
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
La Verne Writers’ Group

2019 Anthology






 


Lisa Griffiths

Sherri Cohen

Tamara Miller

Toni Eastwood

Holly Scott

Carol Elek

Scott Skipper

 


Guests authors

Serena Lin, & Sherban
Cira

Smashwords
Edition

Copyright © 2019 La Verne
Writers’ Group

All rights
reserved.

ISBN 9780463416709






Cover design Holly Iris Scott

License Notes

This free eBook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment it may not be sold







 Table of Contents

 


A Simple Choice by Scott
Skipper

Alienable Rights by Sharri
Cohen

Arizona Dreaming by T.L.
Eastwood

The Big Picture by Holly
Scott

Called to Connect by Serena
Lin

Finding Redemption by Tamara
Miller

The Future’s Uncertain by
Scott Skipper

The House on the Hill by
Carol Elek

Learning to Drive a
Stick Shift by T.L. Eastwood

Murder in Palm Springs by
Tamara Miller

The Naiad’s Tale by Scott
Skipper

Puff Went Up In Smoke by
Sharri Cohen

Secrets and Whispers by
Tamara Miller

The Seagull and the
Stoplight by Sherban Cira

Sleep of the Kinda Dead by
Sharri Cohen

The Universe Speaks by T.L.
Eastwood

Wen-di-go by Lisa
Griffiths

Angel of Light by Timothy
Coupland

About the
Authors

 











 A Simple Choice

Scott Skipper

 


The Santa Ana condition blew the brown air of
Southern California beyond the horizon. From the perspective of
eleven thousand feet, through the lens of the clear air, Catalina
Island seemed to float just out of reach. He watched the great
orange ball of the sun settle onto the flat edge of the water. As
the circle diminished, the hue deepened until a diamond of white
winked out of existence, and a second later, an emerald fire flared
above the horizon and then was gone.

The man’s quest having been fulfilled, he
began the descent from the barren mountaintop on the zigzag trail
that traversed the gravel slope. The azure sky deepened and would
make the trail treacherous if he didn’t cross the straits known as
the Devil’s Backbone before darkness fell, and the full moon rose.
It would be perhaps twenty minutes to reach that narrow ledge with
a vertical wall to the left and a sheer drop to the right. Twenty
minutes was about all the light that was left in the day.

His thoughts turned to his
wife who should have been with him but woke with a migraine. She
implored him not to hike alone, but the draw of the pristine air
and the impending moonrise was too strong. He had assured her that
he would be fine and that surely there would be others on the
mountain on such a fine day. Oddly, there weren’t. He was the last
on the summit. Everything would be fine. He had a light, and that
full moon promised to be spectacular. Still, his thoughts returned
to her almost frantic insistence that he not do it alone. He
hoped that there wasn’t some omen in her pleading.

The canyons below were obscured in
blackness. Crepuscular light lingered only on the peak, and the
margin of darkness rose steadily toward him. He shrugged the pack
off his shoulders and unzipped the pouch where he had stashed the
flashlight. The murderous stretch of trail was now before him,
constricted and paved with decayed granite and marble-sized
pebbles. Difficult and unnerving in the full sun, in the nearly
absent light it was intimidating. The circle of light at his feet
guided each step as he watched the ground and not the trail
ahead.

He shone the penetrating
light into the abyss, and his innards dropped. The beam could not
detect the bottom of the declivity. While he was paused, he
momentarily lamented not heeding his wife’s entreaties—too late for
that. Wryly, he wondered that the most paranoid and intrusive
state in the union hadn’t insisted on building a guardrail here. He
looked toward the end of the awful path perhaps another twenty feet
distant, and there were eyes. Two eyes glowing green in the last
trace of twilight.

His heart rate spiked as he panned the beam of blue light from the depths of
the canyon toward the end of the precipice. It fell on the face and
muscular shoulders of the giant cat. The face was strangely
beautiful, but it contained a dispassionate resolve—he was prey.
The conventional wisdom of a myriad of trail guides told him to
remain calm, not run, and try to look imposing. The last thing he
felt was imposing. It was also suggested to throw things at the
beast. Try to hit it on the nose. Throw what? There was nothing in
sight any bigger than a walnut. Throwing the flashlight did not
seem to be a good option. Retreating offered no refuge, up was
impossible, and down was unknowable. If by some caprice he turned
the monster, it would only be lying in wait somewhere in the dark
beyond the spindly trail—somewhere where the feline had sure
footing.

That thought tantalized
him with an option. When the beast attacked, could he somehow fling
it over the edge? Would they both go over the edge? What would be
the consequences of that? Certain death from the look of it, quite
probably for both hunted and hunter. There was not a lot of
comfort to be derived from that.

Seconds crawled past. The
lion remained frozen in the torchlight while the man’s mind raced
for a solution and agonized over the decisions that brought him to
this impasse. He saw his wife’s agonized face in the light of his
demise. How many days would she have to wallow in despair before
his body, whatever remained of it, was recovered? And what about
the kids? Both were now old enough to understand the primal terror
of being eaten alive—their father not just dead but devoured. He’d
found a deer’s carcass once that had plainly been the meal of a
mountain lion. It was a set of clean and still articulated bones.
Only the head was uneaten. The image of his face still attached to
his naked skeleton shot a shudder through his frame. Would his wife
be made to look on such a spectacle? What if there were
cubs? Maybe his mangled corpse would be hauled to a den and feasted
on by the family, or dragged into a tree for safekeeping from the
coyotes.

How long could this showdown last? What
about rescue? Could his phone possibly have a signal? He removed
the pack once more and found the phone. Afraid to take the light
out of the eyes of his menace, he passed the screen into the beam.
Was that a trace of a bar? He tapped the numbers and prayed.

It rang. “Nine-one-one, what is the nature
of your emergency?”

“I’m trapped on Mount Baldy at the Devil’s
Backbone with a mountain lion staring at me.”

“Hello. Hello? What is the nature of your
emergency?”

“I’m trapped on the Devil’s Backbone by a
mountain lion.”

“Can you hear me? Hello.” The line went
dead.

The cat took a cautious
step forward. The man stepped back and looked into the
blackness below him. When the beast crouched to spring, he didn’t
hesitate. He slipped off the brink committing himself to the sluice
of loose gravel. His slide accelerated, and occasional outcroppings
of stone tore his clothes and skin. Neither time nor pain meant
anything. His fate was out of his control, and nothing but fear
existed until there came blessed oblivion.

 


***

 


A bright light, loud noise, rude movement, and a
sensation of rising through deep water seeped into his
consciousness. Shadows and shapes crowded over him. A beam of light
shone into each eye, and the pressure of straps across his chest
and legs began to mean something. His eyes focused. The men wore
yellow jackets. The ground was a flat pebbly moraine of granite and
shale. The blinding light was from a helicopter, it wasn’t heaven,
but thankfully, neither was it hell.

 



 Alienable Rights

Sharri Cohen

 


Anna sprinted into
the nondescript
gray brick building, out of the murky
citron-colored haze. She pulled off the antiviral face mask to
breath in the hermetically sealed, purified air blowing
through the wall and floor vents in the building. With the mask
hanging around one ear, she took a deep cleansing breath before she
headed to the interrogation room. Her long legs flew down the hall,
blond hair flying out of its hazard bun, whiskey-colored eyes
snapping with barely controlled emotion.

“Just another lousy day in paradise,” she
muttered in a disgruntled undertone. She hated this city. She hated
it from the day she transferred here. It had the largest population
of ‘visitors’ in the country.

“Visitors,” she sneered.
“One day they showed up, offering interplanetary friendship for a
‘temporary’ home, and they never left. They were a species unlike anything seen
before. They were humanoids who could transform into various types
of mutant animals. Their planet had been dying for years as the
population dwindled. They found that Earth had a similar
environment and… They landed here faster than a spinster aunt at a
family dinner and have been staying ever since. What was the
saying?” Anna
mused. “Oh yeah. There are many roads to prosperity. They took the road to earth, and never looked back.”
Shrugging her shoulders and letting the mask fall to the ground
from where it had dangled over her ear, she continued toward her
objective.

A perp was being restrained in the interview
room waiting for Anna and her partner. The building they were in
was run by the secret anti-mutant organization. Both she and her
partner, Bob, were in the group that worked outside the legal
system to specifically shut down the illegal activities of the
mutants. As a general rule, the visitors were not more criminally
inclined than the native earth population, but they required
different handling due to their unique capabilities.

Shoving open the green painted door, Anna
by-passed her boss gesturing frantically to her from the doorway of
his office.

“Later, Ron. I’m kinda busy right now.” She
stepped inside the interview room to confront the perp. Seeing her
partner already there, she marched over to the visitor who was
shackled to the metal chair.

He had a smirk on his
lizard snout as he sneered at her.“Well, well. This is a surprise.
Who are you my
lovely little lady?”

“Who am I, you ask?
Well, I’ll tell you, my friend. I am your worst nightmare. The very
core of your night terrors. You thought that you guys, aberrations
of nature, were terrifying?” Sniffing mockingly, she continued,”
You are a white fluffy”, she leaned in close, “blue-eyed,” shoving
her face next to the now petrified captive’s ear,
“cotton-tailed, sweet-natured Easter bunny, next to
me.” Anna Smith balled her fist and planted it into the Komodo
dragon-faced mutant. He went slack with his forked tongue falling
out of his mouth. At the prisoner’s “arrest”—some might call it a
kidnapping—they had put the non-transforming electric collar around
his neck, so he could not change into his human form. He would be
in his lizard form until they removed it.

“Lana…” began her partner mollifyingly.

“It’s Anna you cretin,” she snapped at
Bob.

“I’m surprised it’s not ‘viper,’” he
muttered.

“What did you say?”

He stood at attention and stated loudly, “I
said, if you’d hit him much harder, he’d need a diaper.”

Anna marched to the two-way glass mirror
along one side of the interrogation room and peered at her
reflection. Looking closer, she wiped a smudge of lipstick that had
slipped outside her lips liner with her thumb. Before rapping
impatiently on the glass she shouted, “Hey! We need a medic for the
freak…make it a lizard vet. The guy is going to be needing a
transfusion. Just give me a minute.”

“Hey, Anna! The perp
better not be needing any extra medical attention.
You remember what happened last time? We had trouble getting rid
of the body. Let it go.” warned Bob.

Walking to the
door past the trembling perpetrator, Anna kicked his chair in
annoyance and motioned to Bob to meet her in the hall. She grabbed
his arm and dragged him into the women’s restroom, much to Bob’s
protesting horror. Then she turned to twist the lock to the closed
position.

“Shaddup! Quit your yapping. This is the
only place we can talk privately.”

“Let go of my arm. You’re gonna leave
bruises that I’ll have to explain to my wife. She still thinks I’m
an insurance adjuster. Why can’t we go to the broom closet like
normal people?” Bob complained. “I like urinals in my bathroom. I
can only pee against a wall in a public restroom, not locked up in
a little room.”

“We are not here to
urinate. We need to talk privately, and I don’t trust everyone in
the organization. We both know that no one outside this small group
can even suspect we are in the mutant task-force since it has been
outlawed. It is unfortunate that my face is plastered all over
wanted posters. They are taped on every telephone pole and street
light pole in Washington, DC. Right next to the missing dog
notices that are everywhere. And, can you please tell me why people
cannot keep track of their dogs?” Anna swung around to respond to
pounding on the bathroom door, yanking her partner with
her.

“Hey, go away! We are busy in here,” she
shouted next to Bob’s ear.

“I’m deaf,” Bob wailed pitifully.

“Is that a man I heard in there?” hollered
the astonished woman hammering on the locked door. “I gotta go.
Now! Open this door.”

“Shaddup! There’s plenty of space in the
men’s room. We are busy in here.”

Bob wrenched his abused appendage from
Anna’s vice-like grip and leaned against the sink, cradling his
elbow protectively. “I realize, Anna, you have had a bad experience
with a mutant—”

“Bad
experience!” She emitted a high-pitched
shriek.

Bob slapped his hands over his ears. “Oh my
God! Dogs must be howling all over the city right now. Are my ears
bleeding?”

Anna ignored his whining to continue her
rant, “They murdered my husband. They sucked his brain out his
nose! Literally pulled it out like so much snot. So now, because I
want to make those rat bastards pay the price of my revenge, I am
wanted by the law, a criminal,” she sneered twisting her lips. “I
face a prison sentence because I follow my heart.”

“Well, to be honest,” Bob
said hesitantly because it never paid to be honest with his partner if it went
against her reality, “that was a small criminal faction at work.
They were caught and prosecuted. We are in a group that is
recognized by the world as a crime consortium. We eradicate people
because they are different from us—that is racist behavior. We
target this particular group, mutants, not because they have broken
any laws, but instead, eliminate them for a political reason and to
create full human supremacy. That makes us terrorists. Also,
because of the fact that we are purging an entire group of
individuals,
we are committing genocide. In light of
that, we are understandably considered criminals
ourselves."

“It makes us
discriminating, you
spineless half-wit. Use the right word. We belong to a group that
is striving to bring back the human race as the leaders of the
world. I am willing to face the consequences to lead this
organization into the future by squashing every non-human
monstrosity that dares to inhabit my world. We will not always be
stuck in a basement in Washington, DC. We will grow, expand, and
spread…”

“Like mold?” questioned Bob. “Or maybe a
virus?”

“You are not funny. Get
with the program or get out. We need to make the world human again.
Great again. There is no other way to do it. It is not like we can
build a fence big enough or wide enough to keep them out. Let’s go
back and grill the lizard for his hidey-hole where the rest of
his buddies congregate.”

“You mean their lounge?” questioned Bob.

“What?”

“A group of lizards is
called a ‘lounge’. Cool, huh? It pays to be
informed,
Annie," her partner smirked.

Anna resisted the urge to smash Bob in the
face, which wasn’t easy. He could be pretty obnoxious and not
always as afraid of her as she would like. But right then, she had
an immediate goal to accomplish. She was trying to save the world
regardless of popular opinion.

“Come on. We gotta pull the tail off that
Komodo.” She hurried out of the restroom pulling her partner behind
her. “Shake a leg. What do you think the guys would say if they
found you in the women’s bathroom? They’d be calling you Babs from
now until eternity.”
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