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To Diane. Thank you for the decade.




PROLOGUE




It’s been more than forty years. In sharing this story, I’ve decided to include some of my diary entries from those days—not as much for your sake as for mine. I find that in retelling our stories, the recounting eventually begins to take on more credence than the actual truth of the event.

—Elle Sheen



Every story is a road. And on all roads there are potholes and bumps, detours and unexpected encounters. This stretch of my story took place back in 1975 in a small mountain town you’ve never heard of—Mistletoe, Utah. It was a harsher than usual winter, and everything, it seemed, was frozen—including my life as a single mother working as a waitress at the Noel Street Diner.

Then, on one of those cold days, something came along that changed everything for me. More correctly, someone. It was the day I found William Smith lying under a truck on Noel Street.

Nineteen seventy-five seems both like just yesterday and a millennium ago. It was a different world. In many ways, a different country. Gas was fifty-seven cents a gallon, and Foster Grant sunglasses set you back a five spot. Jimmy Hoffa disappeared, and the videocassette recorder appeared. Stylish women wore long print dresses and knits, and men wore polyester leisure suits in colors the fashion industry is still scratching their heads over.

New York City was on the verge of bankruptcy, while Jaws, The Towering Inferno, and Funny Lady reigned at the box office. The year’s soundtrack was provided by the likes of the Eagles, Aerosmith, Alice Cooper, Elton John, and Queen, while a nation with just three television networks watched The Six Million Dollar Man, Kojak, All in the Family, M*A*S*H, and The Carol Burnett Show.

Just the year before, President Nixon had resigned in disgrace over the Watergate break-ins. America was a cauldron of social unrest, and demonstrations and riots were evening news staples. Some of those demonstrations were over the Vietnam War. Some were over racial or gender inequality. All concerned me. I was a single white mother with a black child whose father had been killed in Vietnam. Dylan, my son, was now nearly seven years old. He knows his father only from my stories and the few photographs I have of him.

Mistletoe, Utah, was an unlikely place to raise a black son. It was as homogeneous and white as a carton of milk. Dylan was not only the sole black person in the small town, he was the only one some of the locals—mostly farmers and ranchers—had ever met. I know that to you who live in big cities or in the South that seems hard to believe, but that’s how many of these small western towns were.

Nineteen seventy-five was the year Saigon fell and that nightmare of a war ended. At least historically. Parts of it would never die to me, not even now as I write this. But it was that footnote in history that, perhaps, played the most significant part of that winter’s story.

While global chess pieces were being moved around the board by the forces that be, my little world was following its own rickety path, which took a major detour that holiday season, starting with, of all things, a burned-out clutch.

Will it ever stop snowing? I wondered as I walked to the car. The snow had piled up to almost six inches in the driveway of our duplex. I hadn’t shoveled; I didn’t have the time. Besides, it was going to just snow more. I pushed the snow off my car with a broom. “Come on, Dylan. We’ve got to go.”

“Coming, Mama.”

Dylan, who was tall for his age, came out of the house wearing a red-and-green stocking cap that one of the waitresses at the diner had knitted for him last year and his new winter coat that, in spite of his size, was still way too large, the sleeves coming down past his knuckles. I had bought it that big out of necessity. He had grown out of his last coat in less than a year, and I didn’t have the money to keep up.

“Is the door shut?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Then hop in, we’re late.”

I laid the broom against the house and got in the car. As I backed out of our driveway, the Fairlane backfired, which made Dylan jump.

“Someone just shot at us!” Dylan shouted. He was imaginative.

“No one shot at us,” I said. “It’s just the car.”

“It exploded.”

“I’ll give you that.”

The Fairlane had been left to me in my grandfather’s will. It had been a blessing and a curse. It was more than a decade older than Dylan and things on it were starting to go, something I was financially not prepared to handle. I had just replaced the alternator two months earlier.

What now? I thought.



CHAPTER one




To call that winter a junction in my life would be like calling the Grand Canyon a ditch.

—Elle Sheen’s Diary



I don’t know much about cars, even my own—a ’57 Ford Fairlane that collectors would die for today but that I couldn’t give away back then. That morning as I started the car something felt different, which, from my experience—in both cars and relationships—was rarely good. And there was the smell of something burning, which was never good.

“Do you smell something?” I asked Dylan. He had sensory processing disorder—something we didn’t know about back then—and was highly sensitive to smells.

“It wasn’t me,” Dylan said.

I grinned. “I’m talking about the car.”

“It smells like burnt toast,” he said.

I sighed. “Looks like you’re going to be late to school today. We need to see Mr. Renato again.”

“I don’t like Mr. Renato,” Dylan said.

“Why don’t you like Mr. Renato?”

“He smells funny.”

“That’s not nice,” I said, even though it was true. Mr. Renato smelled more like garlic than a roasted clove. “He just smells a little like garlic.”

“What’s gar-lick?”

“Garlic is something you put in Italian food like spaghetti sauce and pizza. I know you like those.”

“Yeah.”

“Mr. Renato is Italian, like pizza. And if you say anything about how he smells in front of him, I’m going to ground you from watching TV for a whole week.”

I looked over to see if he was getting it. He was frowning. “Can I tell him he smells like a garlic?”

“No!”

Mr. Renato owned Renato’s Expert Auto Repair, but since his was the only auto body shop in Mistletoe, everyone just called it Renato’s—a name that outsiders often mistook for an Italian restaurant.

Renato was of direct Italian descent, immigrating to America when he was nineteen. Like everyone else in town, including me, you had to wonder how he ended up in Mistletoe. It was a woman, of course. He met her in the bustling metropolis of New York and followed her back to a town so small that the McDonald’s had only one arch. Actually, that’s not true. We didn’t have a McDonald’s.

That was a joke. I had a whole repertoire of “our town is so small” jokes, mostly shared with me by truck drivers passing through. I’ve heard them all. This town is so small that all the city limits signs are on the same post. A night on the town takes six minutes. The New Year’s baby was born in September. (That last one was actually true. Not a lot of births in this town, as most people leave to get married. I’m a sad example of what happens if you don’t.)

The truth was, Mistletoe was so small that even people in the state of Utah didn’t know it existed. Renato’s love interest eventually left—both him and Mistletoe—but Renato stayed put. Unfortunately, my car kept us in frequent contact.

Renato’s shop was on the way to Howard Taft Elementary, Dylan’s school. The repair shop had three bays and a front office that perpetually reeked with the pungent scent of new tires.

“It smells in here,” Dylan said as we walked in. I wasn’t sure if it was a reference to the tires or the shop’s proprietor.

I gave him a stern glance. “Remember what I told you. I mean it.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“What you’re smelling are the new tires. I like it.”

“You’re weird.”

“No one’s going to argue that.”

Just then a short, olive-skinned man walked out of a back office holding a clipboard. He had a pen tucked behind his ear, partially concealed by his salt-and-pepper hair. He wore a long-sleeved, oil-stained cotton work shirt with an embroidered patch with his name on it. His hands were clean, though permanently dyed by motor oil. He smiled when he saw me.

“Ciao, bella.” He walked over and kissed me on both cheeks. “You are too beautiful.”

It was nice to hear, even from Renato, who was a living, breathing Italian caricature and pretty much said it to every woman he encountered.

I was pretty in a simple way. Or, at least, I used to be. I was raised in the small town of Cedar City, the only daughter of a military officer turned rancher, and looked as wholesome as my beginnings suggested. I looked like my mother, which, I suppose, was a good thing, as she had been chosen Miss Cedar City in her youth. I had flaxen hair, a small mouth, but full lips and large brown eyes. I was trim, with curves. I wasn’t tall, but, at five foot five, I was still taller than my mother. My height was something I got from my father, who was six one.

My father used to say, “I prayed to God that my daughter would be pretty, but not too pretty. Too pretty messes up one’s head.” Then he’d wink and say, “But God doesn’t always give us what we ask for.” He also used to say, “Pretty is as pretty does.” I’m still not totally sure what that means.

No matter the standard, I didn’t feel very pretty in those days. In the mirror of my self-image I just saw a lonely, quietly desperate woman hidden behind a mask of exhaustion.

“Hi, Renato.”

He smiled even more broadly, the furrows on his face growing still deeper. “Mamma mia, sei troppo bella,” he said, sighing dramatically. Pretty much everything he did was dramatic. “Every time I see you it reminds me that I was born twenty-five years too early.”

“Maybe I like older men.”

“Perché mi stuzzichi. How you tease an old man.” He glanced down at Dylan. “How are you, bambino?”

“My name’s not ‘bambino,’ ” Dylan said.

Renato smiled. “È vero.” He looked back up at me. “What brings you to my shop, bella?”

“The usual,” I said. “My car’s acting up again.”

“Your curse, my blessing,” he said. “Your naughty car brings you back to me. What is the problem this time?”

“Our car exploded this morning,” Dylan said.

“La machina cattiva.” Renato looked out the glass door toward my car. “The car exploded?”

“It backfired,” I said. “But that’s not the problem. I think it’s the clutch. It doesn’t feel right.”

“What does it feel like?”

“It feels… kind of loose. And it smells bad.”

“You said something smells bad,” Dylan said. “You said not to say that.” I closed him down with a glance. I turned back to Renato.

“It smells like something is burning.”

Renato frowned. “That is not good. Do you ride the clutch?”

“I don’t know what that means.”

“Do you keep your foot on the clutch when you drive?”

“I don’t think so.”

He breathed out loudly. “Your clutch may be going out on you.”

“That sounds expensive,” I said anxiously. “Is that expensive?”

He nodded side to side, then raised his hand to explain. He always used his hands to speak. (How do you shut up an Italian? You tie up his hands.) “The clutch plate is only twenty-five dollars.”

“Thank goodness,” I said. “I can almost afford that.”

“It is not the part that is the problem,” Renato said, his face pressed with pain. “Replacing the part is the devil. That is what costs the money.”

“How much?” I asked.

“Usually costs about five hundred.”

My stomach fell. It might as well have been five thousand. “Five hundred?”

“I’m sorry, but do not panic yet. I will have my man check it out first. You have your keys?”

“Right here.” I fished my keys from my purse, which was a little embarrassing since my key chain weighed about a pound and had two massive plastic key chains that Dylan had made for me at school that said “World’s Best Mom.”

Renato smiled at the bundle. “Good thing you have a big purse,” he said.

“I wish it was to hold all the money I had.”

“We should all have that problem,” he said. “I’ll have William check your car.”

“Who’s William?”

“He is my new guy.”

“What happened to Nolan?”

“Nolan left.”

“Left? He was here forever.”

“Thirty-three years. I am not happy about it. He moved back to Montana to raise cattle on his brother’s ranch. Fortunately, this man, William, showed up two days before he left. He used to be a mechanic in the army.” He walked to the door to the garage and opened it. Somewhere in the garage a radio was playing Simon and Garfunkel’s “Sound of Silence.”

“William.”

A man I guessed to be about my age looked up from beneath the hood of a car. It was rare to see a new face in town outside the diner. He was tall, thin, with dark brown hair and dark features. Ruggedly handsome, I guess. At least I thought that at first. It didn’t last long. “Yes, sir,” he shot back, like he was still in the military.

“I love it when he says that,” Renato said to me. He turned back to his man. “I need you to check the clutch on a Fairlane.”

“Yes, sir. Keys in the ignition?”

“I have them.” He threw him my bundle. The man caught them.

The man, William, suddenly looked at me and Dylan with a strange expression. As the mother of a nonwhite child, I was used to this. “I’ll need to take it around the block.”

“Of course,” I said, like I had any idea what he needed to do.

He opened a bay door and walked out to my car.

“He is going to take it for a drive so he can feel the clutch,” Renato explained.

“Or smell it,” I said.

Dylan looked at me and I shook my head.

“Can I have a gumball?” he asked.

“Let me see if I have a penny.” I reached in my purse and took out my change purse. It was mostly filled with pennies. “There you go.”

“Thank you.” He ran to the gumball machine.

“He is such a polite boy,” Renato said. “He has a good upbringing.”

“Thank you.”

About five minutes later the new guy pulled my car into one of the bays and climbed out.

“What do you think?” Renato asked.

“It’s definitely slipping,” he said. “I can smell it.”

I frowned. “That’s what I said.”

I looked at Renato hoping for some good news but he only frowned. “I am sorry, bella. It is going to need a new clutch.”

My heart fell. It seems I was always paying for something. I had just finished paying off the alternator. Now this. And Christmas was coming. “Can you fix it?”

“Of course. I’ll work with you on the price. I will give you the family discount. Can you make payments?”

“How much would you need?”

“I can do fifty dollars a month. I will do the tune-up for free, no charge.”

“Okay.” I didn’t have a choice. Dylan and I were barely making it as it was. I’d have to pick up an extra shift each month just for the clutch and pray something else didn’t give out. Or that I didn’t.

“Thank you,” I said softly.

“Prego, signorina.”

“How long will it take to fix?”

“Maybe four to six hours. William is a fast worker. Can you leave it with me?”

“I kind of need a car. You don’t have a loaner, do you?”

“Not today. I will have one tomorrow morning after Mr. Anderson picks up his car.”

“Will my car last another day?”

“William, how much longer can she drive her car?”

“The clutch probably has a week or two left on it.”

“Will I damage the clutch more?” I asked.

Renato shook his head. “The damage is done. But if it goes out completely you could damage your engine.”

Just then William shouted, “Hey! Get off that!”

I spun around. He was shouting at Dylan, who was standing on top of an oily machine next to a stack of tires. “That’s not a toy.”

Dylan was paralyzed with fear. He wasn’t used to being yelled at. I walked over to him. “Sorry,” I said to William. “He doesn’t know better.”

“Then you should keep an eye on him. This isn’t a playground.”

“I’m sorry,” I said again. I turned to Dylan, who was still cowering. “Come on, Dylan. Let’s go. Don’t touch anything.” So much for Mr. Rugged Good Looks, I thought.

“He’s scary,” Dylan said as I took his hand.

“Yeah,” I said under my breath. “Very.” I walked Dylan back into the front office. Renato was already there behind his counter writing on a pad.

“So here is the work order. We are going to replace your clutch and give you a free tune-up.”

“So this new guy of yours. Mr. Personality.”

Renato looked at me. “Mr. Personality?”

“How’s he working out?”

“William is a hard worker,” Renato said. “He is doing a very good job.”

“But not much of a personality,” I said.

Renato’s expression didn’t change. “Do not be too quick to judge.”

I wasn’t sure how to handle Renato’s uncharacteristic seriousness. And I was still reeling a little from his employee reprimanding my son and me, as well as the devastating financial news. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Renato nodded. “I am sorry for the bad news, bella. But I will give you the family discount.”

“Thank you.”

As I left the place, it was all I could do not to cry. Why couldn’t I catch a break?



CHAPTER two




These are days when I feel like Sisyphus of Greek legend, forever pushing the stone up the hill. But I mustn’t stop. My son’s future is at the top of that hill.

—Elle Sheen’s Diary



As I pulled out of Renato’s, the Fairlane seemed to drive even worse, though I’m not sure if it really was or if it was just that now I really knew something was wrong with the car and was looking for it.

Dylan was still quiet as I pulled into the school parking lot.

“You okay?” I asked.

He nodded unconvincingly.

“That was kind of scary to be yelled at,” I said.

He nodded again. “I wasn’t going to break anything.”

“Maybe he was just afraid you were going to break yourself.” I didn’t believe it, but it didn’t matter. I wasn’t protecting the jerk, I was protecting my son. And he was probably just another bigot. I parked the car in the vacant bus lane in front of the school, then turned to Dylan and held out my hand. “Spit out your gum.”

“But it still tastes.”

“You know they don’t allow gum in school.”

He spit it out into my hand. I wrapped it in a tissue and put it in my purse. “Come on. School waits for no one.”

Dylan was more than a half hour late for school so I had to sign him in. I held his hand as we walked into the front office.

“Good morning, Elle Bell,” the school secretary, Cheryl, said brightly. Much too brightly for where my mind was.

“Morning, Cheryl,” I said, purposely leaving off the good.

“Late start?”

“Car problems.”

She shook her head. “Again?”

“Different ailment, same car.”

“I have the same problem with my husband,” she said. “Dylan, please take this note to Mrs. Duncan.” She handed him a pink slip of paper. Dylan turned to go.

“Wait,” I said. “What about my kiss?”

Dylan looked embarrassed, furtively glancing around to see if anyone might see him.

“Come on. No one’s around.”

He screwed up his mouth. “All right.”

He quickly pecked my cheek. I pulled him into a big hug that he tried to escape from. I released him. As he backed away from me I said, “Don’t forget your lunch.” I handed him a brown paper sack. “I’m working late tonight. Fran will be picking you up from school. You got that?”

“Bye, Mom.” He ran out of the office.

“He’s a good boy,” Cheryl said.

“Probably the one thing in my life that’s not going wrong,” I said.

“Well, if you had to choose something to not be broken, that’s the thing.”

I drove from the school to the diner. I could smell my burning clutch as I got out of the car. As usual I parked behind the restaurant and walked in through the back door.

“Sorry I’m late,” I said, shutting the door behind me.

Loretta, the diner’s owner, looked up at me. “Everything okay?”

“No. Another car problem.”

She shook her head. “Is it serious?”

“Five hundred dollars serious.”

She frowned. “I’m sorry.”

“Me too. Just when I get one bill paid off, another pops up.”

“Pray for big tips.”

“I already am,” I said. “If they don’t pick up I’m going to be short on next month’s rent.”

“I’m sorry, baby,” Loretta said. “Miracles happen.”

“I could use a miracle right about now.” I put on my apron. “But I won’t be holding my breath.”



CHAPTER three




I always knew this day would come. So why was I so unprepared? I suppose it’s the nature of humanity to avoid contemplating unpleasant inevitabilities. Which is why so few buy their own grave plots.

—Elle Sheen’s Diary



It was a normal day, as far as my days went, made up of the usual mix of regulars and strangers—elderly locals who were lonely or bored, as well as the occasional trucker. Like my clientele, my schedule was equally predictable. When I worked the late shift I got home from work at ten—eleven on weekends. When I walked in that night, Fran, my sitter, was sitting at the kitchen table doing homework. Fran went to school at Weber State during the day to study music, evidenced by the violin case on the floor next to her. Fran was lovely, with an eclectic taste in music. I never knew what she’d be playing on her 8-track player when I got home—Chopin or Bob Dylan. Tonight there was neither as she was intent on her studies.

“How was he?”

“Amazing as usual. He made this for you.”

She held up a blue-green marbled ball of Play-Doh, with toothpicks sticking out, four on the bottom, two on top.

I took it from her. “What is it?”

“It’s a reindeer,” she said, grinning. “Can’t you tell?”

I grinned back. “I love it.”

“He loves you.” She put her homework in a bag and then said, “I should















































































































































ALSO BY RICHARD PAUL EVANS

The Mistletoe Collection

The Mistletoe Promise

The Mistletoe Inn

The Mistletoe Secret

The Noel Collection

The Noel Diary

The Noel Stranger

The Noel Letters

The Walk Series

The Walk

Miles to Go

The Road to Grace

A Step of Faith

Walking on Water

The Broken Road Trilogy

The Broken Road

The Forgotten Road

The Road Home

The Four Doors

A Winter Dream

Lost December

Promise Me

The Christmas List

Grace

The Gift

Finding Noel

The Sunflower

A Perfect Day

The Last Promise

The Christmas Box Miracle

The Carousel

The Looking Glass

The Locket

The Letter

Timepiece

The Christmas Box

For Children and Young Adults

The Dance

The Christmas Candle

The Spyglass

The Tower

The Light of Christmas

Michael Vey: The Prisoner of Cell 25

Michael Vey 2: Rise of the Elgen

Michael Vey 3: Battle of the Ampere

Michael Vey 4: Hunt for Jade Dragon

Michael Vey 5: Storm of Lightning

Michael Vey 6: Fall of Hades

Michael Vey 7: The Final Spark



[image: Image]

An Imprint of Simon & Schuster, Inc.

1230 Avenue of the Americas

New York, NY 10020

www.SimonandSchuster.com

This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or places or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2019 by Richard Paul Evans

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever. For information, address Gallery Books Subsidiary Rights Department, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020.

This Gallery Books hardcover edition October 2020

GALLERY BOOKS and colophon are registered trademarks of Simon & Schuster, Inc.

For information about special discounts for bulk purchases, please contact Simon & Schuster Special Sales at 1-866-506-1949 or business@simonandschuster.com.

The Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau can bring authors to your live event. For more information or to book an event, contact the Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau at 1-866-248-3049 or visit our website at www.simonspeakers.com.

Interior design by Erika Genova

Jacket photography by Shutterstock; Getty

Author photograph by Laurie Liss

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Names: Evans, Richard Paul, author.

Title: Noel Street / Richard Paul Evans.

Description: First Gallery Books hardcover edition. | New York : Gallery Books, 2019. | Series: The Noel collection ; book 3

Identifiers: LCCN 2019032745 (print) | LCCN 2019032746 (ebook) | ISBN 9781982129583 (hardcover) | ISBN 9781982129590 (ebook)

Subjects: LCSH: Christmas stories.

Classification: LCC PS3555.V259 N653 2019 (print) | LCC PS3555.V259 (ebook) | DDC 813/.54—dc23

LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2019032745

ISBN 978-1-9821-2958-3

ISBN 978-1-9821-2959-0 (ebook)


e9781982129590/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


e9781982129590/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


e9781982129590/images/logo.jpg





e9781982129590/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


e9781982129590/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Prologue


		Chapter One


		Chapter Two


		Chapter Three


		Chapter Four


		Chapter Five


		Chapter Six


		Chapter Seven


		Chapter Eight


		Chapter Nine


		Chapter Ten


		Chapter Eleven


		Chapter Twelve


		Chapter Thirteen


		Chapter Fourteen


		Chapter Fifteen


		Chapter Sixteen


		Chapter Seventeen


		Chapter Eighteen


		Chapter Nineteen


		Chapter Twenty


		Chapter Twenty-One


		Chapter Twenty-Two


		Chapter Twenty-Three


		Chapter Twenty-Four


		Chapter Twenty-Five


		Chapter Twenty-Six


		Chapter Twenty-Seven


		Chapter Twenty-Eight


		Chapter Twenty-Nine


		Chapter Thirty


		Chapter Thirty-One


		Chapter Thirty-Two


		Chapter Thirty-Three


		Epilogue


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content








		IV


		V


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		XIII


		XIV


		XV


		XVI


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288








e9781982129590/images/9781982129590.jpg
FROM THE I\IEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLEMNG AUTHOR OF

The Ghris‘tmas Box ano The Noel 8tranger
N :\V‘ — N s
N <

Sl E BT

RICHARD

4
. P AUTL “FAPASNTS





e9781982129590/images/title.jpg
““ RICHARD PAUL EVANS

Noel

lreel

FROM THE NOEL COLLECTION

GALLERY BOOKS

NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





e9781982129590/fonts/Salsa-Regular.ttf


e9781982129590/fonts/EBGaramond-ExtraBold.ttf


e9781982129590/fonts/AlexBrush-Regular.ttf


e9781982129590/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


