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To my little creatures, Elena, Mike, Nick, Eva, and Robert




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





Angel Talk


The Little Angel of Freedom held a nectar-dipped fingertip out to the butterfly that clung to her shoulder. The butterfly sipped daintily. “Is this the house?” the little angel asked. “I don’t see anyone.”


“Wait,” said the Archangel of Freedom. He pointed.


A girl came into the kitchen and tapped the glass jar on the table. The grasshopper inside the jar jumped. “Are you still hungry?” The girl ran out the back door and ripped a handful of grass from the yard. Then she poked the blades one by one through the holes in the jar lid. They fell soft on the grasshopper’s head.


“The grasshopper needs to get out,” said the Archangel of Freedom.


The little angel frowned. “The girl has made sure he can breathe. And she’s feeding him well.” She looked at her own pet butterfly and nodded emphatically. “I think she’s taking good care of him.”
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The girl tapped the jar again. The grasshopper jumped, but this time not so high. “Good night. Sleep tight.” She ran off.


The Archangel of Freedom pointed out the window. “Yesterday, before he was caught, this grasshopper jumped from the edge of the porch up to the first crook of that peach tree.” He looked at the little angel. “If you could jump that high and that far, would you be happy in a jar?”


The Little Angel of Freedom folded her hands together. She didn’t look at the archangel.


A woman came into the kitchen. She picked up the jar and carried it outside. She stooped in the yard and unscrewed the lid.


The grasshopper just sat in the bottom of the jar.


The woman tilted the jar till the grasshopper slid out into the grass. He stayed there a moment, looking stunned. Then he jumped away.


“Whenever the girl catches something, the mother has to come down at night and set it free.”


“Well, then, it’s no problem at all,” said the little angel.


“Sometimes the creature gets injured, bashing itself against the side of the jar.” The Archangel of Freedom’s voice was quiet and gentle. “Sometimes it even dies before the mother can set it free.”


“Oh.” The Little Angel of Freedom watched the grasshopper stop and chew on a leaf.


“Your wings are about halfway feathered. You’ve done a good job earning those feathers.” The Archangel of Freedom smiled. “I’m proud of all your deeds.”


“It’s been hard. Every feather is so hard to earn.” The little angel put her hand in her left pocket and wiggled her fingers in the soft pile of ground black pepper she kept there. Pepper was her secret tool. In her right pocket she kept a small pool of flower nectar for her butterfly. She felt fully equipped.


“Well,” said the archangel, “now you have a chance to earn the rest of your feathers.”


“All of them?” The little angel brushed her hands together to clean off the pepper. Then she stroked her thinly feathered wings. “All of them at once?”


“Not really at once. Our little girl, Simone, needs lots of help. For each time you help her, you’ll earn a feather. She’s quite a problem. I bet you’ll earn your wings on this one.”


Her wings. When a little angel earns her last feather, she really earns her wings, because then she can fly, like all the archangels. The little angel shivered at the thought. A bell rings when an angel earns her wings. What kind of bell would the Little Angel of Freedom hear?





The Ladybug


“Where’s my grasshopper?” Simone knelt on the bench and leaned over the kitchen table propped on both elbows. Her new jeans were scratchy.


“Sit properly,” said Daddy. “You’re going to fall headfirst into your cereal bowl.”


Simone sat on her bottom. “Where is he?”


Mamma put the milk carton in front of Simone. “I set him free. You knew I would.”


“But he was mine.”


“We’ve had this discussion before, Simone. He’s better off in the yard. Eat your cereal.”


Simone poured a bowl of Rice Chex. “I’m going to catch him again. And this time I’ll build him a wonderful home in a shoe box. I’ll fill it with real dirt and little plants . . . living plants. And he’ll be just as happy as if he were outside. And I can play with him every day.”


“You won’t be able to see him through a shoe box,” said Daddy.


“I can poke holes in the side. Viewing holes.”


“No more talk about prisoner insects,” said Mamma. “I don’t know why you need them, anyway. We have a cat.”


“The cat only comes when you feed her. Besides, I like little creatures. They can sit in my hand. They’re sort of like teeny babies, but better, because they don’t have to have their diapers changed. And everybody needs a baby.”


“A grasshopper is like a baby? You might be the only person in the world who thinks that.” Mamma took a piece of pumpernickel out of the toaster and spread jelly on it. “I’m going to the secondhand store to try to find a cheap umbrella to keep in the car for emergencies. Want to come?”
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