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The Lord is my strength and my shield;
my reart trusts inHim, andHe helps me.
~ Psalm 28:7



CHAPTER ONE

Tues day, Novem ber 17th

Rain pelted Deputy Fire Marshal Cassandra McCarthy as st
stood before a gaping hole in Chatham Mill Road, just outside of he
small town of Silver Heights, North Carolina. Pulling her pink
baseball cap lower on her blonde head, she waved at two firem
from Beaver Creek Fire Department who were placing orange con
on the other side of the small gorge.

Getting into her white Chevy Tahoe, she dried her face an
hands on the towel sitting in the passenger seat before picking up |
phone. OChatham Mill claseo all traffic from Lafayette Church
Road to County Line,O she texted to her boss, Fire Marshal a
county Emergency Manager Gabriel Burns. OSinkhole encompas:
both lanes. At least ten feet across.O

Orenfour,O came the quick response. OCheckingtre@wned
power lines near Summerton neighborhood.O

A wind gust shook her truck, and Cassandra turned her caram
colored eyes to the window. Her small town hadnOt been prepared
a storm of this magnitude, as the forecast had only suggested
chance oflight rain. The area was already saturated with the extr
precipitation theyOd received through the autumn months, so i
strong downpour and twelvmile-perhour winds were taking out
trees and roadways all over the county.

Her phone vibrated with anothercoming text, this time from
the clerk at their office, Wendy Forrester. OTree down on house ¢
Silver Tree Road,O she typed to both Cassandra and their boss, a



most just called Chief. OBeaver Creek busy with downed power lin
across Stonecrest Rbalus two other sinkholes. Can one of you
check for injuries?O

OPower lines down at Summerton are still live,O came her bos
quick response. OIOm the only one on scene. Waiting for South
Utilities to show up.O

Cassandra sighed and turned the keyednignition. Ol got it,0
she texted before putting her Tahoe into gear. OSend me the addre

With any luck, the storm wouldnOt last too long.

*kkkk

Cassandra pulled as far into the sandy driveway of thestory
house as she could before putting treck in park. Mature trees
surrounded the dwelling, and many large branches lay scatter
around the yard.

Thankful the storm had calmed to a gentle shower, she open
her door and cautiously looked up at the trees overhanging h
vehicle. The last thinghe wanted to do was call Chief to tell him a
pine tree had come down on top of her work vehicle. Satisfied th;
she wasnOt in imminent danger, she turned the engine off and stef
out to assess the damage around her.

Most of the house seemed to be in d@hape, discounting the
far corner of the living quarters that now supported a large oak. Tt
tree lay on top of the roof at a sixtegree angle, and the roots
farthest from the house were pulled out of the ground. It looked lik
someone too heavy hadgly leaned against the trunk and toppled
it over.

Picking her way across the yard, Cassandra stepped onto 1
small porch and knocked on the front door. Not hearing an
movement, she banged louder, yelling, OFire marshal!O Still



answer.

She tried the dorknob to see if it was unlocked and noticed a
lock box hanging there. She knocked once more and waited
moment before beginning an outside sweep of the house, peeking
any firststory windows where curtains were open to reveal the
inside.

Stepping bak from the house, Cassandra could see where th
trunk landed across the roof. Branches had smashed in at least
window, but she couldnOt tell if more damage lay under the mass
tree. Walking through the front yard to her truck, she almost steppe
on arealty sign lying flat in the yard.

Finding shelter within her Tahoe, Cassandra dried her hands a
grabbed her cell phone. After dialing the office, she waited fo
Wendy to answer.

OThe house on Silver Tree appears to be vacant. A realtor sigr
down inthe front yard, and when | looked through the windows, |
didnOt see many furnishings inside.O

OGood,0 Wendy replied. OWant me to call that realtor to
sure?0

OPerfect. Thanks.O

OEmpty house means one less thing for us to worry our pre!
little heads abut. The National Weather Service sent out an updat
on that storm in the Atlantic, and it looks like its knickers are in quite
a knot! But IOIl have the official report ready for you when you ge
back to the office.O

OOkay,O Cassandra replied. OIOm lgoing to change into dry
clothes. Then I0Il be in.O Cassandra set her phone down on
console and leaned back, taking a deep breath. OGod, You woulc
send us a hurricane on top of all this, would you? We could use
break.O
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OWhere are we at?0

Chief wasnOt one for excess talking, but his gruff tone afte
slamming the front door of the doublewide trailer that served as the
office hinted at the battle heOd waged against the storm. His attitt
probably wasnOt helped by the fact that he wasrstiliipping wet
clothes.

Sitting at the conference table in the entry room, Cassand
grabbed a towel from a short stack on a chair beside her and threv
toward her boss. OHere,O she said. Ol grabbed a couple more tc
when | stopped at home to change.O

He tossed it over his head and rubbed vigorously.

Cassandra didnOt wait to begin her report. Oln sdixenty
minutes, we gained another seven or eight inches of rain. WeOve
trees cutting off at least fifteen roads, and sinkholes taking out fot
others.O

Wendy yelled from her office around the corner. OScottie jus
called. His guys at Beaver Creek are drying out and will head bac
out with chainsaws as soon as the rain fully stops. And the captain
the fire department in town is putting out therd to his volunteers
to see what they can do to help the outlying departments.O

Chief pulled the towel down around his shoulders. OAny wor
from the power companies?0

Wendy walked to the table, her short, brown, beaded braic
shaking with her head. OLaokke it wasnOt only the frogs that got a
good washinO out there.O

Cassandra swallowed her chuckle at the look on ChiefOs face.
hadnOt moved much since walking in the door, so the carpet arot
him was noticeably darker. His jaw tight, he paused foersd
seconds before answering her.



ODoes that mean you donOt have an update?O was his terse r

OA partial one,0 Wendy replied. OFayetteville Power Utility
already on the road turning off power to downed lines and makin
repairs where they safely &

OAnNd Southern Utilities?0

ONot answering their phones.O

Cassandra cringed at WendyOs response and ChiefOs ci
Southern was a small, local electric company that often gc
overwhelmed in big storms. Their habit was to turn off the phone
until they ha some semblance of order within themselves. And the
meant that neither the sheriff nor Chief, who was in charge c
emergency management, could reliably get a hold of them.

OYou call them every ten minutes until someone answers
barked Chief. OAnd themy tell them that their next phone call had
better be to me.O

He strode five quick steps to his office and grabbed a set «
clothes from a hook behind the door. OAny update on the hurrican
need to know about?0 he asked Cassandra.

OWhen | looked at theeports coming in from the National
Weather Service this morning, they expected it to hit soutioemmid
Florida and then turn out to sea. But the weather models are still
over the place. While we were out closing roads, Wendy got notic
that theyOreoing to start conference call updates every twelve
hours.O

Chief nodded. OYou know you have more training in emergenc
management than | do. If this thing turns toward us, youOll take t
helm.O

Cassandra took a deep breath. OSir, IOve only been hepéea cc
of years.O

OANndEO Chief faced her, his stance making him feel like a
impenetrable force.



Cassandra hesitated. Even in small towns, the politics could take
precedence over common sense. While she hated playing games, she
opted for a tactful response. “Some aren’t going to like your
decision.”

“If anyone gives you any sass within the command unit, tell them
they are welcome to take their turn closing down roads in the midst
of the hurricane.” He turned on his heel, heading toward the
bathroom with his change of clothes. “And I’ll personally escort
them out to the next sinkhole!” he yelled before slamming the door
shut, shaking the entire trailer.

Cassandra tossed her pen on the pile of papers before her. “Yes,
sir,” she mumbled, squeezing the bridge of her nose.

“You buck up there,” said Wendy. “Those’ll complain are
probably about as useful around here as a screen door on a
submarine anyways.”

Cassandra chuckled. “Maybe.” She looked at Wendy,
appreciative for the friend she’d found in this unexpected place. A
string of bad clerks had made Cassandra weary to trust anyone
employed by the town, but Wendy was proving herself a woman of
integrity and great kindness.

“You know the games these people like to play,” Cassandra said.
“I’d just as soon stay under their radar and keep my job. I’ve got
girls to raise.”

“Chief knows all about thatN both your girls and them silly
games. And he also knows that you’re the best one to protect us all
if’n it comes down to it.” Wendy pointed her finger at Cassandra, her
head swaying side to side emphasizing her next words. “You have
some confidence in yourself, honey.”

As Wendy stepped back to her office, Cassandra thought about
all that was happening. She wanted to step boldly forward, assume
command of an emergency, and prove herself worthy of Chief’s



trust. But a massive hurricane could just as easily bury everyone in
the county. “Lord, can we not mess with this? I know You have a
good plan, but I’d sure appreciate it if you’d turn that storm away
from North Carolina.”



CHAPTER TWO

Wednes day, Novem ber 18th

Early the next morning, Cassandra hung up her office phone ai
tossed her pen on the papers haphazardly covering her desk. Sr
postponed an inspection sheOd wanted to do first thing today so
could participaten the conference call with the National Weather
Service The news coming from the computer models was uncertai
at best.

She made her way down the short hallway to ChiefOs offic
peeking inside the open door before knocking.

Ol just got off the phone withe NWS.O

OAndEO he replied without looking up from his computer
screen, a scowl deepening.

OMatthew made landfall in Haiti this morning as a Category
hurricane.O

He clicked his mouse, then clicked again. OThat will devasta
the island.O

Cassandra no@dl. OProbably.O

Chief starting banging the enter key on his board.

Cassandra couldnOt ignore his frustration any more. OWhat
you doing?0

OTrying to email this dagamed report to the sheriff.O He
growled, sitting back in his chair. OTRI®

Cassandraleared her throat, and Chief paused in his tirade.

N computer,O he drew out the word with much venom, Owor
let me attach it to the email.O



Cassandra was certain heOd withheld several much stron
words. His years as part of an Army Special Forces w@utdiven
him a vocabulary that was better suited for the battlefield than
business office.

OLet me look at it.O She walked around ChiefOs desk as
scooted back and to the left to provide her room to look. OTh
document?0

OYes,O came the gruff reply.

Cassandra looked the page over, suppressing her smile. £
saved it to the desktop before closing it out and then attached it
the email for him. Ols it ready to send?0

Chief scooted forward to look closer at the screen. OHowOd
do that?0

OYou canOttach an open file to an email.O

He looked at her sharply. OYou mean all | had to do was clo
the blasted thing?0

OYou really should look into a basic computer class.O Cassan
walked back to the other side of the desk again and sat in the ch
intendedfor visitors.

Chief grunted. OOr add sending reports to your list of duties.O

Cassandra wanted to derail this conversation. She did not ne
more on her plate. OSo, this hurricaneEO

ORight. Matthew. Category 4. In Haiti.O

OYes. Two of the three computeeather models say itOs
expected to skirt the coast from Florida to the southern part of Sou
Carolina before turning east and heading back out to sea.O

Chief sat back in his chair and looked at her. OAnd what wou
that mean for us?0

OThey think onto-three inches of rain. Maybe some of the wind
thatOs on the front side of the storm.O

OSo another storm like yesterday but with less precipitation.O



OMaybe. 1tOs the third model that has me concerned. It has
storm following the coastline farther north bef shifting east. That
could put us right in the path of the worst part of the storm.O

OThe eye moves up the coast, but we get all the wind and rain.

Cassandra nodded. OThe NWS is increasing the conference ¢
to three times per day until this getstpas, just to be safe.O

OKeep up with those calls, and 101l update the sheriff. HeOll lik
want to start planning with department heads and first responders.(

Cassandra nodded. OThatOs probably wise, no matter wt
model is correct.O She stood and mdweadrd the door.

OCassandra.O

She turned back to look at Chief.

Ol meant what | said yesterday. IOm telling him that youOre
charge.O

She took a deep breath. Running from the room screaming in ft
panic popped into her head, but she steeled herseltddedule was
about to fill up with more meetings than she wanted to think abou
and she needed to pull out her notes from FEMAOs course on
Inside Command System on Complex Incidents.

OIQIl be ready,O she said, turning on her heel and walking bac
her office. All nonemergency procedures and inspections just took
back seat to Mother Nature.

okskskok

Cassandra sat in her office, the Command System Manual open
in her lap, her computer screen open to the FEMA website, and
pages of notes covering her desk.

“Got a headache yet?”

Cassandra looked up to see Wendy standing in her office door
holding out a wrapped hotdog and bag of chips.



“Is that fromN

Wendy nodded. “Your favorite convenience store.”

Cassandra took the hotdog and ripped open the foil perap
OYouOQre an angel.O

ONow, honey, letOs not go overboard.O Wendy opened the ba
chips and set them before Cassandra. Ol just had the good sens
see that youOs been busier than a moth in a mitten. | was out
lunch anyway, so itOs no big deal.O

Cassandra swallowed her bite and grabbed a chip. OYou were
the one sitting here thinking 10d waited too long to restock
snacks.O

Wendy waved her hand as she sat down, dismissing tt
compliment. OIOm waiting on one more phone call, then 10l have
list of county department heads and contact numbers updated &
ready for you.O

OPerfect. Anything else | need to know? | heard the phor
ringing off the hook this morning, but | mostly ignored it.O

OA couple of people asking about their inspections.O

Cassindra groaned. Preparing for the hurricane had consume
her day, and tomorrow didnOt look any better as meetings with fil
responders and county leaders started. OAny particularly impatient

OThat one lady out in Whispering Creek waiting to open he
dayare tried pitching a hissy fit with me. Said some nonsense abo
us damaging her livelihood and threatened to open her doo
anyway.O

Cassandra felt the muscles in her neck tense up even more tt
they already were, so she stretched to the left siddeawitile biting
her tongue. Why did everyone feel entitled to demand they be
priority on her calendar, but not one of them could be bothered !
follow the instructions she gave them?

Wendy chuckled. ODonOt you worry none. | handled her. Got t



right-scart.O

OWhat did you tell her?Q Cassandra held her breath, unable
imagine what had come out of her southlered clerkOs mouth this
time.

Wendy shrugged. OJust that ifOn she did, weOd send a depu
her door to tell all her parents that she was opéiieghlly. WeOd
also fine her $500 payable within thirty days and would promptly
reject all future inspection requests.O

Cassandra sat grabbed her water bottle and sat back in her ch
OYou know the sheriffOs not going to send a deputy, and |
commissimers will never enforce a fine.O

Wendy stood up, tossing a candy bar onto the desk beside t
almost empty bag of chips. OOCourse | do.O She winked and le:
forward slightly just as CassandraOs cell phone rang. OBut she d
know that, do she?0

Cassandra chuckled, shaking her head as she checked the ce
ID. Samuel Campos, the detective who worked suspicious fire cas
with her. His phone calls usually werenOt good news. OHey, St
WhatOs up?0

OCass, we got a fire at the back of the Caroliha Babdivision.
| need you to come out and take a look.O

CassandraOs hand tightened around her phone. OAnyone h
when it happened?0

OLooks abandoned.O

Cassandra took a deep breath. Since August, the Puppy Cre
fire division had seen five abandoned bintd fires. SamOs
investigation had pinned three of those on teenagers, but all the tes
involved swore that the other two blazes hadnOt been started
them.

Cassandra had investigated all five fires, and she believed tl
evidence supported the teens@uaaic That meant someone else was



responsible. An arsonist was active in her county. OIOm on my w
Sam. Text me the address.O

She grabbed her keys, tablet, and the candy bar, leaving the m
of paperwork where it was. OGot a fire, Wendy,O she called the
headed toward the side door of the trailer nearest her truck. OPle
don®t straighten up my office. IOve got a system in that chaos.O

OYou grab yoOself some more snacks aOfore you come bac
here now. DonOt you be expecting me to feed you lewvety day
this week.O

Cassandra smiled as she charged out the door. WendyOs
nonsense exterior hid a motherOs spirit. She might be the best hire
sheriff had ever made.

*kkkk

Cassandra pulled into the small, older neighborhood comprise
of dilapidaed starter homes. To say they had been neglected woL
be a gross understatement.

One block from the entrance, she turned right and pulled off t
the right side of the street behind Detective CamposOs cruiser. T
fire engines filled most of the cde-sag and she could see three
firemen congregated with Emergency Medical Technician Kelal
Bratcher behind the ambulance parked to her left.

Kelan. Her stomach flipped over, and she realized she wze
smiling like a teenage girl in the throes of her first cruSRocus,
gir,O she mumbled to herself. OFire, hurricane, girls at home. |
time for a man.O

She tried to picture her two daughters in her mind, but visions ¢
Kelan kept invading. Visions of things that hadnOt even happen
yet, like him sitting on her cat with all of them. She jumped when
a knock sounded on her window, and she turned her gaze from Kel



to see who wanted her attention.

Sam stood beside her truck, a wide grin on his face. He stepp
back when she opened her door but didnOt say anythiagoSout,
but he didnOt move out of her way. He glanced over at tl
ambulance, then back at her, still without saying a word.

OOh, shut up,0 she said, slamming her door and pushing past
to the get to the backseat of her Tahoe to grab her camerahart o
equipment bag.

Sam chuckled.

Ols the fire out?O she asked, a little too brusquely.

OYes.O Sam nodded toward the men with Kelan. OScottie just
the last of the firefighters that were inside to recovery, and the re
are organizing and storing the&quipment.O

OLetOs go take a look.O She brushed past him, determined tc
her mind, and hopefully SamOs, set on the job ahead of her.

Sam fell into step beside her. OIf you want to go, um, check ¢
the boys firstEQ

She stopped mid stride and turnedS®am. Her eyes narrowed,
she started to say something when she heard Kelan call out, OF
Sparky!O

She turned her heated gaze in his direction and then back at S
when he snorted. Huffing, she turned back to the burned out hou:
not seeing the smirk avdave shared between Sam and Kelan.

Stomping up the driveway, she tried to steady her breathing
Letting Kelan get under her skin would make her sloppy, bringin
ChiefOs wrath down on her head. OFire, hurricane, girls at home,C
muttered under her breath

She started her sweep outside the remains of the house, arot
the front, and then along the left side. Grass and weeds up to t
knees made her take her search more slowly, but thankfully much
the yard was sparse.



As she was coming around the bacghti corner, something
brown in the grass caught her eye. She moved in, snapping mc
pictures as she got closer.

OWhat did you find?0 Sam called from the driveway.

Cassandra crouched down, using a stick to turn the bit of fabr
over and uncurl it from itposition in the grass. OltOs a glove,O st
called back. OWould you go get an evidence container from the be
of my truck?0

She snapped a few more pictures, waiting while Sam jogge
back with the sanitized Mason jar.

OWith a little bit of luck,O she saihnning a latex glove so she
could pick up the glove sheOd found, Othis will have some DNA
it.O

OWith a whole lot of luck,0 Sam said, Othe DNA will already
in the system so we can nail this guy.O

OAssuming the guy who dropped this glove had songetbido
with the fire.O She tightened the lid on the jar.

OYou donOt think s0?0

OAIl | can say right now is that | found a glove.O She turned tl
container around in her hand, looking closer. OConsidering tl
weather weOve been having, its condition dbé&ssiOlike itOs been
out here long.0

OAgreed. Which increases the chances that our perpetra
dropped it. Especially since it doesnOt look like anyoneOs lived h
in months.O

Cassandra looked again at the house, at least half of it burn
nearly to thefloor. A few two by fours remained of the framing, but
not much was left except the chimneystack and a little brickwor
that once covered the lower half of the front of the house. OHopefu
it will at least give you someone to question. IOm guessing tl
neighbors didnOt see anything?0O



Sam shook his head. OThis is the type of community where |
one ever sees anything.O

OI0II go look inside the house, but | donOt expect to find mt
with the amount of damage it sustained.O

OUnderstood. Let me know if | cam a@nything to help.O

*kkkk

After locking the evidence in her Tahoe, Cassandra returned
the house. One fireman was still poking around the ashes to be s
everything was cold.

The kitchen and living room areas were badly damaged, but tf
bedrooms werecompletely consumed. The fire had burned for a
while before someone had called it in, but the ashes indicated ve
little had been in here to burn.

In the middle of one bedroom, she took pictures of a pile o
ashes. She grabbed a stick from outside antlygpushed aside the
top layers.

OFind something?0

Cassandra jumped at the voice and turned to see Travis, one
ScottieOs longest serving firemen, standing nearby. She turned b
to her pile of ashes.

ONot sure what it is, but it seems to be the mmitioint. Maybe
a pile of clothes?0

She dug around in the center of the pile a little more and found
plastic eyeball. Taking a couple of pictures, she grabbed a smi
Mason jar from her pockets and scooped the eyeball into it.

OLooks like at least onaiffed animal was in there t00.0

ONot much to go on.O Travis moved the firemanOs hook from
left hand to his right.

She motioned to the tool. OGot all the remaining walls checked"



He nodded. OEngine 22 has already headed back to the stat
Scottie askd me to check with you before we left.O

She walked toward him, preceding him out the door. OYeah, IC
done here too. Is Sam still here?0

OWhen | came in, he was talking with that ambulance guy.O

OThat ambulance guy?O Cassandra looked over at Travig as |
walked down the wide front steps together. She thought his ja
tightened a bit, but she couldnOt be sure. OYou donOt like Ke
Bratcher?0

She watched his eyes flick over to the ambulance and then ba
to the fire engine. ONot my kind of person.O Heclbak her briefly
then quickened his stride. OIf thatOs all youthéed

Cassandra stopped and watched him walk away. ONot my kind
guy,O she said under her breath. Travis certainly wasnOt her favc
fireman in the county, but she wouldnOt have thougbdmegate
someone like heOd just done to Kelan. Or would he?

She turned her focus to Sam and Kelan laughing together besi
the ambulance. Sam said something, and then they shook hands.
watched Kelan shut the ambulanceOs back doors, but when he tur
to walk to the driverOs side, he caught her gaze. She felt her che
warming, but she couldnOt make herself look away. Until a ch
traveled up her arms. Someone else was watching too.

She looked back at the fire truck and saw Travis, eyes narrowe
standing on the step of the engine, paused midway as he was gett
into the back seat.



Did You Miss Book 17

KINDLING EMBERS

Inspector Cassandra McCarthy never thought sheOd be rais
her two daughters alone, but her husbandOs unexpected death fo
her © find a career. Now working beside a retired Specia
Operations soldier and veteran fireman, she serves her small No
Carolina town, protecting them from hazards they donOt understa
She loves what sh#oes and trusts God to providientil a series of
unexplained fires hits too close to home.



Coming Soon!
Extinguishing Embers

The hurricane left millions of dollars of destruction, and the
Federal Emergency Management Agency has invaded to help t
community clean up and move forward. Yet in the madsecovery,

a rash of unexplained fires grow more menacing. Deputy Fir
Marshal Cassandra McCarthy works closely with the sheriffOs offic
and the county fire departments, following the small pieces c
evidence left at each fire scene. But what will istcher to capture
the arsonist?



Also by Carrie Daws

C ROSSING SERIES

CROSSING R CROSSING’S

~values = CROSSING MELODY B T
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Book 1: Crossing Values For years, Amber traipsed around the
Northwest avoiding the skeletons in her closet. As winter plant
itself firmly across the Rockies, she decides to tagieamce on a job
at a logging company with a family different from any sheOs ev:
known before. Could they truly be genuine? Could Faye understai
the trauma from her past or Peter think of her as more than just t
winter office help? Could this family aly hold the key to what
sheOs seeking?

Book 2, RyanOs Crossind\fter ten years, RyanOs parents found hi
runaway sister. As he meets her before her wedding, he must dec
where she will fit into his life and what his future will look like.
Seeing thegown where his sister lives only brings more questions
Portland may be the better choice for him in his upcoming move, b
small town life appeals to him. Is it the friendly people or the siste
of the groom?

Book 3, Romancing Melody A Crossing Journey:Newlywed
Melody Podell gives up everything she has ever known to follow he



husband, a soldier in the US Army, to Fort Bragg, NC. Soon afte
giving birth to their first child and dealing with her husband®
deployment to a dangerous part of the world,adygstrikes forcing
Melody to travel back to home. Walking back into the lives of hel
old friends in Crossing, Oregon, is the last thing Melody wants to dc
but could she be missing something? Is God really in control?

Book 4, CrossingOs RedemptiomMany would describe Patricia
Guire as an eclectic force to be reckoned with, but something
wrong. Amber Yager feels called to love on her, yet as she discove
PatriciaOs hidden past, she is drawn in to a group that brings disq
to her own soul. Will théove sheOs found in Crossing be taken fron
her? Or could Amber and Patricia find peace as God shines light in
the darkest places of their hearts?



THE WARRIOR @ BRIDE : BIBLICAL STRATEGIES TO
HELP THE MILITARY SPOUSE THRIVE

The call came down from Command, and your warrior husband
out the door, leaving you behind to handle whatever he has le
undone. Whether itOs the deyday monotony, the inevitable
appliance that breaks, or the months without his presence beside y
being a military spouse brings challenges few appreciate. Yet G¢
see you and longs for you to boldly step into His plan. He purpose
chose you for this momeitfor your man. He wants to give you
abundantly more than what you have right now and desiresoyou
thrive as your warriorOs bride.

OWow! This book is fantastic. ItOs a wonderful treasure
information for married womenEmilitary and civilian. Even though
the authors promote this book as advice for military spouses, all |
the principles and guidae found here are applicable for any
married womanEIf | could give this book six stars, | would. But |
give it five stars, and firmly believe, itOs worth every starlO
~Author Joanie Brucéilana Candler, Marked for Murder



BEYOND THE WARRIOR 8 BRIDE SERIES:
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Book 1: Your Extended Family: A Military SpouseOs Biblical Guide to
Surviving Within and Without Your Family
Family. They can be one of our biggest blessings and one of o
biggest stressors. Family members that donOt understand the milit
systemcan complicate your life, and sometimes the -o@sintioned
relative can undercut everything you are trying to build with youl
husband. Living far away can also be hard if you have a medic



emergency. Deployments and high ops tempos give loneliness a
depression the opportunity to take over. Are there really an
practical answers? What does the Bible say about dealing with a

living apart from family?
!

Book 2: Reintegration: A Military SpouseOs Biblical Guide to Surviving

after the Homecoming

Deploymens are inevitable in military life. Short or long,
relatively safe or extremely dangerous, time away from our men
standard issue. How can the family left behind best deal with tF
transition before and after deployment? And what should we do if f
comeshome different? Those who deal with long separations due 1
a career know that the first weeks back can be trickier than when y:
first began living together as a couple, particularly if the mission wa
stressful or lifethreatening. While the Bible doe3h specifically
mention reintegration, God still gives us great advice on preparir
our hearts and minds so that our marriage can thrive even throu
Reintegration.

Book 3: Moving: A Military SpouseOs Biblical Guide to Surviving a PCS

WeOve got orders! Asany military spouses know, these simple
words change your life. Whether you are moving just a couple ¢
states over or around the world, a flurry of activity is about tc
consume your calendar. Where do you start? How do you begin
process all your emiains or prepare your children to say goodbye to
their friends? How do you know if you need to host a yard sale ¢
even what your weight limit is? Take a deep breath and know th
help is available. This book and the free moving checklist will ge
you staréd in the right direction.

!
Book 4: Finances: A Military SpouseOs Biblical Guide to Personal

Finance



Money. 1tOs one of the biggest stressors in marriages. Many li
paycheckto-paycheck, struggling to both cover all the bills and save
for retirementOften husband and wife disagree over petty expense
forgetting that they are on the same team. But money doesnOt hav
be a constant battlblot only does the Bible givelot
of guidanceput God also provided examples of people getting i
right. With a shiftin focus and a little disciplined effort, you can gain
control over your finances instead of your finances controlling you.

Book 5: Other Military Spouses: A Military SpouseOs Biblical Guide to
Finding Great Friends

Other military spouses can baeof the biggest stressors in a
wifeOs life. From gossipers to bduters to spouse shamers, the
problem is reaching epidemic proportions, and many donOt knc
what to do about it. What if you could find a better way? Instead c
attacking the problemvomen head on or avoiding all women
entirely, what if you could find women worth knowing and
cherishing? No matter where you are, God placed around yc
women of great value, women who strive to love Him first, anc
women who want to love and encourage you.eladtof resigning
your-self to a life of loneliness, let me show you who to avoid anc
what characteristics to look for in quality friends.

Book 6: Retirement: A Military SpouseOs Biblical Guide to Life beyond
the Military

The years have been hard, filledttwdeployments, trainings,
moves, forced flexibility, and uncertainty. Retirement finally looms,
yet a fresh uncertainty takes hold. Gone are the days of somec
telling you where to live and providing a house for you. No longe
will someone tell your mawhere to go and what to take with him.
Now all those choices are yours and his. Where do you start? Amo



the plethora of options open to you, pieces of the military will likely
always follow you. As your ETS (Expiration Term of Service) nears
learn fromretired military spouses Kathy Barnett and Carrie Daws
who have already walked the road you face. Make the journe
forward a little easier by arming yourself with what theyOw
discovered in retirement.



