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For the grumpy ones among us, and those who make them smile



    Thank you to all my family, Brenda Bowen, Karen Riskin, and Richard Tchen




Angel Talk

Sunlight reflected off the snow, making everything more brilliant. The passing cars looked newer, the people’s clothes seemed snappier, even the bricks of the buildings took on a richer hue. The world was a better place after a snowfall—that’s all there was to it. The Little Angel of Happiness strolled along the freshly shoveled sidewalk, taking it all in with a grin.

Across the street at the tiny station a group of adults stood on the train platform. A couple of them read newspapers. A few others chatted in little groups. And still others simply waited patiently, seeming to enjoy the bright, cold day as much as the little angel.

But one man definitely wasn’t enjoying himself. He patted his vest pocket and felt all his other pockets and riffled through his briefcase. Now he walked in a circle, looking at the ground.

The Little Angel of Happiness recognized the opportunity. He scanned the ground. Nothing. He crossed the street and went along the sidewalk that led up to the train station. It didn’t take long for his efforts to be rewarded: A pair of reading glasses in a black case lay at the very edge of the walk, half on the concrete, half in the snow.

The train pulled into the station. The man was bent over, searching under the bench beside the platform. But now he stood up and looked at the train with a face full of resignation.

The little angel ran as fast as he could and placed the glasses case in the man’s path as he walked to the train.

The man’s mouth opened in surprise. With a smile of satisfaction, he put the case in his vest pocket and climbed onto the train.

The Little Angel of Happiness took a deep, happy breath. There was nothing better than starting out the day with a gift that made someone smile. He wandered over to the bench and sat down.

A discarded newspaper lay there. The headlines told of a storm on the way. It was forming way, way up, near the Arctic Circle, but if it did what the forecasters expected, it would be here in a couple of days. The temperature would plummet, and another foot of snow would drop. The little angel put his elbows on his knees and rested his chin in his palms. Winter storms brought so many problems for so many people. His eyes clouded over with worry.

“Good morning.” The Archangel of Happiness pushed the newspaper to one side and sat down near the little angel. “I saw that maneuver with the lost glasses. Very nice.”

“Thanks.” The little angel gave a brief smile.

“You don’t seem happy. What’s the matter?”

The little angel almost started talking about the storm, when he noticed the piece of paper in the archangel’s hand. It had an address written on it. “Who lives there?”

“Oh, just someone or other. No one you’d be interested in.” The Archangel of Happiness crossed his legs and leaned back on the bench. He gave a phony yawn.

The little angel smiled. “You’re teasing me, aren’t you? I bet that’s the address of a child. You’ve got a task for me.”

“What do you know, you’re wearing a smile again. You do know about happiness.” The archangel laughed. “I guess you are the right little angel for this task, after all. The child who lives at this address needs a lot of help learning to find delight in the world.”

The little angel jumped off the bench in excitement. “The winter holidays are starting soon. If I help this child and earn enough feathers to get my wings, I can fly through the holidays.”

“Now that’s a nice goal,” said the archangel. “But, more important, if you’re successful, the child will be able to open her heart to the joys of the season.”

The little angel gave a small smile of apology. “You’re right. That is more important.” Then he tilted his head playfully. “Still, among all the bells of this holiday season, it’ll be thrilling to hear my own special bell—the bell that will ring when I get my wings.”

The archangel laughed again. He handed the little angel the slip of paper. “You’re good at finding addresses. Want to lead the way?”



Macaroni and Cheese

What was that smell? Raquel peeked in the oven. Baked macaroni and cheese. But it wasn’t ready yet, and Raquel was hungry.

She stamped her foot. Nothing happened, because no one was around to hear it. So she wandered into Grandma and Grandpa’s room.

“Beautiful day, isn’t it?” said Grandma. She stood at the window and didn’t even turn around. Old people were supposed to have poor hearing, but not Raquel’s grandparents. All Raquel had to do was open her door a crack, and Grandma would greet her. “Would you like to help me?”

Raquel came up beside Grandma.

Grandma handed her a miniature spade. “I think this narcissus over here, the third one from the end, is going to bloom today. If you just loosen up the dirt a couple of inches out from the bulb, that might help.”

The row of ten narcissus bulbs in the aluminum flower box stood straight and evenly spaced, like drummers in a parade. Raquel poked the little spade into the dirt, when she happened to look out the window.

Hector was clumping along the sidewalk with a huge blue plastic saucer slung over his shoulder. He wore a big grin and looked like he was talking to himself. Maybe he was singing. Raquel just bet he was going to the sledding hill at the elementary school. If it weren’t so cold, she’d open the window and ask him.
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