chosen theme for this Christmas
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holiday. Though several stories feature loving couples, two of our
authors have provided stories specifically in that vein. Judith Ashley’s
“First Love” explores how one young woman tries to open herself
to love in spite of a personal history of distrust and fear. Christy
Carlyle explores second chance love in her historical romance offering, “Don’t Forget the Mistletoe” where messages play an important
role in the story.
The remaining four stories have family relationships as a central theme. Jane Killick’s “Christmas with You” features a young
family celebrating a special Christmas with their baby. In “Career
Conundrum Christmas” Jamie Brazil explores the decisions one
often faces when trying to balance honoring the past and looking
to one’s future. Maggie Jaimeson’s “The Hogmanay Stranger” takes
her Sweetwater Canyon characters and their families to Scotland to
celebrate Hogmanay, and in the process discovering what is most
important to each of them as they move forward into a new year.
Finally, Susan Lute’s novella, “A Marine’s Christmas Proposal”,
presents two people undergoing difficult transitions, a former
Marine and a young business owner. This story explores the question
of how we choose to form families and, in doing so, find a way home.
Throughout these authors’ works, I found stories of hope, inspiration, kindness, forgiveness, charity, compassion, and of course love.
Above all, I found a common thread that no matter the challenges
one faces we are all called to be our very best selves. Not only at
Christmas but also throughout the entire year.
May your holidays be filled with wonderful memories, both past
and present, and may you find your best self in the spirit of this
season as you step into the new year.
Sincerely,

Maggie Lynch
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The Hogmanay Stranger
Maggie Jaimeson
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This sample begins part way through the story...

K at tiptoed down the stairs in the early morning. Her sleep

cycle was completely bonkers now. The eight-hour difference was
driving her batty. They were eating dinner last night at lunchtime
and going to bed at dinnertime. Now it was five in the morning,
but back home it was prime time for date night. Ugh. There was
no way she could sleep.
She quickly wrote a note to her mom, so she wouldn’t think
she’d been kidnapped in the middle of the night or something. She
placed it on the fireplace mantle where it would be easy to see. She
shrugged on her raincoat and galoshes near the front door, tucked
a paperback novel under the coat, and carefully let herself out. A
strong wind added more chill to the already moist air. She’d been
hoping for snow, like they had on Mt. Hood back home. Evidently
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the weather in Dunoon was very similar to the weather in Portland.
Rainy. Who would’ve known?
Pulling the hood tighter around her face, Kat thumbed the
flashlight app on her phone to help see the gravel path in the dark.
If there was a moon tonight, the clouds obscured it. She could see
a few lights on the firth below, but not many with the misty fog
hanging over the harbor. She turned toward the back and slowly
made her way down to the greenhouse where Rachel’s father kept
all the plant starters. It would at least be dry and warmer in there,
and she loved sitting alone, surrounded by plants and reading a
good romance novel.
Hmmm. The light was already on inside. Someone must have forgotten it when they took the tour of the property yesterday afternoon.
The door creaked like the opening of a horror movie when she
opened it. She couldn’t stop her heart from automatically beating
faster. ‘Silly,’ Kat said aloud. ‘We are in a tiny village in the early
morning. There aren’t going to be bad guys in here.’ She laughed a
little anxiously at her wandering imagination.
‘Maybe there are,’ a male voice responded and she jumped back
and screamed.
A hand snaked over her mouth from behind. ‘Don’t do that,’ he
said. ‘I’m just teasing, I’m not a bad guy.’
Kat stomped on his instep, just as she’d been taught in self-defense
class.
He yelped.
She grabbed a trowel from the table next to her and brandished
the pointy end at his throat. ‘Who are you? What are you doing
here? This is Cullen property and I’m sure you don’t belong here.’
The man didn’t look much older than Kat — maybe eighteen
instead of seventeen. Hard to know. His longer, shoulder-length hair
curled naturally around his face. His clothes looked a bit ragged.
Jeans with holes in the legs, a flannel shirt that looked like it came
from the Goodwill bin. Did they have Goodwill in Scotland?
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‘I would appreciate you not stabbing me with that,’ the young
man said.
Kat did not change the position of the trowel. ‘I said who are you?’
‘Nobody. Just looking for a warm place to spend the night.’
‘Nobody is not your name. Who are you?’
He lifted his hand slowly, palm facing the pointy end of the
trowel. ‘I can talk better if I don’t think you are going to cut my
throat with that thing and infect me with whatever dirt or other
chemicals it has on it.’
Kat waved it side to side. ‘Talk.’
His hand grabbed her wrist and twisted until she dropped the
trowel. He kicked it under the potting bench.
‘Why you … .’ Kat couldn’t think what to say. ‘I’m leaving now.
I’m going up to the house and reporting you.’
The young man grabbed her wrist again. ‘Please don’t do that.
I’ll just leave.’
He looked so tired and downtrodden that Kat couldn’t help but
think he was either running away from home or homeless.
‘I suggest you let go of me or I will scream my head off and then
you’ll never leave.’
He let go and headed for the door. ‘I’m outta here.’
She ran ahead and stood in front of it. ‘Wait! Maybe I’m being a
little harsh.’ What was she doing? He might be a murderer and she
was asking him to stay? This never turned out well in the movies.
‘It’s cold and rainy out there. Where would you go?’
‘Just a minute ago you were threatening to cut my throat and
now you’re acting all Mother Theresa?’
Kat waved a hand in front of his face. ‘Look, I was just taken
aback … you know I didn’t want any Jason, Friday the Thirteenth
stuff happening. It was just a reaction. But I’m not like the innkeeper
who puts out baby Jesus when there’s no room, either. You know?’
The guy laughed. ‘You are somethin’ else. Americans are always
so … weird.’

The Hogmanay Stranger 223

Kat pulled herself up straight. ‘Look I’m trying to help you here
and you’re gonna trash talk my country?’
He shook his head and held out his right hand. ‘Let’s start over.
I’m Ian. You are?’
Kat worried her lower lip. Finally she shook his hand. ‘I’m
Kat. We’re visiting Rachel’s dad. Mr. Cullen. We’re staying at his
place. Well the B&B place I guess. We’re all in a band together and
Rachel recently got married and so did Sarah, and before that so
did Michele, and well we are all like family, but we’re not, but we
are. Do you understand?’
‘I’m not sure I do, you talked so fast I might need a translator.’
Kat laughed. ‘You’re funny. I’m the one who needs a translator
with that accent.’
‘You’re in Scotland, lassie. This is how we talk. You’re the one
who has an accent.’
The door rattled behind her and they both jumped. Ian’s eyes
grew wide.
Kat slowly turned to see Gavin’s large frame fill the door.
‘Your maw’s worried about you,’ he said, not looking at her but
at Ian. ‘Who’s this then? How did you get to meetin’ a lad already?
You’ve barely been out of my site except after we all went to bed.’
‘It’s not what ye think, sir,’ Ian said.
‘Then what is it?’
Kat stepped in front of Ian and shook her head to warn him not
to get in trouble.
Ian pushed her behind him again. ‘I was crashin’ here to keep
warm,’ Ian said. ‘I’m sorry. I’ll go now. Happy Hogmanay to you.’
Gavin stopped him with a strong hand to his shoulder. ‘Have
you nowhere to go lad?’
‘I do.’ Ian responded. ‘I do.’
‘And where would that be?’
‘Um … east of Dunoon. I’m going’ to meet my sister but got a
late start and got a bit tired and saw the greenhouse and thought
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to get out of the wind and rain.’
‘Did ye now?’
‘Yes, that’s it,’ Kat offered, now standing side by side with Ian.
‘And I got up early ’cause I couldn’t sleep and came down here to
read and here he was.’
‘And what’s your family’s name, lad? I know most everyone in
these parts.’
Ian swallowed, his eyes darting to one side and then another as
if looking for escape.
‘I see,’ Gavin said. ‘You’re on your own then. How long? You
best tell me right.’
Ian let out a big breath. ‘My da kicked me out when his lady
friend came home last week. He said there wasn’t enough room for
her and me and I were old enough to be on my own.’
‘And your da is?’
‘It doesn’t matter now, does it? He doesn’t want me back.’ Ian
kicked at the gravel.
‘You’re welcome to stay with us if I have his permission, lad. But
I’m not harborin’ a runaway. So, tell me who he is and I’ll go round
and talk to him.’
Ian said nothing his eyes cast down.
Kat pushed at him. ‘Tell him, Ian. If you’re telling the truth,
Gavin will take care of it. I know it.’
Ian looked away. ‘It’s McKay. It won’t do you any good to talk
to him.’
‘Your father is Calum, then?’ Gavin’s voice lowered.
‘Yes, the same. The one that is in the papers every week.’ He
looked up and locked his jaw. ‘I’m not like him, Mr. Cullen. And I’m
not goin’ back no matter what you say and no matter what my da
says. So you might as well just let me go now and be done with me.’
‘Don’t be so anxious to get out in the cold, lad. I understand it
all now. How old are you? Sixteen? Seventeen?’
Kat stared straight at him. She wanted to know too.
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‘Seventeen and ready to work.’
Gavin clapped him on the shoulder. ‘We’ll see about work after
the holidays. You come with us for now. It happens I have a small
room left in the inn. You bring us good luck this day. A stranger at
our door. So you come on up and get some breakfast and I’ll get
you settled. Then you can help us get ready for Hogmanay.’
Ian didn’t move. Kat saw him swallow several times. She didn’t
know who his father was, but Gavin evidently knew him and he
must be bad enough that he wasn’t even going to go talk to him.
‘I’ve got to get breakfast started,’ Gavin said. ‘Kat, you see that
Ian here gets back to the house. ‘ He looked at Ian. ‘I’ll find you a
clean T-shirt and you get washed up for breakfast. We’ll talk later
about what you can do to work for your room and board.’ Then he
turned and walked out the greenhouse door.
Kat couldn’t stop smiling. ‘See. I told you Gavin would take
care of everything. I knew Rachel’s dad would be cool, but he’s
even better than I thought. You know his wife died eight years ago,
right? I mean he’s been running this place pretty much on his own.
I’ll bet he’s really looking forward to the help and all.’
Ian didn’t respond, but he followed her without hesitation as
she led the way back up the hill to the main house. Who would’ve
known that an early morning visit to the greenhouse would end
with a handsome boy staying at the Inn? She smiled, barely stopping
herself from skipping her way up the hill. This might be an even
more amazing new year’s then she thought.

T heresa paced the floor in the room she shared with Kat. After

hearing Kat’s story over breakfast she was still seething. How could
Gavin take in a perfect stranger, especially with Kat here? Kat had
always been a bit too accepting of people but Theresa had never
considered she would have to be protecting her against some hood-
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lum in Scotland.
A solid knock on the door stopped her pacing. ‘Come in.’
The door opened and Gavin stood in the frame. ‘From your terse
instructions, I gather you are upset.’
‘Close the door,’ Theresa mumbled. ‘I don’t want everyone here
to be listening to us.’
Gavin closed the door behind him but didn’t move further into
the room.
‘Look at it from my perspective,’ Theresa started and began to
pace again. ‘If Kat were your daughter and you were visiting America
and a strange boy with a criminal family history accosted her, would
you be happy if I then invited that same boy to stay in my home
where he could convince her to do who knows what?’
‘Because the father is rotten it doesn’t mean the boy is too,’ Gavin
said. ‘He’s a lost lad with nowhere to go and little skills to survive.
Would you have me put him out in the cold?’
Theresa sat on the edge of the bed. ‘No, but isn’t that what social
services are for? You do have social workers here don’t you? Don’t
they have special arrangements to come help those children?’
‘May I?’ Gavin pointed to the other bed in the room.
Theresa blew out a big breath and nodded.
‘He’s seventeen,’ Gavin said as he lowered himself to the other
bed and faced her.
‘Exactly, and that’s a big problem. Kat’s been hurt before and I
don’t want it to happen again. This young man is obviously a man
of the world already. Kat is innocent, trusting. She sees life like one
big romantic movie.’
‘I think you are selling her short,’ Gavin said. ‘She was ready to
protect him from being sent to the police. I think she understands
on some level that he comes from a bad family.’
‘She would. She sees herself as the savior of animals and anyone
who is orphaned. That’s how she sees this boy, as an orphan who
needs saving — not the predator he could be.’
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‘Predator? That’s being a bit harsh.’
‘Is it?’
‘Yes, you know nothing about him.’
‘I know men,’ Theresa said. ‘They all want one thing from girls.’
‘Really?’
She stood and looked down at him. ‘Yes. And it is my job to
protect my daughter from them.’
‘I see.’
‘No, you don’t see. I have been a single parent since Kat was
two-years-old. I’ve been the father and the mother, and sometimes
the big sister when needed.’
‘I’m sorry,’ Gavin said. ‘It sounds like it’s been a rough time.’
Theresa looked away and, after a few moments, sat down on the
edge of the bed again. ‘I’m sorry. I must sound like an ogre.’
‘No. You sound like a mother who loves her daughter very much.
Evelyn was the same with Rachel.’
‘I know I can’t protect her from everything,’ Theresa continued.
‘I already failed her once by not being understanding of a … a particular situation. What can I do to make this Ian go away?’
‘I could try to find you a place elsewhere, if you prefer,’ Gavin
said. ‘There are probably no Inns with rooms but I could talk to a
neighbor if you like.’
‘No. She would blame me for being too paranoid and it would
certainly drive her back here. She would sneak out just to learn why
I didn’t like the boy.’
‘Then we are at a stalemate,’ he said. ‘It is Hogmanay. A day when
the entire country celebrates. Even if social services would take
him — which they wouldn’t because he’s seventeen — they aren’t
open and no offices will be open until the day after New Year’s. I’ve
known this family for a long time and I’ve never once seen a police
report where Ian has gotten into trouble.’
‘That doesn’t mean—’
‘I promise,’ he interrupted her. ‘I promise to share the burden
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of watching out for Kat. I promise I won’t let anything untoward
go on between them.’
Theresa sighed and shook her head. ‘I guess I don’t have much
choice.’
‘Come on, Theresa. If you give the lad a chance, you may even
find out you like him.’ Gavin stood and opened the door. ‘We’re
going to be cleaning most of the afternoon, so now is the time to
get some rest. Once the festivities start you’ll be going until the wee
hours of the morn.’
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