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This whole series is dedicated to Brenda Bowen, the best angel a writer could have




Thank you to my family, Brenda Bowen, Doreen Deluca, and Richard Tchen





Angel Talk


The Little Angel of Friendship sat with his arms clasped around his knees. “Any minute now,” he whispered. “I can’t wait.”


“Take a deep breath,” said the little angel at his side. “Like me. It helps.” She took a deep breath.


All the little angels sucked in their breath in unison.


The Little Angel of Friendship breathed into the very bottom of his lungs. He let the air out slowly. And, oh, yes, here came the first rays of morning’s light over the horizon. “This is the best time of day.”


“The very best,” murmured a little angel in front of him.


“Little Angel of Friendship, is that you?” The Archangel of Friendship came up behind the group of little angels. “Good morning, all of you.”
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The little angels smiled.


The Little Angel of Friendship jumped to his feet. “Have you got a job for me?” He wove his way out to the edge of the little angels.


“You’re certainly the eager one,” said the archangel.


“I only need a handful of feathers and I’ll earn my wings and become an archangel, like you.” The Little Angel of Friendship hopped on one foot all around the archangel. He landed in front of her and threw his hands out to both sides. “Ta-da! The almost-archangel of friendship stands before you ready for the tallest task.”


The little angels laughed.


“It’s a tall task, all right,” said the archangel. “And I think it’ll be easier if we start right away, so you can follow her through her day.”


“Bye, everyone,” called the Little Angel of Friendship. He fell into step beside the archangel. “Who is she?”


“Patricia.”


“And what’s her problem?”


“Hi,” called a little angel racing by toward the group of little angels. “Am I too late for all the fun?”


“Too late for the sunrise, but never too late for all the fun,” said the Little Angel of Friendship.


“Hi,” called another little angel, kneeling over a fire. “I’m going to make a wonderful country breakfast. Aren’t you going to have some?”


“Another day,” said the Little Angel of Friendship. “But it smells great.”


“Hey,” called a third little angel. “Doesn’t my gown shine like the sun? I just washed it.”


“Almost like the sun,” said the Little Angel of Friendship. They walked on.


“Everyone knows you. You must be the most popular little angel of all,” said the Archangel of Friendship.


“Probably,” said the Little Angel of Friendship.


“Yo,” called a little angel looking up from a pad of paper.


The Little Angel of Friendship gave a quick wave.


The other little angel kept wandering along, scribbling on his paper, then looking up vaguely, then scribbling again.


“You hardly gave him any notice at all,” said the archangel.


“No one really likes him,” said the Little Angel of Friendship.


“How come?”


“They say he’s a nerd—always reading or writing. A bore.”


“Is he?”


“How should I know? I don’t know him. He never says anything more than ‘yo’ to me.” The Little Angel of Friendship walked fast. “Tell me about her—about Patricia. What’s her problem?”


“You’ll see soon enough.”


The little angel smiled to himself. He’d been hoping for a hard task soon, and here it was. A task hard enough to be worth several feathers, enough to complete his wings. Every time a little angel earned wings, a bell rang. The Little Angel of Friendship imagined the loud ring that would announce his earning his wings. His body trembled with the reverberation of the huge bell.





The Last Day


Patricia sat in the ash tree with her legs straddling the rough branch. She looked out over the cornfields. The morning was still cool, but she knew already that it would be a hot day.


Wind gently stirred the leaves around her. The tips of the cornstalks fluttered. Patrica put her hands on the branch under her bottom and pushed her face forward into the breeze. Curls escaped from her ponytail and tickled her ears.


Dad wasn’t in the fields, though the sun was fully up. He was probably back at the house helping Mom with the last-minute packing. They were moving tomorrow. Leaving the farm to Grandpa and Uncle Rhoads.


Leaving the cornfields.
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The tree shook just the smallest bit. Patricia looked down. Sure enough, Nanny butted the trunk again. Patricia climbed to the ground and scratched the goat behind her stiff ears. Nanny didn’t know they were leaving. Nanny didn’t know much. Patricia hugged the goat around the neck, pulling on the bell that hung there. Nanny twisted and jumped away, ready for play.


Patricia ran to the big barrel by the barn. Once that barrel had held fifty-five gallons of machine oil. But that was years ago. Now it lay on its side smelling of nothing but the earth around it. It was another of Patricia’s favorite spots. She climbed in and waited in a squat. Nanny knocked against it hard and rolled her. Patricia laughed and laughed.
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