Honor Thy Sister
Prologue

To him she was the most beautiful girl in the world. Her silky black hair, with just a touch of auburn, curled under her chin. Her big hazel eyes had a slight touch of mischievousness about them. And her cute nose gave her an impish look. And not only was she beautiful, she was also popular. At school she was constantly the center of attention. The other kids always wanted to know her opinion on the latest fad or hit song. 

As popular and beautiful as she was, he wondered if she even knew he existed. Oh, of course she knew his name—but that was probably all. He realized that he was not the most popular or the coolest kid. He was skinny and awkward and could never think of just the right thing to say. The ‘weirdo’ as some of the kids called him. He wondered why he’d even been invited to her party. Perhaps it was her mother’s idea. Or perhaps his friend Alex—his only real friend—had asked her to invite him. No matter—he was here now, and, if things went right, he would finally get the chance to show her how much he really cared. And what a better time to let her know than on her fourteenth birthday?


It was a sweltering July evening. By eight o’clock, when the party began, the temperature was still over 90 degrees. For that reason—and a lack of air conditioning—the girl’s parents moved the celebration from the den to the back yard. A dozen or so chairs were placed near the tables holding the music and refreshments, and the light from the patio was just enough to allow the parents to keep an eye on the activities. 

For the first hour or so the party was divided, with the boys on one side talking about sports, music, and cars, and the girls on the other side talking about those mysterious and unknown things that young girls talk about. As nighttime fell and the music began, the girls became bolder, venturing to the boys side of the yard to ask them to dance. By ten o’clock most of the boys and girls had danced at least once. Soon the boys noticed the girls huddling together and laughing. After a few minutes the birthday girl came forward to announce that they wanted to play a new game—‘post office’. The rules would be simple. The boys would get together and assign each of them a number. The girls would do likewise. Then the first girl would go behind the nearby shed and call out a number. The boy whose number was called would go behind the shed and kiss the girl. She would leave and the boy would then call out another girl’s number, and so on. For thirteen and fourteen year olds, it was exciting and risqué. 


The first girl—and the boldest, Brenda, went behind the shed and called out a number. It was Alex’s. He nervously went behind the building. After a few giggles the girl came running back to the others. Alex called out another girl’s number and the routine continued. Soon the ‘weirdo’s' number was called, and he nervously walked behind the shed. The girl, Tina, was petite and mousy but still kind of cute. He awkwardly kissed her, missing her lips. She laughed and ran back to her friends. Now, if he calculated correctly, would be the moment he had been hoping for. He guessed what number he believed would be hers and called it out. As he expected, she soon walked around the shed. 


“I figured it’d be you,” he explained.


“How could you know that? You didn’t know what our numbers are.”


“Well, since it's your party I figured you would be giving out the numbers. So I guessed you would give yourself either the first or last number. And, since you're so nice, I figured it would be the last one.”


“I guess you think you’re purty smart, huh,” she replied with a tilt of her head. “Okay, let’s get it over with.”


It was not exactly the response he was looking for, but he would take it. He drew closer and put his arms on her shoulders and kissed her on the lips. It was the most exciting moment of his life. She returned the kiss for a second or two, and then pulled back.


“Okay,” she said. “That’s enough.”


He stood for a second trying to decide if he should say something, then turned and went back to the others. He wondered if they could see the change in him as he walked back to the boys’ side. 


Soon the girl’s mother came out and asked what they were doing. While she got no response, the guilty looks on the youngster’s faces told her it was something inappropriate. 


“I’m not sure what you kids are up to,” she said to her daughter, "but from now on I want everyone in plain sight. Is that understood?”


“Yes, ma’am,” came her daughter’s response.


After a while the party began to wind down. Alex and his friend left a little after eleven, walking home together. They talked about the evening’s events. 


“How did you like kissing her?” asked Alex.


“It was really nice. I think I might ask her if she would like to go to a movie sometime.”


He could not judge his friend’s reaction. He felt as if there was something he wanted to say, but was afraid.


“What’s wrong?” he asked.


“I’m not sure if I should say anything.”


“Say what?”


“Look, I’m only telling you this because I don’t want you to make a fool of yourself, okay?”


“Yeah, what?”


“Well,” he began hesitantly.


“What?”


“Okay. You really don’t want to ask her out.”


“Why?”


“Because she told the other girls that you kissed as weird as you acted. I’m sorry.”


The words brought a lump to his throat. How could she say such a thing? Didn’t she know how he felt? They were meant to be together. Someday she would see. Someday—when they were older—she would belong to him. He would make sure of that.
