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I know the foreword usually goes at the beginning of a book, and it’s written by someone other than the author. So, I’m not calling this a foreword and simply wanted to write you a letter. I wanted to share with you what’s on my heart about A Magical Christmas Wedding before you meet Mac and Jordan and all the characters in this book I love. I wanted to tell you about who I wrote this book for, so you’d understand. 

This book is dedicated to my mother, Betty Lou. I think she would’ve loved this book because it has that holiday television feel she absolutely adored and looked forward to each year. When the Christmas romance specials started airing on television, we’d pile in her little tv room and watch movies for hours. If she saw a new commercial for an upcoming night of holiday romance, she’d call me, and we’d schedule a viewing together! Even if we’d seen them the year before, we’d catch them again. Let’s get real here. We’d have those babies on repeat.

When I saw that Hallmark had open submissions to accept novels in September, I set right away to form the challenge to write a book for my Mesa (her nickname – table in Spanish). The more my life called, and I was learning how to balance my back to school schedule (teaching full time and homeschooling at night), I knew I wouldn’t meet the deadline. That’s when the story actually developed into what it was supposed to be all along - a Christian fiction holiday story! 

You’ll get to meet Mac and Jordan today. I’m excited about that because you’ll get to live in a world for a few hours that the Holy Spirit gave me in honor of my mother. You’re sharing this with me, and I’m so humbled you’ve chosen this to read out of the tons of other holiday romances. 

My mother passed away with lung disease (COPD) from years of smoking. Since her passing, I’ve not been able to watch a holiday movie we shared together. I pretty much turned from all things romance and moved over into the horror/paranormal genre I love. Last year, during the Christmas season, I cried all the way through watching You’ve Got Mail. That was once my daily December dose of love, my happy place movie. I made it through the movie and told my husband, Eli, during the year of 2019 I might be able to watch a Hallmark movie again. I felt it could be part of my healing. 

In 2019, I watched The Shop Around the Corner with Eli. He held my hand through it. It’s the original, black and white, Jimmy Stewart movie that inspired You’ve Got Mail. My daddy ordered me the movie on VHS because I loved it so much, and he’d watch it with me. I made it through that movie in 2019. I knew there was hope for me yet. 

Now we are approaching the holiday season, and I can smile knowing I contributed to the line of Christmas romance books, with a clean and fun adventure any age could read! If it’s not my year to fully immerse myself in the movies I once shared with my mother, at least I can look back over the year and say I authored a book instead. I wrote a book I think she’d be proud of.

This book was a complete labor of love. Each day when I would start working on the manuscript, I’d remind myself I was writing this book for Jesus and my momma. It helped me to channel things that maybe she’d like to see in a story. She loved all things Christmas, with every room in our house decorated to fit a theme. She might have had a paperback copy of A Magical Christmas Wedding on display, knowing her! She loved angels, and there’s one that appears in the story! You’ll meet him later. 

I want to tell you why my main character’s name is Mac. My mother insisted when I had a little girl, I call her Mac. She loved the character from her soap opera, The Young and the Restless. Since she named me from Morgan Fairchild’s character in Search for Tomorrow, she felt the tradition needed to continue. I’ve lost four babies to be with the Lord through miscarriage, and maybe one is a little girl in Heaven with my mother right now, and she’s named her Mac. Until that time, I’ve got my character Mackenzie Hart, because my mother was my heart and my best friend.

The Young and the Restless fans will also recognize Chancellor as well. Chancellor Mackenzie is actually named to celebrate our lovely little sweetheart in our family, my nephew. My niece named her son Chancellor after Mrs. Chancellor, who my mother also loved on the show. So, as you can see, another name showed up, fighting for the spotlight because my mother would’ve loved it. 

My parents were married in 1955, so now you’ll get that reference. My parents dated for a month and were married for 52 years. A love like that deserves a fictitious twist with a little bit of time travel added to it. And yes, my Granny did go to the wedding in curlers. My Aunt Shelby was a hoot and a half, and she’s lovingly portrayed in the novel, along with the name of my dear Aunt Janice. I love being able to add family members to my fictional characters. They are forever named in my books, and I hope they know I love them. June was the month of my daddy’s birthday, so now you know where her character name came from. My daddy’s name was Bill. You’ll meet him in the story, too. You’ll also meet Jolly, in honor of my English bulldog, Rambo. 

There are so many things I could tell you about this book that are personal to me and all the reasons why I love it but that would take another book. So, when you begin to read A Magical Christmas Wedding, I hope you keep your loved ones that you’ve lost close to your heart, put on some fuzzy socks, snuggle in pajamas, and disappear for a while in the world of Crystal Falls, North Carolina. Merry Christmas!

Blessings,

Jen Lowry

​
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There was no time like the day at hand for Mackenzie Hart to finally try on her dress. The minute she agreed to marry Jordan the whirlwind of emotions and details bombarded her. It took one phone call to break the official news and the plans began. It was as if her mother had been waiting for this moment all of her life, and Mac couldn’t help but smile thinking about her excitement. 

Her parents knew before her. Jordan had asked them for her hand in marriage. She heard the retelling over that first phone call. From her mother crying tears of joy to her father admonishing Jordan with threats to not hurt his little girl, the talk of their life became all about the wedding. Her parents loved Jordan from day one, and she did, too. There was a way about him that sat well with her soul. Traditional. One thing among many she loved about him.

It had only been a week into the proposal and her mother arranged for a boutique appointment, carrying on about how long alterations could take and since the Christmas season was a time for weddings, if they didn’t plan it now, they would lose the venue and musicians and caterers...

Her mother was right, yet again. As soon as the news traveled around Crystal Falls about the wedding, every local shop and business owner they knew wanted to pitch in and somehow be a part of the festivities. Especially since their mountain town always did up Christmas right, a wedding would be a joyous occasion that time of year. Mac knew it was the right time to say I do. Even if Mrs. Hart thought she was crazy trying to plan it in three months. It just felt right.

Mackenzie sighed as she parked in front of the tiny storefront down Main, and she rested her chin against the steering wheel to observe the liveliness of her little town. Construction workers lined up to pick up Bill’s Hotdogs on their break. She watched as a couple of the guys were trying to balance snowballs on tops of their yellow hats. Their faces were soft with jesting at one another, fighting off the cold with a joke or two.

A mother was pushing her baby into Sara’s hair salon, probably praying the little one would nap long enough for a shampoo. Sara’s was the place where she’d find herself soon enough. Having your hair done at Sara’s was a given. No other big city salons would do. When you went into Sara’s, it was like walking into your family’s den and settling in. She’d welcome anyone and everyone with a smile and a story. Sara had already met with Mac to decide on the perfect style for her hair. She knew without a doubt it would look lovely.

Mr. Thompson was rearranging the winter clearance sign in front of his hardware store. His movements were slow and deliberate, telling her his age was wearing more on him this year. She wondered what would happen to the store when he could no longer keep it up. He had no children to pass it along to, and it wasn’t like the town was getting any bigger. Fond memories of eating Mickey Mouse ice cream in the store line while her daddy needed to pick up nails for a project momma had him doing on the weekends brought her to a smile. 

More boards were going up on a downtown shop window, signaling another store went under and had to be vacated. More empty rooms reminding her that things change but not always for the good. It’s not that Mac resented change, in fact, she loved how her life had changed over the past year. She didn’t want to see the likes of a place she loved so much disappear or for change to mean she’d have to leave it.

Her mother rapped on the window. “Mac, are you coming?”

Janice Hart was dressed in pink, all the way down to her colored Keds. December days were bringing in cooler temperatures. She embraced her mom and immediately felt her warmth on the chill, brisk day. Her mother’s kindness always spread through to her hands, so Mackenzie took hold of one as they walked down the sidewalk.

“What had you huddled up in the car? I saw that look on your face. Are you okay, honey?”

“I was just thinking about how much I love this place.”

Her momma laughed. “What’s got you thinking about all that when you should be thinking about lace or no lace tablecloths? We still have to do the final touches for the reception hall.”

MacKenzie hadn’t told her family but Jordan was applying for jobs in Raleigh and Charlotte, hoping to have them moved by the new year. He wanted the city life and the prospects of a higher-paid position in a towering skyscraper meant he could provide for his new wife and one day family. 

He’d not had any luck with positions and secretly Mac was praying they’d stay in Crystal Falls. Mackenzie felt they could live fine right where they were. She already had a home she’d purchased from her Aunt Shelby when she moved to the beach in a retirement condo. It was a small house on a quiet street near the downtown district, but it was fine for them. There was always room for renovations, and her father was always working on one project or another. Adding her home to his list would have been a joy.  

Jordan was still renting by the college, where he roomed with his best friend, Jake. Jake was waiting for his lease to be up, and he said he might head back to Connecticut. Being a small college town had its advantages because it could bring in students from all over the world. That’s how she’d met Jordan. If only they’d fall in love and stay, thought Mackenzie. The town could have a future. But even with Jordan loving her, that wasn’t enough for him to stay. 

She knew Jordan wanted more than Crystal Falls, but she wondered if he knew that any place was just a place, a position on a map, with roads and businesses and people and traffic. As grandiose as the big city sounded to Jordan she knew without family and community and mountain trails they would miss out on the world. It was maybe because he was raised in D.C. that he wanted that type of living and what he called endless possibilities of things to do. The possibilities were not far away, but right where she stood. She didn’t want to tell Jordan all of that. If he had dreams of big-time investment banking, who was she to stand in his way? 

“Come on. Marjorie is probably pacing the floor. You know how she is on Sunday when the preacher is a tad late. Gets all in a tizzy waving her watch in the air like she’s some timekeeper. Who does she think she is anyway?”

“Momma, be nice.”

The bell jingled. Momma put on the sugar as their feet hit the green, velvety carpet. “Marjorie, dear. So glad you could fit us in with your busy schedule.”

Mackenzie looked around. Other than their Crystal Falls Teen Miss pageant winner browsing through the new collection of sunburst yellow sequined dresses with her mom and sister, they were the only other customers in the store. 

Mrs. Marjorie leaned in for cheek kisses and an elaborate twirl of Mackenzie, which made her feel like she was going on five. 

“Janice, come on in. And look at Mackenzie. Your special day is here, darlin’, and a fine day it is. Speaking of fine, where is that Jordan of yours today?”

“He doesn’t get off at the bank until five, so I’m sure you won’t be seeing him.”

Her momma scolded her. “What do you mean, seeing him? There’s no way he’s stepping near this establishment. Text him right now, Mac. Let him know it’s off-limits. It’s bad luck to see the bride in her wedding dress. It means the end. Finished. Done." 

“It’s not that drastic, Momma. Besides, he doesn’t even know we’re here.”

Mrs. Marjorie huffed as she held out two billowing dresses for Mrs. Hart to choose from, swishing them for full effect. The princess kind of dress, with high collared necklines and shoulder pads. The 1980s kind. 

“Keeping secrets, are we? Well, that’s not a good way to start off a marriage." 

Mackenzie ignored the remark and tried to think of a nice way to say her momma wasn’t going to prom, but to stand beside her as her best friend.

Her mother must have read her mind. “Maybe not so poofy. Something elegant. Straight.”

Mrs. Marjorie answered, “We have all kinds, dear.”

She came back out with fishtail designs that were tight everywhere but the flair. Clearly not for her or anyone else in Crystal Falls, or the entire state of North Carolina for sure.

Mrs. Hart stifled a laugh. “Do you have anything not so mermaid?”

Her mother tried to smooth over the awkwardness that had fallen over them all. “How about we look around a bit, Mac, while she brings out your dress for your final fitting. If I can’t find one today, I still have time to drive over to the Chester mall.”

Mrs. Marjorie came back around with a bundle of magazines in her arms. “And we have order options with free shipping. You can take these with you if you can’t find anything you like today. But I’ve got something, I swear it or my name ain’t Marjorie Black.”

Mackenzie walked through the racks, trying to focus on the silk and the cut, the neckline, or the pearls but it all felt like a blur. She felt like she was still living in a dream. 

She glanced over at the little sister looking up to her older one, swirling around with a teal sequined dress catching the light. Mackenzie smiled. She remembered looking up to brides in the past, as they walked down the aisle at church, imagining one day it might be her.  

Three months flew by in a whirlwind. Now, she was in a shop with the loudest owner in history blasting over the pop music piped from old speakers looking at outdated dresses for her mother that seemed to step her back in time. 

“Momma,” Mackenzie whispered as her mom drew near. “Wonder why Mrs. Marjorie is stalling. Does she appear to be a little bit more frantic than normal?”

Mrs. Hart put up the dress she was holding and placed it on the spinning rack for later inspection. She was sure no one would come in anytime soon and need an emerald green ball gown. 

“You might be right. Don’t get me to starting about bad feelings. I’ve had a weird one all day that this day might not go as we had planned. Something told me we should’ve went into the city for your dress, but you wanted everything done here. Weddings at Christmas will get crazy, dear. Whose idea was that anyway?”

Mac grinned. Her momma should have known that from the get-go. Christmas was Mac’s time of the year. Having the celebration of her lifetime right under twinkle lights would be a perfect backdrop. Besides, she had so loved Christmas that she even named her bulldog, Jolly and gave him nicknames like St. Nic and Santa Man, and Claus Paws and all the ways you name a dog without calling him Jolly.

Her mother continued, “Mac, I know you love Christmas, but do you realize all that goes into planning a wedding? We need to get this dress today and look at her with that guilt look trying to act all composed. I see it on her. Something happened. You need to be fitted. She’s so busy worrying about the preacher and she needs to worry about her own time. That’s my opinion. I’m just saying.”

A voice called, and it was like Mrs. Marjorie was a ninja. Out of sight but never out of earshot. “I heard that. Guaranteed around here or your money back.”

“We need her dress, Marj, not the money back.” Her mother’s voice lowered, “Are you okay?”

“I just remembered that I’m supposed to meet Jordan for dinner. I need to go get ready soon, and I don’t want to run late.” 

She wasn’t far from the truth of it. He texted her during her planning period, asking her to meet him later, but they hadn’t made definite plans.

“As long as you’re okay. You’ve got the look.”

“What look?”

“The one that says you might be a tad bit overwhelmed at the moment. I’ve heard this story before.”

“When?”

“From momma, years ago.”

“Grandma June? What do you mean?”

Mrs. Marjorie interrupted, with the stack of catalogs and pushed them into Mackenzie’s arms to help her mother decide. “I heard you had a hot date with Jordan. Where’s he taking you?”

Mackenzie juggled the magazines about to topple at any minute. “It’s a surprise.”

“Always the gentleman. I know how anxious your momma is to get the show rolling.”

Momma said, “Yep, it’s time to move to round two tomorrow. The venue decorations are the next big thing to cross of the list. We’re going to start decorating a day early so as to get a move on things. Start with the dress and it all works out in the end. That’s just my opinion. The dress. Marjorie? Not my dress, but Mac’s?”

Crystal Falls usually started to snow mid-November, so she would have a white wedding. Even though the weather appeared to be cool for the weekend, she was still crossing her fingers for a little bit of snow. Besides, who needed decorations when the magnificence of the falls in the background? That would be the perfect spot for a white wedding. She smiled thinking of the Billy Idol song, well, not that kind of wedding, but one all the same.

The park at the falls was where Jordan took her to propose to her. When her mother wanted to start booking the church and the banquet hall and get that ball rolling, Mac had to quickly put those plans to a halt. Jordan and her both agreed that the falls was where they wanted to speak their vows. It was the place where they first met, to their proposal, then to their marriage. Full circle in the very spot where she gave her heart to him. 

Those were the simple, yet profound moments that changed her life forever. The ones she cherished. She was far from complicated or chaos or over the top, and Jordan was the same. After seeing her mother and Mrs. Marjorie huddled around the back door of the shop that led to her private sewing area, it didn’t take long for Mac to realize that something was drastically wrong. Her mother’s feelings were right, yet again. The feeling of discernment was strong with that one.

Her mother kept swatting at Mrs. Marjorie as if some assailant mosquito was in the way between them. Mrs. Marjorie disappeared in the back and reappeared with her dress bag in hand. 

Tears brimmed her eyes. Mac knew it was serious now. “I’m so sorry, Mac. Scooter did it. Well, it was my fault. Scooter was with me when I was working on your dress, and he happened to spill my Merlot.”

Scooter was Mrs. Marjorie’s Siamese cat, never much liking the front of the store, so he found his domain best in the sewing room. 

“Let me guess,” said Mac, with a tight smile. “Did the wine land on my dress?”

She wailed, “It did with a splash, dear. It’s ruined. I couldn’t have the heart to call you. It happened late last night. There’s nothing I can do, and with the wedding only two days away...” Her voice caught a sob, and she tried to gather her composure as to not cause a scene in the store. “Can we find a replacement here? Can you try on every single dress there is, and it’s yours? Free. I told you we’ve got a money back guarantee, and I mean it from the bottom of my heart.” 

Mackenzie refused to allow a dress mishap to ruin her wedding. She saw the look of hurt wash over her mother’s face as if she were devastated, and then she saw it turn more to anger than Mac had read in her mother’s emotions in quite a long time. If Mac didn’t take the high road on this one, she knew that it would sever a friendship. She needed to step in fast and make the best of the situation.

“Can I be honest to both of you, and you won’t think I’m weird?”

Mrs. Hart put her arm around her. “Anything dear, just don’t cry. I don’t think my nerves can take it.”

“I’m wearing the dress for a few hours. It’s on and off. It’s probably going into a box to stay hidden forever in my closet. The wine didn’t ruin my wedding day, Mrs. Marjorie. It forces us to get a little more creative. I’ll try on dresses, but maybe not tonight. Do you think we could set up an arrangement first thing in the morning, and you could maybe do an emergency alteration? Maybe no wine this time?”

Mrs. Marjorie put her hand over her heart, and Mac saw her sway slightly. “So, you aren’t mad, honey? You aren’t going to go all over town and tell the social media people that I destroyed your dreams and dashed them to smithereens?”

“No. It’s only a dress, Marjorie. A dress that wasn’t meant for me. That means greater things are in store. Getting married is about me and Jordan, even if we have last minute changes to our attire. Standing in front of God, my family, and friends and pledging my love to my man is what matters.”

Mrs. Marjorie fanned her face, fighting back tears. Mac was glad she could relieve her of her worries. “You raised this one right, Janice. She’s a doll. If it would have happened to Kathleen...”

Mrs. Hart laughed. “You’d be out of business for sure. Mac, you handled that better than me. I was about to fall apart any minute for you.”

“Remember how much fun it was to go dress shopping the first time? You treated me like a princess that day, Mrs. Marjorie. Now, I get to relive it all over again. Tomorrow, Momma can get her dress, too. We can do this together.”

“And I’ve had new shipments of wedding dresses come in since October that might find your fancy. The winter collection is divine. Your dream dress might be on these racks, even better than the first.”

Mac didn’t want to worry her one bit so she just smiled and agreed to a time they would try again. Her dream dress was in the back with stains on it. It was last years design and marked way down on the clearance rack, but perfect for Mac. Now, because of the mishap, she would be able to pick any dress without an outrageous cost attached to it. If Mac could turn it around, she could count it as a blessing. She would think of the positives only. She had learned long ago that was the better way to live. 

Nothing was going to make her upset about marrying Jordan. All else was temporary. Except maybe moving away...that was permanent. Mackenzie pushed that out of her mind and hugged her mother goodbye and slid in the car. This time she put her head on the steering wheel and looked at the empty passenger seat. 

The rest of this was supposed to be easy, or that’s what she always thought. Right now, she wasn’t so sure about that. It didn’t feel the way she dreamed it would, and as she drove down the main street, she fought back the tears that wanted to rain on her, what did Mrs. Marjorie call it, her special day.

Mac couldn’t shake the feeling that it was more than the dress that might go wrong. She couldn’t figure out what was tugging at her heart, but she could feel something stirring within her. It was saying, “Change is coming. Be prepared.”  
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Jordan checked his watch for the seventh time. No messages. She hadn’t called or texted back, and it was so unlike her. He loved that she took time out of grading papers or reflecting on her lesson plans to give him a quick call on his drive home like clockwork. It was something he looked forward to each day. Listening to the sing-song quality of her voice was better than any music on his playlist. 

But today, he couldn’t reach her. She’d mentioned she was picking up her dress with her mother, so he knew that might take time. He had his own tailor appointment in the morning. Jordan knew her mother had been over-the-top excited and figured she would be as much as soon as the wedding weekend approached. On the night he asked her parents for permission, Mrs. Hart was already asking him about his family flying in from Washington, D.C. and where they would stay, and if there’d be any chance, he’d agree to her guest list without question. 

He just wanted to marry Mac. Simple.

When he told Mac and Mrs. Hart that he’d be fine with whatever plans they made for the wedding, as long as he had Mac at the end of the day, that was what counted, he knew he made Mrs. Hart’s day. Mac was her only child, and he marveled at the bond they had. If only he would have had that with his mother. He knew Mac was going to make an excellent mom herself one day, and they talked about starting a family soon after they were married. 

He smiled thinking about what next Christmas could look like. They might have an infant to hold. His heart grew warm at the thought. So much to celebrate tonight, and Mac wasn’t answering. 

Mac deserved the world, and that’s what he wanted to give to her. So much more than Crystal Falls was waiting for her, and she didn’t know it. He knew how much the city could bring for them. Not only the arts, museums, restaurants, but great opportunities for his children to be involved. Jordan looked at the long term, and had been saving up all through college for a transitional move. He was proud of how he was carefully planning every single part of their future, thinking of not only their finances, but their lifestyle.

Ever since he met Mac, he felt like everything in his life was finally lining up the way it was meant to be. They’d met the summer before when he and Jake were out at the falls taking a run. It was like any other morning run. He woke up early each Saturday to get that time in with Jake, and they had their set routine. That day was magical. She had Jolly with her and was in full conversation. He looked for an earpiece and saw that she wasn’t hooked to a Bluetooth like most people on the trail. 

It was her and her dog. She was strikingly beautiful, and his heart caught when he saw her as they drew nearer. It was the kind of pretty that lends itself to feelings of intimidation at the thought of the approach, not sure if she was full of herself because she was so breathtaking or so humble that she didn’t notice.

Thank God, Mac was the latter. 

Jake must have read his expression and encouraged him. “It’s been a long time since Jewel. Go ahead and say something. Anything.”

Before Jordan could argue or even think of a line, he blurted out, “I’d love to know what he says back.”

At first, Mac’s nose crinkled, and she got this cute expression across her face as if she was trying to figure out what he meant. Her chestnut and honey wheat hair fell in loose curls around her and framed her delicate features. Her deep, emerald eyes narrowed and then, she got his reference, and her face turned a red liken to Tabasco.

Jake murmured, “She’s hot," and for some reason, that word attached to the woman in front of him didn’t fit.  He was already feeling protective over her and ignored Jake, waiting for her reply.

He remembered how taken aback he was the first time she spoke. She had a country, sweet quality to the sound of her voice. He knew he could hold her and listen to her forever. 

“I know it looks crazy that I talk away at him all day and night. He doesn’t seem to mind or never talks back. The best kind of conversation. Jolly ol’ Chap always agrees with me. It makes for a great relationship.”

“What’s his name? He’s a cute one.”

Jake laughed. “An English bulldog? Cute? Only to a mother.”

She frowned. “Watch it. He’s very self-conscious. His name is Jolly ol’ Chap. Don’t ask. I know. A little weird, right? I made him a birth certificate and framed it with his paw print in the corner. I’m maybe a little extra.”

Jordan laughed, and he watched the way her eyes lit up. He stepped closer to Jolly. 

Jordan put on his best British accent as he petted the dog. “I think he is a fine ol’ chap, indeed.”

Jake said, “Really? You’re going to be that guy right now?”

“I’m Jordan McLaughlin.”

She reached out her hand to take his, and in that very moment, when her soft fingers slid across his palm, he knew he loved her. 
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