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If you’ve ever really been embarrassed by a family member, this book’s for you.




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





Angel Talk


The little angels crowded together, waiting for their turn in the races.


Every detail of the day was perfect so far: The archangels had prepared a feast for midday, tons of little angels had come to play, and even the weather was right—balmy.


The Little Angel of Compassion carefully balanced an egg on a spoon and held the spoon between her teeth. The goal of this event was to go as fast as possible all the way to a post on the other side of the field and back again without dropping the egg. If it were up to her, she’d have gone slowly—one step with each breath—rather than risk breaking the egg. But she couldn’t let her team down. She clenched her teeth and took long, smooth strides, all the way across the field, all the way back. Yay! She passed her egg to the next in line.


“Good work, little angel,” said the Archangel of Compassion.


“Thank you.” The Little Angel of Compassion pulled her harmonica out of her pocket and swung it round and round on its chain. “I don’t really understand, though, why we do this race with eggs. If we drop them, the poor chicks inside die.”


“Those eggs don’t hold baby chicks. They’re not fertilized.”


“Oh, good,” said the little angel.


“I was wondering . . . how much are you looking forward to the rest of the events in this field day?” asked the Archangel of Compassion.


The little angel looked up at her curiously. “You have a task for me, don’t you?”


“Mmmhmm.”


The Little Angel of Compassion touched the feathers at the edges of her wings. Each feather had been rewarded to her for helping a child who needed to learn compassion. The little angel loved all her feathers, but there was still a big bare spot in the center of each wing. She had a long way to go before those wings would be entirely feathered and she’d hear the bell that announced her passage from being a little angel to being an archangel. “Is it worth a lot of feathers? Enough to earn my wings?”


The archangel gave a sympathetic smile. “I’m not sure. But I do know this girl needs you.”


The little angel looked wistfully back at the races. “Could it wait till tomorrow?”


“Every day we wait, the problem grows bigger.”


“I’ll be the only little angel to miss the rest of field day,” said the Little Angel of Compassion.


“No, you won’t. Look.” The Archangel of Compassion pointed to one little angel sitting alone, watching the races from a distance.


“But she chose not to race,” said the little angel. “She quit on her last angel task because she was lazy. She’s too lazy to even join the race.”


“How do you know it was laziness that made her quit?” asked the archangel.


“Everyone knows.”


The archangel gave a little tsk. “Has anyone invited her to join a team?”


“Of course not. She wants to be alone.”


“And how do you know that?” asked the archangel.


“She hasn’t talked to anyone for a week.”


The archangel pursed her lips. Then she lifted her eyebrows. “All right, little angel, what is it: Should I ask another little angel to do this task so that you can enjoy the rest of field day, or do you want to help Molly?”


“She really needs help?” asked the little angel.


“Really.”


The little angel looked back at her team. The egg event was almost over—just one more person to go. Then there was the three-legged race. And the water-balloon toss. And so many other wonderful things.


The Little Angel of Compassion blew on her harmonica as loud as she could. Her teammates looked back at her. She waved good-bye. There would be other field days.


Already her mind was racing on to the task ahead. Molly needed her. And, who knew? Maybe after Molly learned compassion, a bell would ring.





Party


Molly walked toward the girls over by the swing set.


Celia looked up at her and said loudly, “Oh, hi, Molly.”


The other three girls stopped talking and turned to face Molly. “Hi.”


Molly knew immediately that they’d been talking about something they didn’t want her to hear. She was used to that. Ever since her big sister had a baby, people hushed when she came near, and she knew they had been talking about her. Even before the baby came, when Amanda was pregnant, they did that. But Celia was Molly’s friend. How could Celia talk behind her back? Molly lifted her chin and smiled. “What’s up?” she asked, as though nothing was wrong.


“Hey,” said Celia.


“Let’s go get a ball from the equipment shed and play basketball,” said Teresa.


“Yeah,” said another girl. They ran ahead, leaving Celia and Molly alone for a moment.


“What were you talking about?” asked Molly.


“Nothing.”


“Oh, sure. That’s why everyone stopped when I came over.” Molly stooped and brushed dirt off her shoe. She stood up again. “I wouldn’t say anything behind your back, Celia. No matter what.”


“It wasn’t about your sister or the baby, I swear,” said Celia.


“Then why can’t I know?”


“Oh, okay.” Celia looked away. “You know how the town pool is opening for the season on Saturday? Well, there’s going to be a party at the pool.”
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