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To Barry, who knew from the beginning




Thank you to all my family,


Brenda Bowen, Nöelle Paffett-Lugassy, and Richard Tchen





Angel Talk


One for you and one for me, and one for you and one for me.” The Little Angel of Fairness counted out chocolate Kisses. Chocolate was her favorite, and Kisses were the best. There was one left over.


“I get it,” said the Little Angel of Friendship.


The Little Angel of Fairness pushed her glasses up her nose and neatly arranged her pile of chocolate Kisses into a pyramid. “We have to share it.”


“It’s too small to share. Plus, if you give it to me, then you’ll feel terrific for being generous and I can feel terrific for giving you the opportunity to be so generous.”


The Little Angel of Fairness laughed. She unwrapped the tinfoil from the candy Kiss and took out a pair of tiny scissors. “I’ll cut it in half, and you can choose the half you want.”


“You’re going to cut it with scissors?”


“That’s all I have. Aren’t they cute?” The Little Angel of Fairness cut carefully, but one piece of the Kiss was slightly bigger than the other, anyway.


The Little Angel of Friendship put his hand out toward the big piece. Then he grinned and popped the smaller piece in his mouth.


“Well done,” said the Archangel of Fairness. “You’re both acting like perfect angels this morning.”


“What else would you expect?” said the Little Angel of Friendship.


“Perhaps a bit of humility.” The Archangel of Fairness raised her eyebrows in a look of mock scolding. Then she smiled. “Put away your chocolate for now, my little angel, and say good-bye to your buddy.” She leaned over the Little Angel of Fairness. “You have a job to do.”


“Yay!” The Little Angel of Fairness kissed the other little angel on the cheek. “When I get back, we can play a spinning game with the gold coins I’ve been collecting.”


“But I was supposed to choose our next game,” said the Little Angel of Friendship.


“You’ll like this game.”


“You always choose,” said the Little Angel of Friendship. “And I’m always forced to go along.”


“So what? You always have fun. My games are the best.” The Little Angel of Fairness stuffed her chocolate Kisses into her right pocket. “Oh, I’m so excited. I have all my feathers except for one small patch. This job will fill it in, and I’ll earn my wings, I just know I will.”


“Good luck,” called the Little Angel of Friendship.


The Little Angel of Fairness waved goodbye. Then she took the archangel’s hand and held it tightly. “Where are we going?”


“To a driveway in front of a garage.”
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What kinds of bells are in a garage? wondered the little angel; for every time angels earn their wings, a bell will ring. What kind of bell would ring when she earned her wings?


She put her hand in her left pocket—the one where she kept her gold coins—and she clinked them together softly. They sounded almost like a small, tinkling bell.





Bikes


Hank loosened the nut with a wrench. Then he jiggled his bicycle seat and pulled upward until it was an inch higher. “Just right,” he said softly. He opened the pack of spaceship decals he’d bought at the pharmacy and pressed one onto his right handlebar. It shone silvery and perfect.


“Your decals are pretty,” said Jessica, coming up behind him. She had a book tucked under one arm. “Will you fix my seat now? It needs to be raised, too. I’m growing as fast as you are.”


“You’ll never be as tall as me.” Hank looked at Jessica’s bike, leaning against the side of the garage. “There’s a cobweb in your spokes. When’s the last time you rode that thing?”
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“I forget.”


“I’m not going to waste my time working on your bike if you aren’t even going to ride it.”


“I’ll ride it,” said Jessica.


“Where?”


“Where are you going to ride yours?” asked Jessica.


“In the high school’s Homecoming parade on Saturday afternoon. All my friends are going to be in it.”


“I’ll ride in the parade, too.”


“No way,” said Hank. “The bike part of the parade is only for guys.”


“That’s not fair.”


“Come on, Jessica, you can’t butt in on a guy thing.”


“I can do anything you can.”


“Then fix your own seat.”


“I’m not strong enough, and you know it.” Jessica wrinkled her nose at Hank. “Can I at least have some decals to decorate my bike?”


Hank clutched his decals to his chest. “I paid for these with my own money.”


“I don’t have any money,” said Jessica.


“So what? I paid, and these decals are mine.”
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