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For Robert, who does it on his own


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



Angel Talk

The Little Angel of Responsibility looked carefully through her gigantic basket of yarns. She picked up a ball—too lavender. Another—too royal purple. Oh, yes, there was the violet ball, finally. She twisted together the end of the violet yarn with the end of the indigo yarn that was already on her knitting needles.

“What are you making?” The Archangel of Responsibility leaned over to take a look. He had to lean far, because he was very tall.

“It’s a winter scarf.” The little angel spread out the long scarf. It was already three feet long.

“Hmmm. Red, orange, yellow, green, blue, navy . . .”

“No, that’s indigo, not navy. And the last color, the one I just added, is violet.”
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“The rainbow.” The archangel smiled. “Who’s it for?”


“The Little Angel of Imagination.”


“What’s the occasion?”


“Nothing special,” said the Little Angel of Responsibility. Then she blushed. “Well, actually, it was supposed to be the prize for winning the chess match.”


“The chess match? That was months ago.”


“I know. I try to work on it very hard. But you know how it is.”


The Archangel of Responsibility shook his head. “No, I don’t. How is it?”


“Well, things come up.” The little angel smiled guiltily. “But the Little Angel of Imagination understands.”


“That’s because he has a good imagination,” said the archangel.


“Did you come here for a reason?” asked the little angel.


The archangel laughed agreeably. “I have a task for you. Something pretty easy, I think.”


The little angel had been waiting for this. She had all her feathers except for the ones that should go at the very top of each wing. When she earned those, she’d earn her wings. A wonderful bell would ring, and she’d be able to fly with the archangels. “I’m your little angel,” said the little angel. She ran in a circle around the archangel, her arms outspread as though she were flying. “I’m ready.”


“What about the scarf?”


The little angel stopped and giggled. “See what I mean?”




Math Homework

Mrs. Cronin wrote the math assignment on the blackboard. “It’s not easy, kids.”

Everyone groaned.

“So you can take the last half hour of the day to get a head start on it.” She smiled. “Start working.”

Danielle opened her math book to page 143. She read the first problem. What was a denominator? The word didn’t even sound familiar, but Mrs. Cronin must have taught it to them or she wouldn’t have assigned this. Danielle stared at the problem for a long time. Then she glanced around the room.

Judy was sucking on the eraser end of her pencil. She did that a lot. With a sudden jerk she sat upright and wrote madly on her paper.

Kirby turned the page. How’d he get that far so fast?

Hannah wrote with her right hand while her left hand opened and closed the barrette in her hair.

They knew what they were doing. Danielle didn’t. The book index—oh, yeah, that would help her. She flipped to the index and looked up “denominator.” Page 141. A denominator was the bottom number in a fraction. All right. These problems weren’t so bad, after all. Danielle copied the first one onto her paper and worked it out. Then she happened to look up.

Mrs. Cronin was looking right at her.

Danielle looked back at the book.

Mrs. Cronin walked down the aisle and stood beside Danielle’s desk. “Danielle?” She talked very softly.

Danielle gave her a small smile.

“Do your homework tonight, Danielle.”

Danielle nodded and turned back to the book. She furrowed her brows and gripped her pencil firmly, so Mrs. Cronin would know she meant business. Tonight she would do her homework, and she wouldn’t let anything come in the way.

Mrs. Cronin bent over and whispered in her ear. “I mean it. If you don’t do it, I’ll have to send home a note to your parents tomorrow. You started out the year fine. I know you can do well again if you just put your mind to it.”

The school bell rang.

Danielle shoved her math book and notebook into her backpack and sprinted out the room, to the sidewalk, and down the block. Her sister, Clarissa, rode by on the bus and waved to her. Danielle didn’t take the bus because running was good training for track. Danielle planned to be the best runner on the team this year.

She came in the back door of her house, and Rosie jumped on her. “Good dog.” Danielle laughed and threw her arms around Rosie’s back, then pressed her lips together so that they were completely hidden as the dog gave her face a tongue bath.

Danielle listened hard. She didn’t really expect to hear her mother call out to her like she used to. These days Ma was always totally engrossed in her latest project when Danielle came home.

Danielle dropped her backpack on a kitchen chair. Then she walked through the downstairs with Rosie right behind her. “Ma?”

“Danielle, Danielle, we’re here.” Roger held on to the vertical rails around the stair landing on the second floor and pressed his face between them. He smiled at Danielle.
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