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	For my children— T, C, G, M

	For your children—

	And for theirs—

	I love you, forever.

	 

	May the magic of this season always bring you light and love.

	 


Beloved Readers,

	 

	I hope this letter finds you humming an old Yuletide tune. Maybe you’re just in from catching snowflakes or winter sunbeams and are looking forward to the Winter Solstice. Perhaps now you’re ready to curl up with a soft blanket, wrap your hands around a warm cup of cider, and bask in the soft glow of flickering candlelight.

	 

	My name is Rionna Morgan, and I am so happy to be sharing this time of year with you. As the author of The Celtic Wheel of the Year series, I felt compelled to share a piece of my heart with you. I was born to parents of Irish descent, raised by a single mother, and my childhood was beautifully woven with Celtic traditions, each Festival and Esbat a cherished memory. The tales, songs, and age-old rituals provided not just a sense of belonging but also a profound understanding of love and compassion in their purest forms. 

	 

	It is this same warmth of memory, this unconditional love, that I sought to capture in my writing. The series was born from a place of deep reverence and affection for my roots and traditions of my youth.

	 

	But beyond just a story, my most earnest aspiration is to spread love. In the world we inhabit, where days can sometimes seem bleak and disconnected, I yearn for these tales to act as a shield. By doing so I hope they protect and remind us of the boundless love that exists and can be found in the traditions we build and celebrate.

	 

	As you turn the pages, know that you aren’t just journeying through a fictional tale with these beautiful characters who took pieces of this family and that family to create a single unit of love and connection. You are, in many ways, tracing the contours of my own heart, my memories, and my deepest hopes. Thank you for giving my stories a home in your heart, and in return, I send to you across the miles all the warmth and love that has inspired this series. 

	 

	May your home be the safest of havens, abounding with love and happiness. Blessed Yule.

	 

	With all my love,

	Rionna
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	Ronan squeezed his hands tight and looked out the window. He took a few deep breaths trying to calm his mind, but he just couldn’t. The anger kept building. 

	Out the window and beyond, into the fields beside his house, snow was falling, that glorious, amazing, December,  Winter Break snow. He could see deer walking gracefully along the fence line. In his yard the tall cottonwood trees stood stately and quiet, their bare black limbs stretching up into the grey-white sky. Huge flakes, perfect flakes, fell easy and gently to cover the ground with another layer of fresh powder.

	Normally, he would be out there in it, racing around, laughing, and chasing his sister, Croia, and coaxing Kenna, their new sister, to come play. But not today. And not any day since the first snow.

	Around him at the table, he could hear Croia and Kenna chatter with their grandmother, Brighid, who had come from Ireland to spend the year with their family. They were laughing and telling each other about their school day as they sipped their tea. 

	After-school tea had become an instant tradition when Grandmother arrived in October. Every day she made some amazing treat and brewed a pot of hot Irish tea all ready to be enjoyed when the three got home from school.
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