
PROMPT CONTEST

WINNERS!
Contest participants were asked to write a 
fictional story inspired by this photo, Highway 
Through the Redwoods by Tim May. The judges 
have spoken, and the winners are...

1st1st1st

2nd2nd2nd

First Place - Roger Lubeck, “Squeakers”

Second Place - Robbi Sommers Bryant, “Number 14 ”

Third Place - - Taryn Young, “Sunday Drive With Grandma”

 Honorable Mention - Sandy Baker, “ Toll For A Troll”

Roger is a Vice President on the Board of Directors for Redwood Writers. He was the 
Editor-in-chief on four anthologies and a memoir by Samuel Chandler. Roger’s published 
works include business articles, short stories, six novels, two business books, and a 
contest winning ten-minute play. His newest novel, Ghosts in Horseshoe Canyon is a 
modern crime novel set in southern Utah. In addition, Roger is developing a treatment 
and screenplay for a new TV comedy.

Turn page to read the winning submission, “Squeakers”. 

Robbi Sommers Bryant’s award-winning books include a novella, 4 novels, 5 short story 
collections and 1 book of poetry. Her work is published in magazines including Readers 
Digest, Redbook, Penthouse, college textbooks and several anthologies. She is past 
president of Redwood Writers and currently works as a developmental and copy editor. 
www.robbibryant.com.

Taryn spent her working career as a technical writer, workplace investigator, and human 
resources manager.   In her semi-retired state, Taryn enjoys hearing, and telling, a great 
story.

Sandy Baker thrives on short, as in eight children’s gardening books and a middle grade 
collection of short stories about the 1920s. BAIPA awarded Baker’s second book, Zack’s 
Zany Zucchiniland, Best Children’s Picture Book of 2014. So far, she has co-written 
one novel, with the sequel sitting in her WIP file. Sandy is the current President of the 
Redwood Writers’ Board of Directors. Find out more about Baker and her books at 
www.sandybakerwriter.com. 
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Prize: $100, a certificate, and a signed photo by Tim May

Prize: $50, and a certificate

Prize: $25, and a certificate

Prize: $25, and a certificate





“ Squeakers”     by Roger Lubeck

 The yellow pavement dividers, still wet with morning mist, are an iridescence ribbon guiding you 
through the winding redwoods. You love these early morning drives. Some days you go as far as the coast. 
On the beach, you wear binoculars and pretend to watch for whales. Other times, like now, you find a 
secluded spot in the forest with space for two or three cars. A beat-up Subaru parked just off the road is a 
magnet for tourists visiting the big trees. The empty parked car suggests there is something for others to 
stop and see.  

 You choose a turn out with room for three cars. From the back seat, you pick up a small digital 
camera, binoculars, and a Giant’s baseball cap. Useful props. You check the buck knife on your belt. From 
under the front seat, you find the Colt 1911 your father brought back from France. The forty-five has real 
stopping power and you like the weight and feel of the older weapon. You chamber a round and make sure 
the safety is on before putting the pistol behind your back and under your jacket.  
 
 Walking to the highway, you stand at the edge of the pavement and glance both ways. Nothing in 
either direction. It is too early for tourists. Your only worry is a nosey sheriff. One look in the trunk and your 
hunting days would be over. You step back from the highway. The big trees dominate the smaller pines and 
ferns. It is cool in the shade of the redwoods.  You feel like you are one with the big trees; their deep roots 
hunger for moisture as their leafy tops search for the sun. You find comfort in their strength and longevity. 
You believe your secret will be safe with these silent guardians.  
 
 There is a path leading deeper into the forest.  You walk to the path. The dark, green forest beckons 
you. The smell of wet redwood and eucalyptus invades your senses. You should find a good place where you 
can be undisturbed. Maybe later, you think. Now, you need a place to sit. There are tree stumps and boulders 
everywhere. You sit on a rock. Let the game begin. 
 
 The first beams of sunlight break through the forest canopy and warms your face. You listen to the 
trucks and cars racing past. People going nowhere in a hurry. You wonder what it is like to live such ordinary 
lives.
 
 A German sedan pulls in and parks to the left of the Subaru. A woman alone. You slip behind the rock 
to watch. You can’t be sure of her age. She is smoking a cigarette. A definite strike against her. The window 
on the passenger side rolls down. Her face is framed in the open window. Short blond hair and bright red 
lips. She is older than you like, but not too old. Her eyes dart back and forth. She is cautious.
 
 A station wagon with fake wood on the sides pulls in on the other side of the Subaru. An older man 
and woman in get out followed by two boys. The woman has a cane. The boys appear to be under ten years 
of age. One of the boys runs to a redwood, pulls down his pants, and pees. The woman yells at the boy. The 
sedan backs out and leaves. The man walks to a different tree, and he pees, too.  When he is finished, they 
all climb back into the station wagon and leave. The woman in the German car seemed possible. Now she is 
gone. Your dislike of families has moved up a notch. 

 A VW van pulls off the highway and parks next to your car. There is a surf board on the roof of the van. 
A man in his early twenties gets out of the car. He is dressed like a hippie; wearing jean shorts and a tie-dyed 
shirt. He has a camera like yours. He looks in the Subaru and then around the forest until he sees you. 

 “Hello,” the hippie calls out. 



(“Squeakers” continued)

 He waves and you wave back.  He crosses the distance between the cars and you. He has a red 
bandana on his head; his long blonde hair is tied in a pony tail. Close up he seems younger than twenty.

 “Bird watching?” he asks.

 “Hoping to see a white deer.”   

 “Are you a hunter?”

 “Out of season.” You show him your camera. “You must not be local?”

 “I’m up from Los Angeles. Headed for Stinson Beach. Gonna try your northern waves.”

 “This time of year, the whales are bringing their calves north. There will be Great Whites in the water. 
You might want to try farther south.”

 “Where’s the adventure in that?”

 “Are you looking for danger?” you ask.

 The hippie takes a moment to consider the question and the questioner. You give him your hard look. 
He needs to leave. 

 “I’m looking for that perfect wave and a little peace, Brother.” He smiles, and gives you the peace sign. 
“I best be going.” He turns and walks toward the van.

 “Enjoy your life,” you offer. 

 Standing by the van, he takes several pictures of the big trees. The front license plate of the Subaru 
should be visible in one of the pictures. He steps away from the van and takes a picture of you. You touch 
your cap in a salute. He’s smart.  You like that. He waves as he drives off and you wave back. A squeaker, you 
say to yourself.   

 You lie back on the rock letting the morning light warm your face. No amount of heat will melt the 
cold hatred in your heart or quell the voices in your head. You wonder when you are famous, will the hippie 
show your picture to his friends and talk about the day he met a serial killer and managed to squeak by?       
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