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Father, in the name of Jesus,
I lift up this entire book ministry before You. You commanded Your people in Mark 16:15 to “Go into all the world and preach the gospel,” and I present these books as my obedience to that call. Every story, every chapter, every character, every recipe, every prayer, and every reflection is a seed sown into the world for Your glory.
Lord, Your Word declares in Mark 16:19–20 that You worked with the disciples and confirmed the message with signs following. I ask that You work with me the same way. Let Your hand rest on every manuscript I write, every upload I publish, and every platform where these books appear. Confirm every message with favor, reach, influence, and transformation.

I ask Jesus to take care of my needs personally. You are my Provider, my Source, and my Sustainer. Meet every need, bless every area of my life, and let supernatural provision flow from Your hand, not from human systems.
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Red Stripe Nurses & Rowdy Cowboys

The courtroom smelled of dust, dried mud, and spoiled pride in 1890, Cedar Bluff, Kansas Missouri.

Five women stood before the bench in a straight, unbroken line. They did not lean. They did not fidget. Their hands were folded at their middles—not meekly, but with the kind of restraint learned in emergency wards where panic killed quicker than blood loss. Their nursing uniforms, once white and pressed, were now ruined: yellowed yolk stiffened the cotton, red tomato stains bloomed across skirts and sleeves, dirt ground into hems. Their hair had been re-pinned hastily, but loose strands escaped, softening nothing about the severity of their posture.

They did not look at the men.

Across the aisle, five cowboys stood with far less composure and far more ease. Shirts rumpled, hats crooked, boots still caked with mud and crushed produce. Cloth was tied around forearms where blood had seeped through, dark and tacky. Rope burns circled wrists like rough jewelry. One of them leaned back against the rail as if court were a performance staged for his amusement. Another grinned openly.

Sheriff Sam Alder stood between them, broad-shouldered and tight-jawed, his patience worn thin before the judge even arrived.

“I said quiet,” he barked, tapping his baton once against his palm.

The heavy doors opened.

Judge Whitlock entered with practiced authority, black coat neat, expression unreadable. He took his seat and surveyed the room in silence, eyes moving slowly, deliberately.

They went first to the men.

“Well now,” he said mildly, not bothering to check his papers. “If it ain’t the Rowdy boys again.”

A ripple of low laughter ran through the cowboys.

“Careful,” Sheriff Alder snapped. “This ain’t the saloon.”

Judge Whitlock lifted a hand, then let his gaze drift across the aisle.

It stopped on the women.

And lingered.

Not leering—assessing.

They were not what he had expected. These were not willowy schoolgirls or trembling volunteers. They were women built solidly, hips wide, shoulders strong, bodies shaped by labor and long hours on their feet. Full-figured. Curvy. Beautiful in a way that did not beg approval. Their faces were striking—clear eyes, strong mouths, cheekbones set with purpose. Their hair, coiled and pinned up in regulation style, was thick enough that its weight was obvious even restrained.

They stood too straight. Like soldiers awaiting inspection.

“Names,” the judge said finally.

Each woman stepped forward and spoke, voice steady, unshaking.

He nodded once, then glanced back at the men. “I know you boys. Good stock. Mischievous. More foolish than cruel.”

The Rowdy Five seemed to swell at that.

The women did not react.

“Now,” Judge Whitlock said, folding his hands. “Let’s hear how eggs and hairpins came to disturb the peace of Cedar Bluff.”

The story did not begin with the brawl.

It began on Wednesdays.

Every Wednesday afternoon, when the Candy Five finished morning rounds at St. Agatha’s Mission Hospital and walked together to the mercantile. Always together. Always with purpose. Baskets looped over arms, heads forward, skirts moving in the same measured rhythm.

And every Wednesday, the Rowdy Five were there.

Leaning in doorways. Blocking aisles. Boots planted wide as fence posts.

“Well I’ll be,” Rhett Rowdy drawled one week, leaning against a flour barrel. “If it ain’t my favorite sight in town.”

Ransom tipped his hat slow, eyes roaming without apology. “Sun don’t even bother shinin’ when y’all walk in.”

The Candy women ignored them.

They always did.

“Lord,” Roscoe said another time, stepping just close enough to crowd. “How’s a man meant to keep his thoughts holy with figures like them?”

“Noise,” Clara Candy murmured without breaking stride.

“Ain’t noise if it’s truth,” Ridge laughed.

By the third Wednesday, the air itself seemed to anticipate it.

The mercantile shrank when the women entered. Barrels felt closer. Aisles narrower.

“Well now,” Rylan said softly, falling in behind them. “Y’all walk like you run the place.”

“We do,” Constance replied coolly. “You’re just never invited.”

That earned laughter.

By the fifth Wednesday, the men had begun to enjoy the ignoring almost as much as the teasing.

By the sixth, they planned.

The night before, the Rowdy Five sat around a scarred table in their shared house, boots propped, laughing low.

“Don’t touch ’em,” Rhett said. “Just crowd.”

“Make ’em hear it,” Ransom grinned. “Make ’em feel it without layin’ a finger.”

Across town, in a rented house with narrow halls and clean floors, the Candy Five planned too.

Eggs wrapped carefully in cloth. Tomatoes chosen for weight. Hairpins loosened, tested between fingers.

No laughter. Only resolve.

That Wednesday morning, when the women reached the mercantile door, it did not open.

Boots blocked the way.

“Well now,” Rhett murmured, leaning close enough that Clara felt his breath warm against her ear. “No need rushin’. Ain’t every day we get such a view.”

Another voice followed, soft and smiling. “Pretty women oughta take their time.”

Still, they said nothing.

The men stepped aside slowly, murmuring compliments like permission.

That was when the first egg flew.

It burst against a shoulder. Then another. Tomatoes followed—wet, red, shocking.

The Candy women moved as one.

Kicks landed. Hairpins flashed. Steel bit flesh.

“Sweet Jesus—!”

The men staggered back, shocked more than hurt.

“Don’t hit ’em!” Rhett barked. “Ropes!”

Lassos flew.

One loop caught Constance at the waist. She dug her heels in, shouting, “You prove every word I ever said!”

“Woman, you fight like a mule,” Ridge grunted.

“And you think like one,” she snapped as she fell.

Sheriff Alder arrived to chaos.

“Enough!” he roared.

He arrested all ten.

Now, in court, the women spoke calmly.

“They harassed us weekly.”

The men shrugged.

“Just talk.”

“They blocked the exit.”

“Didn’t touch.”

Judge Whitlock recessed only 30 minutes.

Because the women had shifts to finish.

In jail, iron bars separated fury from amusement.

“You stuck me good,” Roscoe complained, lifting his arm. “Didn’t know angels carried pins.”

“We ain’t angels,” Cordelia replied coldly. “We’re trained.”

“Ain’t denyin’ though,” Ransom grinned. “Y’all the prettiest trouble I ever earned.”

“You mistake flesh for invitation,” Catherine shot back.

“Ain’t mistakin’ nothin’,” Rylan said. “God didn’t make curves like that by accident.”

Clara turned then, eyes flint-hard. “And He didn’t make you wise either.”

Silence fell.

One woman bowed her head, lips moving.

Prayer.

From another cell, a man watched her—grin gone, something else in its place.

Sheriff Alder sighed.

This was far from over.
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Red Lipstick and Iron Rules

By sundown, Cedar Bluff looked the same as it always had—dust in the air, horses shifting at rails, men shouting from porches as if the world belonged to their voices.

But nothing looked the same to the Candy Five.

They came out of the courthouse in a line that was not quite a march and not quite a retreat. The town had gathered as if a hanging were scheduled, faces turned toward them with the same hungry curiosity—only this time there was no rope, no scaffold. Just marriage licenses folded into Sheriff Alder’s pocket like warrants.

The Rowdy Five followed a step behind, too close for comfort, too far for peace.

Rhett Rowdy moved like he enjoyed the attention, hat tilted, rope still looped at his saddle horn like it had never been used to drag a woman across dirt. Ransom’s grin came and went, like it was trying not to show. Ridge kept glancing at the women’s hands, as if expecting a hairpin to fly at any moment. Roscoe was rubbing his forearm where the punctures sat, and Rylan... Rylan’s eyes kept returning to Clara’s mouth, as if that sour straight line offended him personally.

“You done strutted outta court like you won,” Cordelia Candy muttered without looking their way.

“We did win,” Roscoe said, voice bright with foolishness. “Got ourselves wives and didn’t even have to sweet-talk proper.”

Celia snapped her head toward the bars of the street crowd. “Sweet-talk? Sir, you wouldn’t know sweet if it bit your tongue.”

“Don’t threaten me with a good time,” Ransom drawled, and the men behind him laughed.

Catherine’s voice cut through it, controlled and deadly calm. “Laugh all you like. You were ordered to kiss us morning and night. You keep acting like boys and you’ll learn what it feels like to kiss a woman who knows how to hold her breath for surgery.”

That shut down three smiles at once.

Sheriff Alder cleared his throat loudly, not daring to look too amused. “Enough,” he warned. “Judge Whitlock got a reach longer than my patience.”

Judge Whitlock’s reach hung over them like a shadow. His voice still echoed in the women’s ears—those rules delivered slow and sure, each one landing like a stone.

Red lipstick whenever they were gone.
Hair down at church.
New clothing bought by the husbands.
A cook and housekeeper supplied because the women worked.
A ranch home—not the rented house.
Permission for cattle drives.
Wagons to and from the mission.
And those kisses—morning and night—like a judge could order tenderness into existence the way he ordered silence in court.
The Candy women did not speak of it as they walked. Their faces stayed straight. Too straight. Their backs stayed rigid. Too rigid.

Only Constance’s fingers trembled a little at her skirt seam, as if she wanted to smooth reality flat.

“Don’t






































































































































	Clara Candy (Black / colored)
married to Rhett Rowdy (White)

	Catherine Candy (White)
married to Ransom Rowdy (Mexican)

	Cordelia Candy (Native American)
married to Roscoe Rowdy (White)

	Celia Candy (White)
married to Ridge Rowdy (Native American)

	Constance Candy (Mexican)
married to Rylan Rowdy (Black / colored)
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