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For all of you who make things up




Thank you to all my family, Brenda Bowen, Cylin Busby, Nöelle Paffett-Lugassy, Karen Riskin, and Richard Tchen





Angel Talk


The Little Angel of Learning shut his book and prepared to stretch. First he put his feet together, pointing straight ahead with the inner sides touching as much as possible. Then he stood tall, his neck long, his shoulders wide but relaxed. He thought of his spine as a column that went down through the ground and up into the sky forever. He was like a mountain. Yes, he was ready.


He closed his eyes and dropped his head forward, feeling its full weight. Very slowly he rolled it to the right, and around to the back, and on to the left, and around to the front again.


A warm breath lightly touched the back of his neck.
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The little angel looked up. “Oh, hi.”


The Archangel of Learning smiled. “Can I join you?”


“Of course.”


And so the little angel and archangel stretched their necks and arms and legs and torsos in all different positions. Finally, they lay down beside one another and breathed softly.


After a long while, the archangel took a deep breath and blew it out through his mouth. And another. The little angel did the same.


“I can see you’ve been practicing yoga a lot since the last time we did this,” said the archangel. “It’s a pleasure to do the poses with you.”


“The asanas,” said the Little Angel of Learning. “Asana is Sanskrit for ‘pose.’ ”


“Hmmm. Did you think I didn’t know that?”


“No. I knew you knew it.” The little angel wriggled in pleasure. “I just wanted you to know I knew it, too. I’m so glad you’re teaching me yoga. I love it. I read everything I can find about it.”


The Archangel of Learning rolled onto his right side and pushed himself up to a sitting position. Then he crossed his legs, yogi style, and faced the little angel. “I have a task for you.”


The little angel jumped up. “Yay.”


“Wait a minute. You know the proper way to rise from a supine asana.”


“Supine means ‘on your back,’ ” said the little angel. “And yes, I know, but I was in a hurry.”


“Take enough time to do things right,” said the Archangel of Learning. “Otherwise you just might waste your time.”


The little angel flushed.


“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scold you so harshly. And I am glad you’re so eager for the task.”


The little angel sat down in front of the archangel. “Tell me about the child I’m going to help.”


“He’s a tough nut to crack, all right,” said the archangel.


“What’s that mean?”


The archangel laughed. “You know what supine means and you even know the Sanskrit word asana, but you don’t know what a tough nut to crack is. Well, you’re about to find out. And, little angel, I think this will be the task you earn your wings with.”


“Really?” The Little Angel of Learning had only a few feathers on each wing at this point, because his previous tasks had been pretty easy for him. After all, he approached each task in a thoroughly logical way. He would first read all about the child’s problem and then he would do whatever the experts recommended. But easy tasks were worth only a feather or two. This task must be really hard if it would earn him the rest of his feathers.


His wings. What a great adventure flying would be. He had been reading a book about birds that described the acrobatics of the golden eagle, the hovering of the hummingbird, the swoop of the pelican. He would do them all, every kind of wing motion. Soon.


Ah, what glory.


Every time an angel earned his wings, a bell rang. The Little Angel of Learning would keep his ears peeled for his special bell.


Soon soon soon.





Telephones


Nick lined up slices of bread in two rows across the kitchen table. He glanced at the clock. 11:50. In just ten minutes the guys would start arriving at his house. They took turns making lunch for the whole group each Sunday. Then they’d all run over to the soccer field together for a hard practice. Today was Nick’s Sunday to make lunch.


Did everyone like mustard? Maybe not Graham. Or Jack, either. They always seemed to complain about something in the food. Hmmm. Well, everyone liked butter. Nick spread each slice of the bread thickly with butter. Then he layered on the cheese, lettuce, and tomato.


“Yum,” said Mommy. “Those look great.” She leaned against the refrigerator with the phone in her hand. “I’m on hold,” she whispered. “There’s a jar of pickle chips in the door.” She opened the fridge.


Nick found the jar and dumped the pickles into a bowl. It was easier to reach the pieces that way. “Thanks,” he said. He closed the sandwiches and put a single pickle chip on the top of each one. That made better sense than putting the pickles inside the sandwiches; if people didn’t like pickles, they could pick the little chip off before they started eating.


An old soccer ball rolled into the kitchen. Megan came running in after it.


“No kicking balls in the house, Megan,” said Mommy.


“Nick does it all the time.” Megan sat down at the table across from Nick.


Nick looked at his little sister. He was trying very hard to teach her about life. But she never quite got it. “You’re not supposed to tattle, Megan.”
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