
View this email in your browser

Officially, the first day of fall was on Sunday,
September 22, at 8:44 AM EDT, but known for
dancing to the beat of a different drum, Southern
California hasn't complied yet!

It's still warm enough for air conditioning during the day and sleeping with
a sheet and the ceiling fan at night. And what’s crazy is that trees haven’t
recognized it’s not really fall, and they’re losing their leaves! Now that it’s
the beginning of October, the mornings are cool, the days are warm, and
we’ve taken the blanket out of storage to toss on and o! during the night.
It’s crazy.

Dear Noah, The Conclusion is due out the first week of November, and I’m
planning on a quick recovery from knee replacement October 21 to do a book
signing up in Lake Arrowhead Thanksgiving Weekend. If I can walk, I can sit,
and I’ll keep you posted.

In the meantime, I wanted to give you an insider’s glimpse into the book. Dear
Noah, book 5 in the series, continues the story of Annie Parker from her thirties
until she turns eighty when she decides to write these books. 

Let me know what you think.

Noah
You might wonder how, after so many years, I can still recall the first time
I laid eyes on Annie Parker. It was a Monday, and I was on my way back
from the lumberyard when I stopped to check in on Sam. He’d been like a
second father to me after my parents died, and now it was my turn to
look after him. The door to one of the cabins was open and I could tell by
the extra car in the drive that he had a guest.

The air was so still, my boots crunching on the gravel echoed as I made
my way down there.

“Hey, Sam,” I said, leaning on the doorjamb.

A suitcase was sitting on the bed, and Sam and a young woman turned
to look in my direction. My heart turned over and I couldn’t take my eyes
o! her. In that split second, I took in her large dark eyes and her pouty
mouth. There was something about her that drew me in. Tight jeans and a
red knit sweater completed the picture—and I lost my train of thought.

“Oh, Annie,” Sam said. “This is Noah Chambers. He’s a local, and since
my wife died, he seems to think he has to check in on me.”

“I heard that,” I said.

Sam shook his head but chuckled. He then opened a cupboard, took out
some towels and set them on the bed. “But I do appreciate it,” he
whispered with a crinkled smile.

They both stood there as if waiting for me to say something else, but it
was hard for me to focus on what to say next. What I wanted to say was,
‘I can’t believe you’re so incredibly beautiful.’ But the woman turned her
head back to her task at hand—unlocking her suitcase—and I lost my
opportunity to say something profound.

She grabbed the towels and turned toward the bathroom, and Sam just
stared at me. He raised his eyebrows, and I knew he could read my mind.
When I saw it was obvious she wasn’t going to talk to me, I dumbly said
to Sam, “Well, it looks like you’re in good hands for now, so I’ll get back
to work. Nice to meet you, Annie,” I called out.

She either didn’t hear me, or just wasn’t in a friendly mood. I turned and
headed back to my truck, listening again to my boots on the gravel, the
sound roaring in my head.

All the way back to the job site, I couldn’t help but think about her; the
way her long dark hair fell onto her face when she bent over, and then
how she brushed it back with her hand. And those eyes. I couldn’t put my
finger on it, but they were so out of the ordinary—almost seductive.

I knew I was going to have to figure out who she was, and then my mind
went into overload as I wondered how I’d see her again, much less find
out if she was interested in me. Even though I knew it probably wouldn’t
go anywhere, I had a hard time trying to focus on my work.

At around one, my stomach started growling, and I was at a good
stopping point to grab a bite for lunch. I hadn’t been to the Sports Grill for
a while, so after my guys said they wanted to stay on the job and work, I
drove into town by myself. Because I was on my own, I planned to eat at
the bar. I walked in and let my eyes acclimate for a few seconds, and
when I looked to my right, Annie Parker was sitting by herself at a table
watching one of the televisions.

My plan to eat at the bar changed, and I cleared my throat as I walked
over to her table.

“Hey, there,” I said.

Boy, did she give me a look. I almost said to myself, forget it, but instead,
I raised my hands in mock surrender and said, “Hey, I’m Noah. I met you
at the cabins, with Sam.”

She looked down at my work boots, and her demeanor completely
changed. Her face softened and something like a smile surfaced.

“The sun was in my eyes, so I didn’t get a good look at your face,” she
said. “But I recognize your boots.”

“Mind if I join you?” I asked.

“Sure.”

I sat across from her.

“Are you by yourself?” I asked, and then realized how dumb that sounded
—she was by herself when she checked into the cabins.

“Yes, I am,” she said.

“Where are you from?”

“Long Beach.”

“I’m originally from up here. Never did like it down the hill. How long are
you up for?”

She sighed. “A week, or maybe two. Depending on how I feel. I’d
forgotten how beautiful it is here, and I need a break.”

Suddenly, her dark eyes took on a sad look, and I was curious to know
more about her.

“What break, if you don’t mind me asking?”

When she didn’t immediately answer, I thought for sure I was hitting a
brick wall. I continued. “I didn’t mean to be so blunt. It’s just not usual to
see a single woman come up here.”

I could tell my face colored.

“I mean, there are single women here, but not many come up by
themselves.”

She bit the inside of her cheek, then said, “Well, I’m not really single. My
husband’s on one of his business trips, and I’m tired of sitting at home.
So, I decided to break out and do something for myself for a change.”

I gave a slight nod. “I admire that.”

I was studying her when she asked, “What about you? What do you do
up here?”

I tilted my chair onto the two back legs to try to relax, and every time I did
that, I couldn’t help but think about my mother reminding me not to.

“I’m a carpenter by trade. I also build homes now and then. So I stay
pretty busy.”

“Have you lived up here your entire life? I wouldn’t have thought there
were a lot of business opportunities up here.”

“Yup,” I said. “I tried moving down once when I was seeing someone, but
it didn’t work out very well for me. I wanted to be up here and she wanted
to be down there. And my work was up here.”

I shrugged my shoulders, which I often did when I couldn’t think of
anything else to add.

“Even if I was over the moon in love, I knew I’d never really be happy if I
moved away.”

I wasn’t sure why I even added that.

“I’m sorry,” Annie said.

Her lunch came, so I said, “Well, I’ve interrupted your lunch, so I’ll let you
go.”

I stood, then said, “If you find you need something to do at night, there’s
a local cowboy bar just across the street. It’s very casual, and you don’t
need to wear boots.”

I could see the beginning of a smile form, and I smiled back.

“Thanks. I’ll keep that in mind. I’m sure I’ll be looking for things to do.”

Then I looked down at her heeled shoes and said, “I do suggest that if
you’re going to be here for a while, you get out of those city shoes and
put on tennis shoes. Or mountain boots.”

“I’ll keep that in mind, too.”

I took a chance and gave her a big grin. And when she smiled back, I
knew at least I hadn’t completely struck out. That just made it harder for
me to not think about her all night.

If you’d like a signed copy when it comes out, let me know and I’ll send you
one of my personal copies. When the time comes, you can pay me with
PayPal, or you can order them through Amazon. Whichever works for you, as
long as you get a copy!

In the meantime, I’m in another great book promotion, and I’d love to have you
enter to win. Please share it with any readers you know!

If you want another historical fiction and family book to add to
your TBR pile, you can enter to win the first book in my series,
"The Man in Cabin Number Five", on BookSweeps today — plus
20 exciting Historical Fiction & Family novels from a great
collection of authors... AND a brand new eReader
:D https://bit.ly/historical-fiction-family-sagas-giveaway

Things you wish you knew about October
Christopher Columbus arrived in the Americas on October 12,
1492
France sent the Statue of Liberty to the U.S.
More than half the population of the U.S. will buy a pumpkin
October is National Pizza Month
Sputnik launched October 4, 1957, and Apollo 7 launched
October 11, 1968
Fall colors peak in October
Most animal shelters won’t put black cats up for adoption
Over 17% of people in the U.S. will dress their pets for Halloween
And Americans spent about 8.8 billion on Halloween last year.

Need a few Halloween Ideas?
Check these out:

What's on my Nightstand

The Map Colorist
Set in 1660 Amsterdam, the map printing

capital of the world, Anneke’s talent brings

her to the attention of a rich merchant. She

longs to create and color her own maps, and

prove herself as a woman in a man’s world.

The Big House
This is an older book, but I thoroughly

enjoyed it. George Colt makes a last trip to

the old family house on Cape Cod before it’s

sold. Recollections of 42 summers spent

there is poignant and highly nostalgic. In a

way, it was an inspiration for the lake house

in my novels about the cabins in Lake

Arrowhead. It’s a memoir, but it doesn’t read

like one.

And last but not least, just when I finished Dear Noah, The Conclusion,
some of my favorite readers from Crestline (pictured below) wanted to
know more about Charlotte, a character in The Maidservant in Cabin
Number One. Well, I had to put my thinking cap on since I thought I
had the conclusion to the series figured out, but I’ve come up with a
Novella about Charlotte Hayes, who was instrumental in helping Ruth
start a new life up in the mountains.

It’ll be called When The Da!odils Bloom, Charlotte’s Story. It'll be out
early next year.

I always have bookmarks and notepads if you'd
like them. Check them out on my website. All I

need is your mailing address.

 I'd love to hear from you. I promise I'll
always reply.

P.S. If you know someone who loves to read,
please forward this!

Happy October!

Chryst!!n
The Man in Cabin Number Five, Book One

The Girls in Cabin Number Three, Book Two
The Starlet in Cabin Number Seven, Book Three

The Maidservant in Cabin Number One, The
Beginning, Book Four
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