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For Eva, who listens to the animals




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





Angel Talk


Come along, little angel.” The Archangel of Acceptance held out her hand. “It’s time for you to earn the rest of your feathers.”


The Little Angel of Acceptance took the archangel’s hand and smiled up at her from under her broad-brimmed hat. “I can’t wait. Where are we going?”


“To the library.”


“The library?” The little angel dropped the archangel’s hand. “Why?”


“That’s where the child is.”


The Little Angel of Acceptance shook her head. “Uh-uh,” she said.


“What’s all the fuss about?” The archangel tapped the brim of the little angel’s hat. “It isn’t unusual for a child to go to the library.”


“I was just thinking,” the little angel said, looking at her hands, “I was just thinking that I still have a lot of feathers to earn and a child who hangs around the library is probably pretty cooperative so this will probably be a pretty easy assignment so it would make sense for some little angel who only needs a few more feathers to take this assignment.” She stopped a moment to catch her breath. She looked up at the archangel. “So you’d better pick someone else.”


The Archangel of Acceptance smiled. “Don’t worry. This will be a tough case; you’ll earn a lot of feathers. And it’s a very important case. I choose you, little angel.”


The Little Angel of Acceptance studied her hands. She cleaned dirt out from under her thumbnail.


The archangel held out her hand again. “Let’s go. I can’t wait to find out what kind of bell will ring when you get enough feathers to finally earn your wings.” She smiled. “I’m sure it will sound lovely.”
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The little angel wanted to hear that bell ring; she wanted to earn her wings and become an archangel so that she could guide little angels, too. And she did want to help this child—she did. “Can we wait until the child leaves the library?”


The Archangel of Acceptance shook her head. “I thought you liked libraries.”


“Not really.” The little angel smiled uneasily. “I like museums.”


“Maybe you’ll change your mind. Come on. Here we go.”


The little angel closed her eyes and when she opened them, there were shelves and shelves of books all around her. She sidled up against the archangel and looked around for a child in need.


A girl sat on the rug nearby with her knees bent and her ankles crossed. She leaned forward and rested her chin on her palms, her elbows on her thighs. The book in front of her on the floor showed a picture of a tiger with lots of words below and beside it. The girl turned the page. Another tiger stared out at her.


The little angel moved closer and looked over the girl’s shoulder at the fierce, striped face.





The First Librarian


“Time to go, class.” Theodore spoke softly, but his voice carried.


TJ looked up briefly from her book. Theodore stood by the circulation desk and held up his right hand. TJ liked him. He was the only teacher she’d ever had who asked the children to call him by his first name. It made TJ feel almost grown up. Well, she’d just finish this page, then she’d go to him.


Children gathered from all over the library and formed a line in front of Theodore. TJ was aware of them as they whisked by. She knew they were filing past Mrs. Ford, the librarian, and checking out their books. She read faster.


Theodore tapped TJ on the shoulder. “Come on, TJ. Get in line.”


TJ got up, still reading, and joined the end of the line. She read as the line moved forward. Pretty soon she was at the circulation desk.


Mrs. Ford swatted her ear and looked around. “Is there a bee in here?” Then she shrugged and turned to TJ with a smile. “That must be a pretty good book.”


TJ took an index card from her pocket and marked the page. She handed Mrs. Ford her book. “It . . . is,” she said, with a pause between the words and an emphasis on the second word.


Mrs. Ford stamped the book and handed it back. “What makes it so good?”


“Tuh-tuh-tuh-tigers,” said TJ. “I luh-luh-like tuh-tigers.”


The class line broke into groups as they walked the corridor back to their classroom. Patrick fell back beside TJ. “You’re a tuh-tuh-tuh-tiger.” He talked loudly, and the kids in front of them looked back. Patrick laughed. “She sounds like a tiger, doesn’t she?”
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“She doesn’t sound like a tiger at all,” said Ari.


“Sure she does,” said Patrick. “Tigers stutter, too. What do you think grrrr is? It’s just one big stutter.”


TJ’s cheeks got hot. She wished she could let out a giant growl and scare Patrick. But she knew that if she tried, all that would come out was guh-guh-guh-grrr.


“Come on, tiger girl. Let’s hear it,” said Patrick.


By now three more kids had their eyes on TJ and Patrick. TJ knew they were there, even though she refused to meet their eyes. Her forehead got hot.


“You’re so stupid,” said Patrick. “Too stupid to even growl.”


TJ bit Patrick. Right on the arm. Just like that. She clamped her teeth down and stayed there.


“Ahhh!” screamed Patrick. “Get her off me. Help.”


Theodore came running. He wrested TJ off Patrick. “TJ! What’s the matter with you? And, Patrick, what did you do?”


“Me?” said Patrick. “Don’t ask me. TJ bit me.” He rubbed at the white teeth marks on his forearm.


“Go on, class,” Theodore said to the rest of the kids. “Go on to the classroom and we’ll be there in just a moment.”


Some of the kids wandered down the corridor. Others stayed put.


Theodore gave a little doubtful snort. “She just bit you?” he asked Patrick, holding each child by the shoulder. “Out of the blue?”


“Out of the blue,” said Patrick.
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