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A FEW WORDS

 

 

 

 

A quick word from the author. The first four stories take place between Lisa’s Way and Lisa’s War. The second two stories take place between Lisa’s War and Lisa’s Truths. As to the last two stories, there will be more on them in the “Author’s Note.” I hope you enjoy these short stories and the series.

 

LISA’S LITTLE BET

 

 

 

 

Lisa Herbert knew that risk was part of her effort to improve things a few generations after the Savage Rain. In her first year traveling to three worlds, she’d faced outlaws and had stopped a feud between two towns. On the first trip of her second year, she had to risk something less precious than her life to achieve her goal.

That trip began on a spring day. She went through the hyperspace portal on her home world, Fairfield, to the planet of Wright. Not far from the portal on Wright was the town of Greensboro. There she had to work to convince the Mayor that she was no threat. She told him she came only for trade and to be helpful. She showed him her notebook, with her accounts and observations from last year.

Convinced, the man discussed with her what the towns of his world might need and could offer in trade. Two items caught Lisa’s attention. One was that there were coastal towns fishing from an ocean. She had only read about oceans. The settlements on worlds she been were all well inland. She hoped she might get a chance to see what an ocean actually looked like.

The other item was that another town, Danville, was quarrying stone to make bridges and buildings. Not every world had solid bridges. Some of the older bridges were built with materials no one could make any longer. She wondered if there might be an opportunity to trade material and skills for the grains the people of Wright needed.

“I won’t speak for the folks in Danville, Miss Herbert,” the Mayor said. “I suggest you go there and ask them what they think of the idea.”

To get there Lisa rode in a stagecoach. It was another of those things she had read about, but had no experience with. It struck her that this was something else the people of Wright had to offer. Riding with her was the Mayor’s sister Lois.

At Danville she met the Mayor there, Wayne Rhodes. It was Lois’ task to tell him about Lisa and why she was there. Lisa again explained herself, and added the ideas she’d come up with. Like before she showed Rhodes her notebook.

“You say you want to help people?” He asked Lisa. “Would you be willing to undertake a relatively trivial errand to prove yourself?”

“That depends on the errand. I won’t break any laws, or hurt anyone.”

“Oh, nothing like that. I want you to go to Half Moon Bay. My sister married a man from there a year ago. They moved there, and I haven’t heard from her since.”

“You’ve tried to contact her?”

“I’ve sent letters. I know they arrive, because the stage drivers say they do. But I don’t get any letters back.”

“And you’re too busy to go yourself?”

“Yes. My sister is the only family I have left.”

“Haven’t you written to anyone else there, like their Mayor?”

“I have. He says she’s fine, and that’s all. I think there’s something he’s keeping from me, but I don’t know what. Thing is, if she was in danger, I’m sure he’d say something. Miss Herbert, tell me how she’s doing. Do that, and maybe I’ll trust you.”

The next day Lisa, with Lois along to make more introductions, began the three-day journey to Half Moon Bay. On the third day, after crossing a low ridge, Lisa saw the most amazing sight she had ever seen: the Wright Ocean.

She was stunned. It was a vast plain of blue water stretching out to the horizon in front of her, to her left, and to her right. The dark blue was a stark contrast to the light blue of the sky and the whites and light grays of the clouds. It took her time to wrap her mind around the view that something could be so unchanging and stretch out so far into the distance.

Not only was the sight a shock to her, but so were the smells. She had smelled fish before, but it was one or two caught in a stream. As she approached the town she was hit with the scent of dozens of fish. Mixed in with that was the smell of salt, and a slight odor of rotting eggs. The only comfort to her was that the sounds she heard as the stage pulled into town were the familiar noises of people at work.

Once off the stage Lisa and Lois went directly to the office of the Mayor, Stan Goss. Both young women handed Goss their letters of introduction. Goss looked over both letters, then turned to Lisa. “Word that a girl came through the portal has already made it here,” he said.

“How about why I’m here?” she asked.

Goss shook his head. “That hasn’t made it, and that’s good for you. The man that Mayor Rhodes’ sister married is saloon owner Jason Kemp. He’s a bad character. He overcharges for his drinks, and I think his games are rigged in his favor. No one who fights him comes out on top. That’s why I’ve kept Rhodes in the dark. I wouldn’t want to give Kemp the satisfaction of beating up a Mayor.”

“Why don’t you charge him with something and lock him in jail?”

“Lots of reasons, Miss Herbert. He had a right to defend himself in his own place. No one loses enough to cause a real problem, like losing their boat. He’s paid in barter. Lots of folks around here rely on him as a second source for seafood, grain, meat, and anything else they want that he’ll accept.”

“Would the people here be happy to see him go?”

“I think so. Folks tolerate Kemp because they have to.”

“What about you?”

“I worry that in a few more years, his saloon will be the richest in town. I don’t care if the men around here want to spend what they make gambling or drinking, just so long as they behave. But Kemp, he bends the law and does good enough. I’m afraid that others will follow his example, and I’ll be up to my neck in mayhem.”

“You’d like to see Kemp gone, but not necessarily his saloon?”

Goss nodded. “Put it in the hands of someone who wants to stay open, and not get rich at everyone else’s expense. I could live with that.” He smiled. “I’ve looked over these letters. You seem to be someone worth dealing with.”

“You’ll support me if I help you?”

“Honestly, I think if you dealt with Kemp, you wouldn’t need my help persuading folks around here to go along with your plans.”

Lisa knew she’d have to learn more about Kemp before she could deal with him. She also wondered if she might need to know more about this town and its people before carrying out any plan. She certainly wanted to know more to add to her notebook. She decided to seek out someone in the fishing trade to speak to.

That meant she had to go to “the docks.” The area was a collection of small and open buildings that sold fish. She quickly discovered that there was “fresh seafood,” fish and other creatures that had just been caught, and just plain “seafood,” which was cleaned, deboned, cut into smaller pieces, cooked, or sold as some combination of those methods. The other part of the docks were five solid platforms stretching out into the ocean. Three of the four had boats tied to either side; one had a boat tied to just one side; and the last had no boats tied to it.

She walked around the platforms until she saw a man working on one of the boats. He appeared to be tinkering around with ropes leading to a sail. She approached him slowly, watching him work. When he took a break she spoke to him.

As soon as he was sure she wasn’t trying to learn secret fishing spots or seduce him away from his trade, the man was quite talkative. He told her everything she needed to know about ocean fishing. She wrote down all that he said.

In time she steered the conversation to Kemp. She told the fisherman that she’d come to check on the sister of the Mayor of Danville, who was married to Kemp.

“Her? That’s the bastard’s wife?” the man said.

“Why do you call him a bastard?” Lisa asked.

“Damn cheater, for one. They say you can’t even play darts there without thinking you might lose.”

“Darts?”

“You throw these darts at a round board. The closer you are to the center, the more points you get. Each fellow throws three darts each round. After so many rounds, one man’s the winner.”

“So, is that all that’s bad about him?” she asked.

“Not at all. There’s rumors that he fools around with young ladies on the side. Of course, there’s never any proof, probably because he does it with the daughters of men who owe him. They call him out, he threatens to call in their debts and take their boat, their traps, or their house.”

“Does he have an eye for the ladies, even while he’s married?”

“He does.”

“Would he let a woman into his saloon?”

“Not unless she had a lot to lose. Certainly not after sunset. He’s at least decent enough not to do that.”

“What else is bad about him?”

“He overcharges for his food, his drinks, and his rooms.”

“So why do people put up with him?”

“He’s the only game in town. All the other saloon owners let women sell themselves, and let men get into drunken brawls. He’s a bastard, but it’s either him or sit around at home. And that’s not fun for a man that ain’t married.”

Lisa thanked the man for his time. She talked to a few other people around town and heard much the same about Kemp. It was clear no one liked him, and just as clear that no one knew what to do about him. Lisa did get an idea about a plan to try. The only problem for her was being the bait for a trap.

Everyone who had met her and her older sister said that Leslie was the prettier of the two. Leslie had blonde hair; Lisa’s was red. Leslie was shapely; Lisa not as much. Lisa did know the value of clean skin, clean hair, and the right sort of dress. To that end she had Lois buy her a new dress, then spent the evening washing. The following morning, with Lois’ help, she was able to put her hair up into a style a step above a simple ponytail. She also cut a slit in the top of her dress; cut two smaller holes to each side of the slit; then put a ribbon through and tied it up. Not only did it seem frilly, but the main slit revealed a bit more of her modest breasts.

She went into the saloon early in the afternoon. Kemp’s place was open, and there were only two young men inside. Kemp himself was behind the bar counter, washing glasses. He seemed to be five to ten years older than she, with dirty brown hair and dark eyes. He wasn’t particularly tall, but Lisa could tell he had a sturdy frame underneath his stained green shirt. He had one scar over his right eye, another on his left cheek, and a third under his chin.

“Well, I see the newcomer has finally paid me a visit,” Kemp said. He smiled, and in doing so showed that he was missing at least two teeth.

“You’ve heard about me?” Lisa asked. She raised her head slightly and put her hands on her hips.

“The red-haired girl from another world, or so she says,” Kemp replied.

“I am her, and I am telling the truth. My name is Lisa Herbert, and I’m the daughter of the Mayor of Mountain View, on the planet Fairfield.”

“Mayor’s daughter, eh? So, what’s your world like, Miss?”

“Now that trade is going on between worlds, we’re living in finer houses and wearing nice clothes.”

Kemp looked her up and down. His face was expressionless.

“I’m dressed rather modestly, because I’m on official business,” Lisa added. “My father wishes to expand his trading empire to this world. He sent me to look around and open talks.”

“He sent you?”

Lisa batted her eyes. “Aren’t I pretty enough?”

Kemp smiled. “I suppose so.”

“I’m also smart enough. I know potential when I see it.”

“Really? And what potential do you see here?”

Lisa smiled and leaned forward slightly. “The potential for a good wager. I love a good game, and folks here say yours is the place for good games.”

“That’s very true, Miss.”

A silence fell over the saloon. Lois, who had been standing behind Lisa all this time, apparently missed her cue. Lisa didn’t let the pause last. She stepped to one side and turned to the other woman. “Have you nothing to say this time?” she asked. “Or have you learned from my victories not to bother?”

Lois glanced down, seeming to realize that she’d erred. “I’m sorry, Lisa.”

Lisa turned to Kemp. “She usually begs me not to take chances on trips like this. I suppose winning all the time has convinced her that it’s pointless.”

“Who is she?” Kemp asked.

“My servant.”

Lois curtsied as Lisa had instructed her. She then turned to Lisa. “You know my feelings, Lisa. One day you will not be so lucky as you have been.”

Lisa tried to remain indifferent. It was hard, because Lois’ comment was so appropriate and a good improvisation. She made a mental note to thank the woman later.

She turned back to Kemp. “Do you play poker in this place, sir?”

“Any kind of poker you like, Miss.”

“I like five-card stud.” She glanced around. “But it seems there’s no one here to play with me.”

“If you trust me to deal, I’ll play with you.”

“I won’t be taking you from your work, or your family?”

“I can spare some time away from these glasses. As for family, well, I don’t have any at the moment.”

Lisa shook her head. “Too bad.” But just the kind of lie I dreamed I’d hear, she thought. “I’ll sit if you bring the cards.”

“I will.”

Lisa chose a table on the opposite side of the room from the two men slowly drinking. All this time they had shown little interest in her. That gave her some relief; when she came in, she worried that they might be employed by Kemp. When she sat down they turned her way, but that was all.

Lois sat down beside her. Kemp arrived a moment later with a deck of cards and two rows of wooden poker chips in trays. He sat down across from her. He first looked at the two men. “Don’t try to refill your beers while I’m busy,” he told them. They lowered their heads and nodded.

Kemp handed Lisa the deck. He counted off chips while she shuffled. She had learned the game from Wayne Shuman, one of her friends from the previous year. The first thing he had taught her was that a good shuffle suggested a good player. He showed her a few fancy shuffling tricks that he said usually fooled three-quarters of most poker players. She employed one of them, and it caught Kemp’s attention.

He placed a stack of chips next to her. “Chips are in amounts of one, five, and ten,” he said. “Around here we just play for chips and honor, unless you start to really lose. Then you either have to risk something real or leave.”

“Fair enough. How much to open?”

“Nothing to open for the first five games. One chip for any deal. No raises higher than five.”

“Good. I’ve shuffled, so you deal.”

Kemp drew the cards off the top of the deck, handing her five and handing himself five. Lisa was able, with draw of two more cards, to turn up a pair in her hand. Kemp drew first one card, then two more. He appeared disappointed, and for good reason. Her pair of nines was better than his dead hand.

Lisa paid as much attention to him as she did to each subsequent hand. It was something else Wayne had told her; reading an opponent. “Most players’ faces or gestures will tell you if they have good or bad hands,” he had said. “Learn their tells, and you’ll know when to play and when to fold.”

The first half-dozen hands were an even split. The next five were a winning streak for Lisa. She then made an overconfident wager and threw the sixth game. She and Kemp were even on the next four, then she went on a four-game streak.

Between that game and the next Lisa decided to plant a seed in her opponent’s mind. She smiled to him and said, “You know, I once knew a woman who, after getting behind like you are now, had to sell her body to pay off her losses.”

“Is that a request, Miss?”

“Not at all, Mister Kemp.” She laughed and turned to Lois. “Men are so silly, don’t you think?”

“I don’t think you should joke like that, Lisa,” Lois replied, this time on cue. “Your father wants you to marry well.”

Lisa shook her head and turned to Kemp. “No sense of humor.”

Lisa won two more hands, then on the third she made a less-than-impressive wager, throwing the game to Kemp. The next six she won in a row, though she suspected that he folded on the last three intentionally.

Let’s see if two really are playing that game, she thought.

“It seems to me that I’ve won quite a bit,” she said. “Earlier you said that at some point the stakes are raised, or the game ends. I have lots of chips. Are you willing to give in, or have you got something to risk?”

“That depends, Miss. What have you got to risk?”

“I didn’t bring any jewels, rings, or necklaces with me.”

“Can’t do much with those trinkets.”

“I can’t risk my part in my father’s trade.”

“No, but you could put your virtue on the table.”

“Excuse me? You mean marry me?”

“We don’t have to get married.”

“I won’t sell my virginity cheap, Mister Kemp.”

“Fine. Tell you what. If you win this next game, I’ll give you my saloon. If you lose, you’ll give your love to me. Your virtue isn’t anything worth hanging onto forever, Miss. And I know people around here. I could make you and your father powerful people on this world.”

“You seem to have forgotten who’s been winning, and who hasn’t.”

“For a pretty girl like you? It’s a chance I’m willing to take. How about you?”

She smiled broadly to display an abundance of confidence. “Very well. Though I have to warn you, other men have asked and lost.”

He smiled back. “Hey, without risk, life is dull. Would you like to deal?”

“Shuffle, then go ahead.”

Lisa had some idea of what was going to happen. Because Wayne had told her about playing honestly and otherwise, she’d noticed slight folds on the cards. These were the signs that crooked gamblers used to mark certain cards. She was told there were two ways those signs were useful: to learn opponents’ hands, and to arrange a favorable deal.

When Kemp dealt out the hands she quickly observed at least two of those cards in his hand. Her own hand was a batch of numbers with no face cards. Lisa managed through two cuts to gain three fours. She noted that Kemp had gained perhaps one more marked card.

The moment she had been told that Kemp ran rigged games she knew that trying to beat him at his own game would be difficult. She decided that she would have to keep another option open. That was why she had told Kemp what she had, and why she had dressed the way she did.

No matter what happens now, she mused, I should win.

“Are you ready to show your hand?” she asked.

He smiled. “Quite. You?”

She smiled back. “Very.” She laid down her hand. “Three of a kind, all fours, with an eight and nine.”

Kemp frowned, but only for a second. “I don’t seem to have any of a kind.” He laid down his cards one at a time. There was a nine, a ten, a jack, a queen, and a king. He smiled wolfishly. “But a straight beats a three of kind, Miss.”

Lisa heaved a sigh. “Damn!” She glared at him. “Very well.”

Kemp rose. “Follow me, Miss.”

Lisa drew the knife she had sheathed on her right leg and hidden from sight. “Not so fast, Mister Kemp.”

He glared at her. “A bet is a bet.”

“Yes, it is. But unless you intend to marry me, you’ll have to take me first.”

Kemp’s face mellowed slightly. He glanced away from her and at the bar, then looked at her. She guessed that any weapons he had to “persuade” her were there, and therefore out of reach.

“If you want it, you’ll do the right thing,” she said, her voice softening. “If you want it all, you’ll do the right thing.”

Kemp sighed. “All right.”

“Good. We’ll follow you to the nearest preacher.”

Kemp looked at the two men who had been watching the scene instead of their drinks. “You two! Out! We’re closed!” The pair finished off their drinks and left.

Lisa and Lois followed Kemp out of the saloon. Kemp took a key out of a pants pocket and locked the door. He nodded down the main street. Lisa and Lois followed him to the church close behind. Lisa kept her knife in her hand, allowing it to touch Kemp’s back every so often.

They walked a block down the main street, turned up a second street, and walked half a block to the church. Kemp opened the doors. Lois went in first. Kemp tried to let Lisa in ahead of him. She glared at him and poked him once with the knife. He went inside with her still at his back.

The minister was at he front sweeping the floor. He stopped and looked at the trio. “Mister Kemp, who are these young ladies?” he asked.

“Long story, Reverend,” Kemp said.

“This man wishes to marry me,” Lisa announced. She slipped the knife behind her back. “We’d like you to do the honors.”

“I don’t think that’s appropriate, young lady,” the parson said.

“Why? Can’t you perform marriages?”

“Well, yes, of course.”

“Then marry us.”

The reverend started to say something. The church doors opened, and Mayor Goss stepped inside. “Reverend, could I speak to you?” He looked at Kemp and the women. “Oh, I’m sorry. I’ll come back.”

“No, Mayor, come here,” the reverend said. He waited for Goss to approach before saying more. “This young woman wishes to marry Mister Kemp,” he added, nodding towards Lisa.

“He promised to marry me, Mayor,” Lisa insisted.

“Well, that’s not going to happen,” Goss replied. “Kemp’s already married.”

“What?” Lisa turned on Kemp. She turned her face into a mask of rage. “You told me you weren’t married, Mister Kemp!”

Kemp looked at the parson and the Mayor. “This has been a misunderstanding, guys, honestly.”

“He did promise to marry her,” Lois said.

“No, I didn’t. Just ask those two men who were in the saloon with us.”

Goss shook his head. “I won’t take the word of any drunks or layabouts, Kemp. Unless they weren’t, were they?”

Kemp opened his mouth and tried to speak, but nothing came out.

Goss grabbed Kemp by one arm. “This time, you’ve gone too far. Attempted bigamy is a serious crime. Unless you can prove these young women are lying, this time I’ll have no choice but to arrest you.” Goss glanced at Lisa and Lois. “You young ladies come with me. I need you to make a statement.”

“Absolutely, Mister Mayor,” Lisa said.

After making their statements Lisa and Lois went back to the place where they were staying and remained for the rest of the day and through the night. The next morning, before the stage left Half Moon Bay, Lisa went to see the Mayor at his office. He welcomed her in warmly. Once they shook hands Lisa sat down in front of his desk.

“So, what’s happened to Kemp?” Lisa asked.

“I’ve asked him to plead guilty to attempted bigamy. Turns out the two men in the bar backed up your account.”

“Really?”

“Yes. It seems they’ve lost a wager or two to Kemp, just like you did.”

“Too bad for him. Will he plead guilty?”

“I think so. I told him that if he did, he might only get six months in jail. Otherwise, I’d let the judge pass sentence. He could get two or three years. And, if there was a trial, I’d have to inform the Mayor of Danville.” Goss smiled. “Believe it or not, Kemp didn’t like hearing that.”

“What happens to Kemp’s wife?”

“Once Kemp pleads guilty, she’ll ask the reverend to grant her a divorce.”

“And the saloon?”

“That, their house, and everything else Kemp owned becomes hers, since he was guilty to trying to abandon her for another woman.”

“Will she run the place better than he did?”

“I think so. She’s asking me and a few other more respectable men in town for help and advice. I think the saloon will be a better place than it was.”

Lisa and Mayor Goss did a short amount of business. When that was done they said their good-byes and Lisa left his office. She walked to the stage, where Lois was already waiting for her. Before they stepped inside, Lois looked Lisa in the eyes. “Tell me, are your travels always so, well, risky?”

“Rarely. Honestly, Lois, only rarely.”

On their return to Greensboro Lisa met with the Mayor to tell him what she had accomplished and what was still left to be done. She began with the tale of her wager and its outcome.

The man shook his head once she was done with the story. “That was quite a risk you took,” he said.

“Not really. I know how to play poker.”

“I mean, it was lucky for you that Goss came when he did.”

Lisa smiled. “Luck had nothing to do with it, Mayor. I told him as soon as he saw your sister and I leave our inn, he was to follow us. Either Kemp would lose and be turned out onto the street, or the three of us would go to church. I told Mayor Goss what to do in either case.”

“You really are a clever young woman, Lisa.”

“I’ve learned that being clever involves being prepared, as much as it does being open-minded, smart, or even just being nice.”

“Well, you’ve certainly proved yourself to me. Feel free to lead your friends back here to trade.”

“Thanks, I will, but I’d better head to Danville first.”

“Right. Rhodes will really pleased to hear what you did.”

“I hope so.”

“Now, if I have any problems, can I call on you?”

“I guess that depends on what I have to do to solve it, Mayor. After all, I can’t keep risking my virtue. One day I might want to trade it for something important, like a good husband.”

 

A CASE AND A CAUSE

 

 

 

 

One of the effects of the Savage Rain that Lisa Herbert noticed was the isolation that it had created. Worlds had shut down their hyperspace portals a few generations ago and were cut off from each other. As she traveled from planet to planet, she saw that in some cases towns were isolated from each other. There were even times when people were isolated from their own neighbors. To make life better she always took on that isolation.

It was the summer of Lisa’s second year of traveling when she arrived in Meade City on the planet of Meade. Her arrival scared her as much as it did the people. A moment after coming through the portal, she heard a shout. People suddenly ran into buildings. Two men carrying crossbows ran towards her. They removed the weapons from their backs and tried to load them while on the run.

Lisa was surprised. For an instant or two she stood in place. She dropped her backpack and turned to the controls on the portal. She tapped one keypad, a harsh buzz sounded, and the display lit up with two words, “Access Denied.” She looked back at Fairfield, briefly thought about going back, then decided against it.

She stood up slowly as the two soldiers approached her. She raised her hands. After a brief exchange the men marched her to a stone building marked “Town Hall.” Inside she was taken to a jail cell and thrown in. The first man kept watch over her while the other climbed a stairway and disappeared. A few moments later the other returned with another man behind him.

That man seemed to be only a little taller than Lisa, unlike the two soldiers. He wore a white shirt and jeans. She couldn’t tell what color his hair was, since it was cut so short it seemed he was bald. The man looked five to ten years older than her, unlike most town leaders who appeared to be her father’s age.

“Who are you and what do you want?” the man said to her. He looked angry.

“My name is Lisa Herbert,” she replied calmly. “I came here from Fairfield. What’s your name?”

“Tom Lawrence. I’m the Mayor. Now, what do you want?”

“I’ve been going to other worlds, getting trade going, helping where I can.” Lawrence shook his head. Lisa pointed to her backpack. “Look in there. My notebook. I keep a record of where I’ve been, what I see, and what I do. Read it.”

Lawrence opened the backpack and pulled out the notebook. He glanced at a few pages then shook his head. “Doesn’t mean anything to me. You could be making all this up.”

“Read the notebook, Mister Mayor. Any page. Just be careful with it. There’s only one other back home, and I can’t lose that one.”

Lawrence opened the notebook again. This time he focused on one page, and didn’t stop for a few moments. His expression seemed to soften, but only just a little. He closed it and shook his head. “Fascinating reading, but it doesn’t prove anything.”

“Would you like to meet the people in that notebook?”

“How do I know you’re not going to kidnap me and demand a ransom from my people, young lady?”

“How do I know that you’re not keeping me here to take advantage of me? If you wanted to rip my clothes off and rape me, how could I stop you?” Lisa let out a breath. “You don’t trust me. Why should I trust you?”

“Good question.”

“So let me prove myself. You’d be showing me that you trust me. That would show me that I can trust you. Otherwise, let me go home.”

Lawrence flipped to another page and read. He flipped to a third and a fourth. Lisa sensed that his mind was slowly changing. He told one of his men to open the cell door. He and the two soldiers led Lisa back to the portal. The Mayor told her to close her eyes while he turned the portal on. Lisa led him through. She took him to the store her sister’s husband Dan and her partner Ned ran. He talked to Dan for a few minutes, but still didn’t seem entirely convinced.

Lisa led him back to the Fairfield portal and persuaded him to follow her to another world, Big Springs. There he saw the buildings her friends from the previous year had erected, a store and a school. Lisa took him to the school.

“This school is to help the people here,” she said, “but it’s mainly to bring two towns together. Those towns had been in a feud for years. Most of the friends I made last year are in those towns, keeping the peace. The students are from both towns, plus a few other places.”

“You’re hoping this school will get them to give up their fight?”

“I made them give up their fight. I gave them a choice. Either stop fighting, or I would pick a side and my friends would help that side defeat the other.”

She took Lawrence into the store. Her friend Wayne was there. Lisa introduced him, then let Wayne explain to Lawrence what his work involved. She also let him talk about their past travels and what else Lisa had done the previous year. By the time they were finished it was time for lunch. Wayne insisted they stay. Lawrence agreed, but once lunch was over, he asked if they could go back to his world.

“Are you persuaded of my good intentions?” Lisa responded.

“Almost. I have a task for you. Let’s go back to Meade City.”

She led him back through the portals to Meade. Lawrence led her back to the town hall. He got her backpack out of the jail cell, dismissed the soldiers, then led her up to his office. She sat down in front of his desk, and he sat down behind it.
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