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For Mamma, with all my love




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





Angel Talk


The Little Angel of Imagination dipped his brush in black paint and made a circle, leaving a small point of white in the center. He added lashes.


The Archangel of Imagination came up beside him. “What a beautiful eye. What kind of animal will it be?”


“A horse. I’m painting a horse race.”


“Really? I didn’t know you like horses.”


“I don’t like them, I love them,” said the Little Angel of Imagination. “My favorite pastime is hanging around the farms where they train racehorses.” The little angel used brown to fill in the rest of the horse’s head around that shining eye. Long, slender legs pounded the earth. A thick mane and tail trailed in the wind. Finally, he turned and searched through his paints. “Oh, no.”
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“What’s the matter?”


“I don’t have the right color for the grass.”


The archangel smiled. “Skip the grass. Just put in a lot of palm trees.”


“But there aren’t any palm trees at this racetrack.”


“So what? It would look great. And you could add those cactuses with the yellow flowers and . . .”


“No way,” said the little angel. “I’m painting a particular race. The Kentucky Derby. And the grass has to be blue-green.”


“Well, how about that aquamarine over there? That looks just like the sea.”


“But the grass in Kentucky isn’t like the sea.” The little angel threw down his brush. “This is so frustrating.”


“Relax. No one will care if you make the grass a slightly different color from how it really is.”


“I’ll care. Everything has to be just right. This is the most important horse race ever. And now I can’t paint it. I’ve got to find something else to do.”


The Archangel of Imagination picked up the paintbrush and carefully cleaned it in the jar of water. She held it out to the little angel.


The little angel took it without looking her in the face. “That was stupid of me. I got carried away because horses are so wonderful.” He dried the brush with a soft cloth.


“Hmmm. That reminds me . . .” The archangel pulled a book out of the folds of her gown and flipped through the pages. “Yes, here it is. Oh, little angel, have I got a treat for you.”


“What?” The Little Angel of Imagination closed up his tray of paints and turned to the archangel expectantly.


“Someone who needs help badly. And you’re just the right angel to give it.”


“A lot of help?” asked the little angel. “Enough to earn the rest of my feathers?”


“Absolutely,” said the archangel.


“Can I choose the kind of bell that will ring when I get my wings?” asked the Little Angel of Imagination. “Because if I can, I want the bell that rings at the beginning of a horse race.”


The archangel laughed. “We’ll see, little angel. We’ll see.”





TV


“Louie!”


Louie didn’t look up from the TV. He stayed super quiet, hoping Mamma wouldn’t figure out where he was.


“Louie!” Mamma called again. He heard her footsteps.


Louie got up off the couch and ran for the stairs. If he shut himself in the bathroom, no one would bother him. Then he could go back down to the TV once Mamma had given up on him.


Mamma beat him to the stairs. “Didn’t you hear the phone ring?”


“Sure.”


“Why didn’t you answer it, then? I was busy and by the time I got to the phone, they’d hung up.”


“Next time, answer faster,” said Louie.


“Louie, it’s almost always for you.”


“No it isn’t.”


“It used to be.” Mamma looked thoughtful. “Why don’t you call someone and go play?”


“I don’t want to play.”


“You’re getting addicted to that TV.”


Louie didn’t answer. It was true. So what?


“Please, honey. You’ve got to get outside and have fun.”


“TV is fun.”


“What’s fun about it?”


“I always know what the characters are going to do.”


“That’s fun? That’s boring,” said Mamma.


“For you, maybe. I like it.”


Mamma’s shoulders slumped. She looked sad. “Will you please go call Sean? Do it for me, okay?”


Louie went into the kitchen. His little brother, Willard, was kneeling on a chair, mashing up bananas in a bowl. Willard grinned at Louie. Louie picked up the receiver and dialed.


“Hello.” It was Sean.


“Hi,” said Louie. “What’s up?”


“I’m getting some guys together for D and D.” Sean hesitated. Finally, he asked, “Want to play?”


“I’m busy,” said Louie.


“Okay.”


“Bye,” said Louie. He hung up.
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