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Book Description

Five fantasy tales of the sea, rivers, and lakes from Writers of the Future Silver Honorable Mention winner Linda Maye Adams.

In Family Places, an old sea tale Christine Webb’s grandfather told her as a child lingers in her memories. Can  mermaids leave messages in bottles? A Writers of the Future Honorable Mention story!

Grace Carrington kills the monsters that lurk in deep waters in Dark from the Sea. But an attack comes from an unexpected enemy: success. The Lighthouse Board believes hunter Grace is obsolete.

Water mage Eleri races against time to track down magic poisoning a local stream near her village in Stitching Streams.

In Spooner’s Cove, map mage Tallis makes a sinister discovery—ships in a remote cove, portending an attack.

A mysterious boat wrecked on a lakeshore hides secrets. An obsessed man, determined to destroy the boat. Amanda Wheeler races to find answers before obsession turns deadly in Lake of Whispers.

Dive into this exciting collection of twisted tales of water.


Praise for Linda Maye Adams

“Linda Maye Adams’s especially delightful ‘Alien Pizza’ features friendly aliens so enamored with low-budget monster movies that they make one of their own.”–Publisher’s Weekly

Mask Pretty: Writers of the Future Silver Honorable Mention

Teddy Bear Man: Writers of the Future Silver Honorable Mention

Magic of Her Heart, Writers of the Future Honorable Mention.

Ticket to a Spaceship, Writers of the Future Honorable Mention.

Family Places: Writers of the Future Honorable Mention

Vagabond of Blood: Writers of the Future Honorable Mention

Map-Mage: Writers of the Future Honorable Mention

Watcher Ghost: Writers of the Future Honorable Mention

A Quartet of Clowns: Writers of the Future Honorable Mention


 

FIVE IF BY WATER

LINDA MAYE ADAMS


Introduction

Water has always fascinated me.

I grew up in Southern California. Twice a year, we drive to Morro Bay, California, a small town in Central California dominated by a volcanic plug called Morro Rock. I’d sit behind my father in our old white Chevy, looking out the window for glimpses of the Pacific Ocean.

The beaches in Morro Bay were magic! These majestic waves crashed violently on shore and then rolled in like they were rushing up to greet me.

Northern Virginia doesn’t have the sea nearby, but we have rivers and streams everywhere. I can take a walk in any of our parks and find a stream. It’s amazing listening to the bubbling water.

When I drove to Harper’s Ferry, West Virginia, I spotted signs that said Shenandoah River. Wait—I could see it? It became my first stop to see this immense river. It was both incredibly beautiful and yet, I knew danger looked below the surface.

Water is such an important influence on us, and yet, it remains a mystery. Please these five tales of water.

Happy adventuring!

Linda Maye Adams

Arlington, VA

October 28, 2022


Family Places
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There’s a story in my family from years ago about a bottle that washed ashore.  Old it was, from when apothecaries made medicines.  The label identifying the original contents had long been washed away by the ocean currents.  But the bottle was that startling bright blue.  My great-grandfather garbled cobalt into “coball.”

My young ears heard “cowbell.”  Had me picturing a bottle shaped like a big cowbell. A smile still warmed my face when I thought about it.

 The bottle, as my grandfather took it down from his mantle, was small enough that he could have put it in the front pocket of his shirt.

“Mermaids collect these bottles, Christine,” he whispered as if he didn’t want anyone else to hear.  “And they put messages in them.  Messages to us.  They want us to watch out for them.”

But those memories were from a long time ago, and I was an adult now.

I burrowed my toes into the coarse sand of the island’s narrow beach, the late morning’s warmth soothing my skin.  I’d heard all the stories through the years…not just the mermaid one, how the island hid from boaters, how storms bypassed it.  One relative claimed (quite shrilly) that the island was haunted.

Was any of it true?

I’d always believed, even when other family members scoffed.  Not about the haunting though.  Maisie drank.

Maybe it was silly and fanciful.  But it was also why, the lawyers had told me, I became Corbett Island’s caretaker.

The cool sea breeze lifted my long nutmeg hair from my shoulders.  I sighed, breathing in the rich sea air and listening to the steady crash of the waves.  It had been too long since I’d come out to the island.  When I was growing up, my parents brought me here every opportunity they got, letting me play in the waves and collect seashells the surf offered up.  I’d already dipped a toe in the ocean.  Cold water certainly hadn’t mattered when I was ten, but as an adult, it sure did now!

“Lunch is ready, Christine.”

A smile warmed my face at the sound of my husband’s voice.  Mason Webb was the best thing in my life.  Every time I looked at him, it was like the first time I’d seen him.  I never got tired of looking at his profile with his slightly crooked nose (broken by a softball when he was a kid), or his mop of unruly blond curls.  He’d dressed for the occasion in a floral print popover and light blue jeans, the cuffs rolled up over bony bare feet.

He’d spread out the red and white checkered blanket on the dry sand, carefully making sure the fringed edge fanned out.  The blanket had been a challenge to find at all.  All that anyone sold were waterproof mats.  Checkered yes, but not like a real picnic blanket.  We’d ended up asking a woman from the church to make it for us, just for this occasion.  The basket had been easier to find, somewhat anyway, though we’d had to look for a vintage wicker one.  Just too much plastic out in the world these days.

“Where’s Cooper?” I asked.

Mason’s laugh was like sunshine.  “Something tiny zipped under the bushes.  He’s off trying to find it.”

I knew Cooper would enjoy it out here.  Our golden retriever could roam freely through the chaparral and ironwoods without any need for a leash.  Better still, my two favorite blonds were with me.

“Fried chicken, madame?” 

Mason offered me a stoneware plate with a cold chicken drumstick, a mound of red potato salad, and coleslaw.  The coleslaw was his grandparents’ recipe, and the potato salad came from my side of the family.  A blackberry peach cobbler waited in the picnic basket.  I’d wanted to use some of the summer fruits I’d picked up from the farmer’s market.

While I sat on the blanket, folding my legs under me, Mason poured lemonade iced tea from a gallon jar into two clear glasses.

“How about we toast first?” he said.

“You have something in mind?” I teased.

His leaf green eyes brightened.  “Yes, I do.  I’ve been thinking about it since you became caretaker. “

I felt the smile reach across my face.  The last few months would have been much worse without his support.  Some members of the family were jealous that I’d gotten the caretaker role.  Others thought we should sell off the island and be done with it (actually, I couldn’t, even if I wanted to.  The trust was written in such a way that was impossible). 

I think it was the mermaid story that bothered everyone, though they would never admit it.  These days, with smartphones and technology, they were more willing to believe birds were bots than that mermaids existed.

So I held up my glass of ice tea, the pads of my fingers pressing into the coolness.  Our glasses clinked together like wind chimes dancing.

“Here’s to family places,” Mason said.  “May we always have places we can connect to and stories to tell.”

My great-grandfather would have liked that.  I ducked my head to hide the tears misting up in my eyes, busying myself with sipping the iced tea.  The sweetness rushed through me, and the tartness lingered on my tongue.

“Thank you.”  My voice was husky.

Mason pretended like he hadn’t seen the tears. “It’s beautiful here.  I’m glad you could bring me out to see it.  Why did you stop coming?”

I picked up the drumstick.  I liked food with handles.  “My parents got too busy.  The visits were every weekend, then they were every other week.  Then they went to once a month…”

He gave a rueful shake of the head.  “And it wasn’t hard from there to going not at all.”

Tugging off drumstick meat, I chewed slowly as I mulled over the last few years.  I’d wanted to come out here.  But my parents had the boat, a small one my dad had used for fishing.  I didn’t know how to use it, so I had to rely on one of them to take me out.  They never had time.

Sometimes I wondered if it was just that.  Or if something had happened out here.  Or maybe a family fight.  But probably, just busy.

Mason and I had saved up to buy a used fishing boat.  Break out another thousand was true.  Not just the boat, but the gear that went with it.  We even got a life vest for Cooper.  And the classes.  We both wanted to make sure we knew what we were doing.

Leaves snapped and branches crackled as Cooper loped from the overgrown chaparral, his left ear overturned.  Tail swinging, he stopped by us for a pat.

“You goofball,” I said with a laugh as I righted the ear.

Cooper trotted over to an empty patch of dry sand and dropped with a jingle of dog tags, rolling vigorously.

“I bet that feels good,” Mason said.

“Yeah, but we’ll be cleaning sand out of his fur for the next week,” I said.

Mason pointed his drumstick at me.  “That sounds like your mother.”

“You’re right,” I conceded.

Neither of my parents liked it when I bought back shells from the island.  The
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