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      Enter the world of Holly Well Springs… where the Christmas spirit lives on.

      I’ve saved hundreds of lives.

      But the one I couldn’t save is the only one I see when I close my eyes.

      After losing a patient on my watch, the noise of New York became unbearable—sirens, headlines, expectations. I needed distance from the pressure of being the doctor who always gets it right. So when an opportunity opens up in Holly Well Springs—a Christmas-all-year town in the middle of summer—I tell myself it’s temporary.

      One month.

      No attachments.

      No permanent decisions.

      Then I meet James.

      Working beside him in the ER feels effortless—like we’ve been a team for years instead of days. He’s steady in a crisis, calm when my confidence wavers, and somehow able to see the part of me that still believes I’m meant to heal.

      But just as I begin to find my footing again, the town faces a threat that could change everything. A powerful development company plans to build a casino next door, putting Holly Well Springs—and the magic that holds it together—at risk.

      James is being asked to step into leadership.

      I’m being asked to stay and take over the ER.

      Leaving would mean returning to the life I understand.

      Staying would mean fighting for a town that’s starting to feel like home… and a man who already does.

      Because sometimes healing isn’t about running from what broke you.

      Sometimes it’s about choosing where you’re strong enough to stay.
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          SOPHIE

        

      

    

    
      The waiter poured sparkling water into my crystal glass as I admired the original artwork on the wall. My best friend, Tracy, always chose the best places to eat in New York.

      I spotted her then and watched her walk across the restaurant, headed toward me. I wondered at the sadness that seemed to be a part of her now, ever since she’d returned from her visit to Holly Well Springs a few weeks ago. She hadn’t told me exactly what had happened, but I’d decided to leave it alone for now until she was ready to share.

      She walked confidently, wearing one of the latest designer outfits that made her light up the room. As always, she looked like she just stepped off a runway. I wasn’t much for shopping myself, but I’d gone with her a couple of times just to relax, and the way she could throw an outfit together was nothing short of impressive. She had certainly chosen the right career for her beauty and talent.

      I smiled back at her and noticed that the smile, once again, did not reach her eyes.

      She sat across from me. “Sophie, how’s my favorite doctor?”

      “A doctor on leave, remember?” I asked. “But your favorite first responder is holding up as well as can be expected.”

      “Have you heard back from Evan, my baby brother?” asked Tracy.

      “Yes, I leave in the morning for your happy hometown,” I said.

      There was a slight hint of sarcasm in my voice as I played along with the way I knew Tracy felt about the town. I would judge for myself once I’d seen it.

      Tracy laughed. “It is the happiest place on earth, if you love Christmas in your face every day of every year. Since you’re only going to be there for a month, you can stick it out. Remember the reason you’re taking this break is to give yourself some time to put the surgery behind you once and for all.”

      “That, my friend, is easier said than done.” I shuddered at the memory.

      “Sophie, you’re one of the most gifted up-and-coming surgeons New York has,” she said.

      I tried to smile, but thoughts of the surgery’s outcome flooded my mind.

      “You have a brilliant future ahead of you,” she said. “It wasn’t your fault that Kenny died during the surgery. His injuries were beyond repair. You know this. Walking out of the hospital to work on an ambulance service is not going to fulfill you. You have too much talent for that. Please, think about this some more before you leave tomorrow.”

      “I appreciate all you’re saying, but I just need some time away to think about everything,” I said.

      The waiter showed up, and we both ordered salads and pasta entrees.

      When the waiter left, I said, “I really appreciate you talking to Evan about hiring me for the month of July. He told me I’d be busy, and that they could sure use the help. It sounds like the perfect thing to take my mind off everything that’s happened lately here in New York. I guess they get lots of people visiting in July.”

      “That is an understatement for sure,” she said with a laugh. “People flock to Holly Well Springs during July. Every hotel, Airbnb, and even the state park sites are full, with a waiting list. It’s like Christmas on steroids.”

      “So, if it’s so great, my friend, why are you here and not there?” I asked.

      “I really don’t have a reason to be there anymore,” she said. “I’m sure you’ve guessed by now that my proposal to Ben came a little too late. He met someone, and it looks like the ‘forever’ kind of love.”

      The sadness descended on her again, and I sympathized with her. Relationships were so much trouble. With my medical career, I didn’t have time for things like that.

      “I’m sorry,” I said. “I knew things didn’t work out like you had hoped, but I was waiting till you wanted to talk about it before I asked.”

      She shook her head. “It’s all good. Ben’s heart is planted in that tree farm my grandparents started, for some reason. I’ll never understand why he wants to spend his days out in the sun getting dirty. I guess that’s a guy thing. At least, that’s all he was into before Katrina showed up.”

      I nodded. I felt bad that my friend was sad, but with everything she’d told me about Ben, they were complete opposites. I doubted it would have worked out for them even if he hadn’t fallen for someone named Katrina.

      “I am happy for him, really,” she continued. “He deserves to be happy. He’s one of the good guys.”

      The waiter showed up with our food, and it looked delicious. Kenny was still on my mind, and that usually made my appetite all but disappear. But I knew I had to keep up my strength for the job I was headed to in Holly Well Springs, so I finished off my salad quickly.

      “Do you think you’ll go back anytime soon?” I asked. “After all, it is your hometown. I hope that all this didn’t ruin it for you.”

      I moved over to my pasta while she still pushed around her salad greens.

      She nodded. “I’ll have to in a few months. My older brother, Brodie, is getting married in December, so I will be going home for the wedding.”

      “A December wedding should be beautiful,” I said.

      “It will be a huge deal,” Tracy said. “The town is celebrating fifty years as the ‘Christmas Town,’ and I’m glad Brodie and Hannah will be adding to the celebration. They really do make the ideal couple.”

      Tracy flashed me a smile that looked genuine at the thought of her brother’s happiness.

      “I’m looking forward to meeting them,” I said.

      We paused for a moment while we both finished up our meals, which I did first since I’d had a head start.

      As I folded up my napkin, I said, “Thanks again for setting me up with Evan and the police force there in Holly Well Springs. Maybe, by getting to the patient first, I can prevent things like what happened to Kenny.”

      “My grandpa always said, ‘when it’s your time, it’s just your time,’” Tracy said.

      A twinge of pain in my heart made me sad as I thought of Kenny. “I don’t believe that. If that were true, what would we need surgeons for?”

      She gave me a soft smile. “The world will always need you.”

      “If I ever become a surgeon again,” I said.

      “You will.”

      She looked at me with such certainty that I almost believed it for a moment, but then reality hit me again, and I knew I could never do that again after losing Kenny.

      “You’re going to love staying with Kris and Christine,” she said.

      I was thankful for the change of subject and tried to brush thoughts of the surgery out of my mind.

      “They have this huge house that seems as old as time, but inside it’s like Santa’s workshop,” she continued. “I remember going there as a kid. Brodie and Evan were best friends with Kris’s grandsons. Well, until they moved away. I’m not sure if they kept in contact with each other, but we were always going over there when we were kids. Jackson and I had a pretend wedding ceremony when we were six.”

      Tracy laughed, and I had to laugh with her as she explained the mock wedding under the reindeer arch. It sounded so adorable. She must have had so much fun growing up in such a unique little town. With my career taking up so much of my time so far, I hadn’t thought much about having a family in the future, though it was a pleasant thought. Raising kids in a small town seemed like a much better option than New York. Everyone would know each other in a town like Holly Well Springs, and somehow that just seemed like the less stressful way to be a parent.

      I shook my head. I’d need to have a relationship first before ever thinking thoughts like that, and that was certainly not going to happen anytime soon.

      “Does Kris’s family live there now?” I asked.

      “No, they have never moved back,” she said. “He has three grandsons. Jesse is the oldest, like Brodie. James is around Evan’s age, and Jackson and I are the same age. I heard Jackson went into law, like his father. I’m not sure about James and Jesse.”

      The waiter brought the checks, and I took out my credit card. Tracy and I always paid for our own meals unless it was a special occasion. Then one of us would cover the whole check. After the surgery with Kenny, I hadn’t had anything to celebrate in a long time.

      I had to stop thinking about the surgery, so I tried asking about the town again. “So, does Kris Kringle of Holly Well Springs live up to his name?”

      I had to laugh at the thought of an old man who was always dressed like Santa. The kids who went there on vacation must have loved that.

      Tracy smiled, eyes and all, as she said, “Absolutely. I want to hear immediately how you feel after meeting him and Christine.”

      I tilted my head slightly, not sure what she’d meant by that. I guessed the man really looked like Santa enough to even have some adults confused. I thought the whole idea of a town that had Christmas all year long was certainly charming, but I couldn’t imagine it would make me feel any different than any other small town. Besides, I was going to be very busy handling crowd control. It would probably feel just like New York with all the visitors there.

      “I researched Holly Well Springs, but I didn’t find much except the spirit of the town,” I said. “Do they even have a hospital? I’m only asking because the ambulance must go somewhere after picking up someone.”

      Tracy laughed. “Don’t let the small Christmas town fool you. They have a state-of-the-art hospital. It’s small, but it’s well-equipped for its size. For major surgeries that can wait, they send them on to the big city hospital. They do have the capability to do any surgery though, if needed. Sometimes people just feel better having major surgery done in a large hospital.”

      “Well, that sounds interesting, and I can’t wait to see it,” I said.

      I was thankful that they had a good hospital. The few times I’d volunteered in small cities while I was doing my internships, I’d seen firsthand the shortcomings some small towns had when it came to medical facilities.

      “This has been really fun,” I said. “I’m glad we had dinner before I headed off to explore your hometown.”

      “Of course,” she said. “I’m going to miss you around here. Who’s going to keep me company while you’re gone?”

      I chuckled. “You have friends everywhere,” I said. “I think you could arrange an entourage at any restaurant or boutique in New York.”

      She shrugged. “Maybe, but I’ll still miss hanging out with you while you’re gone.”

      “It’s only for a month,” I said. “I’ll be back before you know it.”

      The waiter came back with our credit cards and we both signed our receipts. I was sure to leave a good tip, even though my budget wasn’t quite what it had been as a surgeon. I knew how hard people worked in the restaurant industry, and the food and service had been great.

      We stepped outside and I turned to her. “Well, I’d better be getting home. I have an early flight. I’ll only have two days to learn their system before July first. Thank you again for helping me get away.”

      Tracy laughed again. “Don’t thank me yet. Wait about a week, then let me know if thanks are still in order.”

      I laughed as we hugged on the sidewalk.

      Just as I walked away, I heard Tracy whisper, “Good luck, my friend. You’re going to need it.”
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          JAMES

        

      

    

    
      On the rare occasions when I had time off, I usually slept in. But coming back to Holly Well Springs to visit my grandparents had me in a contemplative mood, and it was hard to sleep. After about an hour of early morning tossing and turning, I decided to just head into town. I knew Pops was already out with the reindeer as I headed out the door, which was fine, because I really needed the alone time to think.

      There was only one place I knew of that would suit my mood. I headed toward the wishing well—not the real Magic Wishing Well where I’d surprised Sachee and Pops a few days ago, but the well in the gazebo in the center of the town square, which was also a nice, relaxing place to visit.

      It had been fun to surprise my grandfather, Kris, and Sachee, although I doubted that either one was truly surprised about my appearance because they tended to have a leg-up on everything that ever happened in Holly Well Springs.

      But today I just wanted to sit by myself because I knew Pops would have plenty of questions, and I wasn’t ready to answer any of them just yet. Honestly, I wasn’t even sure I knew the answers. I was just relieved that neither Pops nor Gran had asked any questions at dinner last night. It was just fun to finally spend some time with them and to eat some of Gran’s fantastic home cooking.

      I made my way to the gazebo and sat by the wishing well, listening to the gentle flow of the water underneath. I had to chuckle as I remembered when I was little. My brothers always made fun of me for hearing water in the well. Neither of them could hear the water, and they always accused me of making it up just to please Pops.

      I couldn’t help but smile as I remembered how excited Pops had been the first time that I had asked about the water in the well. All he had said, though, was that it was not yet time for me to learn. Pops had always been my hero, so I just left it alone until Pops was ready to explain more.

      “Must be a good memory for a smile like that so early in the morning,” said Pops.

      He climbed the steps of the gazebo holding two hot, steaming mugs of hot chocolate. I looked up and smiled, knowing that Pops was holding the best hot chocolate there was in this world.

      I took one of the cups from his hands. “I was just remembering when I first heard the water running under this well, and how happy you were that I had heard it.”

      “Yes, I remember,” said Pops. “You were about six years old then. Do you still hear it?”

      I nodded. “Of course. I don’t understand how anyone can’t hear it.’

      Pops changed the subject a little abruptly. “I smelled something leaving the house a few minutes ago that I hadn’t smelled in almost ten years.” He chuckled lightly.

      “What was that?” I asked.

      “The beautiful smell of bacon frying.”

      We both laughed.

      Pops continued. “Your Gran refuses to let me eat it, but when the prodigal grandson comes home, there is suddenly the smell of bacon in the air.”

      I laughed. “I am far from being the prodigal grandson. We might have to leave that for Jesse.”

      He shook his head lightly and smiled. “So, catch me up. How is everyone doing?”

      “Have you not heard from Dad?” I asked.

      I felt a little uneasy asking the question. I wasn’t sure how Dad and Pops were getting along lately.

      “Your dad seems to be a very busy man, so it’s been a while since we talked,” he said. “Being the head of the largest law firm in Colorado has to consume a lot of his time.”

      “Yes, he is a busy man,” I said. There was a hint of sarcasm in my voice. “You only get to be the largest law firm in the city by spending all your time and energy on work. I don’t see Dad or Mom very much at all anymore, unless it’s to let me know I need to show up for a family dinner or some political thing that requires my presence for a strong family unity picture.”

      I expected Pops to comment on that, but he ignored it for now. I knew from the look on his face that we’d be talking more about that later.

      “Tell me why you’re here, James,” he said instead. “Gran and I are beyond excited and blessed you’re here, but I can tell that there is something troubling you. You don’t have to talk about it now if you would rather not, but I am here for you.”

      “I just needed someplace to think and rest, Pops,” I said. “I can’t tell you how many times I wanted to come home, but with studying to be a doctor and all the internship hours, I was lucky to get to call you and Gran every Sunday. I’ve been offered positions at several hospitals around the country. I thought if I could get away for a few weeks, I could look at the options as opportunities and decide which one would be best suited for me.”

      Once again, I saw the look on his face and could tell that he knew there was more to the story. He was always great like that when it came to the things that I wasn’t ready to talk about. He was a patient man, and he’d wait until I felt like sharing rather than pushing me to tell him.

      “Well, I’m glad to have my grandson sitting beside me, for whatever reason you’re here,” he said. “It’s good for this old soul to spend time with you. You’ve grown so much since you were that scraggly twelve-year-old running around. Now, you’re a handsome, healthy, twenty-five-year-old man.”

      I had to chuckle. “I was a bit of a scraggly thing, wasn’t I?”

      He laughed. “You know, I never had a favorite out of my three grandsons, but you were always the one to follow me around back when you and your folks lived here. I always appreciated all your help.”

      “It was never any trouble,” I said. “I loved helping with the reindeer the most, and I loved working with all the animals.”

      “That, you did,” said Pops. “I think you were practicing your future doctoring skills with them, to be honest. You were forever putting gauze around a scratch on one of the reindeers’ legs or binding up one of the wings of the many birds that make our farm their home. You always had compassion for anything that needed healing, and you were always the first to dive in to help start that process.”

      “I suppose so,” I said. “I never thought about it much. Healing the animals just seemed like a natural thing to me.”

      “It was no surprise to me when I heard you were the one to go into the medical field.” He took a deep breath before he said the next part. “I’m sure that must have caused a lot of tension with your father, especially since Jesse and Jackson both went into law with him.”

      I opened my mouth to speak, but he held up his hand before I could say anything. “We don’t have to talk about any of the family dynamics right now. I’m just glad you’re here, and I’m going to enjoy this time spent with my grown-up grandson, the doctor.”

      I smiled, happy that he was so understanding but not surprised. I was thankful that he wasn’t pushing me to talk about Dad right then. Things had been really uncomfortable between me and Dad for so long, and I’d never wanted to bother my grandparents about that. I supposed that when he first moved away, they got the picture that Dad wasn’t the biggest fan of the Holly Well Springs way of life, and I honestly could never figure out why.

      The town was one of the best places on earth, twelve months a year. There was so much love and happiness all around all the time, and I couldn’t for the life of me understand why Mom and Dad would ever move away. It must have been so hard on Gran and Pops to watch their only son drive off with his family.

      It had made me angry at Dad for the longest time. Even as a boy, I knew that if I ever had a family, I would want to raise my children in Holly Well Springs, right alongside their great-grandfather, Kris Kringle, and his wife, Mrs. Claus. It was crazy for anyone to leave when they still had a family to raise.

      But Dad only saw one thing in life, and that was being successful at his law firm. I didn’t know when he had become so obsessed with it along the way. I would have thought that a man raised by Kris Kringle himself would be lighthearted and relaxed, but Dad turned out to be the total opposite.

      I smiled, trying to put thoughts of Dad out of my head for now so I could enjoy being with Pops. “I’m happy to be here, too. Gran told me you have just about all the rooms in the house rented out for the month. I hope it wasn’t an inconvenience for me to just show up out of the blue.”

      “Your Gran and I always try to help the town out this time of year,” he said. “You know that ‘Christmas in July’ is the second busiest month Holly Well Springs has during the year. We try to keep it open for the extra law enforcement and medical staff that come in to help keep the town in order.”

      I nodded and took a sip of my hot chocolate. It was like taking a sip of heaven. They had a special way of making it here where they’d top it with both whipped cream and marshmallows. It looked like it had even gotten an upgrade from that recently, since there were chocolate marshmallows, which I never even knew existed, and shavings of pure chocolate topping it off. It even had a candy cane stick to stir it with. You couldn’t get a more perfect cup of hot cocoa anywhere in the world. I didn’t know where they’d gotten their secrets from that they used to make a special cup of Holly Well Springs hot chocolate, but I sure was grateful.

      “Your room is never rented out at any time,” said Pops. “We are always in prayer that one of you will come home. Just between me and you, the rooms are never actually rented out. We let the first responders stay for free and feed them when we can so that the volunteers that come will always come again. Don’t tell your Gran though. I try to make it look like they are paying rent when she asks to look at the books.”

      He gave me a hilarious lopsided smile, and I couldn’t help but laugh.

      “How long will you be able to stay?” he asked.

      “I was thinking for a couple of weeks,” I said. “It’s been a long time since I got to be a part of Holly Well Spring’s Christmas in July. I am looking forward to all of it.”

      Pops took one last sip of this hot cocoa and stood up, gazing at the wishing well for a moment before he turned to me.

      “Well, if we both don’t want to start our day off with a mad Mrs. Claus, we better hurry home and eat that bacon she fried up,” he said. “I plan to take full advantage of having you home, especially if it involves lots of bacon.”

      I chuckled and stood up, patting my grandfather on the back. “Anything to help you out, Pops.”

      We both laughed and headed back to my grandparents’ place, Santa’s Workshop.
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          SOPHIE

        

      

    

    
      It had been a relaxing flight, and I was surprised to find a man standing near the baggage claim holding a sign with my name on it. I wasn’t expecting Mr. Kringle to send a driver for me, but I smiled and approached him.

      “Miss Robertson?” he asked.

      I nodded, and he offered his hand, which I shook.

      “I’m Ed,” he said. “Kris thought you might enjoy a relaxing ride to Holly Well Springs.”

      “That sounds wonderful.” I said as we walked to the back of the car.

      He helped me with my bags, and we got into the car and headed out, away from the airport. I became even more thankful for the driver as the busy airport roads opened into a quiet highway with magical Montana scenery.

      Ed safely negotiated the curves around the mountains on the two-lane highway. It was so beautiful and peaceful there, and the tension in my shoulders began to loosen up. Eventually, the mountains softened into a row of fields on the peaceful highway that was so smooth I could barely feel the car moving.

      Soon, we approached a bridge that looked like it was as old as time, its thick wooden pillars boldly holding up its frame. At first, it was a little scary to think of crossing it, but I quickly realized it was completely safe and quite sturdily built.

      As we crossed, I looked down at the stream gently flowing underneath the bridge. There was what looked like fresh snow all along its banks.

      “Is that snow real?” I asked.

      “Oh, yes,” he replied with a smile. “We should be getting more snow tonight. In truth, though, you never know what day it will snow in July here in Holly Well Springs. It’s not like you can predict it like you can in the winter months. It all depends on the magic for the July snow.”

      I turned my head from the view and looked at him. “Magic? Snow in July? How can you have snow in July? It’s the middle of summer, even in Montana.”

      Ed glanced at me quickly and smiled, then turned his eyes back to the road. “Holly Well Springs is magical, and it’s why people come here for Christmas in July—not only because everything in the town is all about Christmas, but because the weather transforms itself into the middle of winter and not summer.”

      “There must be a scientific explanation for snow in July,” I said.

      Ed just smiled and shrugged. “Well, if you’re looking for a scientific explanation, you’ll be waiting a long time. The Weather Channel and tons of other agencies have been here to find out what causes it, but no one has ever been able to. They all just go away deciding that we’re just in a valley of air pressure that happens to be colder than normal.”

      “I guess that makes some sense,” I said. “At least it makes more sense than magic.”

      Ed smiled and chuckled lightly. “You’re here for a month, right? Let’s have this conversation at the end of this month, and we will see if a month in Holly Well Springs, in July of course, changes your mind on science or magic.”

      I laughed a bit myself. I didn’t see how I would ever change my mind about magic, so I just turned my head and enjoyed more of the scenery. The beautiful snowy forest ahead of me certainly looked magical enough.

      Just after the sign for the city limits, Ed turned right on a road that wound around the bottom of the mountain. After a few minutes, he turned again and drove up to an enormous log house that was at least three stories high.

      My mouth was agape as I took in the sight of the incredible building. The porch was wide and wrapped around the whole house. Each story also had its own full deck, with old wooden doors leading into what had to be bedrooms. Each door had stained glass that depicted Christmas elves working on toys and Christmas decorations. It was undoubtedly the most amazing thing I’d ever seen.

      “Now, that is what I would call magical,” I whispered.

      Ed just smiled as he pulled up the car and we both got out, preparing to get my bags out of the trunk. Outbuildings that looked like barns surrounded the property, and my attention was called to one of them as I heard shouting. Ed took off running in that direction, leaving the trunk wide open.

      I didn’t know what the problem was, but I knew by the chaotic scene there definitely was a problem, so I ran toward the barn as well. When I got there, I realized that an animal was trying to give birth, and there were two men who seemed to be in charge.

      One of them was telling Ed to get Dr. Stevens on the phone quickly. This had to be Kris, I thought—no one else could look this much like Santa and not be Kris Kringle. The other guy was kneeling by the animal rubbing its stomach. He had a stethoscope and was listening to the heartbeat of the large animal.

      I wondered what kind of animal it was as I cautiously stepped closer.

      “We need Dr. Stevens,” Ed said into the phone. “Well, please have him get up to the workshop as soon as you hear from him. Vixen has gone into labor too early.”

      Vixen? Surely not.

      “Is that really a reindeer?” I asked.

      Ed hung up the phone and told Kris that Dr. Stevens was in an emergency surgery and would be there as soon as he finished.

      “That will be too late,” said Kris. “James, we will have to deliver the baby ourselves.”

      The man, who I now knew was James, spoke up. “Pops, by the heartbeat, there are two babies to be delivered. They are feet first, which is a huge problem. I’m not sure Vixen can make it through without lots of help.”

      Just then, Vixen let out a terrible cry, then lay still—too still.

      “We must hurry,” said James. “We must turn the babies so they will come out headfirst. With two in there, I’m afraid my hands and yours will be too large. We could do more damage than good.”

      “Let me help,” I said, pushing forward.

      Kris and James both looked at me as I moved by Ed. From the look on James’s face, he was momentarily stunned. Honestly, there was a split second when I was too. There was something about the twinkle in this man’s eyes that drew me in.

      But we didn’t have time to worry about that.

      “Who are you?” asked James.

      “Does it matter at this moment?” I asked. “We can introduce ourselves after we’ve saved these babies.”

      I took off my coat and laid it down near the reindeer, tucking it under Vixen.

      “You must be Sophie,” Kris said. “Thank you for helping us.”

      I nodded. There was no time for pleasantries. “Gloves.”

      Ed handed me gloves and I looked over at James. “When I locate the head, push on the opposite side so we can gently turn the first one.”

      I rolled up my sleeves, reaching up into the reindeer and feeling around gently for the baby’s head. When I found it, I looked up at James. “Okay, I have it. Now, let’s gently move it forward.”

      James reacted quickly and helped to shift the baby, and not long after, I was gently pulling the baby through the mother. Soon the first baby was born, and Ed took it immediately. In my peripheral vision, I saw him wrapping it in a warm blanket and tending to it.

      I looked at James again, and we both took deep breaths. James moved over and checked Vixen’s heartbeat again. His face looked worried.

      “The heartbeat is much slower,” he said. “We’ll need to get the other baby out soon.”

      I took another deep breath. “I agree. Let’s do this.”

      I moved back into position, but James stopped me. “Let me move this one. Since we have one safely out, I can turn this one.”

      I nodded, taking off my gloves and putting on the new ones that Ed had just handed me.

      James had to go in farther to find the head of the baby. “Turning this one is harder than I’d thought. It seems to be bigger than the first one.”

      I nodded again and moved in to help. Finally, we were able to shift it into position. It wasn’t long after turning it that the second baby was born.

      We breathed a collective sigh of relief as we tended to the babies. Both were healthy, and they were already trying to stand.

      But Vixen wasn’t doing so well. It was clear that the birth had taken a toll on her, and she was having a hard time breathing.

      I looked at Ed. “Please get my medical bag. It’s in the trunk.”

      He ran out of the building and returned quickly.

      I rummaged through to find the right medicine, then pulled out a needle and filled it from the vial. “This should help her breathing.”

      After I set it down, James took the vial and read what was on it and handed it back to me. He nodded. “Just give her three cc’s of it. She needs to come back slowly.”

      I held up the syringe, which showed that exact amount. We each looked at the other and smiled.

      I broke the gaze with James, even though in any other situation I would have kept looking at the handsome man, and then I moved back toward Vixen. After I injected her with the medicine, she seemed to start to breathe better.

      “That’s our girl,” I said.

      I patted the reindeer. Now that I had time to pet her without worrying about her babies, I was amazed at how soft her fur felt.

      Just then, a man with a medical bag came rushing into Vixen’s stall. James and I moved out of the way.

      “Thanks for coming, Dr. Stevens,” Kris said.

      Dr. Stevens examined the animal, then stood and looked at me and James. “Well, I’m impressed. I will tell you both that you just performed a miracle. I don’t know if I could have saved Vixen. The birth was early, and the twins were turned. Chances were slim that one, much less both babies, would make it through. Great work.”

      I smiled, then looked down at my favorite outfit, which was now covered in reindeer blood, not to mention that my best coat was now a blanket for a double birth of reindeer. I had to chuckle.

      Oh well, I can always get a new outfit.

      Looking at those babies beside their mother, healthy and content, I knew I didn’t regret a single moment of the experience.

      James looked at me. “Well, I think we need to go get cleaned up before Gran starts fussing about lunch getting cold.”

      I looked over at him and noticed that he too was covered in blood. We both laughed.

      “Please, go get cleaned up,” said Kris. “Sophie, your room is on the third floor. I’ll have Ed bring your luggage in and put it outside your door. James, please show her in. Maybe go in the back way so Gran doesn’t have a heart attack when she sees the both of you.”

      “Sure thing, Pops,” said James.

      James touched my elbow, which sent an instant spark of feeling through me that I didn’t understand, as he turned me toward the huge, gorgeous house. I was still in awe of the building, as well as its many barns. I supposed this really was what Santa’s Workshop might look like—if it were real.

      It was quite an introduction to Holly Well Springs, but I felt a comforting warmth inside that felt like home. I took a few deep breaths to calm down from the excitement as James led me into the house and up the stairs.

      We both walked in silence until I was in my room with the door closed.

    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-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/the-next-generation-2.jpg
A CHRISTMAS
IN JULY NOVEL

A HOLLY WELL SPRINGS NOVEL

VIVIAN PORTER





OEBPS/images/vivian-porter-2400x800-banner.jpg





OEBPS/images/the-next-generation-banner.jpg
¥





OEBPS/images/and-so-it-begins.jpg
. 5
A HOLLY WELL SPRINGS'NOVELLA

VIVIAN PORTER





