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          CHAPTER 1

        

      

    

    
      Madeline couldn't believe what she was seeing. "Mom, what are you doing here?" she asked, her eyes wide.

      "I came here to save you from yourself," her mother said, walking past her into the house.

      She hadn't seen her mother in years. A part of her had felt guilty about that at times, but when someone was so critical of all your life choices, no matter how successful you were, you just couldn't have them in your life.

      Madeline slowly closed the door and turned around to face her mother. Eloise was looking weary but determined as she stood there holding her old worn leather suitcase. Madeline had seen that suitcase many times in her life because her mother had never gotten a new one. She said that when you have something that works, you keep it. You don't need to constantly try to get the new best thing. Madeline didn't necessarily agree with that premise.

      She looked at her mother in disbelief, feeling like she was seeing a mirage or maybe a nightmare. It was an awful way to feel about her own mother, but here at the beginning of fall, going into her favorite time of the year - the holiday season - Madeline couldn't believe that she was going to have her mother around. Maybe this was just going to be a quick visit. She felt a swirl of emotions in her stomach: surprise, uncertainty, and that familiar pang of dread. Why was her mother here? How did she know where Madeline even was?

      She looked so different from the last time she’d seen her. Older. Grayer. More wrinkles. Thinner. Her shoulders hunching forward a bit. It made Madeline feel a sense of sadness that she couldn’t quite understand.

      Eloise stepped forward slightly. "Hello, Madeline? Are you not going to speak? Have you lost your ability to form words?"

      Madeline hesitated a moment and then looked at her mother. "It's good to see you, Mom. Can I get you some sweet tea?" Madeline didn’t know why asking if she wanted tea was her immediate reaction when seeing her mother after so many years. Maybe she was becoming more Southern living in these mountains.

      Eloise stared at her and then waved a dismissive hand. "No, I don't need any tea. I'd just like to sit down, but you don't seem to be inviting me to do that."

      Madeline cleared her throat and pointed toward the sofa. "Of course you can sit down. I thought that was a given."

      Eloise set her suitcase behind the sofa and then walked around and sat down stiffly on the edge of the loveseat. Madeline sat at the opposite end of the sofa. Neither of them spoke as the silence swelled between them, broken only by the sound of the ticking clock on the mantle.

      Finally, Madeline looked at her mother again. "So, it's been a long time. I have to say, I’m a little surprised to see you. What made you decide to visit me?"

      Eloise clasped her hands tightly in her lap. "Well, I heard about the divorce and that you moved way out here in the boondocks, so I thought I needed to come out and see for myself how you're managing alone."

      Madeline bristled at her mother's judgmental tone. Some things hadn’t changed. "Well, to be honest, I'm doing great," Madeline said, trying to keep her voice even. "This place has been a wonderful change for me."

      Eloise pursed her lips. “Hmm, if you say so."

      Madeline sighed. This was going to be a long visit. She took a deep breath and tried to keep her frustration in check. She could see her mother looking around the room with a critical eye.

      "This decor is rather rustic," Eloise remarked, wrinkling her nose at the homemade quilts and bear decor lining the room. "I guess some might think it's charming, in an outdated sort of way. Are you renting it?”

      “No, Mom. I bought it.”

      “Oh, Madeline. I don’t think this was a wise investment. I hope you can get your money out of it when you sell it one day.” Madeline clenched her fists, biting back sharp words that were on the tip of her tongue. She wasn't going to take the bait. "And that town. Oh, my goodness. It took me nearly two hours to get here from my house,” Eloise continued with an exaggerated sigh. "The roads are dreadful. Way too curvy. And the driver I had… Well, he smelled simply awful. I had to cover my nose and crack my window." She shook her head in disapproval. "I can't imagine why anyone with half a brain would choose to live so remotely. I mean, I guess out here there are fewer distractions. It seems like there's nothing to do."

      Madeline felt her face growing hotter and hotter. She opened her mouth to respond, but Eloise just continued on. “Mom, that’s not…”

      "Speaking of which, what in the world do you do with yourself out here, besides read and write your stories?” She emphasized the word stories like it was a joke.

      Madeline struggled to reign in her emotions. She had defended her choices so many times over the years, and she knew from experience that arguing with her mother just never got anywhere good. "I'm happy here, Mom. This is my home now." Why did she feel so powerless to speak up for herself when it came to her mother? She felt like a little child being scolded. Madeline hated who she became when her mother was around. Any other time, she was a strong, vocal woman. Until her mother appeared.

      Eloise raised a skeptical eyebrow, but she seemed to momentarily accept Madeline's firm response. Then an awkward silence descended upon the room once more, like the clouds of fog that often hung above the mountains outside her window.

      Madeline's cell phone suddenly buzzed beside her on the end table, causing her to jolt. She blinked a few times to clear the haze over her eyes before grabbing the phone. A slight smile spread across her face as she saw Brady's name on the screen. She quickly read the message. "Thinking of you. Can't wait to see you soon.” Warmth spread across her chest as she typed out a quick reply and then put her phone face down on the coffee table in front of her.

      "Who was that?" Eloise asked. “Your face blushed when you read it.”

      Madeline hesitated, suddenly feeling like a self-conscious teenager. “Just a friend."

      Eloise's eyes narrowed, Madeline could see a judgmental response forming on her lips. She braced herself for the inevitable criticism about her life and her choices, but Eloise just pursed her lips and gave a curt nod. "I see. Well, I'm feeling a bit tired from my travels. Can you show me where I'll be staying?"

      Suddenly Madeline realized her mother was planning to stay there. In her home. She wasn't going to a hotel. She wasn't going to the inn. She was staying at her house.

      "Of course. Follow me." Madeline stood and led her mother down a short hallway to the guest bedroom. She was thankful that she would soon be able to close the door on the woman who had made her feel self-conscious for much of her life. She was going to need that door between them to keep her sanity intact for this visit.

      She opened the door to the guest room, with its log walls and rustic decor. The bed was queen-sized and made out of logs as well. Eloise set her suitcase on the bed, and then Madeline could see her scanning the room looking for flaws.

      "Well, it's a bit smaller than what I'm accustomed to, but I guess it will do."

      Madeline bit her tongue, worried that blood was literally going to come out of her mouth at any moment. "Well, I'm glad it's okay for you. Let me know if you need anything else." She turned to leave, eager to escape to her own bedroom.

      "Just a moment. Come sit with me." Madeline hesitated, but then reluctantly sat on the edge of the bed beside her mother, bracing herself for whatever was coming next. "I know things have been difficult between us," Eloise began, "but I want you to know that I'm here because I do care about you. I am your mother, after all. I would like for us to try to repair our relationship." Madeline nodded slightly. She wanted that too, but she had wanted that many times in her life, and it had never worked out. She learned to never trust her mother's intentions or her words.

      “I would like that, too.”

      "You ended your marriage so abruptly, and then you disappeared to this remote town. I'm worried about what's going on with you. I think maybe you could have reconciled with your husband if you had tried harder."

      The words slammed into Madeline like her mother had punched her in the face. Her throat constricted, and she moved further away on the bed. "There was nothing I could have done. He made his choice when he destroyed our wedding vows, and I won't apologize for choosing myself. Surely, you of all people can understand that.” Eloise didn’t like to talk about Madeline’s father leaving the family and never looking back.

      Her mother looked at her, taken aback. "Have you ever thought that maybe your husband made that choice because you were never around? You were always at book signings. I saw them on the Internet."

      "So, because I did well at my job, my husband had the right to cheat on me with my best friend?"

      Eloise rolled her eyes. "Madeline, you've always been so dramatic. I guess that's why you make up stories and write them for other people to read. It has been quite embarrassing, I have to say."

      "Embarrassing? What is that supposed to mean?" Madeline said, standing up.

      "It just means that some of my friends have picked up your books, and it's embarrassing to think this is what my daughter does for a living. That you just talk to imaginary friends in your head and write it down. What an odd career choice for someone."

      "So you think people shouldn't write books. Is that what you're saying? Because that sounds crazy, Mom. If that’s the case, the entire fiction world shouldn’t exist, in your eyes.”

      "I'm not saying I don't like literature. Romance books are, well, silly as far as I'm concerned. I’m just saying, now that you have this second chance in life, maybe you should try a new career field.”

      "You know what? I'm hungry. I'm going to go make dinner. I'll let you know when it's ready," Madeline said, walking out of the room and slamming the door behind her.

      She walked into the kitchen and leaned against one of the counters, taking in a deep breath and blowing it out as slowly as she could. Just like she'd been taught in yoga class many times. How was she going to do this? Maybe she should tell her mother she wasn't welcome there, that she needed to go stay at the inn, or at a local hotel, or just go back to her own home. But being the only child and knowing that her mother was getting older, Madeline felt responsible. Just like Brady was responsible for his sister and niece, Madeline had a responsibility to her mother, or at least that's what she thought.

      As she busied herself in the kitchen, trying to create a simple meal that they could both eat, Madeline thought about all the times that she had hoped that she and her mother would be able to put things back together. But it seemed that her mother was never able to change. She was never able to see the point of Madeline's work. And because writing books was the biggest part of her life, she couldn't have a relationship with someone who thought her life's work was silly.

      She continued making pasta with some homemade tomato basil sauce she had in the refrigerator. She also made a side salad and put some garlic bread in the toaster.

      As her mind wandered while she was chopping vegetables for the salad, she thought about Jacob. She thought about all the years that she was unhappy, but didn't know how to get out of it. And how relieved she was when he actually cheated on her. As painful as it was, it was like her ticket out of a place she knew she shouldn't be. And now that she had met Brady, she knew that he was her soulmate. For the first time in years, she felt open to possibilities.

      When dinner was done, she lightly tapped on her mother's door and told her it was ready. She made herself a plate and went and sat down at the table. Eloise came out of her room and made a plate as well, sitting across from her.

      "Well, it smells good," Eloise said as she sat down.

      "Thanks. I hope you like it," Madeline said with no emotion.

      They ate in silence until after a few bites Eloise put her fork down. "I don't mean to be harsh," she started. Madeline knew that she did mean to be harsh. She always did. "But if you’d had kids to take care of instead of being so career focused, you would know how to cook a proper meal."

      Madeline froze, her fork hovering above her plate. "I happen to think this is a pretty good meal, especially for someone who would be going hungry right now because she apparently didn't plan to let her daughter know that she was arriving."

      Eloise looked back down at her food and said nothing, taking another bite. And that was how the first night of her visit went.
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        * * *

      

      It had been a long time since Frannie had been back to Jubilee. As she drove down Main Street, the familiar storefronts slid by in a blur. She would visit them soon, but right now she needed to get to her Nana's house. She gripped her steering wheel tighter as her stomach clenched with apprehension and nostalgia. She saw the hardware store, the pharmacy, her favorite eateries. She saw the coffee shop and the bookstore, both places that she planned to visit as soon as she could. Everything seemed to be frozen in time, much unchanged since her childhood summers that she spent here with her beloved Nana.

      As the years had passed, she had come to Jubilee less and less. First, she became a teenager and didn't want to visit her grandmother as often as she should have. Then there was college, an ill-fated marriage, and a career that kept her away. Now her Nana was gone. It was something she hadn't quite come to terms with, and she knew she would miss her forever.

      Her grandmother had been a constant source of support and inspiration in her life since she was a child. She didn't remember a life without Nana, and now here she was, about to pull up to her house, this place that she had inherited and that had all the memories of her childhood wrapped up inside of it. She couldn't believe she was going to own her Nana's house. Frannie had lost her own mother seven years ago, and she was the next in line to inherit the place that had held all of her family's legacy for as long as she could remember.

      Her grandmother had asked to be cremated and have some of her ashes spread on the property. She didn’t want a memorial service. She just wanted to slip quietly into heaven, so Frannie had honored that decision. She would soon pick up her urn from the funeral home, along with some ashes she could spread.

      As she pulled up to the pale-yellow farmhouse, she let out a long breath. Her favorite part of the place were the rolling green hills that stretched for acres behind the property. Her grandmother had told her as a child that they were called “frolicking hills.” Later, Frannie realized that was just something her grandmother made up to get her to go run out on the property and wear herself out. The thought of it made her smile now.

      “Child, those hills were made for frolicking! If you don’t do it, who will?” her Nana would say, swatting at her rear end until she ran outside and burned off her energy.

      The place definitely needed some work. In later years, her grandmother had struggled with health problems. Thankfully, she had been able to get home healthcare arranged for her so that Nana could stay in her home until the very end. Frannie had tried to get there before she passed away, but unfortunately she didn't make it in time. Her second cousin, Cecilia, had been able to travel to town to be with her so she wasn't alone. Frannie tried not to think about those last moments.

      As she stepped out of the car and up onto the creaking porch, she smiled again, remembering each one that had always made that sound. The creaking sound was like its own special music that went with the property. She knew that the floorboards needed to be fixed as they were starting to sag under her feet and dust was coating every surface, but it felt wrong to replace boards that wouldn't sing as she walked across them.

      "Oh, Nana," she murmured to herself, running her finger over the dusty piano as she walked into the house. It left a clean streak across the dark wood. She remembered all the times that her grandmother would sit behind the keys, playing her favorite church hymns and Christmas songs during the holidays. Sometimes, they would stand next to her and sing. Those were good memories. She could almost hear the music swirling through the air.

      As she swallowed a lump in her throat, she walked through each dusty room with memories flooding back in each one. In the kitchen, she even found a jar of chocolate chip cookies that they used to bake together. Of course, they were old now, with a spider inhabiting the clear glass container. She would have to get rid of that immediately. She wondered when her grandmother made these cookies. Given her health issues, she didn't know how she would've done it. Maybe her caregiver made them. Frannie would never know.

      She wiped away a stray tear that rolled down her cheek and whispered to her grandmother's spirit, "Don't worry, Nana, I will make this place shine again just like you did." Her grandmother had been a clean freak and Frannie was very much the opposite. She was somebody who liked to keep every little thing and had all sorts of collections. Now an adult, she tried really hard not to do that, but it was a challenge that she had to work at every single day. Nana, on the other hand, cleaned and cleaned until her hands were raw. She never let dust make an appearance in her house, so it was very sad for Frannie to see the state it was in.

      Nana had passed away weeks ago, and Frannie was only just now getting back to Jubilee. Her job as a nurse at a hospital near Atlanta was challenging, and she had moved her way up in her career over the last few years. Now she wished that she had spent more time in Jubilee, more time with her grandmother. But there would never have been enough time.
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        * * *

      

      Madeline couldn't take it anymore. She felt the tension in her home like a thick fog after each interaction with her mother. She needed clarity, and she knew she wasn't going to find it within the four walls of her cabin right now.

      She slipped into her boots and zipped up her jacket before stepping out into the crisp fall air, letting the door close softly behind her. Her mother had said she wanted to go lie down for a while, so she was hoping she was asleep and wouldn't notice that Madeline was gone.

      She walked aimlessly down the gravel road that led away from her home, her boots crunching against the fallen leaves. Her thoughts were swirling, each one pulling her deeper into a sea of confusion and doubt. Why had her mother even come to Jubilee, and why did every single conversation they had feel like a razor blade against her skin?

      Lost in her thoughts, she almost missed seeing Geneva standing in her yard. She had been pulling weeds from her flower bed. Looking up, her eyes met Madeline’s, a warm smile spreading across her face.

      "What in the world is going on? I never see you out here taking a walk."

      Madeline laughed as she moved closer to Geneva. "I guess you could say I just needed a little break. I see you're working hard."

      Geneva chuckled as she brushed the dirt off her knees. "Well, these old flowerbeds won't tend to themselves. Come over here and have a seat with me for a minute." She pointed at the wooden bench that was on the edge of her porch. Madeline walked over and sat down beside her.

      "Is it that obvious that I need somebody to talk to?"

      Geneva's eyes were filled with wisdom that only years of living could bring. "Well, when you've been around as long as I have, you learn to read people. And right now you're an open book."

      Madeline sighed, her shoulders dropping. "It's my mother, Geneva. She's here, and I don't know how to handle it. I think I've told you that our relationship has always been so complicated."

      Geneva looked at her, her eyes soft. "You know, relationships with mothers often are. Remember, we can't control somebody else's actions. We can only control our reaction to them."

      "But how do I react to someone who has always been so critical?"

      "Now, you told me that when you were little, you were close to your mother, right?"

      “Yeah, pretty much. Until my father left, and then things just seemed to fall apart. She's become so much more negative and critical, and I see that nothing has changed. I had to eventually put up boundaries and stop interacting with her.

      "And that's understandable, Madeline. You had to protect yourself, but maybe your mother is here because she wants to reconnect with you."

      "I want to hope that's true, but I just have this nagging feeling that there's something else I'm missing. Some other little surprise she has in store for me."

      "Well, you can't really do anything about that. Maybe you're just dreaming up terrible scenarios in your head, and for good reason. But you have to give her a chance, don't you?"

      "I don't know. Do I?" Madeline asked, confused.

      "Well, it seems to me you have two choices here. You can let her criticisms define you, or you can let it refine you. You can become bitter, or you can become better."

      Madeline giggled. “Did you read that off a bumper sticker?”

      “Sayings become popular because they're good. They have meaning."

      "I don't know, Geneva. Part of me says that I should just tell my mom to get her suitcase and leave, that this is going nowhere good."

      "But here's the problem, dear. Won't you always wonder what could have been if you send your mom on her way, especially at the holidays? If I know you, Madeline, you're not going to be okay with yourself in your heart or in your soul if you send your mother away right now."

      Madeline thought for a long moment. "I know you're right. I just hate not knowing what she's up to."

      "I will say this because I'm about your mother's age, I would think. Sometimes we get to this stage of life, and we look back and see all the mistakes that we made. And sometimes we're brave enough to try to make them right. Sometimes people go to their graves without ever making anything right. So, if it's possible, just give your mom a little bit of grace and try to understand that she's in the golden years of her life. Maybe she's just trying to make things good again."

      Madeline felt tears welling up in her eyes. Maybe Geneva was right. Maybe her mother, in her own weird and often warped way, was trying to repair the damage to their relationship. She had a funny method of going about it, but Madeline had to believe there was some point to all of this.

      "What if I'm not strong enough to deal with this?"

      Geneva reached over and took her hand, her grip firm, yet gentle. "Strength isn't a solitary thing, dear. You have a community here. You have friends, a loving boyfriend, people who see the beauty in you, even when you don't see it in yourself. You're not alone anymore. Lean on all of us."

      Madeline felt a tear escape, rolling down her cheek. "Thank you, Geneva. I don't know what I would do without you."

      Geneva squeezed her hand. "You'll never have to find out."

      As Madeline stood and started walking back toward her house, she felt a newfound sense of resolve within her. She was going to figure out how to coexist with her mother no matter what it took. She knew there were going to be challenges, but at least she didn't have to face them alone, and for some reason that made all the difference.
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      Madeline opened her eyes to the sound of the crows squawking just outside her window. It was one of the things that she’d had to get used to after moving to Jubilee. Living out basically in the middle of the national forest meant she heard all kinds of birds and other critters that she had never heard before in her life. But it was starting to grow on her, at least most of the time.

      She yawned and stretched her arms high above her head, wiggling down under the covers a little further. Surely it was a nightmare that her mother had shown up at her door yesterday and she was definitely not just right downstairs sleeping in the guest room beneath her. That had to have been a bad dream. It made her feel guilty to think so.

      As she wiped the sleep out of her eyes, she realized that it wasn't a dream. Her mother was definitely downstairs, and she didn't know what she was going to do with her. She was one of the most difficult people she'd ever had to deal with, and it was sad, really, because when she was growing up, Madeline was quite close to her mother. It was only after her father left for another woman that her mother's attitude seemed to change. She seemed to become a more negative person. Pessimistic. Critical. Madeline didn't know what caused that, but after a while she just couldn't deal with it anymore. And as an adult, she created boundaries that she had stuck to for many years now.

      She sat up and swung her legs around to the side of the bed, trying to get her bearings before she stood. Madeline tended toward low blood pressure, which was hysterical since she was a high-stress kind of person. She tried not to stand up too quickly, especially in the mornings before she had her big glass of water that she had started drinking to combat the problem.

      She sat there for a moment and thought about her friends and coworkers back in Atlanta who had good relationships with their mothers. There were times that she would hear about weekend shopping trips or mother-daughter vacations and wish that she had that kind of connection with her own mother. Maybe it was partially her fault for not trying harder, but how hard was a person supposed to try when they were constantly getting criticized?

      Madeline had always wanted to make her mother proud, and even in her mid fifties, she still had that small part of her that wanted to do that. But, it seemed like Eloise couldn't be made happy. She couldn't be proud of her only daughter for her success, and Madeline would never understand why. Even though she wasn't a mother herself, she did not think she would have treated her own daughter that way.

      She stood up and put on her slippers, turning to walk toward the bathroom when she heard her cell phone ringing on the nightstand. "Who in the world is calling this early in the morning?” she said to herself. Living alone, she found that she talked to herself quite a bit. She had considered getting a dog, but since she'd never had one in her life, she wasn't sure if she was cut out for pet ownership. She did have a bird one time, but she accidentally let it go when she was cleaning its cage one day outside. It was a stupid decision, but she always wished and hoped that the bird had a happy life flying free. It was unlikely, but that was how she liked to think about it.





OEBPS/images/christmas-in-jubilee-2.jpg
CHRISTMAS IN
JUBILEE

The Jubilee series book 3

COPYRIGHT @2024 RACHEL HANNA





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/christmas-in-jubilee.jpg
Christmas #s
in Jubilee






