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Sadie Lynwood's cozy Christmas reunion at Castle Carrick in Scotland shatters when her estranged husband, Douglas, arrives unannounced. Her heart races as she wonders why he's there. Does he plan to save face with the family or rekindle their marriage, now shattered beyond recognition? As snow blankets the castle, Sadie and Doug must confront the past and take a leap of faith into the unknown if they want a second chance at love.
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Dear Reader,

I hope you enjoy this Christmas Christian Romance novella, written from my heart to yours. I’ve included a glossary of Scottish and Gaelic words you’ll encounter in the story. May you find inspiration on these pages about forgiveness, kindness, relationships, love, joy, peace, restoration, and most of all, the story of God’s plan of redemption for us. 

Warmest Regards and Happy Reading,

Lisa
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Theme Verse
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Description automatically generated]

Love is patient and kind. Love is not jealous or boastful or proud or rude. It does not demand its own way. It is not irritable, and it keeps no record of being wronged. It does not rejoice about injustice but rejoices whenever the truth wins out. Love never gives up, never loses faith, is always hopeful, and endures through every circumstance.

***
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I Corinthians 13:4-7, NLT
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Scotts and Gaelic Vocabulary
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Ach away! – expression of surprise.

Afore – before

Athair/dadaidh – father

Auld  – old

Bairn – baby

Braw – good, fine, fine looking; excellent; well dressed

Brèagha – handsome; pretty

Canna, mustna, couldna – can’t, mustn’t, couldn’t

Chridheil – Christmas

Crabbit – bad-tempered

Daft – foolish, stupid

Doon – down

Doot – doubt

Dunt – strike/knock

Eftir – after 

Fleg – frighten/startle

Fower – four

Gandy-goes – mischief, nonsense

Girn – whine, complain

Glaikut – stupid 

Gowk – fool, idiot

Gowpen – two hands cupped (measurement)

Hiv – have

Hoose – house

Lad (Laddie) – boy

Lass (Lassie) – girl

Mak – make

Màthair/Mam – Scottish Gaelic word for mother/Scots word for Mum or Mom

Muckle – big

Nae – no

Nollaig Chridheil – Merry Christmas

Noo – now

Oot – out

Peelie-wally – sick, not well

Raivel – muddle

Scunnered – fed up

Seanair – Scottish Gaelic word for grandfather

Seanmhair – Scottish Gaelic word for grandmother

Shither – people of the area; folk

Shoogle – shake

Skelp – smack, strike, hit; also means to move quickly or work with great energy

Skifter – light dusting of snow

Skint – wee drop of liquid

Tae – to

Tapadh leat – thank you

Tapsalteerie – upside-down

Tattie scone – a delicious flatbread typically served with a traditional Scottish breakfast

Tatties and neeps – potatoes and turnips

The morra – tomorrow

Thrawn – stubborn

Twa – two

Wee – small

Ye/youse – you/plural form of you

Yin – one

Yon – that



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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Christmas cookies and happy hearts, this is how the holiday starts.

—Unknown

***
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December of 2012, Carrick Castle, Scotland

Seanmhair Catriona Duncan tapped her feet on the old stone floor in perfect time to the beautiful sound of piano and bagpipes streaming into the castle’s kitchen as Aunt Fiona cranked the volume so everyone could enjoy it. “The Country Piper” by Frank Mills would forever remain a favorite for Sadie Lynwood. She’d asked the D.J. to play it at her wedding reception during the dancing portion of the evening. She loved the song so much, her heart always felt joyful whenever she heard it. She could see how happy it made her darling grandmother and her family, and for a few minutes, she forgot about the problems in her marriage with Douglas. 

For a woman in her seventies, Sadie thought her grandmother possessed a spritely physique, tons of energy, and plenty of sharp wit beneath her silver fashionably bobbed hair. Her grandmother hardly missed a beat about anything going on in the lives of those around her, and at present, she wielded an old-fashioned wooden rolling pin better than Sadie wielded the one Aunt Fiona had given her.

“How do you keep so fit, Seanmhair?” Sadie kept rolling, hoping she could keep up with her grandmother’s progress. Satisfied with the thickness of the dough, she paused to sort through an assortment of cookie cutters, hoping she would have the same boundless energy at her seanmhair’s age.

Seanmhair chuckled. “Traipsing up and down the steps in this castle and walking the halls keeps me fit and trim.”

Sifting through the metal cutters shaped like stars, hearts, churches, crescent moons, stockings, candy canes, candles, and many others, Sadie smiled at her grandmother’s answer as she settled on one shaped like a Christmas tree and pressed the cutter into the dough she’d rolled to about one quarter of an inch thickness. She cut three more of the tree shapes and then used a spatula, lifting the cookies onto a tray lined with a sheet of parchment paper. 

She had arrived two days prior after a long flight from Lexington, Kentucky with the rest of her family, including her mom, dad, sister, brother, and her brother’s girlfriend. Her husband not among them, she had resigned herself to muddling through her third Christmas as a married woman without Doug at her side. 

At the age of twenty-seven, she’d still needed to rest on her first day in Scotland from jetlag after traipsing through several airports, increased security, and standing in long lines to get through customs—not to mention the endless packing and list making ahead of the journey. Didn’t every trip start with her meticulous packing and preparations? After all, she liked to dress appropriately and took pride in planning ahead with her anything-could-happen mentality. This year, she’d packed a ball gown to wear for the Christmas ball at the castle too, but sadly, she would attend without her husband. She hoped she could still find joy in the event despite the ache in her heart. 

Sadie spent her second day unpacking, settling in, catching up with her Scottish relations, and wandering around the property, familiarizing herself with the castle and grounds she hadn’t seen since her early teens. Uncle Fergus and Aunt Fiona had picked them up at the Edinburgh airport in their SUV, and Fergus, her father’s brother, had enveloped all of them in one of his enormous family bear hugs, making them all laugh. Her third day at Castle Carrick looked promising. A layer of about five inches of snow had blanketed them inside for a cozy day of baking, one of her favorite Christmas traditions, and a year-round hobby she loved. 

Aunt Fiona had organized the baking marathon along with a number of other traditional activities she’d mentioned for the next two weeks. More family would arrive soon to join them in celebrating the birth of the Savior of the world. She sure could use some of His miracle-working power in her marriage. Did He hear her prayers? She supposed He did, but His answers evaded her, or maybe they hadn’t appeared yet. When the wonderful song ended, her aunt turned the volume down and paused before mixing another batch of cookie dough, a wide smile on her face.

“We have so much fun planned for you all noo, since you’ve all had a chance to settle in. I, for one, am looking forward to all of us sitting in church together, the Christmas caroling at the community dinner event, some shopping in Edinburgh, playing in the snow, and dancing the night away at our fantoosh Christmas ball tae our hearts’ content. The ball is held right here at the castle every year, and oh, there’s so much more Fergus and I hiv planned with Seanair and Seanmhair’s help. I told Sophie all about it ahead of your trip. I’m sure she’s filled youse in on some of the details. I hope youse hiv all remembered to bring your ball gowns and tuxedos, but if not, we’ll find something for youse in Edinburgh.”

“Yes, I filled them in on just about everything,” Sophie, Sadie’s mother, replied. “We’re all happy to finally be here in Scotland again after all these years. I intend to enjoy every minute to the fullest. It’s the simple traditions I love most, like baking these cookies with all of you today, and being together for meals.”

Sadie couldn’t agree more, and looking around the room, she noticed everyone else nodding too.

“What’s fantoosh?” Sadie’s sister Maisey asked.

“Fantoosh means fancy or elegant. Ye will love it,” Seanmhair Catriona answered for Aunt Fiona, her daughter-in-law, wife to her middle son of three, Uncle Fergus. Sadie found herself proud of her father, Hugh, the eldest son, and looking forward to Uncle Jack, the youngest son, joining them soon with his family. “People from several villages attend, along with friends and families from the shither.” Her grandmother waved her arm to the right in a sweeping motion, indicating she meant the whole area. 

Aunt Fiona had assigned each of them tasks for their day of baking. After directing and equipping each of the Duncan ladies for their tasks, she’d chuckled with glee. “Noo we hiv a system going.” 

Looking around at the castle’s updated, nicely modern kitchen, Sadie agreed. Like Maisey had said after they’d churned out several dozen chocolate chip cookies in a short time, their vibrant and happy Scottish aunt had turned them into a “lean, mean, baking machine.” 

A large bowl of cookie cutters and a dish of flour sat between Sadie and Seanmhair. They would each generously sprinkle the table, their rolling pins, and the chilled mounds of dough with plenty of flour before “rolling oot the dough,” as Seanmhair called it. Then they cut the dough into shapes and transferred them to trays, ready for the oven. 

For other kinds of cookies, Fiona asked Sadie and Seanmhair to form wee teaspoon-sized balls or drops of dough. She assigned Sophie and Maisey the task of pressing forks loaded with a cinnamon sugar mixture “tae mak crisscross marks” in the snickerdoodle cookies before the baking. Aunt Fiona asked her daughter, Cousin Isla, and Marcy, Liam’s girlfriend, to transfer the baked and cooled cookies into containers and tins.

“We’ll keep some for us, freeze some for the ball, and give some away to villagers, friends, and neighbors,” Cousin Isla explained as they worked.

Aunt Fiona took their completed cookie trays and slid them into the oven in-between making new batches of cookie dough using her fantoosh mixer, like the one Sadie’s mom, Sophie, had at home. After the cut-out cookies cooled, Sadie’s mom and her sister Maisey frosted them. Cousin Isla and Liam’s girlfriend, Marcy, added the sugar crystals, sprinkles, and piped other frosting colors for trim on the cut-out cookies.

Sadie found her attention continually drawn to the amazing Kitchen Buddy mixer her aunt used. Like her mom’s mixer in Kentucky, it came with all kinds of attachments. When she didn’t daydream about having one of those mixers someday, she found herself mesmerized by the enormous copper exhaust hood over the large stove and oven in the castle’s kitchen.  

Fiona kept the fantoosh mixer going, adding the fresh dough to the fridge to set up properly. Her tasks included removing cookies from the oven when the timer buzzed. Elsie, the castle’s cook, stood by, washing dishes and asking if Aunt Fiona needed any new ingredients or additional help with anything. No matter the task, Elsie seemed pleasant and happy to assist.

“Tell us how things are going in America? Do you like teaching, Sadie? And Maisey, I want to hear all about your resale boutique,” Cousin Isla said. Before they could answer, a noise outside the kitchen windows distracted everyone.

Seanmhair Catriona Duncan looked up from her seat at the table as they heard a vehicle pulling into the cobblestone courtyard of Castle Carrick, snow crunching under the tires. Grandmother glanced out the window to her left, but she returned to rolling out another mound of cookie dough. “I wonder who else has arrived.”

Isla barely looked up from where she kept her head bent over a cookie tray. “Maybe it’s Cousin Riley, Aunt Sarah, and Uncle Jack, but aren’t they arriving from Florida on the morra?” Aunt Fiona’s and Uncle Fergus’s daughter returned to adding red and green sugar crystals to some frosted cookies. Marcy kept shaking colorful chocolate sprinkles onto a large bell-shaped cookie, content to focus on her job regardless of everything happening in the castle’s renovated kitchen. Sadie didn’t bother to look. She didn’t expect anyone in particular other than more relatives and enjoyed selecting cookie cutters far too much at present. 

“I’ll see who it is.” Aunt Fiona wiped her hands on her apron after removing another tray of cookies from the oven, setting aside a pair of orange and green tartan oven pads with a smattering of flour already dusting them. The whole kitchen smelled wonderful with hints of vanilla, almond, chocolate, cinnamon, ginger, and nutmeg permeating the air. In addition to chocolate chip cookies, they’d baked dozens of molasses cookies, peanut butter blossom cookies, Scottish shortbread cookies, and snickerdoodles. The variety of scents from their recipe selections lingered, delighting their senses, filling them with new Christmas memories. 

Sadie’s aunt moved along the original stone flooring between the enormous island and granite countertops to peer outside one of the kitchen windows over the sink facing the courtyard. “Nae, it’s not Uncle Jack and his family. I thought ye said Doug wouldn’t be able tae join us for Chridheil, Sadie. He’s oot there getting oot of a taxi.” 

Fiona turned away from the window to glance at Sadie where she sat on the other side of the kitchen at the table beside Seanmhair Catriona Duncan and the others. On Sadie’s right sat her mother, Sophie Duncan; then Maisey Duncan; then Cousin Isla Duncan; and then Marcy Whitley—who would likely one day become a Duncan if she continued dating Sadie’s brother Liam. They all looked up at Aunt Fiona and then over at Sadie. 

Sadie gulped, her eyes widening. Surely Doug would have texted if he had planned to show up at the castle in Scotland. Maybe she’d missed his text, but in truth, he’d hardly texted in recent months. She didn’t think it worthwhile to check her cell only to find no message and end up smudging the phone with flour. She’d texted him before they’d boarded the plane in the States. He’d replied, “K.” A single letter k for okay. No, be safe or I love you, or have a nice Christmas, or see you soon. Simply K.  Typical for the state of their marriage, she supposed. She’d shrugged off her disappointment at his absence and lack of enthusiasm.

Her brows furrowed as she craned her neck over her shoulder to look out the window near the table on the other side of Seanmhair, glimpsing the bumper at the rear of the taxi. “He’d said he couldn’t afford to take two weeks off. I’m trying to be understanding about it, but it’s stretching me. We’ve never had a Christmas apart, but as I mentioned before, he’s working overtime to earn a promotion for a Senior Executive position.” 

Surely her aunt had mistaken someone else for her husband. Thankfully, the men of the family weren’t around to heckle her about not knowing Doug’s whereabouts. The men occupying the castle had already expressed their disappointment about his absence, including Seanair Rory Duncan, her grandfather; Fiona’s husband, Uncle Fergus Duncan; Sadie’s dad, Reverend Hugh Duncan; Isla’s brother, Cousin Cameron Duncan; and Sadie’s brother, Liam Duncan. Today, they busied themselves with a tour of the stables to see the horses and some of the other estate animals while the ladies had chosen to bake. She guessed their looks and questions would only make her situation seem worse. Maybe Aunt Fiona had some company visiting; someone who could pass for a lookalike of her husband. After all, her aunt hadn’t seen Doug in person since their wedding in Lexington, three years ago. Their Scottish relations had flown in from Scotland for their special day, including her grandparents, who stayed active for their ages.

Fiona’s hands rested on her hips. “Nae, I’m positive. The braw lad standing in our courtyard canna be anyone else.”

Sadie could hardly believe her ears, although she couldn’t imagine her husband joining her in Scotland when lately, they could hardly occupy the same room together without some sort of conflict. She wiped her hands on the apron her aunt had loaned her. She wouldn’t call Douglas a lad at twenty-eight, but she could certainly agree with Fiona about referring to him as good-looking. She rose from her seat and circled around the table to have a closer look out the window as the sound of another car door and then a trunk opening and closing reached them.
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