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For the grumpy ones among us, and those that make them smile




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





Angel Talk


Come on,” said the Little Angel of Empathy. “Put the dough in the frying pan.”


“The oil’s not hot enough yet,” said the Little Angel of Patience. “If we put the dough in too soon, it won’t cook fast enough and the doughnuts will be all greasy.”


“But I’m hungry. And doughnuts are greasy no matter what you do. Plus, I like grease. Everything greasy tastes better.” The Little Angel of Empathy held a piece of dough over the pan. “Let me put it in now. Please.”


“No.”


The Little Angel of Empathy pushed her chin forward, right into the other little angel’s face. “You’re bossy.”


“Huh? It’s my job. I’m in charge of the kitchen this week.”


“I don’t like it when you’re in charge.” The Little Angel of Empathy’s stomach growled. “Look over there!”


“What is it?” asked the Little Angel of Patience, turning his head.


The Little Angel of Empathy dropped her piece of dough into the oil. It spluttered.


“You’re tricky,” said the Little Angel of Patience. “And that wasn’t even a good trick. Look.” He pointed at the doughnut.


It sat there in the pan like a big old lump. It was cooking too slowly and sopping up all the oil. It looked sick. Just seeing it made the Little Angel of Empathy feel kind of sick too.


“It’s going to be soggy and awful,” said the Little Angel of Patience.


“I don’t care.” The Little Angel of Empathy flipped the doughnut over. That didn’t seem to help much. Finally, she scooped it out and put it on a piece of paper to dry. Then she sprinkled it with sugar and took a big bite.


“How is it?” asked the Little Angel of Patience.


The Little Angel of Empathy wiped the grease off her mouth. “You can make the rest of them yourself.”


“But you promised to help.”


“It takes too long,” said the Little Angel of Empathy. “Anyway, you don’t like my help.” She walked out of the kitchen, holding the rest of her doughnut, and bumped smack into the Archangel of Empathy.


“Just who I was looking for,” said the archangel. “I need your help.”


“Well, it better not be in cooking,” said the little angel. “I don’t want to go back in that kitchen for the rest of the week.”


“Why not?”


“Taste this.” The little angel held out her doughnut.


The archangel took a bite. He chewed for a long time.


“Well?” said the Little Angel of Empathy. “Do you like it?”


“It’s sweet,” said the archangel.


“But is it good?” asked the little angel.


The archangel cleared his throat. Little bits of sugar glistened on his upper lip.


“Go ahead and tell the truth,” said the little angel. “I know it, anyway. This doughnut is heavy and soggy. And I made it. And the Little Angel of Patience told me it would be awful if I put it in the oil too soon, but I did it anyway. And he was right, and I was wrong. And I don’t want to talk to him anymore.”


The Archangel of Empathy waited a moment, looking at the little angel as if he expected more words to come tumbling out of her. When she didn’t say anything else, he asked softly, “Why did you put it in the oil too soon?”


“I’m not the patient one, he is.”


“Oh. Well, you can’t be mad at him for that.”


“Yes, I can,” said the Little Angel of Empathy. “He asked me whether it tasted good when he knew very well it didn’t. So as long as the Little Angel of Patience has kitchen duty, I’m staying out of the kitchen. If your chore involves cooking, you’d better find someone else.”


“Actually, it isn’t that kind of chore. It’s an angel task. I know a child who needs to learn some empathy, and I think you’re the right little angel to help him.”


“Oh.” The Little Angel of Empathy smiled. “Oh, it’s a task I can earn feathers with.” If the little angel got just a few more feathers, she’d earn her wings. Then a bell would ring, announcing the good news to everyone. “Well, then, let’s not just stand here talking. Let’s get to work.”


“You’re right, you certainly aren’t the patient one, are you?” said the archangel. But he smiled, too.





Rabies


Drew sat on the grass. Jill and Faith sat nearby, combing their dolls’ hair. Mom and Dad sat on the front step talking, or, rather, Mom was talking fast and loud and Dad was sitting there looking dazed. They were all waiting for the moving van to arrive with their stuff, so that they could carry it into their new house. But the van was late.


Drew moved closer to his sisters. He pulled up a handful of grass and threw it on them.


“What do you want?” said Jill.


“Nothing.”


“Then get back,” said Faith.


“I don’t have anything to do.” Drew scratched the underside of his knees. The grass made him itchy. “Let me play with your stupid dolls with you.”


“They’re not stupid,” said Jill.


“You’re stupid,” said Faith.


Drew stuck out his tongue.


The moving van pulled up.


“Finally,” said Mom. “Charge!” She ran at the van like a captain leading her troops into battle. Mom was usually sweet—really sweet—but she had gotten kind of wound up these last few days. Maybe moving wasn’t good for her.


Drew carried all the boxes marked with a huge, red capital D into his bedroom. He had packed them and marked them himself, so he knew exactly where they should go—right in the center of his floor. He plopped them down, one after the other, in a nice, wide tower. When Drew finished, he walked back up the ramp into the moving van and looked around.
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