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For Nick, the Champion of Truth



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




Angel Talk

Out of the corner of her eye, the Little Angel of Honesty saw the Archangel of Honesty waving both hands. She bowed her head and kept talking to her friends, pretending she hadn’t noticed.

The archangel quickly walked up to the group of little angels. “Hurry,” she whispered in the ear of the littlest angel.

“Oh, you can talk out loud,” said the Little Angel of Honesty. She got to her feet and stood on tiptoe. That way maybe the others wouldn’t notice how short she was. “They all know that I have a big task to do.”

The archangel gave a small smile. “And do they know that you’re late? You were supposed to meet me at dawn.”

The littlest angel looked around at her friends. “I have to go now. To Venice. Bye.” She put a bag of lemon drops on the lap of the nearest little angel.

    “Ooo, lemon drops. Yum,” said the little angel.

    “Try them, all of you. They taste great,” said the Little Angel of Honesty. “But they smell even better.”

    “Thanks. Don’t drown in a canal,” said one of the other little angels.

    “And bring us back something made of that wonderful Italian blown glass. Maybe a family of little animals,” said a third little angel.

    “Or a glass angel,” said a fourth little angel.

    “Perfect,” they all murmured together.

    The archangel looked at them in confusion. “But we’re not—”

    “We have to rush,” said the Little Angel of Honesty. She grabbed the archangel’s hand and pulled her along, running and waving behind at her friends.
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“Now you’re all for speed,” said the archangel, practically stumbling. “We don’t have to go that fast. Please slow down.”

The Little Angel of Honesty slowed to a fast walk, but she still kept pulling the archangel.

“Little angel, you do realize we’re not going to Venice, Italy. We’re only going to Venice, California. It’s right near that wonderful city named just for us: Los Angeles. I thought I explained that to you.”

“You did.” The little angel flicked a speck of lint off her gown and marched ahead.

“But your friends think you’re going off to Italy,” said the archangel.

“Yup.”

The Archangel of Honesty stopped, still holding the little angel’s hand, so that the little angel jerked to a halt. “You lied to them, little angel.”

“No I didn’t. I just didn’t explain it. They don’t have to know that it’s Venice, California.”

“But that’s the equivalent of a lie.”

“No it isn’t. They think what they want to think. It’s more fun for them that way. Here, have a lemon drop.” The little angel put a candy in the archangel’s hand and held another one up to her nose. “Don’t they smell like bright tropical days on the Mediterranean Sea?”

“Little angel . . . “

“Hurry.” The little angel put the rest of her candy back in her pocket, grabbed the archangel’s hand again, and ran. “Aren’t we supposed to get there early?”

“We really do need to talk about this,” said the archangel between puffs of breath. “But, you’re right, we really do need to hurry, too. Celine will be off to school soon.” She put the lemon drop in her mouth. “Thanks for the candy.”

The Little Angel of Honesty smiled to herself. Celine. That was the name of the girl she was supposed to help. What a lovely name. This Celine apparently had a terrible problem. The archangel had told the little angel that she would almost certainly earn enough feathers from this task to have her own wings. The little angel wanted to laugh—her own wings. Then it wouldn’t matter how small or tall anyone was—when you flew, you could see everything everywhere. Oh, how she longed to fly.

A bell would ring when the Little Angel of Honesty earned those wings, just as a bell rang whenever any little angel finally got her wings. The Little Angel of Honesty imagined herself flying over the famous square in Venice, Italy, the one that’s in so many pictures, with the pink palace and the gilded church and the tall bell tower. Oh, if only the bell in that tower could ring for the little angel.



Oatmeal

Celine looked at the bowl of oatmeal. “It’s gray and lumpy.”

“Disgusting,” agreed Michael. “Eat it.” He took another huge bite of his bagel.

“This isn’t fair,” said Celine. “You get to choose what you want, and I have to eat whatever Ma makes me.”

“That’s ’cause you’re little and I’m big. She doesn’t boss me around anymore.”
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