Lisa Said No



Lisa Saip No
by Lynda Allison Doty

© 1989 Word Aflame Press
Hazelwood MO 63042-2299
Revised 2006

All Scripture quotations in this book are from the New King James Version.
Copyright © 1979, 1980, 1982, Thomas Nelson Inc., Publishers.

All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system,
or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording,
or other—except for brief quotations in printed reviews, without prior permission of Word
Aflame Press.

Printed in the United States of America

F@T
2
WORD AFLAME PRESS

8855 Dunn Road, Hazelwood, MO 63042
www.pentecostalpublishing.com

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Doty, Lynda Allison,

Lisa said no : a compelling novel based on truth that deals frankly and

compassionately with rape and abortion / Lynda Allison Doty.
p. cm.

ISBN 0-932581-53-6

1. Title.
PS3551.L456L57 1989
813'.564--dc20 89-32331

CIP




Lisa was in a hurry; you could tell by
the way she walked. Determined, even paces
scampered over the sidewalk. Her chin was held
high, and her mind was obviously preoccupied with
¢ other things. There was an excitement about her, a
certain electricity that surrounded her as she walked.

It was unusually cool for this late in May, and Liss
shivered slightly, pulling the sleeves of her sweater onto
her arms. The sun was setting, and she wanted to get
home before dark. Graduation practice had lasted longer
than she had anticipated, and although it was only eight
blocks from the high school to her house, tonight it
somehow seemed longer. She shivered again and suddenly
realized the chill was not just because of the weather. An
eerie feeling settled over her. It was almost as if an un-
seen hand had moved down her spine. With sucked-in
breath, Lisa sensed something was wrong.

Her footsteps moved faster. Her heart was beating
fast—too fast, she knew. Speed up, speed up.

“Hi, Lisal”
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Lisa turned toward the sound. Much to her relief there
was Bill Avery, her history teacher. He was crossing the
tree-lined street, coming towards her. ““Oh! Mr. Avery!”

The older man peered at her over his small, round
glasses. “Why, Lisa, what’s wrong? You look as if you've
seen a ghost.”

Lisa pushed a strand of black hair off her forehead
and forced a weak smile. ‘““Just nervous, I guess, Mr.
Avery.”

The old man gazed at her intently. ‘““You know, Lisa,
it’s not any of my business, but it might not be a good
idea to be out on the streets by yourself. Especially this
time of day. You are a young lady—and a mighty pretty
one, I might add.” Lisa relaxed. She liked Mr. Avery. He
had been almost like a father to her these past four years.
“The crime rate is soaring, you know,” he went on,
knowledgeably comparing crime rates across civilizations.

Lisa indulged in a big, contented smile as he fell into
step with her, and they started off down the sidewalk
together. Lisa noticed he was walking in the opposite
direction than when they had first met. She opened her
mouth to tease him about being so protective of her when
she saw a darkened figure disappear into the alley right
beside the Wilsons’ house. It happened so fast, all Lisa
could see was that it was a man, and he was wearing some
kind of shirt with a huge, black heart on the front of it.
Without even thinking, her footsteps faltered.

Mr. Avery had seen him, too. “Friend of yours?”’ he
asked. And then, as though the look on her face command-
ed it, he started moving away in the direction of the
shadows. Lisa watched in stunned silence as the old man
limped away. Someone once said Mr. Avery had been
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wounded in a war and that part of one of his legs had been
cut off.

She stood now in the chilled evening, quiet, unmov-
ing, hoping the figure would be brought back and made
to explain its presence in her life tonight. What was such
a sinister person doing on this quiet, peaceful street
anyway? There were only houses along here, with lots of
trees and neatly-trimmed bushes. That’s why all the
streets in this part of town were named after trees.

But Mr. Avery limped back, a humorless little smile
across his face. “Sorry,” he said. “He got away; he’s a
lot faster than I am.”

Lisa, visibly disappointed, resumed walking. Actual-
ly Lisa did more striding than walking. Her steps had a
lilt to them, a grace that seemed to match her. Lisa was
slender, and her hair was so long it fell into curls all the
way to her waist. The hair swished as she walked, and
people always seemed to notice when she passed by.

They parted company at the corner of Spruce and
Elm, and Lisa darted into her house. Mr. Avery waited
until she disappeared behind the door. His mission had
been to see her safely home, and that accomplished, he
turned and walked away in the direction from which they
had come.

Lisa felt such relief to be home! Why did things always
look different in the safety of one’s own home? But who
was he? Lisa wandered through the dark house, turning
on lights. “Mom? I'm home, you home?”’ The house was
lonely, and Lisa remembered how frightened she and her
mother used to get right after her father left. Years ago
he had installed a costly burglar alarm system because
he kept so much of his work at home. But even with that,
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