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Introduction 
Once upon a time, there was a lovely woman with the 
coolest blue-black glasses. She spent a year serving as 
President of Writers on the Storm (WOTS), the local chapter 
of the American Christian Fiction Writers (ACFW), located in 
The Woodlands, Texas. WOTS had a history of sponsoring 
a summer writing contest called ‘Category 5’, which was 
similar to ACFW’s ‘First Impressions’ contest in many 
ways. In 2014, WOTS decided it was entirely too similar, so 
they set out to find something new and exciting to do for a 
writing contest. 

Inspiration struck—thankfully, it wasn’t too painful—and a 
vision bloomed. The president wondered, as presidents 
often do, was there a way to host a writing contest that 
could help writers, the local chapter, and the ACFW 
Scholarship Fund, all at the same time?  

And it turned out there was.  

In partnership with Chalfont House Publishing’s fiction 
imprint HopeSprings Books, WOTS launched their first 
annual ‘Storming the Short Story’ contest. Writers submitted 
original stories around a theme (this year’s theme was 
storms) and the WOTS membership voted for the stories 
they liked best. Included in this anthology are our favorites 
for 2014. 

When any dream comes to fruition, there are many who 
deserve recognition. 
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Thank you, contest participants, for the bravery it takes to 
put your work in the hands of others knowing it will be 
judged. The gift of your stories has helped provide funds 
for our chapter to create training opportunities for our local 
writers. 

Thank you, reader, for purchasing this anthology. With it, 
you encourage our contest winners, for many of whom this 
is their first publication. If you like their stories, tell them on 
Facebook or Twitter, or by leaving a review on Goodreads, 
Amazon, or wherever you purchased this book. All authors 
covet honest reviews. 

Thank you, Lynellen Perry at Chalfont House, for sharing 
my vision, assisting with contest logistics, and publishing 
this anthology, the proceeds of which go into a scholarship 
fund to help financially-strapped authors travel to the 
annual ACFW Conference, a dream for many. 

Thank you to the ACFW Board for approving this 
experiment, and the WOTS Contest Committee for their 
hard work. May it be successful beyond our wildest dreams.  

And last, but not least, thank you to the Alpha and the 
Omega, the First and Last, the giver of all good things, and 
the source of our inspiration. May these stories glorify you, 
and may we all live happily ever after in the truest sense. 
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For more information, or to participate in the next Storming 
the Short Story contest, go to 

http://wotsacfw.blogspot.com/ 

Note: For the 2014 contest, genre categories that didn’t 
receive a minimum number of entries were combined 
together for judging; thus the “Combined Category” as 
compared to “Contemporary Fiction” (where the setting is 
dated after 1970) and the “Speculative Fiction” category 
(which encompassed Fantasy, SciFi, Supernatural, 
Alternative Timeline, etc.). 

 
  



4   Introduction  
 

 
 



 

Squall Line 

By Jim Hamlett 

First Place - Contemporary Fiction 
 
 

I have worn the Wings of Gold. 
Every time I walked the flight deck through a 

symphony of whining turbines and breathed the acrid 
perfume of Jet-A, I thanked God for the brotherhood. 

I’ve roared through valleys in a parade of thunder that 
could rouse the dead. I’ve greeted the sun on a thousand 
mornings, far above the earth-walkers. On countless 
evenings, I’ve marveled at horizons morphed by the fading 
sun through a kaleidoscope of glorious hues. Don’t tell me 
there’s no God. I’ve seen too many sunsets at high altitude. 

When I was young and invincible, Uncle Sam’s Navy 
launched me regularly from the deck of a postage-stamp 
airfield afloat in the Tonkin Gulf. I flew the F8 Crusader 
during the heady days over Vietnam. And I lived the dream 
of many young boys: I was a fighter pilot. 

I’m old and retired now, but still fly. As a civilian flight 
instructor, it’s my joy to lead the young to the edge of the 
nest and kick them from it. 

Not every kid is born to fly, but they’re all born with 
the desire. It’s in the genes, a longing as old as Adam. You’ll 
never convince me our first father didn’t suffer a little envy 
as he watched the birds scoot across Eden’s sky.  
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I’ve learned two important things as a pilot and 
instructor. First, no amount of desire can endow you with 
the right stuff. You either have it or you don’t, and God alone 
determines that. There are pilots, and there are those with 
just a license to fly in their pocket. 

Secondly: Never judge a book by its cover. 
 

### 
 

The drive into our airfield is long and straight, like the 
runway it parallels. It’s flanked by tall long-needle pines 
through which the wind often whispers, soft and ethereal. 
Some employee at the department of roads named it 
Heaven’s Highway. That person deserves a bonus.  

For Colonel Sam Rankin, retired Air Force, and me, 
Captain Roger Wilkins, USN retired, founding Rebel 
Aviation was a dream come true. We ran into each other at 
an airshow a few years ago. We’d both retired from the 
military and the airlines, and we shared several other 
common interests, most importantly our faith in Almighty 
God. 

Shortly afterward, we combined resources and bought 
a small FBO (Fixed Base Operator) at an uncontrolled 
county airport in the middle of nowhere. It’s not the end of 
the world, but you can see it from there.  

Undeterred by friends who thought we’d lost our 
minds, we pushed the envelope of craziness and started a 
flight school. Nothing pleases us more than infecting others 
with our virus-like love of the wild blue yonder.  
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One summer morning, I arrived at daybreak to prep 
one of my students for her private pilot check-ride. Kelley 
was a high school senior, a go-getter who had her heart set 
on the airlines. I told her to practice touch-and-goes until I 
got there. 

As I turned onto Heaven’s Highway, a mud-covered 
old pickup that looked like it had once been blue sat in the 
observation area at the north end of the airport. Against the 
white rail fence leaned a stout young man with a crew cut, 
one foot propped on the lower rail. He wore a tee shirt 
rolled up at the sleeves, bib overalls, and brogans—a kid 
from one of the many farms surrounding the airport.  

At first, I considered driving on. This kid certainly 
didn’t look like pilot material. But then I remembered my 
wingman from our squadron in Vietnam. John “Wolf” 
Pendergrass grew up on a farm in Nebraska and turned out 
to be one of the best sticks I’ve ever known. He later became 
a member of the Blue Angels. 

Besides, Sam and I had agreed to pounce like used car 
salesmen on anyone who looked like a prospect. I pulled in 
beside the pickup. The young man’s eyes were glued to 
Kelley’s plane as she crossed the numbers.  

“Howdy. I’m Roger Wilkins.” I offered my hand. His 
milquetoast handshake surprised me.  

“Daniel Ludwig.” He pronounced it Lood-vig. 
“Like Beethoven?” 
He grinned. “Yeah.” 
I pointed toward the airplane. “Pretty sight, isn’t it?” 
He nodded. Then he pulled a watch from his overalls. 

“Sorry, but I gotta go. Paps will be upset if I don’t get back 
to the cows.” 
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As he walked away, I called, “Want to go flyin’?” 
“Can’t afford it.” 
“Ever been in a plane?” 
He stopped by his truck. “I ain’t never been anywhere, 

mister.” 
My heart broke. “Come back sometime and we’ll go up 

for a few minutes. Won’t cost you anything.” 
 
 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
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Hamlett has been a professional 
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continental U.S., Canada, and the 
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Dorothy’s Carol 

by Terrie Todd 

Second Place - Contemporary Fiction 
 
 

“You’re out of options, Carol. Unless you want to kill 
yourself again.” 

Carol rolled her eyes at Jessica. “Don’t be such a drama 
queen.” 

“Well, seriously. What are you going to do? Your mom 
kicked you out. You refuse to get an abortion. Nobody’s 
going to give you a decent job once they know how far along 
you are.” 

“I know.” Carol chewed on the end of her pencil. She’d 
just crossed off the last Help Wanted ad in the paper. 

“I tried to tell you not to fool around with a married 
man. What did you think? He was gonna divorce his wife 
and sweep you away somewhere as soon as he found out?” 

“Well, he did give me the car.” 
Jessica snorted. “How far you think you’re gonna get in 

that old beater?” 
“I don’t need to get far. I just need to get… somewhere. 

I wish I could move to England with you.” She grimaced. 
How pathetic she must sound. 

“I wish you could, too, Sugar. But you think you’d be 
any less pregnant when you got there?” 

“I don’t need a lecture.” Carol blinked a tear away. 
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“Sorry. Hey, let’s not spoil our last night together. Let’s 
try to relax and forget about things. You don’t have to do 
anything immediately. Rent is paid until the end of 
November. Baby’s not due ‘til January. You’re safe here.” 

“And I do appreciate it, Jess.” Carol picked up the dirty 
dishes from the coffee table and carried them to the kitchen, 
trying to forget that November was already half gone. 

But they didn’t relax. Instead, Jessica finished packing 
so she could get to bed early. She didn’t want to risk missing 
her early morning flight.  

Carol flopped on the hide-a-bed in the living room, 
staring out the window at the November sky. Fidgety, she 
got up for a closer look. Soft snowflakes fell, making the 
world appear deceptively peaceful and kind. A church 
steeple rose against the skyline. 

When was the last time she’d been in church? Definitely 
not since childhood. What was that old lady’s name who 
taught Sunday school—Mrs. Nisbet? Nesbit? Something 
like that.  

Mrs. Nisbet would probably tell Carol to take her 
troubles to Jesus. Well, maybe she’d do that. But not in this 
god-forsaken town. Once Jessica left, she wouldn’t have a 
single friend here. Might as well try some place brand new. 
Just as soon as the rent ran out, she’d get in that beater of a 
car and drive as far as it would take her. Maybe Jesus would 
help her and maybe He wouldn’t, but at this point, she had 
little to lose. 

Now that she had a plan, she lay back on the lumpy 
couch and eventually fell into a restless sleep.  

 
### 
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Was it lipstick, paint, or blood? Dorothy Appleby 
scrutinized her mailbox to determine what the vandals had 
used. The mailbox was a wreck, but if the little terrorists 
hoped to hurt her feelings, they would have to come up 
with insults a lot worse than “stingy old bat.”  

“Names can never hurt me,” Dorothy muttered. “What 
gets my goat is the nerve of these hooligans. You might 
expect it living in the city, but not out here, ten miles from 
town and the nearest neighbor a mile down the road. Makes 
a person sick, what this world is coming to.” 

Halloween pranks had been more innocent in her youth. 
Pushing over outhouses was the favorite. Nothing was ever 
truly damaged, though. These brats had not only left 
unkind words on her large country mailbox, but bent it 
halfway to the ground. It had taken until late November for 
George Rustead to fix it, but he had left the cleaning job for 
Dorothy. By the look of it, she would be repainting, too. She 
better get at it before the snow really started piling up. Now 
that the calendar had turned to December, it wasn’t likely 
to get any warmer than today. 

Returning to the house, she grimaced at the sound of the 
ringing phone. Like she did with every call, Dorothy 
allowed the answering machine to handle it. 

“Appleby residence. Leave a message.” 
A female voice chirped in contrast to Dorothy’s curt 

recording.  
“Hi, Mrs. Appleby, it’s Brenda calling from Good 

Shepherd Church. How are you? You may know that we’re 
putting our Christmas hampers together early this year, and 
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we have one for you. We were wondering when would be 
a good time to bring it by. Please call me back at 959-6807. 
We’d love to deliver it soon. You have a good day now!” 

 
ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
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A Rumspringa Storm 

by Steve Hooley 

Third Place - Contemporary Fiction 
 
 

Ruth ripped the unfinished pot from the wheel and 
pitched it across the room. It slammed into the door of her 
ceramics studio. Broken and flattened, it slid down the only 
exit, hitting the floor as a wet clump of ugly clay. 

 She stared at her creation. Great. Wedged between the 
floor and the door, it served as a perfect doorstop, 
worthless, other than to trap her in her misery. 

She stood and walked to the only window. The south-
facing opening was not allowing in much light today. The 
somber sky projected gloom, a prelude to a storm. Beyond 
her mother’s flowers and vegetable garden was the mess in 
her father’s hayfield where hay stacks still smoldered, 
sending black smoke into the gray clouds. 

Just two days ago, it had been the scene of an 
unbelievable battle, the climax of a yearlong mission by her 
hero, Nick. He had won. Her shining knight emerged 
unscathed. She stood ready to run into his welcoming arms. 
But he had looked around… for her? No! He had rushed 
into the arms of Maria, his Colombian Indian maiden. 

How could he? Nick was to be hers. She stared to the 
south. He was already back in Colombia, three thousand 
miles away, happy to be surrounded by his adopted Indian 
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family, chattering away in Spanish, probably already 
planning his wedding to Maria. He had told her repeatedly 
he was promised to another. She had not believed him, or 
did not want to believe him. He told her they were from 
different cultures, different worlds. Well, what was 
Colombia? She should have trapped him, taken him on a 
moonlit buggy ride. No, she was not like that. 

But why could she not forget? Why could she not let go? 
The memories were so raw. Her heart ached, either empty 
in her chest, or so heavy she could hardly breathe. The tears 
started again. He was not coming back. Did he not 
remember everything she had done for him, everything 
they had been through together? She had sacrificed a year 
of her life to help him with his mission. Arranging Amish 
intelligence to find the bad guys. Making disguises for him. 
Even accompanying him to Las Vegas, the most wicked 
place she had ever seen. And then riding with him over a 
cliff to their certain death, only to be nearly drowned. All 
that, and he ran off with someone from his past. How could 
he? 

She looked at the dry clay on her hands. She had even 
run his ceramics business for the past year, dedicating her 
time to his needs. Why? And for what? All she had to show 
for it was a new master, her ceramics business… and a hole 
in her heart. 

She threw her rag in the bucket and reached for the 
failure on the floor as someone tried to enter. The door 
jammed into the clay. 

“May I come in?” Amos pulled the door closed and Ruth 
removed the clay. Her father stepped in. “Is everything 
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okay?” Concern was clear on his face. “I stepped out of the 
shop and did not hear your wheel turning.” 

Amos removed his large black hat and denim jacket and 
perched on a stool. He just sat there, looking at her. He 
patted the sawdust from his clothes and ran his fingers 
through his grizzled black hair. He was waiting for her to 
open up. But how could he understand? 

“Yes, Dad, everything is okay.” The defeated tone of her 
voice said otherwise. 

Amos glanced at the deformed clay in Ruth’s hands. 
“Your mother and I are concerned. You have cooped 
yourself up in this studio, but you appear to only be 
brooding.”  

He smoothed his hands down his long beard. 
Why could they not give her time? Did they want her to 

admit that she was wrong about the Englisher? Never! 
Ruth lifted her head, pushing her blond hair back 

beneath the white prayer covering. She forced a smile. Her 
emerald eyes glistened. Tears left trails down her cheeks. “I 
just need some time. It has only been two days.” 

Amos stood and held his coat and hat. He gently 
touched her shoulder. “I understand. If you need someone 
to talk to, I am next door in my shop.” He smiled and 
sighed. “Maybe you could help your mother a little more, if 
you need a break from the ceramics. That might improve 
the relationship between the two of you.” 

Is that what this was about? She dropped the clay onto 
her wheel and turned to the window. 

Amos opened the door and started to leave, then came 
back in. She turned to face him. 
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“Remember, you will always have him in here.” He 
pointed to his heart, then walked to the shelf and picked up 
a finished resurrection vessel. “And you now have your 
independence… and your art.” He pointed to the ceramic 
pot, returned it to its shelf, and walked out. 

The storm began. Tears streamed down her cheeks. She 
covered her mouth to silence the sobs. Why had Nick 
abandoned her? 
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Tempest Tossed 

by Annette O’Hare 

Fourth Place - Contemporary Fiction 
 

 

Am I my brother’s keeper? Cain’s contemptuous words 
swirled around inside my head, taunting me… accusing 
me. How could she even suggest that? I couldn’t take it 
anymore. In my anger, I slammed my palm down on the 
back edge of the knife, slicing through the onion. A loud 
crack sounded as the blade made contact with the cutting 
board. Disrespectful words poured from my mouth. 
“Mama, why should Saul and I have to oversee the affairs 
of a grown man? He doesn’t want our help anyway and he 
won’t even admit he has a problem!” 

Mama gave me her familiar crooked smile. The soft 
worry lines creasing her face revealed the countless years of 
suffering she had already endured. My brother Samuel, 
after all, wasn’t her first experience dealing with the horrid 
disease. Throughout my life, I had heard so many stories 
about other sick individuals in my family that I began to 
think one of my relatives must have been patient zero. My 
grandmother was among the tormented. Mama had spent 
her entire young life wondering why she was unloved by 
her own mother. And then, “the curse,” as many in my 
family jokingly referred to the disease, was passed down to 
Mama’s first child. Yes, we joked about the curse…it was 
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either laugh or cry. We chose to laugh but, in reality, there 
was nothing funny about it. 

Unfortunately, amongst Mama’s people, the curse 
seemed to be generational. When I was a child, I sat in the 
kitchen listening to Aunt Mimi recount her horrible stories 
to Mama about past family members who’d suffered from 
the curse. Aunt Mimi was Mama’s aunt, my grandmother’s 
sister. Was this her way of trying to help Mama understand 
the problems she was going through with Samuel? Or was 
regaling my poor mother with shocking tales of woe how 
Mimi coped with the hand she herself had been dealt? Being 
raised with a sick sibling isn’t easy. Either way, Aunt Mimi’s 
methods were unorthodox and sometimes unwelcome. 

The way she spoke so candidly to Mama, did the two of 
them even realize I was still in the room?  Little girls 
shouldn’t hear such things. But then, they may have been 
trying to prepare me for what inevitably lay ahead. The 
worst of all Aunt Mimi’s harrowing tales, concerning a 
young distant cousin named Jane, sunk its claws into my 
psyche and haunted me for years. 

As the story went, Jane was eight years old when the 
family finally admitted she had a problem. Some of the 
details were sketchy since the incident took place sometime 
during the 1800s. But I remembered Aunt Mimi saying that 
they didn’t bother taking her to a doctor, because who 
needed a doctor when your child was obviously demon 
possessed? They dealt with poor Jane the same way all folks 
handled the mentally ill back in those days—they locked 
her away. In poor Jane’s case, in a dirty shed in the 
backyard. 
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Aunt Mimi told how they fed the little girl scraps left 
over from dinner, like she was no better than one of their 
dogs. She went on to explain how that little distant cousin 
of mine clawed and clawed at the door like a wild animal 
until her fingers splintered and bled against the rough-
hewn wood.  

Then one day, a tall, dark, mysterious man came 
through town in a covered wagon, bearing all kinds of 
potions and poultices… he claimed to be a healer. Jane’s ma 
and pa saw a chance for their little girl to be cured, so they 
summoned the snake-oil salesman to come and perform his 
healing ritual to drive away the demons that possessed 
Jane’s soul.  

But that man was clearly no disciple of the Great Healer. 
There was no praying. There was no laying on of hands. He 
didn’t read any Holy Scriptures to provoke the serpent of 
old into leaving the girl. 

What he did was chant and dance and roll around the 
room like he was the one possessed. He shook a little sack 
filled with herbs at the frightened child and then he taunted 
her with a small, carved figurine. When he poured his 
bottled tonics and even hot wax on the girl, her ma 
screamed in horror. Jane didn’t respond with anything but 
cries of pain, so he upped his game and began cutting 
himself like one of those delusional prophets of Baal in the 
Bible. But still, nothing changed.  

With all his resources exhausted, he had to do 
something drastic or else lose the hefty payment he charged 
for his services. The false healer insisted on taking Jane back 
to his home in Vieux Carré for a total healing. Her ma and 
pa must have been at their wits end because they agreed to 
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send Jane away with the evil man. He left with their 
daughter and all their money. According to Great Aunt 
Mimi, they never saw Jane again. 
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The Grumpy Chronicles 

by Susan Lyttek 

First Place - Speculative Fiction 
 

Day 1:  
Lightning flared and thunder boomed to camouflage 

the noise of our arrival. 
I have been sent to this world with six other elves. Four 

of them are idiots who failed one part or another of the elven 
basic skills test. Docna, caught with me in our noble attempt 
to reinstall the throne, is the oldest and the others have 
accepted him as their leader. We decided before exile to 
keep my lineage secret. I’m not sure about that. I deserve to 
be king and be recognized, if only by this small band. 

Our chances of returning to the home world, I believe, 
are non-existent. We must accomplish five impossible tasks 
before the council will summon us home. Docna called me 
a grump and said I had no faith.  

“Grif, things will work out.” 
“Humbug. The council has us right where they want us, 

stuck in a medieval forest among humans. They will not 
allow our return.” 

“As long as they gave us conditions, there’s a chance.” 
I gave a royal sniff at this. “Like we will ever see 

someone come back from the dead!” 
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The dopey one whose mouth continuously remained 
slightly open said, “The Creator made it happen before. 
More than once.” 

True, but I doubt the Master of all things will bother 
with seven fallen elves. 

 

Day 2:  
We found an empty house on the edge of this dark 

forest. It needs a lot of work, but it’s shelter. I had 
recommended seeking sanctuary at the castle in the 
distance, but the rest would have none of that. You would 
have thought by the expressions on their faces that we had 
been given our own golden palace instead of this 
abandoned hovel. That quiet one smiled and smiled until I 
thought his face would crack from ear to pointed ear. 

Insanity! 
But still, I will move in with them. Better the company 

of six wacky elves than life among the humans.  
I have never understood the longstanding policy of 

sending our criminals, failures, and troublemakers to the 
human world. What good can a human do an elf? 

 

Day 3: 
They got the worst of the mess cleaned out yesterday. 

Snedbar made brooms for us all out of twigs and branches. 
I pretended as best I could, but I’ve never cleaned anything 
in my life. Mother always said that was for servants and 
little people. I tried twice to use a lesser divine word so that 
the hovel would clean itself, but I no longer have the gift. 
Figures. 
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This place is worse than I thought. There are holes in the 
roof, the shutters are missing, and the floor has large gaps 
where you can see the rocky cellar underneath. I heard 
things moving down there. Ugh! We’ve yet to get any 
furniture, so I imagine another sleepless night awaits me. 

On top of all this agony, we have that list hanging over 
our heads. The five things we must accomplish before the 
council will summon us home. 

1) Make a woman a perfect pair of shoes. 
2) Find gold in the earth and forge it into eternities. 
3) Help someone return from the dead. 
4) Sacrifice that which you love most to receive even 

more. 
5) Create a legend that will endure for centuries. 
Can you believe it? Not content to give us one 

impossible condition, the council gave us five. And we have 
to meet them all, living and working as a group. 

They’ve condemned us to die here. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



“Out of the Storm” Anthology   25 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 

Susan A. J. Lyttek, author of 
the Talbott family mysteries 
by Harbour-light Books, 
and the kids’ comedy, 
Guzzy Goofball and the 
Homeschool Play from Outer 
Space (Lighthouse Pub-
lishing of the Carolinas) 
writes near our nation’s 
capital.  

She enjoys teaching the 
next generation of writers 

through WriteAtHome. Find out more about her upcoming 
books and other projects at www.sajlyttek.com. 

 
 

 



 

The Great Storm 

by Karla Rose 

Second Place - Speculative Fiction 
 
 

Tullia Lee behaved exactly as she should. Exactly how 
a Clementer should. She was a peacemaker. She was quiet 
and peaceful. As far as anyone could see, she was perfect. 
And yet, on the inside, she was going stark raving mad. This 
was not who she was. 

“Tullia,” Mother called from the kitchen. 
Moving down the hall with Serena in her arms, Tullia 

couldn’t help but feel a bubble of frustration at the 
monotony. It was the same routine day after day; she got 
her little sister up, her mother made breakfast, her Father 
got her brothers dressed, they said grace, then they ate 
together; and today should have been no different. And yet 
it was. 

Stepping into the kitchen, she shifted her sister to her 
left hip. Her mother didn’t like her carrying Serena around. 
After all, a six year old is more than capable of walking all 
on her own. But whenever the little girl thrust her hands 
into the air, Tullia was powerless to resist. And so, when she 
walked into the white kitchen to the smell of burnt toast, she 
nearly dropped the little girl.  

“Mother, what’s wrong?” Tullia gently placed Serena on 
the ground.  
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Her Mother rarely burnt the toast. The last time she did, 
she had been in labor with Pax and her waters had broken 
unexpectedly. Father had been away at work, and Tullia 
had delivered her little brother on the kitchen floor. So as 
her Mother stood motionless, her huge belly pressed hard 
against the sink, her knuckles were practically a translucent 
white because she was gripping the sink so hard. Would 
Tullia’s newest brother or sister be delivered in the same 
way? Tullia’s pounding heart rose into her throat. 

She moved forward so she could stand beside her 
mother, checking her out as she approached. No tell-tale 
puddle. But as her Mother stared out the window, her face 
was pale and her small pink mouth was frozen in a silent, 
screaming O.  

Tullia lifted her gaze to the window. If she hadn’t 
already put Serena down she would have dropped her on 
the floor. 

“FATHER!!”  
He didn’t come any faster; speed was not in his 

character, nor was it the Clementer way. As one of the head 
officials, he and his family were expected to behave in 
accordance with all the laws and restrictions, and they did. 
Father walked into the room with Geoffrey holding one 
hand and Paxton holding the other. 

“Tullia, what on earth is all that screeching about? 
Tullia? Paloma? What is going on?” He stepped up next to 
them. “Dear God, protect us. The Stormers.” 

Tullia wasn’t dreaming, she wasn’t hallucinating, there 
really was a black cloud spreading across the still waters of 
Clement. The flashes of bright white lightning that lit up the 
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dark cloud from the inside they were real. Lightning bolts 
were truly striking the land now. 

Trees and rooftops were catching alight everywhere. 
The arrival of the Stormers had always been called the terror 
of the Great Storm. Which is probably why it seemed like 
only a fairy story. After all, what real event had a name like 
that?  

Apparently, the Stormers were real and they were 
ensuring that everyone was aware of their power. Aware 
that they were not a fairy tale but a nightmare, ensuring that 
all the Clementer people were cowed in fear and would 
meet the demands of the Stormer Commander. And they 
would. Very few of her people were fighters, and the 
strongest opponents fought with words not with fists or 
weapons. If the Stormers chose to fight, it would be a 
massacre for her people. 

Tullia and her parents stared out the kitchen window as 
twisters deposited what must have been thousands upon 
thousands of soldiers on the ground. The three younger 
siblings were crying and shrieking. The storm blotted out 
the sunlight, making their friendly white kitchen dark and 
full of angry shadows.  

Mother turned to Father, her face pale and her soft 
brown hair falling out of her long plait and into her eyes. 
This was the first time in Tullia’s life that Mother had 
ignored it. “Salem, we need to hide the children.” 

Tullia picked up Serena. “It’s ok, Serena. Father is taking 
us somewhere safe.”  

Father nodded, kissing mother on the forehead while 
cradling her belly. Then he pushed his round-framed 
glasses up his nose, spun around and moved more quickly 



“Out of the Storm” Anthology   29 

than Tullia had ever seen him move. He lifted both Geoffrey 
and Paxton into his arms in one swift motion and rushed 
them all to the basement, shutting and bolting the door 
behind them. The bolt had never been obvious before and 
yet there it was, staring threateningly at Tullia from the 
door.  
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“Oddman” 

by Carla Hoch 

Third Place – Speculative Fiction 
 

“Toxic rain. Just one of the many disadvantages of living 
on a planet less evolved than you,” Oddman grumbled. He 
wiped streaks of noxious water off the visor of his helmet 
with his sleeve. The wretched bio-suit was bulky, hot, and 
rendered the fine bristles on his fingertips useless, making 
it that much harder to climb trees and harvest fruit, never 
mind walking, running, and simply looking around. The 
last three were a real issue, considering the vlezguite. They 
were fast, ferocious and highly skilled at ripping a being in 
two. Given the opportunity, Oddman would choose a 
lighter suit. He’d rather risk being burned by acid than 
ripped in half. 

Someone called his name, his true, given name, the one 
he was unable to pronounce. ‘Oddman’ was as close as he 
could get, so the nickname had stuck. 

“Got room for another?” His picking partner held out a 
fruit. 

Oddman checked the bag strapped to his back, then 
extended a hand through the branches to take the orange 
citrus. Before putting it in his sack, he, without thinking, 
held it up to his helmet and sniffed. 

“You do that every day.” His buddy threw a rotten fruit. 
Its bright, pulpy insides smashed against Oddman’s visor.  
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“I like the smell, ok?” He scooped a chunk away and 
flung it back through the branches, then laughed.   

His partner hesitated and twisted his mouth the way he 
always did when he mentally navigated through Oddman’s 
speech impediment. “Ah, yes,” he nodded. “If only you 
could smell it every day. If only it were in the filtration 
system and every single thing in the dome reeked of it.” 

Oddman rolled his brown eyes. “Not the same.” 
“And, if you could smell through the helmet, you’d 

smell the rain.” His partner paused to pluck, then hand 
Oddman, another sunfruit. “And if you smelled the rain…” 

“And if you smelled the rain,” Oddman mocked. 
“You know, you ought to talk like that all the time. It’s 

way more intelligible than your regular speech.” 
“Shhh.” Oddman held up his hand. He looked through 

the trees, narrowing his eyes. “I saw something.” 
“What is it?” His partner widened his already large eyes 

and gasped dramatically. “Not… Kfonyls?” He feigned a 
silent, terrified scream. 

“Hard to tell. I’ve got sunfruit on my visor.” 
“How’d that happen?” 
“Can’t imagine,” Oddman smirked, then tipped his 

head back to allow the rain to wash away the pulp. “But, if 
it were Kf…” He worked his lips and tongue, trying to form 
the word in his oddly shaped mouth silently before saying 
it aloud, but then gave up. “If it were slave traders, you’d 
be safe. They wouldn’t want you.”   

“Oh, what then? Rippers? You’re paranoid, Odds. We 
haven’t seen one in a month. They’ve migrated.” 

Oddman scaled down to the branch below and adjusted 
his night vision. 
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“You and your weird alien eyes.” 
“They see better than yours.” Oddman squinted to focus 

through the rain. “Harvey, I know I saw someth-” 
A piercing scream cut through the darkness. Oddman 

and Harvey looked at one another.  
The alarm sounded. It whirred with a waxing then 

waning moan, calling the dozens of pickers to the ground. 
They jumped from the trees and ran, some for the vehicles, 
others directly for the hologram of swarming insects in the 
distance that marked the concealed entrance to dome. 

More screams, then a roar sounded through the din of 
the alarm. Harvesters jumped from the very tops of the 
trees. Before landing safely, sharply hooked claws reached 
out and snatched some, pulling them back into the orchard.   

“Come on, Harvey!” Oddman pointed. “The vehicles 
are leaving.” 

“I can’t, I’m caught on a branch.”   
“Cut it.” 
“I’m trying,” the being cried back. “The picking knife 

won’t go through.” 
A thud sounded at the base of the tree. Oddman looked 

down and recoiled in horror. The head of one of the pickers 
lay face up, looking at him, its iridescent blood glowing 
faintly for just a moment before the vestige of life faded.   

“Harvey!” Oddman shimmied up and stabbed at 
Harvey’s snagged suit sleeve with his own knife.  

The being grabbed his wrist, trying to stop him. “It’ll fry 
me, Odd. Stop!” 

“You might survive the rain.” Oddman slapped his 
partner’s visor. “But you won’t make it from a ripper.” 
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Aperture 

by Linda Kozar 

Fourth Place - Speculative Fiction 
 
Home at last. Stephanie Hudson shook the raindrops off 
her umbrella and left it, spine-open, on the stoop to dry. A 
jagged flash of lightning stabbed through the night sky, 
followed by a bellow of thunder. She flinched and stumbled 
backwards against the front door. 

She jammed the key toward the lock, but somehow 
missed the tumbler as the hairs on her arms prickled up. 
Without looking back, she turned the key once again and 
threw her weight against the door, falling inside. A sudden 
flash, nearer this time. She slammed the door as thunder 
rattled the house. 

She took a deep breath and ran her hands across her 
temples. Calm down. You’re safe. Purse, keys and coat 
deposited on the entrance table, she kicked off her shoes and 
shivered. The coolness of marble flooring usually eased the 
ache of her tired feet, but not tonight. She made her way to 
her favorite room -- the library. Maybe Mark had left the fire 
going. 

She opened the vintage French doors that featured an 
artful inset of curved glass. They’d happened upon the 
house only a year ago. Set in the middle of five acres or, as 
Mark liked to describe it, about five football fields, the home 
was a showstopper. And when they found out what the 
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owners were asking, they jumped at the offer, clearly the 
deal -- or steal -- of a lifetime.  

A fire usually burned in the massive stone fireplace, and 
tonight one was indeed still crackling. Another small log on 
the fire soon brought the flames up and she stood close to 
the toasty hearth. The room was dimly lit by the fire and 
two small lamps, each giving off a pale light, more for mood 
than practicality. 

The house seemed unusually quiet now that the boys 
were both off to college. Her husband was likely asleep, as 
was the dog. She slipped behind the curved mahogany bar, 
selected a teabag and placed it in a cup. She held the cup 
and saucer under a special hot water spigot and the scent of 
chamomile soon wafted upwards. 

Settling in a leather wingback close to the fire, she 
sipped and stared at the flames, reviewing the events of the 
day. Her fear of lightning was not an irrational one. But a 
noise stopped her in mid-thought.  

Hand trembling, she put down the cup and saucer and 
stood. Making her way to the front door, she peered out a 
side window. Nothing. The storm had calmed since her 
arrival, reduced to a steady rain, but no lightning or 
thunder.  

Again! A scraping sound -- some sort of movement 
coming from the direction of the mudroom. She hurried to 
the mudroom door, stooping to heft a cast iron Foo Dog 
they used as a doorstop.  

Slow and steady, she turned the knob and cracked the 
door, cringing at a wash of cold, damp air. Reaching to flip 
the switch, she paused. There was a movement in the 
shadows. Heart thumping, she flipped the switch.  
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Her gasp became a scream. A little girl rose from the 
floor, rubbing her eyes. A quick glance around the room 
revealed the child was alone. Stephanie put down the 
doorstop and found her voice. Chest heaving, she 
commanded, “C-come in the house. It’s cold out there.” 

Shivering, the little girl stepped lightly into the room. 
She was thin, wearing a light blue sweater over a cotton 
dress with socks and loafers, a worn Teddy bear nestled in 
the crook of her right arm.  

Dressed for summer in the dead of winter.  
“What are you doing here, young lady?” Stephanie 

squinted. “Who are you?” She closed the door and fastened 
the locks. “Where are your parents?” 

Teeth chattering, the girl whispered. “My name is 
Theresa Éclair and,” she hugged the stuffed Teddy bear 
close, “this is Theobold.” 

Stephanie managed a tight smile and bent down to eye 
level with the child. “Well, hello Miss Theresa Éclair. Is—is 
that your real name? I’ve never known anyone with a name 
quite like that.” 

The girl nodded her head. “Mommy said it was okay to 
have a make believe name, so I named myself Theresa Éclair 
‘cause I like eclairs. I named my Teddy too.” 

“How did you get here?” She glanced behind the girl to 
the outside door. “Is anyone with you?” 

Theresa shook her head. “No-o-o, Ma’am.” 
Stephanie’s husband, still half-asleep, robe askew and 

slippers mashed on, stumbled into the room, a Louisville 
Slugger in one hand. “What is it, Stef? I thought I heard 
you—were you screaming?”  
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Just West of Clovis 

by Ralph D. James 

First Place - Combined category 
 
 

I’d been in the saddle so long that my knees couldn’t 
remember each other. Had trail dust in places where I didn’t 
know I had places, and felt like I wasn’t gonna get where I 
was going for at least another hundred years. I’d been 
hunting for work for months, ever since a conversation with 
a sheriff in Enid, Oklahoma, resulted in this hole in my hat.  

I’d only asked him if the rumor was true that the town’s 
name came from some chuck wagon’s sign getting turned 
backwards so it didn’t say “DINE” anymore. He yelled 
something about somebody named Tennyson, shot at me 
and told me to get out of his high-class city. They’re 
sensitive about that story, I guess. Kinda funny, considering 
the town used to be called Skeleton Station. 

Anyway, Horace told me — that’s my brother, who’s in 
the army — he told me that I was sure to find work as soon 
as I got to some place called Rat Scratch Ranch. He said it 
was in New Mexico Territory, about a day’s ride from 
Riley’s Switch, where the railroad was being built. Word 
was their cook had got himself murdered for changing his 
recipe for beans. They were looking for a new man who’d 
make the old beans. 
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“It’s an empty spot in the middle of nowhere, not too far 
from the Texas border. You can’t miss it.” That’s what he 
said. 

Hey, I needed a job. 
I’d seen the last of that dirt pile about a week ago — the 

railroad was always just getting built no matter where I was 
tryin’ to go — and was beginning to think Horace was 
misinformed. October of nineteen four did not look 
promising. 

Just past Fort Sumner, a little town where the fort used 
to be, I barely managed to survive crossing the Pecos River. 
It was real high after some walloping monster of a 
rainstorm. I was crossing a sandbar, digging river mud out 
of my ears and about to climb up the west bank, when I saw 
a muddy boot just sticking up out of the dirt, the heel 
pointing at the noonday sun. Since one boot isn’t any use 
without the other, I kept going. Until I saw it twitch. Twice.  

“Maybe there’s a jackrabbit or something in there 
pushing it around,” I thought to myself. So I got down real 
slow and achy-like, and, still holding the reins, gave it a 
kick, ready to shoot the little critter and have me something 
to eat. Well, instead of flying off and revealing my lunch, 
that boot just wobbled and twitched again, and I heard a 
muffled curse from nowhere in particular. 

Poteet — that’s my horse — who hadn’t heard me say a 
word in the three weeks since Childress, jumped at the 
sound and yanked me off my feet. I clutched hard on the 
reins, because if I ever let go it’d take me all afternoon to 
catch him again. I ended up on my face in the dirt with my 
nose shoved up against that twitching, cursing boot. The 
horse kept jerking around, pushing my face against the 
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stinking leather. My last horse would’ve taken the bit in his 
teeth and run off, dragging me with him, but Poteet’s got a 
soft mouth, and somehow never thought of that trick. 

Now I’m not real picky about smelling bad, ’specially 
after a month’s worth of riding, but that boot smelled like a 
week-dead skunk covered in cow chips. Every time the 
horse yanked me into it, the boot jerked back at me. I’m 
yelling at the horse to simmer down, and the boot’s yelling 
to turn it loose, and nobody’s listening to anybody. 

After some time of this, Poteet dragged me away from 
the boot, and I got him calmed down enough so I could get 
my feet back under me. I led him over to a bunch of weeds 
he could chew on, and got him hobbled so he couldn’t run 
off in case the ruckus resumed and spooked him again. 
Then I went back over and asked the boot what it was doing 
there. 

“Get me loose and I’ll tell you,” it said, still muffled, and 
definitely angry. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



42   Ralph D. James – Just West of Clovis  
 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 

Long ago, a high school creative writing teacher 
told Ralph James he had an excellent grasp of 
the absurd. In 2014, while creating sample blog 
templates to show writers how he could help 
them promote their work, he wrote several 

paragraphs in different genres to go with his templates. His 
lovely bride, Clarice, a writer herself, suggested he expand 
one of them into a short story. The result was Just West of 
Clovis. Perhaps his high school teacher was right. Since then, 
Ralph has expanded other works on his Western 
 (http://yippieyiyokiyay.wordpress.com/)  
and Sci-Fi  
(http://thestarsaremydestination.wordpress.com/) blog 
sample pages and joined a writer’s critique group. Find him 
on Facebook, too 
 (https://www.facebook.com/RalphDJamesWrites). 
 
 
  



 

Husband Hunting 

by Crystal L. Barnes 

Second Place - Combined category 
 
 

CHAPTER ONE 
 
Crystal Falls, Texas—April 1871 

 

A storm brewed in the west. Dark clouds blanketed the 
sky, blotting out the sunshine and any hope Roxie 
Montgomery had of making it to her wedding on time. If it 
weren’t for the low-down sidewinder she had the 
misfortune of calling her neighbor, she’d be in the parson’s 
home putting on the dress the preacher’s wife had helped 
her sew for the past three months. Instead, she was 
gallivanting across the countryside in pursuit of a rat who’d 
stolen said dress from the matron’s closet. 

“So help me, Garrett, if I ever catch up to you, you’ll 
regret it.” Heeling her horse, Lucky, in the flank, they 
hurried up the next hill. She paused at the top and scouted 
the area for a dark-haired man on a dappled gelding. 

A piercing whistle split the air. “Looking for me?” 
“Garrett, you give me back my dress!”  
“You’ll have to catch me first, Box of Rox.” A laugh 

punctuated his words as he charged toward his family’s 
land. 
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“Ooo.” Biting her tongue, Roxie laid the reins over 
Lucky’s neck and galloped after him. Straight toward the 
west, the storm, and the caves they’d played in as children. 
How had she ever endured his company growing up? He’d 
been a worrisome pest for years. Twenty to be exact. Ever 
since he’d turned sixteen, he’d only gotten worse.  

Lucky bounded with ease over the creek marking the 
end of Montgomery land. Heifers bellowed and parted as 
she rushed past. “Sorry, girls.” 

Garrett disappeared behind the next rise, her lavender 
wedding gown peeking out of his saddlebags. She dogged 
his path down the hill, around the group of rocks they’d 
dubbed the Three Musketeers, and slid to a halt a few yards 
before the ground gave way to Crystal Falls.  

The normally sparkling waters roared from recent rains 
to splash in the pools some sixty feet below. A fine mist 
sprayed Roxie’s face as she dismounted and tied Lucky to a 
low-hanging branch next to Garrett’s gelding. Auburn 
tresses whipped into her eyes, temporarily blurring the 
slanted trail before her. Tucking them behind her ears, 
Roxie peeked at the sky.  

A rumble greeted her.  
“Lord, I’d be mighty thankful if’n you’d hold that rain 

off a spell.” With a brief nod, she grasped the roots dangling 
like tangled snakes down the wall of rock and dirt beside 
her. The roar of the waters grew louder as she neared the 
bottom of the scanty trail and the entrance to Dead Man’s 
Cave.  

Roxie ducked inside, her hand sliding along the cool, 
damp stone to find the indentions they’d made to traverse 
the tunnel in the darkness. A heartbeat after the blackness 
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surrounded her in a stifling cocoon, candlelight flickered up 
ahead. The troublemaker. Inching forward, the rush of 
water outside faded as the faint drippings inside the cave 
increased. Maybe, if she was quiet enough, she could snatch 
her dress before Garrett had a chance to react. Or maybe she 
should just knock him upside the head. It’d serve him right 
for ruining what should be a perfect day. Well, except for 
the fact she was marrying Hank Johnson. 

Candlelight pushed back the darkness to touch the wall 
a few feet from where her fingers rested. What was that 
noise? She paused. A soft shush followed a slight slush. 
What was Garrett up to? And why was he dragging her into 
his shenanigans in here of all places? They weren’t children 
anymore. When would he learn? 

A hand clamped over her mouth from behind. Her 
muffled scream barely reached her own ears as an arm 
yanked her into the darkness. She collided with a solid 
block of fabric-covered muscle before being spun around 
and pinned against a man’s chest. A whiff of saddle leather 
and peppermint tickled her nose. 

“What took you so long?” A smile colored Garrett’s 
voice. His breath warmed her face.  

She bit his finger, making his hand drop away. “What 
do you think you’re doing?” 

“Something I should’ve done a long time ago.”  
A firm mouth settled against hers. Surprise parted her 

lips. Garrett took advantage and deepened the kiss. The cad. 
But as much as she should push him away, she found 
herself leaning toward him. His arms tightened around her 
before he abruptly broke away, his labored breathing 
mingling with her own.  
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She gripped his biceps. Whether to hold him at bay or 
keep him close, she wasn’t sure. She licked her tingling lips, 
searching for words. This was not the Garrett she’d grown 
up with skipping rocks and climbing trees. This was a man. 
A man who gave heart-pounding, mind-boggling kisses.  

“Roxie, don’t marry Hank.” 
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Scripture quoted is from the King James Version, which is 
in the public domain. 
 
 
 



 

Detention 

by Gretchen E. K. Engel 

Third Place - Combined category 
 
 

Bryn Collenhill reached into her work locker for the 
letter from the Ministry of Diplomacy. Rereading it 
wouldn’t change the words. She shoved it into her school 
bag then slammed the door. 

The early shift was over, and Bryn was running late for 
school. She’d been pulled from maintenance duties to work 
the switchboard when storms had taken out the power lines 
to the city’s affluent north side. She clocked out and filed 
her disappointment with her timecard. There was no reason 
to make Laird, her sister’s fiancé, feel any worse on his first 
day at Collenhill Power and Light. 

The electric lamp glowed through the wired glass of the 
chief engineer’s office door. Bryn cracked it open. The 
young Elf with wavy brown hair sat sideways at a large 
metal desk, rubbing his outstretched right leg. Long fingers 
spanned his creased forehead. 

She inspected her white shirtwaist to make sure there 
were no coal smudges. Satisfied, Bryn approached his desk. 
“Morning, Laird. How’s the new job?” 

 “Nothing like starting off with a power outage. And 
your father is traveling for the next nine months.” Laird 
consulted his chronograph and smirked. “At least, as of 
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seven-thirty, all nobles have electricity as well as power.” 
Laird’s head shot up and his hand flew from his leg to the 
top of a cane. 

“Don’t stand—” 
He rose in defiance of Bryn’s unfinished request. Jaw 

tight. Eyes squeezed. He collapsed into his chair. Laird 
picked up an identical envelope to the one in her bag then 
tossed it onto his desk. “My visa was deferred. I can’t get 
back to Elgnom.” 

When private education was outlawed for Elves, the 
two of them planned to leave before Bryn’s school year 
started. But Laird was injured in an accident that killed two 
workers at Etherian National Coachworks, and now they 
were trapped on Etheria. 

Bryn bit her bottom lip and produced the letter from her 
bag. “Mine too. Twenty-one months.”  

They wouldn’t be able to go home for winter break. 
“There’s a surgeon back home who can repair the 

damage to my leg. But he said if I wait much longer…” He 
rumpled his hair. “Hayden won’t want anything to do with 
a cripple.”  

Laird’s messy curls and twinkling midnight blue eyes fit 
a rogue more than conscientious engineer. No wonder 
Hayden fell for him her first year at university. 

“If your injury mattered, Dad wouldn’t have hired you. 
Hayden loves you. Don’t worry. You will be my brother-in-
law.” 

“Are you sure? Your sister wants a tent mate.” His 
cheeks tinged pink. “When proper, of course. And an 
archery rival. I can barely walk, let alone hike or hunt.” 
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“You couldn’t get an emergency medical visa?” Any 
Gnomic doctor would have set his leg correctly the first 
time. Fairy barber-surgeons weren’t fit to cut hair. 

He shook his head. “The Ministry of Utilities needs this 
plant operational, which requires me to be here.” Laird 
unearthed a pad of graph paper and a slide rule from the 
mess on his desktop. “Good luck at your new school.” 

“I’ll need it.” Bryn smoothed her ankle-length navy 
skirt. “The token Elf at a Fae school.” With the new 
education restrictions, all of Bryn’s Elvish friends had fled 
over the summer. A Fae education wouldn’t offer the 
courses Bryn needed to get into the Elgnom Institute of 
Technology or Gnomic A&M. 

Without a visa, the only way to return to Elgnom was 
by a Heralder’s Fissure key, and she didn’t know any 
Heralders on Etheria. Now that her visa had been deferred, 
she was stuck for two more school years. 

“There’s one other Elf, and he’s been tasked with 
keeping an eye on you.” Laird displayed the dimples that 
assured his position in Hayden’s heart. “He owes me one.” 

Bryn had a good guess at who the student was. “Because 
you saved his life?” 

“He’s a twelfth year.” Laird locked his fingers behind 
his head and leaned back in his chair. “And a dilute 
golden.”  

So, he had light hair and pale blue eyes, her physical 
preference in male Elves. 
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Fire in a Storm 

by Angela K. Couch 

Fourth Place - Combined category 
 
 
USSR, 1934 

 

The stained glass shattered as the brick met the image 
of Christ, his hand raised to calm a storm. Shards sprayed 
the air, and Pavel Kozlov stepped back, wiping the mud 
from his palm. Lightning illuminated the century-old 
church, followed almost instantly by thunder. Pistol 
gripped, he mounted the steps. The large double doors at 
first refused him and he fired several rounds into the lock, 
leaving only twisted metal and splinters. He pushed his 
way in, his commander in his wake. Two other officers were 
stationed near the door at the rear to make sure no one 
slipped out.  

Pavel’s boots echoed as he walked to the center of the 
Nave. The vast space was illuminated only by the flickering 
of several candles on the altar. He removed his cap and 
mopped the water from his face. Why did they have to do 
this tonight? Not that there was any option but to follow any 
order given him. His father’s connections had placed him 
among the NKVD, the Soviet Union’s secret police, and he 
had yet to prove himself. 
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“Perhaps they’ve already left.” His voice resonated off 
the vaulted ceiling.  

“There’s one way to be sure.” Kupiev, his commanding 
officer, strode to the front of the chapel and took a candle. 
Then leaned it into a gathering of velvet drapery. The flame 
took to it, racing up the fabric.  

What are you doing? Pavel clenched his hands. They were 
doing what was necessary. He had to learn to distance 
himself from sentiment. This wasn’t simply an architectural 
masterpiece, it was a symbol of organized religion and not 
worthy of remorse. Still, he hated fire. 

Somewhere in the church, a door creaked. Father 
Anitoly Veselov appeared in the shadows, his priestly robes 
draped across his shoulders. “We have done nothing.” 

“You’ve done enough,” Kupiev said. “We’re here to 
arrest you and your son.” 

“But to destroy the church?” His face reflected the glow 
of the flames as they lapped at the pillars. Perspiration 
shone on his brow. 

Kupiev’s retort was silenced by the crashing of an object 
through glass. There were more footsteps in the hall. Pavel 
darted past the priest, who leapt at him to cut him off.  

“No!” Veselov’s cry shortened to a grunt as a shot rang 
through the church. He crumpled to the floor. 

Pavel glanced back to Kupiev who was returning his 
gun to its place. “We have our orders,” he said. “Go.” 

Yes, they had their orders, but they hadn’t included 
killing an old priest. Pavel swallowed back the distaste in 
his mouth as he continued on his course, reaching the hall 
just as a shadowed figure threw itself through a broken 
window. He choked on smoke. It seemed their men had 
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torched the back door, and the flames were spreading 
quickly. Several more shots cut the night, followed by the 
deep rumble of thunder.  

Pavel vaulted through the gap in the window, one hand 
pushing off of the heavy woolen coat that had been placed 
over the shards of glass. He met the ground as one of the 
other officers raced past. The man jerked, bringing his 
weapon to bear on Pavel.  

“Avoid shooting just anyone, please,” Pavel grumbled, 
pushing him aside. “Where did the other priest go? That 
was him, wasn’t it?” 

“I think so,” the officer nodded. “He disappeared 
behind the church.”   

Pavel sprinted to the back of the building. Shivering as 
moisture ran down his neck, he pulled his coat’s black 
leather collar tight. The hiss of light rain meeting fire did 
little to hinder the growing blaze. He scanned the narrow 
canal and the aspen grove beyond. Seeing nothing, he 
crouched to examine the bank. The ground had been 
disturbed, a hint of grass ripped — probably by a shoe 
sliding downward. Straightening, he followed the canal to 
a rotted footbridge, fallen in halves to the bottom. He 
jumped in, sending up a spray of mud and water as his 
boots sank into the shallow stream. Pistol ready, he pulled 
up one side of the waterlogged structure. There was a 
feminine gasp.  

“Anything?” An officer called from the edge of the 
grove.  
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Christian fiction from  
HopeSprings Books  

 
Women’s Fiction: 
 

“The Sheep Walker’s Daughter” by Sydney 
Avey (and companion journal “The Wisdom 
of the Sheep Walker”) 
 
Pairs a colorful immigrant history of loss, 
survival, and tough choices with one 
woman's search for spiritual identity and 
personal fulfillment. Dee's journey will take 
her through the Northern and Central 
California valleys of the 1950s and reach 

across the world to the obscure Basque region of Spain. She will 
begin to discover who she is and why family history matters. 
 

 “The Lyre and the Lambs” by Sydney Avey 
 
It's the Sixties. Modernity and tradition clash 
as two newlywed couples set up house 
together. Dee and her daughter Valerie move 
with their husbands into a modern glass 
house Valerie built in a proudly rural Los 
Altos, California, neighborhood. When their 
young relatives start showing up and moving 
in, the neighbors get suspicious. Then a body 

is found in the backyard and the life they are trying to build 
comes undone. 
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 “Marriage Takes Three” by G.E. Hamlin 
 
Darla Connor is struggling with whether to 
stay in her troubled marriage or walk away. 
Maintaining a long distance friendship with 
an old sweetheart isn't making the decision 
easier. Randall Connor is a recovering 
alcoholic and wants to heal his broken 
marriage. As a new believer, he is counting 

on God to help him. When Darla rejects his ultimatum to sever 
ties with her old boyfriend, he's in for the battle of his life. 
 

 “Faith Departed” (‘Remnants’ series Book 1) 
by Elizabeth Maddrey 
 
Starting a family was supposed to be easy. 

 
Twin sisters June and July have never 
encountered an obstacle they couldn't 
overcome. Married just after graduating 
college, the girls and their husbands 

remained a close-knit group. Now settled and successful, the 
next logical step is children. But as the couples struggle to 
conceive, each must reconcile the goodness of God with their 
present suffering. Will their faith be strong enough to triumph 
in the midst of trial?  
 

“Hope Deferred” (‘Remnants’ series Book 2) 
by Elizabeth Maddrey 
 
Can pursuit of a blessing become a curse? 

 
June and July and their husbands have spent 
the last year trying to start a family and now 
they're desperate for answers. As one couple 
works with specialists to see how medicine 

can help them conceive, the other must fight to save their 
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marriage. Will their deferred hope leave them heart sick, or start 
them on the path to the fulfillment of their dreams? 
 

“Love Defined” (‘Remnants’ series Book 3) by 
Elizabeth Maddrey 
 
Dreams Change. Plans Fail. 
 
July (pronounced "Julie") and Gareth have 
reached the end of their infertility treatment 
options. With conflicting feelings on adoption, 
they struggle to discover common ground in 

their marriage. Meanwhile, July's twin sister, June, and her 
husband, Toby, are navigating the uncertainties of adoption and 
the challenges of new parenthood. How much stretching can 
their relationships endure before they snap? 
 

 
Contemporary Romance: 
 

 “Wisdom to Know” (‘Grant Us Grace’ 
series Book 1) by Elizabeth Maddrey  
 
Is there sin that love can’t cover? 

 
Lydia Brown has taken just about every 
wrong turn she could find. When an 
abortion leaves her overwhelmed by guilt, 
she turns to drugs to escape her pain. 

After a single car accident lands her in the hospital facing DUI 
charges, Lydia is forced to reevaluate her choices. 
 
Kevin McGregor has been biding his time since high school 
when he heard God tell him that Lydia Brown was the 
woman he would marry. In the aftermath of Lydia’s accident, 
Kevin must come to grips with the truth about her secret life.  
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While Kevin works to convince himself and God that loving 
Lydia is a mistake, Lydia struggles to accept the feelings she 
has for Kevin, though she fears her sin may be too much for 
anyone to forgive. 
 

“Courage to Change” (‘Grant Us Grace’ 
series Book 2) by Elizabeth Maddrey 
 
Should you be willing to change for 
love? 

 
When Phil Reid became a Christian and 
stopped drinking, his hard-partying 
wife, Brandi, divorced him. Reeling and 
betrayed, he becomes convinced 

Christians should never remarry, and resolves to guard his 
heart. 
 
Allison Vasak has everything in her life under control, except 
for one thing. Her heart is irresistibly drawn to fellow 
attorney and coworker, Phil. Though she knows his history 
and believes that women should not initiate relationships, 
she longs to make her feelings known. 
 
As Phil and Allison work closely together to help a pregnant 
teen, both must re-evaluate their convictions. But when 
Brandi discovers Phil’s new relationship, she decides that 
though she doesn’t want him, no one else can have him 
either. Can Phil and Allison’s love weather the chaos Brandi 
brings into their lives? 
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 “Serenity to Accept” (‘Grant Us Grace’ 
series Book 3) by Elizabeth Maddrey 
 
Is there an exception to every rule?  
 
Karin Reid has never had much use for 
God. There’s been too much pain in her 
life for her to accept that God is anything 
other than, at best, disinterested or, at 
worst, sadistic. Until she meets Jason 
Garcia. After his own mistakes of the 

past, Jason is committed to dating only Christians. He decides 
to bend his rule for Karin, as long as she comes to church with 
him. As their friendship grows, both will have to decide if 
they’ll accept the path God has for them, even if it means 
losing each other. 
 

 “Joint Venture” – A ‘Grant Us Grace’ 
Novella by Elizabeth Maddrey 
 
Laura Willis is busy planning her 
wedding to Ryan when she catches him 
cheating. Again. This time with her best 
friend. She throws her fist, and her ring, in 
his face and immerses herself in work at 
Brenda's House of Hair. But the salon is 

awash in drama too as Brenda cuts corners and goes on a 
rampage. Laura’s coworker hairstylist, Matt Stephenson, is 
searching for other employment options and a new place to 
live. Deciding to take a risk, he determines to open his own 
salon and invites Laura to partner with him. Can their 
friendship survive the undertaking or will this joint venture 
be more than either of them bargained for? 
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Historical Romance: 
 

 “Watercolor Dreams” by Sherry Kyle 
 
He strolled into her painting . . . and 
into her heart. 
 
It's 1910 and Anna Lewis is praying that 
God will help her become a premier 
watercolor artist of the lush beaches of 
Carmel, California. When a man strides 
down the beach and stops to face the 

ocean, Anna sketches him into her painting. Was it a 
mistake? Anna thinks so when he tells her he doesn't have 
spare change to purchase her work. Spare change indeed! 
But while she seeks God's leading for her art career, she'd 
better keep her day job as nursemaid to two rambunctious 
boys. The minute Charles Jordan walks away, he regrets 
criticizing the woman's painting but as he told the artist, 
he's just been jilted at the altar. 

 
Romantic Suspense: 
 

“Fiery Secrets” by Stephanie McCall 
 
When it comes to trial, God either 
spares you from it totally, asks you to 
walk through it, or delivers you from it 
by taking you to Heaven.  
 
Dr. Grace Taylor, a driven pediatrician 
and single mom, needs divine 
intervention if she’s going to heal from 

the actions of her cheating, abusive ex-husband. But she 
never thought God would work through Chris Anderson, 
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a tutor at the local learning center whose secrets keep him 
from opening up to her. Both Grace and Chris have been 
asked to walk through their trial by fire; they’ve come out 
alive, but they still smell like smoke. Despite fears and 
distrust, love begins to take root in their hearts. But their 
fiery secrets threaten to keep them apart, and blister their 
souls. 
 

Mystery: 
 

 “Not Guilty” by Teresa Pollard and 
Candi Pullen 
 
It's 1974 and Carrie Shepherd, 
daughter of the minister at 
Windspree Community Church, is a 
college senior with plans to be a 
missionary in Africa. Raped by a 
masked assailant, Carrie is so 
traumatized she tells no one until she 
realizes she's pregnant. Refusing to 

have an abortion, she must find the courage to face her 
family, her fiancé, her friends and a gossiping, angry 
congregation which may include her attacker. 

 
Biblical Fiction: 
 

 “Tokens of Promise” by Teresa Pollard 
 
Inspired by The Bible, Genesis 38, "Tokens of 
Promise" is an imagination of the love story of 
Judah and Tamar. Rescued from disgrace by 
the handsome Judah, Tamar is already in love 
with the kind stranger. She eagerly followed 
Emi’s advice on how to win him. It almost 
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worked. He’d promised. If only his servant hadn’t come at that 
moment, she’d be his wife now instead of going home with him 
to be his daughter-in-law. Why had her father agreed to this? 
Surely he could see her destiny was with Judah? 

 
Speculative Fiction: 
 

 “A Message to Deliver” by Jeremiah Peters 
 
Melissa is on a mission from God. With no 
memories of her life on Earth, she is 
immersed in a foreign world far different 
from her home in the paradise of Heaven. 
As Melissa struggles to discover the 
intended recipient of God's message, she 
simply tells everyone she meets the good 
news of God's love. Her new friend, Todd 

Simmons, blames abortion providers for the death of his 
mother. When an abortion clinic opens in the neighborhood, 
Todd starts down the path of vigilante revenge. As Melissa 
battles the influence of demonic forces, will she be able to save 
Todd and deliver God's message, or will the dark truth of her 
past lead her to abandon her mission? 

 
Young Adult: 
 

 “Promise of a Future” by Stephanie 
McCall 
 
College was supposed to be Kate 
McCune’s first step towards 
independence. Instead, her cerebral palsy 
is in the spotlight now more than ever 
before. In fact, she’s increasingly terrified 
her disability will soon make her life little 
more than a prison sentence. Kate’s aunt, 
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Elinor McCune, has distanced herself from an abusive 
childhood. Married to a wonderful man and pregnant, she is 
haunted by the specter of her past. When Kate’s life derails, 
Elinor jumps in to help, and the two women begin a journey to 
make peace with the past and present. 
 
With dark forces threatening inside and out, they must find the 
road that leads to freedom and the promise of a future. 
 
 

 “Worth the Wait” (Waltham Academy 
Book 1) by Laura Jackson 
 
Ellie Lansing has a picture-perfect life with 
a close-knit family and the perfect 
boyfriend. But her world is suddenly 
knocked off center when her drool-worthy 
boyfriend cheats, and her always-has-it-
together mother is diagnosed with cancer. 
Ellie doesn't get it. She always does the 

right thing - doesn't God owe her a happy life? Through her 
heartache, Ellie learns that sometimes what seems like the end 
is really just the beginning and that what God has for us is 
always worth the wait. 
 

“Worth the Time” (Waltham Academy 
Book 2) by Laura Jackson 
 
Doesn't anyone feel she's worth their time? 
Routinely ignored by her single mother, 
high school senior Lindsey Hamilton hides 
her loneliness behind a mask of flirtatious 
self-confidence that has many boys 
wrapped around her finger. However, 
during community service required for 

graduation, she meets a shy guy with a haunted past who 
barely gives her the time of day. Why doesn't he like her? Then 
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the father she thought had abandoned her before birth wants to 
meet, and she discovers everything she believed about him is a 
lie. How will Lindsey learn to trust so she can realize that she 
has been loved all along? 

 
 
Tween fiction: 
 

 “Hear No Evil” (‘Rustic Knoll Bible 
Camp’ series Book 1) by Mary Hamilton 
 
Summer camp is no fun for Brady McCaul. 
He fears that the girl with the cute dimples 
thinks he's immature and childish. The 
camp bully targets him with cruel taunts 
and teasing, and flips Brady's canoe to 
keep him from winning the race. But worst 
of all, his mom won't let him come home. 
She doesn't want him living with her 

anymore. Brady wonders if even God cares about him.  
 
Can Brady figure out what he did to earn Mom's rejection and 
change her mind by week's end? Or will he have to live with 
his workaholic dad, the guy who left when Brady was seven? 
All seems lost until a surprising secret changes everything. 
 
 

“Speak No Evil” (‘Rustic Knoll Bible Camp’ 
series Book 2) by Mary Hamilton 
 
Taylor Dixon knew having his younger 
sister at camp would be a pain, but he never 
expected the pain to go so deep. At 15, 
Taylor dreams of getting his driver's license 
and driving race cars when he's older. His 
sister, Marissa, is the only one who believes 
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in his dream, but her adventurous spirit keeps landing him in 
trouble. Consequently, Dad won't let him get his license and 
predicts Taylor is heading for the same jail cell as his once-
favored older brother. Taylor returns to Rustic Knoll Bible 
Camp expecting softball, swimming and sermons. Then he 
finds a classic Mustang in the camp's garage and jumps at the 
owner's invitation to help restore it. But when Marissa falls for 
his snobbish cabin mate, the war of words and pranks escalates 
until it threatens both the car and his dreams for the future. Will 
Taylor fulfill Dad's prediction and end up in jail? Or will he 
finally learn the Truth found in the old car's engine? 
 
 
 
“See No Evil” (‘Rustic Knoll Bible Camp’ series Book 3) by 
Mary Hamilton 
 
Coming May 2015 
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