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  To Isabel, 


my sweet go getter niece.  








  
  Scripture


As iron sharpens iron, so one person sharpens another.
(Proverbs 27:17) NIV


[image: image-placeholder]
Two honorable, trustworthy people can help each other
all the days of their lives.
If you are blessed with a friend
that helps you be a better person,
hold on to them for dear life.
And be that kind of friend for them,
or for someone else.  
We all go through tough times,
help make someone better when the chance arrives.
Be the iron.
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“Why can't I go?” I marched down the hallway after my mother. 
“We have rules for a reason.”  Mom picked up a laundry basket from the bathroom and made her way towards the laundry room.  
“When a rule is stupid, it needs to be changed.”  I wasn't going to let this go.  
Mom froze for a moment.  She turned around.  The steel look she gave me gave no room for rebuttal.  
“Fine.”  I marched off to my room.  
Abbie: Are you going? 
Me: No!
Abbie: Can't you just sneak out or something?
Me: IDK
Me: They'd probably catch me.
Abbie: Parents *eye roll*
Me: Right!
I laid on my bed and cast my phone aside.  It really sucked.  Cole had just started acting like he was interested, but my parents had these weird rules.  No parties until I was 17.  No boys or texting boys until then, either.  Really, what difference was 5 days going to make?  It was almost my birthday.  
My phone buzzed.  I picked it up.  It was my Dad.  I frowned.  Great!  Mom was sicking Dad on me now.  I opened the text.  
Dad: I know you really wanted to go to the party, but you're not 17 yet.  
Me: Why do I have to be 17?  My birthday is in 5 days.  It's only a few days difference. 
Dad: You'll understand when you're 17. 
I groaned.  This was so unfair!  I was a good kid.  I got good grades.  I didn't do drugs.  I didn't smoke.  I just wanted to go to some lame school party like all the other kids my age.  At this point, I was desperate.  I was willing to do anything to go. 
Me: Can I go if you chaperone?   
Dad: Nice try Honey, no. 
I rolled over and groaned in my pillow.  “This is so stupid!”  I yelled at the ceiling.  
The tiles moved for a second like they were laughing at me.  I blinked twice, and the face had disappeared.  Great, now I am seeing things.  I rubbed my eyes.  
“That was weird.”  






  
  2


Iclosed my locker. 
“Did they change their mind?”  Abbie asked. 
“No.”  I exhaled.  “It's just so stupid.  4 days until my birthday, but because of some stupid rule that I have to be 17, I still can't go.”  
“I'm sorry.”  Abbie hugged me.  “I don't have to go.  We can have movie night instead.”  
“No, Abbs.  You go.  Take pictures.  I will make the next one.”  I gave her a sad smile.  
“Okay.”  Abbie gave me another hug.  “Or you could sneak out.”  My best friend wiggled her eyebrows.  
I giggled.  “I might give that a try.”  
Abbie laughed.  “Yes!”
“No promises.”  I pointed my finger at Abbie.
“But you'll try?”  Abbie grinned. 
“Maybe.”  I laughed.    
“I'll take it.”  Abbie laughed with me. 
The bell rang.  
“I guess we're late.”  I laughed again and covered my mouth.  Abbie giggled with me as we walked down the hallway. Having Abbie as my best friend made everything in school better. 
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“Ireally can't go?” I asked my Mom for the 100 th time.  
“No.”  Mom rolled her eyes and put her lips together.  She was not amused.  
“There is no reason...”
“That you can't wait until the next party?”  Mom interrupted me.  
“But Mom!”  I complained.  
“You can but Mom me until the cows come home, but you are still not going.”  Mom put her hands flat on the counter and looked at me. 
“That is so stupid.  We don't have cows.”  I rolled my eyes and marched towards my room.  I saw movement to my right.  I was looking at a picture of me on an elephant.  The image came to life and suddenly I was that little girl again at the circus.  The elephant moved in an odd motion.  I wasn't sure what to think as it lumbered forward.  I was back in my seat and then forward again.  
A few minutes later, I was being handed off to my Dad.  He was smiling with concern.  My younger self didn't notice the look in his eyes, but almost 17-year-old me did.  
“What are we going to do when she realizes she's a Storyteller?”  My mother hissed.  
Dad sat me down on the ground and took my hand.  “Let's go get something to eat.”  He looked at my Mom quietly, but didn't answer her question.  
I blinked, and I was standing back on the stairs.  I looked at the picture.  There was no movement.  
“That was really weird.”  I muttered to myself as I finished walking up the stairs.  
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“I'm kind of tired.” I forced a yawn. 
“Are you okay? It's a little early for bed.” Mom laid a hand on mine.
“Yeah. I'm... it's just been a long week.” I took my hand back and rushed up the stairs.  My phone buzzed.
Abbie: I'm around the corner waiting
Me: I'm trying to get out now
I put two pillows and a large stuffed animal under my blanket.
“I'd buy that.” I grabbed my purse and crawled out onto the roof.  I sat on the edge.  It wasn't that far to the ground. I jumped and stumbled a few steps.  I brushed my hair with my hand and readjusted my shirt, and started walking towards Abbie's car.
Dad was sitting on the front lawn in a folded lawn chair.  Another one was sitting next to him.  They weren't sitting there this morning.  I cringed.  There was no way to pretend he hadn't caught me.
“Have a seat, kiddo.” Dad pointed to the chair beside him.
This was worse. He already knew I was going to try to sneak out, because the extra chair was already set up.  I sat in the chair and sulked.
“Message Abbie; tell her you can't make it.”  Dad had an amused expression on his lips.  That gave me hope.  Maybe I wouldn't get the full riot act.  I sent a text to Abbie.
Me: Can't make it. Got caught 
Abbie: I'm sorry #Hugs 
Me: Thanx 
“So...” I let the word trail away.
“I get it, kid. Really I do, but the answer is still no.”  Dad smiled softly.
The way he said it made me feel guilty.  I sulked further in my chair.  My father had a knack for hitting me right in the feels. I rarely needed punished, he just looked at me like he was now, and I would end up apologizing.
“Did Damion have to wait too?”  I finally asked.
Dad laughed. “He sure did.  And he hated it too.”
At least my parents were sticking to the same rules and not playing favorites. They always said they loved us the same, but when there is an age gap, it's hard to tell.
“Although, your brother wasn't quite so obvious when he tried to sneak out. The first time, I had just happened to take out the trash.”  Dad laughed.
“The first time?”  I was surprised.  Damion was almost perfect in my eyes.  I couldn't imagine him trying to sneak out.
“Yeah, he tried at least 8 times his senior year.”  Dad laughed.  “And I caught him every time.” 
That didn't leave me much hope for the future.  
“Look, Emma, you are a good kid, but we have these rules for a reason.” Dad’s tone was kind. 
“What’s the reason? Because from where I’m sitting, it just feels like I’m being left out. Everyone else gets to…”
“Everyone?” Dad’s words held a challenge. 
“Sorry, Dad.” The air drained from me. 
“You’ll understand everything when you're older.” Dad held my gaze. 
“I’m older now.” I gave a feeble attempt to persuade him. 
“Nice try. After you turn 17, we can revisit it. Okay, kiddo?” Dad waited for me to answer. 
“Yes, sir.” I finally nodded my head. 
“Good.” He stood up. “I have eyes in the back of my head, so I’ll know if you try to sneak out again.” Dad put two fingers to his eyes, and back to me. 
I laughed. 
“I’m serious.” Dad stood up. 
“Sure, Dad.” I stood up too.  
“Hug it out.” Dad held open his arms. 
I walked into my father’s embrace. The guilt softened. Knowing my brother, he would have tried to sneak out again tonight, but I didn’t have it in me. I trudged back inside the house, and back up to my bedroom. 
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“Did you have a good time at the party?” I asked. 
“Yeah, but we missed you.”  Abbie whispered. 
“We?”  Who was she talking about? I thought Abbie went to the dance alone. 
“Cole asked where you were.”  Abbie grinned. 
“What did you tell him?”  I leaned forward. Please Abbie, don't let me down. 
“The truth, your parents have an archaic ritual that said you had to be 17 to go to a party, including school parties.”  Abbie laughed. 
“And he said?”  I waited for her answer with anxiety. 
“That he couldn't wait until the next one, so you would be there.”  Abbie grinned. 
“Thank God.”  I put my forehead against the desk in disbelief.  
I was just starting to like Cole.  I didn't want to ruin it before it started. A few more days, and I wouldn't have to skip any dances. I wouldn't have to say no if Cole asked me out. Would he ask me out?
“I see the wheels turning in your head. Stop worrying. He likes you.” Abbie nudged her shoulder into mine. 
“You think so?” I couldn't keep the hopeful tone out of my voice. 
“I know so.” Abbie hugged my side.
“How did he sound when he asked about me?” I pulled away.
“I think he would have danced with you last night.” Abbie nodded her head. 
“Really?” I collapsed against the lockers.
“Definitely. He didn't go with anyone else, and he asked about you. So… he's definitely interested. Do you want me to give him your number?” Abbie whispered. 
“Not yet. If my parents found out, I'd be in so much trouble.” I whispered back.   
“Okay, but just know that the offer stands when you change your mind.” Abbie nudged my shoulder with hers. 
“Thanks, Abbie.” I opened my locker, and got out the book for my next class.   






OEBPS/cover.jpeg
STORYTELLER >

EMMA’

£ !‘l‘l'-‘l‘l‘n‘-'l’l'.‘n‘-‘-'-'l'-‘u'l'l‘n' IIII
yyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy

1" 2
ez

HEID ISHARIRIS





OEBPS/images/4737f4d8-acb0-4b1f-9962-c89ac14c717b.jpeg
8 ey






OEBPS/images/a2ee09b9-8163-42a0-ae80-edf0f71cdff8.jpeg
STORYTELLER

EMMA’
QUEST

nnnnnnnnnnn

£ I'l‘l'-‘l‘l‘n‘-'l‘-'l‘n‘l‘-‘-‘n‘-‘-‘ iiii
yyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy

HEID ISHARIRIS

1" -,
w=="





OEBPS/images/1f741a74-6264-470f-83aa-8aae4d373f00.jpeg





OEBPS/images/6734bf9e-4b57-401a-97a9-7d4c5b1fae63.jpeg
dngeline’s Castle
o Systical| Wigessrall








