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  In Loving Memory of Carol,


She was my Junior Church teacher when I was little.

I started out writing Sermon Notes and giving them to her every Wednesday and Sunday.

There was a prize at the end of the tunnel, of course.  

She praised me and encouraged me greatly along the way.

She made me feel like what I was writing mattered.

I miss her random texts asking how the writing is going or how are you.

Every text saying I am praying for you meant the world.

~You will always be missed~








  
  Scripture


“Finally, brethren whatever is true, whatever is honorable,

whatever is right, whatever is pure, whatever is lovely,

whatever is of good repute,

if there is any excellence and if anything worthy of praise, dwell on these things.”

(Philippians 4:8) NASB 
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  1


“Angel!” My twin brother called my name. 
It was a miracle that I could hear him in this crowd.  Everyone had shown up for Gramps and Grams' anniversary.  It was definitely a great way to start off the summer. 
I waited until I was close enough that he could hear me.  “What's up, Tru?”  
“For one, check out cousin Cam.  He's headed our way.”  Tru whispered.  “Hey, Cam. How's it going?”  
“Great, actually.”  He was grinning from ear to ear.  “This is Jenna Write.”  He pointed to the woman beside of him.  “And her brother is around here somewhere.”  He pointed to the man standing at the food table, but I couldn't see his face.
“Nice to meet you.”  I smiled at her curiously.  She seemed normal.  Cam was kind of bossy, so I usually avoided him.
“You too.”  She waved at me and Tru.
My cousin Narina and I had gone shopping earlier today and Travis had been all over her like a bee on a flower.  It was odd that Cam got the girl when Narina didn't get the guy.  
I wonder if she knew Cam found someone?  She would have told me if she knew, I rationed.  Maybe I should tell her.  
Tru's eyes probed mine with questions that I didn't answer. 
“Yeah?”  I glanced at him.  
My brother shook his head no as if to say not right now.  He could read me like a book. Tru was waiting to ask me until Cam left. I can’t say I blame him. Cam had a tendency to walk over people. He meant well, it just didn't go well.       
“Any chance Mom and Dad are around here?”  Cam searched the crowd.  “I want them to meet Jenna.”  
“Yeah, I just saw them a moment ago.”  My eyes narrowed.  
“Wait, I see Grams and Gramps.  We better go see them and wish them a Happy Anniversary.”  Cam disappeared into the crowd with Jenna.  
“Whatcha know?”  Tru laughed.
I shook my head and smiled.  We were both major people watchers.  Half of the time, we whispered back and forth at the family parties, sharing what we picked up.  It was our own personal daytime drama.
“Well, her name was Jenna Write, which is super weird.”  I made a face.  
“Why?”  Tru shook his head.  
“Nar and I were shopping today and a Travis Write showed up.  I could tell they were hitting it off, and that he had a necklace, so I tried to make myself scarce.  She really liked him.”  I admitted.  “Now, a Jenna Write is here.”
“Weird coincidence.”  Tru sat down on the nearest picnic table.  
“Right!”  I laughed.  
Tru patted the seat next to him.  
I sat with him. “I love these parties.  I didn't really think I would actually like our family, but they're kind of awesome.”    
“Same here.  This whole waiting for a soulmate thing kind of sucks though.”  Tru frowned.  
“I kind of feel left out too.”  I nodded. 
“Like Uncle Sawel and Uncle Si are a year younger Angel, and they found someone.”  Tru's face scrunched up.
“That just happened.”  I sulked a little.  “But I feel it too.  I just hope you aren't my soulmate.”
Tru busted out laughing.  I did too.  He held out a fist, and I bumped it. It was our own special code.  It meant I got your back, and you got mine no matter what life throws at us.  
“I got you, sis.”  Tru grinned.
“I'm counting on it.”  I returned his smile. 
“So... if this goes down, you know, like a real soulmate thing.”  Tru took a breath.
I nodded.  
“Do you want to do it together?  I mean, Uncle Sawel and Uncle Si did.  So did Ashlyn, Rainy, and Nadia.  We probably could too.”  Tru was dead serious.
“Yeah, I got your back, bro.”  I held out my fist this time.  He bumped it.  An enormous grin covered his face.    
“Now, to actually find someone.”  Tru rolled his eyes.
I laughed.  “Yeah, not going too well so far.”  I stood back up.  “I got to tell Nar about Cam.”
“See ya.  I'll be here.”  Tru laughed.  
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Iheard a knock on my front door. I paused my show and got up off the couch. My father was standing at the door. 
“Angel, I'm in a hurry. Can you do your old man a favor and drop this off at Pop's office?”  Dad handed me a folder.  
“Sure Dad.”  I agreed.  
“It needs to be there before noon... so...”  Dad tilted his head. 
“Yeah, no worries.  I got this.”  I grabbed my purse and made my way outside to my car.  It purred to life.  I put the car in reverse and pulled out onto the road.  
I pulled into Pop's office.  Pop was my Dad's Dad.  He was pretty cool.  I knew all the ins and outs of this place.  I slid past the receptionist with ease.  I pulled out my pass card and slipped in the door, made my way up the stairs, and ran smack into a brown-haired hottie.  The folder fell to the ground.  I leaned forward to pick it up, and so did the man in front of me.  Our heads collided together.  
“I am so sorry.  That was my fault.”  I rubbed my head.
He had a pleasant laugh.  “I think we're both to blame.”  He handed me the folder.  “I don't remember seeing you around.  Usually, I'm the only one I catch on the stairs.”  He smiled.  “I'm Dominic, by the way.”  
“No, I don't work here.  My... uh.  Brent asked me to drop these off this to Mr. Poveste.”  I checked my watch.  “They need to be there by noon.  I'm sorry, I have to go.”  I walked backwards towards the door.  
“Hey, I didn't catch your name.”  His green eyes flashed with curiosity.  
“Angel.”  I smiled and pushed the door open.  I rushed to Pop's office and opened the door.  
“You made it.”  Pop smiled.  
I placed the folder on his desk.  
“Thanks.”  He grinned. 
“No problem Pop, anytime.”  I took a step back towards the door. 
“Have you had lunch yet?”  Pop stood up.  
“Not yet.”  I shook my head.  
“Do you want to join me?”  He waited for my response.
I readjusted my purse.  “Sure, sounds good.”  
Pop pushed the intercom.  “The folder is on my desk.  Please come pick it up.”  
“I will be right there, Mr. Poveste.”  The voice answered.  
“Come on.”  Pop grinned.  “Tell me all about what's going on with you.”
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“Thanks for lunch, Pop.” I gave him a hug. 
“You need to stop by more often.  Next time, bring Tru with you.”  Pop's eyes held love.  
“I'll try.  You know how Tru is.”  I grinned.  
“He doesn't stay put much.”  Pop nodded.  
“Not unless he's eating.”  I laughed.  
“Be safe.”  Pop waved as he headed back inside.  
I walked back towards the parking lot.  I reached into my purse and pulled out my keys.  My purse was always a mess.  Why didn't they make these things with more pockets?  I fumbled around and finally found my keys just as I ran into someone.  
“We have got to stop meeting like this.”  I heard a chuckle.  “Twice in one day.”
“Dominic... right?”  I pointed at him.
He nodded. His green eyes were more striking in the sunlight.  His jaw formed a smile.  He had a perfectly maintained beard. I didn't have time to be paying attention to an attractive man. I was supposed to meet up with my cousin Narina in a bit.    
“I am going to have to start paying attention to where I am going.  I'm sorry.”  I took a step away from him.  
“You're fine, but if you do it again, I might have to start making up cheesy jokes like you must be an Angel, because you look like you fell from Heaven.”  
I smiled.  “Do those lines actually get you anywhere?”  
“Depends on if her name is Angel.”  Dominic smiled over his shoulder as he made his way back into the building.  
I took a step backward.  With my dumb luck, I would end up tripping over my feet.  I glanced over my shoulder as I walked back to my car.  He was gone.  
“Too bad.”  He was cute.  I shook off the thoughts of Dominic and unlocked my door and climbed in.  A few minutes later, I was well on my way to Narina's house. 
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“Angel.” Tru ran up the driveway. 
“Where have you been?”  Usually he invited me to go swimming with him.  
“I was just out with Morpheus.  He's teaching me how to surf.”  Tru grinned. 
“Does Lainy know?”  I frowned.  
Tru held up his hands, palms out.  “That's between them.”
“Just be safe, Tru.”  I folded my arms. 
“Always.”  He grinned.  “Anyway, I met someone today.”
My mouth fell open.  “Who?  Where?  When?”  
“Tasha.” His eyes glazed over.  “She's gorgeous and so sweet.  You have to meet her.”  He turned around.  “She's Aunt Erica's cousin, so we're not actually related.  She's staying for the summer.”
“She is a Storyteller?”  I waited for his answer.  
“A beautiful, sweet, Storyteller.  I'm telling you Angel, I'm going to marry her.”  Tru grinned.  
I laughed.  “Have you confessed your undying love in the hour you met her?” 
“I thought I would wait until after our first or second date.”  Tru grinned.  
I shook my head and smiled. “I am happy for you Tru.”  
My brother stepped closer.  “The only thing that would make this better is if you met someone.  Any chance of that?”  Tru tilted his head.  
“Does running someone over on the stairwell count?”  I laughed like it was a joke.
“It depends, was he a Storyteller?”  Tru's eyes turned calculating.
“Tru, I was joking.”  I rolled my eyes.  
“What's his name?”  Tru waited.  
I folded my arms.  I didn't like where this conversation was going.
“I say we check it out.”  Tru was trying to play matchmaker.  
“Guys are not supposed to be matchmakers.”  I made a face at my brother. 
“Angel, that's a stereotype.  Grow up.”  Tru rolled his eyes.  “Besides, I got your back.”  He held out his fist.  
I bumped it and gave my brother the side eye.
“I got an idea.”  Tru nodded his head.  
“Tru.”  I growled.  
His eyes were mischievous as he reached for his necklace.  “I heard a story that Angel's Storyteller mate appeared there.”  Tru pointed beside of me.  “If he is at least 17 and not surrounded by people.”  Tru grinned. 
In the next second, a man was standing beside of me staring at his cell phone.  I couldn’t look in his direction.  What was wrong with my brother?  This would have been funny if I wasn’t the one standing here.  
“Hey, I'm Truman Poveste.  Everyone calls me Tru for short.”  Truman put his hand out to the man.  
I was more than curious, but embarrassment had taken over in a tidal wave. I kept my eyes averted.  I knew I couldn’t stand here long without getting questioned.  I turned my back slightly to the man. I made a face and glared at the sky. How was I supposed to get out of this now? 
“Who are you?”  The man was skeptical.  
“Storyteller?”  Tru avoided the question.
“Yeah.”  He drawled the word in concern.  
“This is my twin sister Angel.”  Truman gestured in my direction.  “We have a double date tonight.  Be
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