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Chapter One 
 

St. Valentine’s Junior High 
Highway to Heaven 
 

 

“Yikes. Watch. Out…everybody!” 

Angel-in-Training, Pippy shrieked as she zoomed across ‘Cloud 98’ on her super-cosmic 

skateboard. “II can’t stop….” 

Cupid waved his arrow. “Uh, oh, the Pipster’s done it again.” 

“Yee stars and little fishes….” Pippy wind-milled her arms, trying to stay upright. “Tasha,” 

she yelled at her puppy, a golden retriever. “Grab my robe. Slow me down.”  

Tasha scampered alongside Pippy. Her floppy ears bounced as her fluffy tail twirled around 

like a helicopter’s blade. 

“It’s not play time, Tash,” Pippy managed to say as she ducked under the rainbow. “Help me. 

I have to get to class on time. In. One. Piece.” 

Tasha performed a front roll, landed on all fours and wiggled by St. Valentine’s Archery 

mascot, Nova, the auburn duck toller retriever. 

“Stop strutting. I need your help.” Pippy blew strands of her golden hair away from her 

mouth and huffed. “I’ll never get my wings if I don’t get an A in Derek’s Flight Class.” 

Tasha yapped, caught up to Pippy, and scurried behind her. 

“Finally,” Pippy said. “Now, grab on to my uniform.” 

Tasha bounced up and chomped down on the tail end of Pippy’s red robe. The maneuver was 

a good idea in theoryjust like all of Pippy’s ideasbut it didn’t slow the skateboard’s wheels 

down. 

The fleece robe flew off of Pippy, landing on her puppy’s head. 
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Tasha scampered and yelped playfully before she yanked the robe off her head and clasped it 

between her teeth. 

“Aw, cheese-whiz. It didn’t work.” 

Pippy heard the laughter of the students lined up in the hallway. She probably looked like a 

Lifesaver roll on steroids, with the clothes she always wore under her uniform robetangerine 

capri pants, a cherry red blouse and a lime green sweater. 

Tasha leaped-frogged over Pippy and raced ahead of her. 

“Show off.” 

Feathered sheets flew out of silver-sparkled gloved hands and scattered over the white vapor 

hallway when Pippy zoomed by Halo-Creation teacher, Victoria. In Heaven, the student angels 

called their teachers by their angelic given names. 

“Oops.” Pippy turned her head and yelled, “Sorry, Veeeee…” 

“Pippilina?” The deep voice, gold tie and teeth that looked like white lightning belonged to 

Principal J.P. 

Since his pearly whites were blindingly shiny, that meant he was smiling. J.P. was cool for a 

Principal. 

Even cooler when he smiled. 

A smiling Principal was a good thing. 

Pippy spun around, surprising herself by staying upright on the skateboard. “Yo, Principal.” 

She waved. 

“Yo?” he asked. A frown colored his voice. She could tell. It didn’t sound like he was 

smiling now. “What is going on?” 

“Alternative transportation project, sir.” Pippy wasn’t sure if the Principal heard her, because 

she had now rocketed over to St. Valentine’s air hockey arena on ‘Cloud 99.’ 

She skate-boarded right in front of the Red Wing’s goaltender. The yellow star-shaped puck 

narrowly missed her head. 

“Hey, Pip! You blocked my shot,” the Ninety-Niner’s superstar center yelled. 

“Sorry, Wayne. See ya….” 

Thousands of purple, yellow and pink diamonds, against a background of mother-of-pearl 

marble glittered up ahead. 

“Uh-oh,” Pippy squealed, recognizing the Pearly Gates. 

The doors were shut. 

She read the white sign held up by two turtle-doves. The big blue letters said: Back in Ten 

Minutes. 

“Oh, this is not good.” She clasped her hands together and prayed it wouldn’t hurt too much. 

This time. 
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The gate loomed a mere foot from Pippy’s freckled nose. “Yikes.” 

She squeezed her eyes shut and inhaled a large dose of heavenly air. 

Ten. Nine. Eight. Seven… She counted down in her head before she made contact with that 

gate. The big, locked gate. 

She couldn’t feel the skateboard beneath her feet anymore. 

The air trapped in her lungs swooshed out of her, sounding like a set of out-of-tune bagpipes. 

She drifted up. High up. 

Way, way high up. 

Pippy opened her eyes and gasped. “Huh? What just happened?” 

She wasn’t going to crash.  

She was…flying! 

In the air. 

And she wasn’t dreaming. 

Tasha’s yelps echoed from miles below. Pippy looked down as she soared high above Soft 

Cloud Café, where the high school angels waved and giggled. 

“Yup, that’s right. I’m flying. Woo hoo.” Pippy held two thumbs up. “I totally rock.” 

A sweet scent drifted in the air. Pippy inhaled the delicious aroma of pink cotton candy. Pink 

as in Lucinda’sor as Pippy liked to call her, Lucy’scurly hair. “Nah, I can’t be that 

unlucky.” 

A hand tugged gently on Pippy’s collar. She turned her head and met the twinkling blue eyes 

of the Divine Guidance Counselor, Lucinda. 

Gulp. 

“Uhm, nice catch?” Pippy said with a nervous hitch in her voice. 

 Lucinda frowned. 

Wrong thing to say. 

Double gulp. 

“What I really meant…well, thanks for catching me, Lucy,” Pippy whispered then corrected 

herself. “Sorry, I meant to say, Lucinda.” 

“You’re welcome,” Lucy said, guiding Pippy to the feather-weaving class. She dropped 

Pippy off outside the classroom door. 

Pippy peeked through the stained glass window. Weaving class had started. She was late. 

Again. 

Pippy stared down at her toes. “Guess my wheels are grounded for eternity, huh?” 

“That’s a given,” Lucy answered, floating upward. 

Oh, how Pippy longed to get to high school so she could learn how to float like…like a 

grown up angel. Like her idol, Lucy. 
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“Please meet me in my office tomorrow morning,” Lucy instructed. “After the New-Day-

Candle-Lighting Ceremony.” 

Lucy pointed to the gold door knob on the classroom’s door, nodded and drifted toward her 

pink crystal office. 

Pippy’s cheeks grew hotter than a mini-cloud-smore. 
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Chapter Two 
 

The next day Pippy sat across from Lucinda, the Divine Counselor’s desk. 

After Lucinda rescued her from the mechanically-challenged-run-away-skateboard, she had 

assigned Pippy a few chores for being late for class, and also other minor incidences she had 

been involved in. 

Armed with her supplieswhite fleece cloths, six buckets and a ladderPippy had been 

given a ride on the school’s unicorn-drawn carriage to dust each star in the Little Dipper. She had 

done a good job. The buckets filled up quickly. Unfortunately, her foot slipped from the ladder 

and she’d knocked over one bucket, which caused a domino effect. 

Star-dust spilled all over the moon. She had offered to clean up the mess, but the grumpy 

Man-in-the-Moon claimed he was allergic to her angel feathers. 

“No thank you,” he had said in an unreasonably cranky tone, Pippy thought. “Maybe Mars 

needs a sweeping.”  

She completed her chores by shining the graduation halo caps for the ceremony. She couldn’t 

wait to wear one of those caps next week, earn her wings, and on to high school. 

High school. 

Butterflies danced inside her tummy every time she daydreamed of the day she would hang 

out in the high school student lounge. Glide along the halls filled with cool students. Cute 

students. Cute like Angel Noah St. John. 

Noah St. John, with tanned skin that looked as smooth as a melted milk chocolate bar, 

smiling green eyes, and long black curly hair that he tied in a ponytail. 

Noah, who tutored Pippy for her assignment in dream-class. He taught her how to sooth 

mortal children’s nightmares, by projecting her smile into their young minds as they slept. She’d 



Pippy’s Wish 6

learned how to turn their nightmares into visions of strawberry flavored bubble gum, limitless 

fries and milkshakes. 

Pippy blinked and focused on Lucy’s speech. 

The only thing worse than a lecture from Lucy..., she thought.  

“Is a lecture from Principal J.P,” Lucy finished. 

“Lucy. Can you read my mind?” Oh, Fruit Loops without any sugar coating. She was in big, 

big trouble, if that was the case. 

“You spoke out loud.” Lucy lifted her eyebrows. “Again.” 

Oh, yeah. That’s what got her into major trouble in Tricia’s Manners-in-Paradise class. If she 

kept doing that, an eternity of working in the nursery, changing diapers was in her future. 

“Pippy, I’m going to get right to the point,” Lucy said. “Your grades are low in philosophy, 

history and,” she glanced at the skateboard, hanging on a hook in her office, “flying.” 

Pippy stood and inched her way to the skate board. She ran her hand along the sleek silver 

base, and the purple monogrammed ‘P’ she’d carved herself.  “I just need to adjust the brakes.” 

Lucy sighed. “No more alternative transportation inventions, okay?” 

Pippy nodded and absently crossed her fingers. 

Not that she intended to fib, but she wasn’t exactly sure what Lucy meant by no more. No 

more this year? No more for eternity? Instead of asking too many questions right now, she’d play 

it safe, agree and keep her fingers crossed, just in case she slipped up. 

“Your teachers have suggested you wait another year before you go on to high school.” 

Oh, no. 

Not graduating with her friends? 

She had worked so hard. She’d already practiced her graduation speech. This was not good. 

Worse than not good. She stared at Lucy, too shocked to speak. Imagine that, Pippy with no 

words tumbling out of her mouth. 

Her ears itched. 

They always itched after hearing bad news or when she was sad.  

“It’s only one more year, Pippy,” Lucy said. 

Only? Only? 

 Was Lucy serious? Pippy a junior while all her buddies moved on to senior-too-cool-for 

their-wings status?  

Yikes. 

She lost her voice. Gone. She couldn’t make a sound and her toes curled inside her Nike’s. 

Another indication that she was really, really sad. 

“Tricia suggested you work in the nursery for extra credits.” 
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Oh, now that untied her tongue and released her voice. Hanging out with the gurgling set was 

so not cool. 

“Is that why I can’t go to high school? Because of what happened in the nursery? I love the 

little ankle cuddlers but” 

“No, that’s not the reason.” Lucy curved her pink, glossy lips into a smile that made her blues 

eyes sparkle brighter than her sapphire Counselor ring. However, she still kept her stern 

Guidance Counselor voice in check. Pippy also knew the counselor she liked being called Lucy. 

“Next time you work in the nursery,” Lucy continued, “please do not let the cherub babies 

run around naked all day.” 

The babies hadn’t minded. She had released the cherubs from the soft cotton material and 

feather pins, declaring them free from the chain of diapers. 

“Is it because of my science project then? It was just a little glitch.” 

 “I wouldn’t call a snowstorm in the middle of Hawaii’s busiest tourist season a little glitch.” 

Lucy opened her desk drawer and pulled out an orange file folder. “Please, do not fiddle with the 

weather.” 

Pippy felt her eyes water. She chewed her lower lip and took quick heavenly breaths to dry 

her tears. “I want to graduate with my friends.”  

 Lucy glided toward Pippy and caressed her cheek. The warmth of the Counselor’s fingertips 

almost unleashed the tears that hid behind Pippy’s eyes. 

“My energetic student. Let it out.” Lucy’s voice was as comforting as laying on a bed of 

cotton candy tucked against a marshmallow pillow. “Never be ashamed of tears.” 

Pippy hiccupped and wiped her eyes. “With my luck, the downpour will snuff out all the 

candles in Heaven.” 

“Do you remember last week’s Philosophy lesson about tears?” 

Last week? Oh no. She should have paid attention in class instead of trying to invent a 

different name for angel hair pasta. After all, who wanted to eat hair? 

She had to do some fancy quick thinking. Pippy’s mind worked faster than a human kid’s 

Wii station. 

Oh ya, she got it. A quote. Lucy loved quotes from her students. Not a Pippy quote like“If 

you can’t pass floating 101, invent something.”  No, it had to be deep thoughts and closer to 

Lucy’s teachings of course. 

Pippy swung her hands behind her back and crossed her fingers again. Some of the lesson 

had stayed in her memory bank, but she liked to take precautions, just in case.  

“Uhm,” Pippy started and spoke slowly. “The mermaids love salt water. And mermaids are 

peaceful and loving. So that means salt water is good for the soul. And water helps create 

rainbows. So,” she crossed her ankles, “since tears are made of salt and water, it’s all good.” 



Pippy’s Wish 8

Whew. Pippy bravely met Lucy’s gaze. 

High five to me, Pippy thought. She could tell Lucy was impressed. Her hair turned a brighter 

pink. 

 Lucy put her hands on Pippy’s shoulder. “Not even close.” 

“Huh?” 

“The soul would have no rainbow had the eyes no tears,” Lucy recited. 

Oh, yeah, now I remember. 

Pippy wiggled her ears; they now felt itchier than ever. 

“Angels are students in Heaven and teachers on earth, Pippy. It is important you understand 

the teachings before we allow you to enter high school.” 

Pippy’s toes were curled so tight she was sure her neon green Nike’s would burst at the 

seams. 

“I really want to get to high school, so I can join my friends in the soul-saving business.” 

 Lucy tucked Pippy’s hair behind her ears and tugged her earlobes. 

Just like that, Pippy’s ears stopped itching. 

“Then you’ll have to work harder and do extra projects to improve your grades.” 

Pippy’s toes uncurled, they felt better too. She graced Lucy with a big smile as sparks of 

ideas exploded in her head. “That’s cool.” 

“Good description for what we have in mind.” Lucy opened the file folder. “This came in this 

morning. With Christmas a few days away, Saint Nick needs an extra pair of hands.” 

Pippy swallowed a lump the size of the coal Saint Nick said she was going to receive from 

now on. “The North Pole? Again?” 

Not a good plan. But I can’t tell Lucy why I’m not allowed anywhere near that hemisphere. 

“You know,” Pippy said, “I don’t think Saint Nick and I hit it off. I…I think we should take 

him off our list of possible employers.” Pippy tapped her fingers against her lips, and arranged a 

serious expression on her face. Well, she hoped it looked serious. “He gets annoyed too easily.” 

 Lucy rubbed her forehead. “Oh, that’s right. How could I forget about the North Pole 

incident?” 

Oh, feathered wings. I had to go and open my mouth. “I don’t know why he got so ticked at 

me.” 

“You should not have taken care of Rudolph’s shiny nose.” 

“Rudy wanted to look like his friends. And he told me he was tired of that red nose song 

every year.” 

Pippy picked up the water globe on Lucy’s desk and shook it upside down. The tiny sparkles 

flowed over a house surrounded by autumn colored trees. She smiled at the vision the ceramic 
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figurines inside the globe madea dark haired little girl, holding a frog, chasing a little boy 

around the front yard. You go, girl, Pippy thought. 

“I love your water and snow globe collections, Lucy. One day, I’m planning on starting my 

own” 

“Focus, Pippy.” Lucy gently took the globe out of her hand and returned it on the desk. 

“Have you learned anything from that Christmas experience?” 

Pippy shrugged her shoulders. “I did find a solution to the guiding the sleigh problem.” 

 Lucy shook her head and sighed. “By grounding not one, but two jumbo jets in Africa and 

Alaska?” 

Pippy, with the help of the elves had “borrowed” the landing lights from both jets and rigged 

them onto St. Nick’s sleigh. “It was a very bright Christmas that year.” 

 Lucy opened her mouth to comment, but Pippy interrupted. “There were 300 mortal souls on 

each of those planes. The ones stuck in the east learned all about Kwanzaa in Africa. They ate 

soul food.” Pippy paused for three heartbeats. “Lucy, don’t you just love the sound of that? Soul 

food. The choir should really come up with a song about soul food. I could write the lyrics 

and” 

“Pippy” 

Oops. Lucy had that hiking her eyebrows to the ceiling thing going again. Better stay on the 

topic. “And they ate coconut biscuits,” she rambled on quickly.  “They made candles for the 

candle lighting party. And my favorite, young and old souls decorated the tree of gratefulness.” 

She took a quick breath. “Since those people all came from cold weather countries they must 

have thought it was totally cool to have their Christmas meal in shorts and tees.” 

Lucy folded her arms. “Unlike the Hawaiians who found themselves stranded in Alaska?” 

Oops. She had tried to adjust the weather for the stranded Hawaiians’ comfort up north, but 

in all the confusion and excitement, Hawaii sort of got snowed in. Details and research were not 

Pippy’s strong points. Inventions and solving problems on the spur of the moment were her 

strengths. But looking back she had to admit those point could be minor weaknesses. 

Pippy shrugged. Things always managed to work out in the end. She glanced at the doomed 

skateboard. Well, almost always. 

“The kids had a blast,” Pippy continued. “Alaskans and Hawaiians each carried a star shaped 

ornament from house to house, singing carols and receiving yummy treats. Wasn’t it nice of the 

Eskimo families to decorate their doorways with pineapples? You know,” she turned up a smile, 

“Hawaii, pineapples….” 

 Lucy nodded. “It’s the Alaskan symbol of hospitality. Lesson 48 in history.” 
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Oops, again. She really needed to stop reminding Lucy of her little bloopers, like not paying 

attention in certain classes. Pippy was one of those students who learned better by seeing and 

experiencing the moment, instead of reading or hearing about it. 

Pippy gulped a generous breath of air and went on to defend her case. “The food in Alaska 

was…different, but interesting too. Roasted caribou and seal. And everyone agreed that Eskimo 

doughnuts and ice cream were the best part. 

“Those nice people on the planes got over their flight delay fast,” Pippy continued. Well, not 

fast exactly. But their impatience didn’t last that long. “They started the World is Full of Friends 

Organization. They sold millions of Christmas postcards. And the money went for schools, 

medical stuff and” 

“All of God’s Angels are filled with an abundance of pure goodness. But you, our little Pip,” 

Lucy wrapped her arm around Pippy’s shoulder, “have been blessed with an incredible amount 

of creativity. Yes, it has helped you solve some of your challenges. We do value your 

enthusiastic spirit” 

“But?” Pippy scratched her ears. 

“But there are lessons to study and steps to take before you fly the halls of high school.” 

That meant passing tests and perhaps repeating another year in Junior High. Her ears itched 

again, and her toes were curled tighter than Noah St. John’s hair. 

“We do love your beautiful energy and inventive ideas,” Lucy said. 

They loved her ideas. Sweet. Well, in that case, she assembled all the ideas dancing in her 

imagination. Because if the teachers loved her energy and inventions, then they would be over 

the moon, literally, with her latest thought. 

“You said I needed higher grades, right?” 

Lucy nodded. 

“And extra projects can help with higher grades.” Projects that didn’t involve having to 

remember a ton of instructions. Or worse, lots of extra hard homework. 

 Lucy nodded again, and Pippy took that as her green light to outline her plan. 

Pippy paced around the office. Pacing always helped her think better. That really was the 

problem with school, having to sit and think. Pippy did her best work when she was on the go. 

“I’ve been thinking. I can contact all the super-souls from the Cosmic Hall of Justice; Superman, 

Power Rangers, Wonder Woman, Ninja Turtles, Aquaman, Zan, Jayna and Gleek their space 

monkey. 

“See, I have all my bases coveredland, sea, air, girl, boy and animal souls. I’ll organize 

them all into one team. With their powers and my ideas they could do some attitude adjusting on 

earth and spread their goodness and strength. I’ll get them to ditch those reality shows. I’ll also 
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volunteer to help spin some magic on TV land and get the producer souls to create inspirational 

cartoons and” 

“Pippy, slow down. Please.” Lucy rubbed her forehead. 

Pippy followed her lead and rubbed her own forehead. 

In Lucy’s case it was probably to absorb Pippy’s superpower idea. 

In Pippy’s case it was to massage more inventions into her head. 

 “Listen carefully.” Lucy leaned against her desk and motioned for Pippy to sit. “I have told 

you many times, angels are not magicians, fairies, or beings that…” She paused and pointed her 

pink, manicured nail at Pippy’s nose. “Twitching that upturned nose of yours is not going to 

solve any problems. Bewitched was a human television show. All fiction.” 

“Yes, ma’am. I wasjust trying to lighten the mood.” 

“Free will, Pippy. We never interfere with any soul’s free will. Angels comfort souls, we 

don’t change them,” Lucy explained. “Not even mind-numbing reality TV. People learn from 

their mistakes and then move forward. Sometimes they can’t do this on their own and they ask 

for help. We answer their call by guiding them and helping them get back on track. We do this 

without tricks or magic. Angels accept and love all their earthly wards even when they make 

mistakes.”  

If possible, her toes curled even tighter. “I’m just like people then, huh?” She tried to hide a 

sniffle, but it came out anyway. “I make a lot of mistakes.” 

“Yours are not mistakes. I like to call them a result from your keen imagination.” Lucy sailed 

a silver silk tissue toward Pippy. “You have a few challenges on your heavenly journey.” 

Pippy dabbed her eyes, scrunched the tissue and slipped it into her belly-bag. 

Silence hovered in the air as Lucy removed a gold sheet of paper from the file. Pippy saw her 

name printed on the top. 

“I really want to earn my wings. Tell me what to do. I’ll do it.” Pippy stiffened her spine, 

held her head high, and jutted her chin forward to give her that teenage-ready-for-high-school 

look, and unfortunately it also gave her sore shoulders. “I’ll change whatever you want me to 

change. I’ll keep my opinions to myself and I won’t sing in class anymore.” 

 Lucy placed the gold sheets on the desk and covered both of Pippy’s hands with her own. A 

tranquil current swam up Pippy’s arms, releasing the knots in her neck and shoulders. 

“Guidance and love never demands you change the essence that makes you Pippy. It never 

demands your silence or your right to grow. We want you to achieve your dreams with 

knowledge from those of us with experience.” She released Pippy’s hands and picked up one of 

her crystal water globes, sitting on the bookshelf. “I have some projects to improve your grades.” 

Pippy stared inside the globe, but there was nothing inside but clear water. “Do you want me 

to invent something?” 
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“First thing I want you to do is to listen to my instructions.” 

Pippy nodded. 

 Lucy slipped her hand inside her pink silk robe and handed Pippy a gold, satin pouch with 

purple braided ribbons. 

Pippy’s eyes widened and she licked her lips as she clutched the “pouch.” Nobody in Junior 

High ever touched the “pouch.” 

“I’m giving you one wish,” Lucy said. “This wish will only last for twenty-four hours.” 

“Sweet. My own wish?” Pippy had never heard of anyone in Heaven receiving a wish. “I can 

wish for anything?” 

“Did you hear all of my instructions?” Lucy asked. 

Pippy giggled. “Yes, ma’am. I have a wish.” 

“Be careful what you wish for.” 

Be careful what you wish for? That quote was on her last Philosophy exam. She didn’t get it 

then, and she didn’t get it now. But she didn’t have to be careful. She knew what she wanted. 

Badly. A wish that would make her terminally hip among the high school halo-wearing crowd. 

The pouch felt as soft as footsteps in a dream, and smelled of the heavenly kitchen after a 

million chocolate chip cookies had floated out of the oven. 

“Take a deep breath and untie the ribbon,” Lucy instructed. “Reach in and hold on to your 

opportunity.” 

Pippy complied. With utter pleasure. 

“Close your eyes and make a wish,” Lucy encouraged. “Take all the time you need.” 

“I don’t need a lot of time. I know what I want.” Pippy felt her cheeks beam with excitement. 

“No more cloud surfing for me.” 

Pippy squeezed her eyes shut. “I wish I could fly. Really fly. And not look like a helium 

balloon gone berserk.” 

“I do love the way you turn a phrase at times,” Lucy said with a smile in her voice. “Keep 

repeating your heart’s true desire.” 

“I already picked out the color for my high school wings,” she said, her breath coming in fast 

spurts. “One pink and one blue, so when they flap together they’ll look purple.” 

“Here’s a tip,” Lucy said. “Angels don’t flap.” 

Pippy giggled and repeated her desire. “I wish I could fly, I wish I could fly.” She opened her 

eyes, panting. “Flyyyyyyyyy,” she squealed and floated upward. 

“Yippee.” The wings felt light on her back. Why oh why had she not been able to get past 

floating 101? This was as easy as smiling. 
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She twisted, she turned, and she wiggled her toes inside her shoes. Propelling herself on her 

back, she faced the ceiling and whistled. “Well, pluck my feathers and paint me purple. Thank 

you, thank you, ma’am,” she squealed with pure delight. 

She heard Lucy’s subtle laughter. 

Pippy turned her head to the left and exploded into a cheer, “Wooooo weeeee.” Through the 

reflection in the sky-blue ceiling she watched her wings turn violet. “Wow.” 

“….to glide and balance,” Lucy said. “Pippy? Did you hear me?” 

“Huh?” Pippy asked, turning on her side. She drifted toward the stained glass mile-high filing 

cabinet. 

Kicking her legs she bobbed her head up and down, which only made her soar faster. 

“Pippy. I said, use your arms….” 

 She was now wedged between the cabinet and the yellow wall. Good thing, heavenly walls 

were made of velvet. “Oops.” 

“… for balance and keep your head up,” Lucy finished with a small sigh. 

“Uhm, Luce?” Pippy cleared her throat. “Uhm...do I get another wish?” 

 Lucy folded her arms and shook her head. 

“Can I ask a question?” 

Lucy nodded. 

“Help?” 
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Chapter Three 
 

 

Pippy soared high above the Grand Canyon. 

After spending a few hours with Lucythis time she’d paid attention to all of Lucy’s flying 

instructionsPippy had floated down to earth and started her assignment.  

Project number one: Learn to fly and use her wish responsibly. Well she got that one licked. 

Pippy crooked her index finger and slipped it inside her mouth; pressed it against her inner cheek 

and flicked her finger in and out. 

Pop. Pop. Pop. 

 “I’m just so cool with this flyingggggg…” 

Oops. She lost her balance, flipped on her back and flayed her arms and legs in a panic. 

I can do this.  I can. I can. 

“Relax and use your arms and legs to balance. Think like an eagle,” the comforting voice 

whispered against the wind. The soft whisper that sounded like a song belonged to only one 

Angel that Pippy knew of. 

Pippy swung her head around. Was that Lucy’s voice? Or Pippy’s memory of Lucy’s 

instructions? It didn’t matter as she now remembered her lesson.  

She returned to soaring position and relaxed her breathing, and made sure to keep her arms 

straight out. 

“No more high-fiving myself,” she declared. “Well, for now.” 

Flying was all about…about…what did Lucy always say? 
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“To focus. Be responsible when flying…and…” Pippy repeated out loud. She chewed on her 

lower lip. Oh, yeah, Lucy had also said, “Flying is not about measuring yourself on the cool-o-

meter.” 

Pippy giggled as she remembered how Lucy had a hard time saying cool-o-meter. 

She told Pippy that angels are God’s hard little workers. He gives each angel wings as a 

special gift to help him do his work. He also sends the angels a big instruction book and strict 

orders to follow the lessons in class. 

“Listen to the wind, follow its path and look at the beauty God created,” Pippy repeated 

Lucy’s instructions so they wouldn’t fly out of her memory. 

“And remember,” Lucy had said with a smile, “keep your hands out for balance.” 

Pippy inhaled deeply and looked down at the Grand Canyon. “Awesome.” 

The Grand Canyon looked like St. Valentine’s honor art students, Michael and Angelo had 

painted the canyon walls with melted red, gold and orange crayons and sprayed a coat of liquid 

sunshine all over the rocks.  

“An earthly Kodak color moment,” she said aloud against the warm wind. “And now, it’s 

time to get pumped up for my next project.” 

Spreading her wings out wider and keeping her body straight, she soared above the Colorado 

River, heading to Cane Canyon Forest. “Wo we, forest peeps. Pippy the flying Angel is on her 

way.” 
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Chapter Four 
 

“Hey, Robins. Go play house somewhere else,” a gray owl in the sprawling oak tree yelled. 

“Pretend that your whining, pain-in-the-nest kids are doors and shut them up!” 

“Ya, ya,” responded Mrs. Robin from the top of the tree. “You’re a real hoot, Cosmo.” 

Cosmo made a grumbling noise. “Oh, how I wish….” 

Pippy didn’t catch the rest of Cosmo the Owl’s words, as she hovered above the tree. She’d 

been observing the forest’s activities and thinking about her next assignment. 

Project number twoshe was to grant a wish, so that she could pass on the quote: Be careful 

what you wish for. It wasn’t a hard assignment, since Cosmo the Owl had said the magicno, 

not magic, angels were not magiciansthe owl had said the “I wish” words. All she had to do 

was ask the owl what his wish was and then she’d get that extra credit. 

She snapped her fingers and giggled. “This extra project stuff was so easy.” 

“Hey, Cosmo?” said a round faced, tiny fairy, fluttering her bright yellow wings. She wore 

denim shorts with red socks and white clogs. Her white Tee-shirt, with green sparkly letters read: 

I’m not chubby. I’m undertall. “Wassup?” the fairy asked the owl. 

“Hey, Roxy,” Cosmo addressed the fairy. “Have you seen my sanity? ‘Cuz I think I just lost 

it.” 

Roxy chuckled. Her high pitched laughter sounded like a whistling kettle. “Aw, Cos, Dr. 

Doolittle was only teasing when he said you needed night vision glasses.” 

Cosmo scowled. 

Pippy covered her mouth to smother the laughter bubbling over. 

Roxy didn’t seem bothered by Cosmo’s deep frown. “Okay, Cos.” The Fairy stopped 

laughing. “Tell me, why are you not turning that frown upside down?” 
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“That Robin family is driving me nuts.” Cosmo put his wings over his ears and howled, his 

voice sounded like the bass on a boom box. “Can’t take any more of their earsplitting chirps. 

And don’t even suggest I move to another tree.” 

“Oye. I’ll go see what’s up. Be right back,” the fairy said, zooming up to the top of the tree. 

She peaked inside the bird’s nest, said something to Mr. and Mrs. Robin and soared back down. 

I like her style. Cool wings too, Pippy thought. 

The fairy made an excellent landing, she didn’t lose her balance, and when she was 

suspended in mid air, her legs hadn’t dangled and wobbled or kicked every which way. Not that 

Pippy did that herself. Well, not that much. 

“Cosmo, please try to be patient,” Roxy said. “With this drought the Robins are having 

problems digging up worms for their babies.” 

The owl looked up at the nest and yelled, “I hear there’s a rain forest with your name on it.” 

He covered his ears again. “I wish…I wish…ahhh, never mind.” 

A wish and a weather problem? 

“Ta dah.” Pippy to the rescue. 

In times like this, she really needed a crest. After she graduated, she’d ask Lucy if she could 

have a Purple ‘P’ sewed onto the front of her robe. 

She circled the tree, staying away from the branches of course, and prepared for landing. Her 

toes touched the ground, with only a minor wobble. Ha! Make that a double ‘P’ on her 

robeP.P.‘PIPPY POWER’. 

The Fairy had left the owl’s side and joined four squirrels, a fox and a mother bear with her 

four cubs huddled a few feet away from the oak tree. From the sounds of their chatter, they were 

thinking up ideas to make everyone happy in the forest. 

Another, “Ta dah.” After all, ideas were Pippy’s specialty. 

Pippy’s Nike’s crunched on the dried leaves as she strutted toward the group. “Hi, ya,” she 

said, waving. 

Everyone smiled and said hello, except for the owl. 

Mr. and Mrs. Robin joined the group and they all discussed the dry weather. 

“It hasn’t rained in a month,” Roxy the fairy explained. 

“All the animals need water for their families,” Mr. Robin added. 

“I can make it rain,” Pippy said with enthusiasm. How hard could it be to burst a few clouds? 

“Well, and snow too. But let’s not go there, snow is a bit tricky.” 

“Please, do not fiddle with the weather.” 

“Huh?” Pippy looked around at the group. “Who said that? How do you know I’m not 

supposed to fiddle with the….” She let her sentence trail off, because they all gave her a strange 

look. Like she was four feathers short of a wing. 
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“Speaking of rain,” Cosmo piped in, nodding toward Pippy. “I think someone here has a wet 

wire in her upstairs fuse box.” He circled the tip of his wing around his temple and whistled. 

“Yo, Cosmo, dude,” Pippy said. 

“Dude?” Cosmo answered with a lazy drawl and half closed eyelids. “And what’s up with 

this yo?” He flapped a wing. “Never mind, just buzz off.” 

Pippy floated over to Cosmo. “Hi, my name is Angelactually it’s Angel-in-Training Pippy. 

I can help. I heard you say you wanted a wish.” 

“Did you hear me say I wanted to speak to you?” Cosmo asked. “Eh?” 

Pippy ignored the question. “Just close your eyes. Then repeat your desire and…oh, yeah, be 

careful what you wish.” She snapped her fingers in the air. “And I can make it happen.” Pippy 

didn’t have a pouch like Lucy, just the power to know she could grant him one wish. 

“My mother told me never to talk to strangers,” Cosmo said. “And you're pretty strange.” 

Pippy put her hands on her hips and imitated Lucy’s authority expression. 

Cosmo rolled his eyes. “What’s with the orange pants under that robe you’re wearing?” 

“The color is tangerine, and they’re Capri pants.” Boy, this cranky owl was so out of touch. 

“So, you want a wish? Or you want to talk fashion?” 

The fairy flew over and hovered by Pippy’s face. She was smaller than Pippy. Small enough 

to fit inside Pippy’s belly-bag. Roxy circled Pippy all around, up and down, stopped and then 

smiled as if she approved of Pippy. 

Roxy sure had some ultra-cool flying power in those wings. 

“She’s legit,” the fairy said to the owl. “She’s an angel. A newbie, but still an angel.”  

“I can now die a happy owl,” Cosmo said in that deep-I-couldn’t-care-less voice. “Thank 

you. You have both made my life complete.” He swung around and turned his back on them. 

Pippy ignored his rudenessobviously he hadn’t attended Tricia’s Manners-in-Paradise 

classes. “Now that you know I’m for real, tell me your wish,” Pippy pressed. 

“I made my wish.” Cosmo turned his head slightly. “You failed in making it happen.” 

Failed? Oh, she did not like that word. “What do you mean, I failed?” Pippy asked, and 

remembered her manners lesson, or she would have given the too-good-for-this-forest-owl an 

earful. “You didn’t even make a wish.” 

“Yes I did,” he roared. “But you’re still here.” 

Well Pippy didn’t need a harp to fall on her head to figure out what this grumpy owl wanted. 

“You wished for me to go away?” 

“Well, lookie here, the wing-nut is also a mind reader,” Cosmo said. “I wish I was alone. Got 

that? A-L-O-N-Ealone.” 

 “Hmmm.” Pippy tapped two fingers against her lips. “Okay, I’m right on that.” 

Cosmo grunted. “Yeah, right.” 
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Chapter Five 
 

“Mmmm and mmmm.” Cosmo stretched his wings out wide and yawned. “Best sleep I’ve 

had in a long time.” 

He hopped out of his hole in the tree and onto a branch. 

The forest was as quiet as a shadow. 

“Hey, Roxy, you here?” 

Silence. 

He flew to the top of the tree for a better view. Squinting, he searched the area for any sign of 

the Foxy Quartet. “Annie? Nanny?” 

“Hoot. Hoot. Hoot.” 

“Rosie? Lelley?” Where were they? They usually practiced harmony in the late afternoon. 

“Hoot.” 

Silence. 

A warm wind ruffled his feathers. He leaned back and looked up. “Hey, Robins? You guys 

still hanging around here?” 

Silence. 

“Well, what do you know,” he said. “That little blonde wing-nut actually made my wish 

come true.” 

It looked like he was totally alone. Unless of course he had flat-lined. Nah, he was very much 

alive. He could still smell the forest air and his tummy rumbled with hunger. 

The rustling of leaves caught his attention as a warm gust of wind howled and shook the 

branches. 

It had been a hot and dry day, but the blue sky was now a dark shade of gray. 

Boom. Boom. 
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Thunder clouds rolled in and silver zig zigs flashed across the sky. 

Cosmo swallowed hard and spread his wings to fly back to his hole inside the tree until the 

storm passed. 

Whoosh. Boom. Whoosh. Boom. 

The wind swept in at a high speed, ramming Cosmo against the tree. He hit his head on the 

tree trunk and lost his balance. 

He tumbled to the ground. 

For a moment all he could see was blackness and his head hurt. His feet tingled, and his 

wings felt like they’d been stuck in an electrical wall socket. 

He tried to push himself up, so he could fly to his hole, but he felt like someone had just hit 

him with a sledgehammer. 

Cosmo couldn’t move. 

“Help,” he yelled, and then rememberedA-L-O-N-E. He had wished loud and clear, he 

wanted to be alone. 

“Ugh.” He remembered that rookie angel’s last words to him. 

“Be careful what you wish for, Cosmo.” 
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Chapter Six 
 

Pippy sighed. 

A loud, long sigh. 

Her ears itched and her toes were curled so tight she couldn’t feel her feet anymore. She had 

been sitting on top of the tree for…well, she couldn’t remember how long she’d been stuck on 

top of the tree. She was pretty sure it was days. Maybe a week. 

Good thing angels didn’t need food or water like earthly souls, or she would have been in 

major trouble with a capital T. The scent of the candied popcorn and sugared almonds strung 

around the tree comforted Pippy a tad. But it didn’t ease her homesickness, or disappointment at 

having failed to complete her projects with success. 

“Oh, why didn’t I pay attention to the time…the minutes…the hours?” she whispered. 

“I’m giving you one wish,” Lucy had said to her. “This wish will only last for twenty-four 

hours.” 

Twenty-four hours that ran out a long time ago. 

In all her excitement over her flying skills and meeting new friendslike Roxy, the Robin 

family and even Cosmothe twenty-four hour rule had vanished from her mind and then 

appeared when it was too late. 

After Pippy had granted Cosmo his wish, she had entertained the idea of tinkering with the 

weather, but Lucy’s voice echoed in her mind: “Please, do not fiddle with the weather.” She 

ditched the fiddling idea and instead she closed her eyes and concentrated on her teachings. 

Visions of the magical Grand Canyon environment and the geography and history classes rolled 

through her mind like a colorful movie reel. 

Very cool. She had actually retained a lot of information from her classes. 

With Roxy’s help, Pippy had led the forest animals and their families atop the North Rim of 

the Canyon to an area called, Bright Angel. The name suited the lush forest with bright green 

spruce, aspen and pine trees crammed with seeds and nuts. 
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Fresh waterbluer than Lucy’s sapphire ring in the sunshinefilled the streams. All of Cane 

Canyon’s Forest animals drank their thirst away, and their babies frolicked in the sparkling 

ponds. 

Fairy Roxy and the forest gang had thanked Pippy and invited her to stay and celebrate. 

Pippy’s ears had itched a smidgen at the time. She wasn’t sad for herself, but sad for Cosmo who 

sat all alone in that big old oak tree. 

She had stayed and chatted with her new friends and then headed back to Cane Canyon 

Forest to see Cosmo one more time. After all, he had helped her complete her project with 

success, by granting him his heart’s desirehis wish. 

“I wish I was alone. Got that? A-L-O-N-E, alone,” Cosmo had declared in a cranky tone. 

When Pippy had returned to Cane Canyon she thought it was a good thing she hadn’t listened 

to his instructions to be left A-L-O-N-E. She had found Cosmo on the ground without the power 

to fly. She’d picked him up and flew him to Bright Angel Forest. All his friends nursed him back 

to health, even though he grumbled that he was okay. 

He had thanked Pippy in a Cosmo-like-way. 

“If you’re ever back around these parts…well, you’re welcome on my branch,” Cosmo had 

told her. He then wrapped his wing around her shoulders and said, “Yeah, you’re okay.” He had 

even cracked a half smile. “For a little wing-nut that is.” 

Pippy smiled at the memory and then brought herself back to her present situation. She 

twirled one of the cranberries strung around the top of the tree between her fingers. “Cosmo 

wasn’t careful what he wished for,” she let out a sigh, “just like me.” 

But who was going to come and rescue her now? 

Her flying power had disappeared when her time ran out.  She had managed to float long 

enough to perch herself on top of the tree in the Davidson’s General Store. Her new home had 

red, blue, and yellow round lights and glass balls that hung from each branch. It was a Christmas 

tree in a General Store owned by a nice lady, Mary Davidson. From the conversations that Pippy 

had overheard, the Davidson family had worked so hard through the year, but hadn’t made much 

money to buy medicine and pay their bills. 

The teenage daughter, Jessica, worked long hours after school in the store. Mary Davidson’s 

ten-year-old son, Joey, with the baseball dreams, also helped out when he wasn’t practicing his 

Babe Ruth swing with snowballs. 

And then there was Pippy’s favoritebaby Michael. Pippy had nicknamed him Prince 

Michael because his natural charm warmed her soul like sunshine dipped in honey. When Prince 

Michael smiled, his blue eyes glittered more brilliant than the rainbow over Heaven’s door. 

Her little Prince Michael made her predicament bearable. He made her feel like a successful 

angel. When she hiccupped or flapped her wings to try to launch into flight, he giggled and made 
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squeaky noises. He’d dip his thumb into his apple sauce and hold it up to her to let her know he 

could see and hear her. Pippy was certain that Prince Michael was the only earthly soul who 

could hear her when she sang. 

She remembered a lot of her teachings latelysince she had a lot of time to thinkangel 

smiles are not only universal, but there are no walls. The deaf can hear them and the blind can 

see them. If she ever got to go high school, she’d ask J.P. if she could go on and learn to be a 

Guardian to the souls with challenges. She rubbed her ears, ‘cuz she knew what it felt like to 

have challenges, at times. Okay, most times. 

“Oye. Oye,” she repeated the new word she’d picked up from Fairy Roxy, “well, that’s what 

I should have wished for?” She shook her head.  “I shoulda just wished to graduate to high 

school.” 

That deserved a big ‘duh’ moment for her. 

Well at least there were three small words that always perked her up. “Hi, ya, Michael,” she 

said, shuffling on the branch to get more comfortable. 

Being on top wasn’t so bad. She had a perfect view of the whole store. 

Michael sat in his wooden high chair near a wall filled withDinky cars, wooden train sets 

and green plastic soldiers. On the other side of his chair sat a row of porcelain dolls that wore 

bloomers under dresses with tiny flowers sewn on the big hoop skirts. 

Jessica and Joey took turns filling the big glass jars with peppermint candy sticks, Red Hots 

candy pellets and Tootsie Roll Pops. 

The excitement from the customers for the past few days centered around Pippy. The 

customers came in droves, wanting to buy the Davidson’s angel ornament. 

Word had spread quickly that stars were yesterday’s tree toppers. Angels were the new 

modern decoration. Pippy approved of change. Change was good. Well, most times. 

Shortly after flying into one of the red rock caves in the Grand Canyon, Pippy realized that 

she had entered a portal which swept her back in time to the year 1939. She knew the date 

because she saw it printed on the World’s Fair postcards. 

As much as she loved the Davidson family, she still missed Heaven and her puppy, Tasha. 

“Okay, it’s really time for me to try and get back home.” 

She squeezed her eyes shut, held her breath and concentrated real hard. With all her might 

she tried to start up her wings so she could fly back to Heaven. “I wish I could fly. I wish I could 

fly,” she repeated over and over. “I wish I could fly.” 

Nothing. 

Not a twitch. 

No movement from her wings. 
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She was still in the store on top of a Christmas tree. “What’s the use? My friends are all 

getting their halo-caps fitted for graduation day. I’m going to be real late to wish my friends 

well,” she said, as a tear escaped her eye. “Or worse,” her tears flowed freely now, “I’ll be boxed 

up with the Christmas decorations for eternity. I won’t even see my Prince Michael.” 

Giggle, giggle, giggle. 

The stream of giggles from down below caught Pippy’s attention. She wiped away her tears 

and managed a smile. Prince Michael gurgled and smiled up at her as he chewed on a hard 

biscuit. She forgot all about her troubles and waved to the adorable baby. 

The baby launched his biscuit in the air and let out a squeal. That was Michael’s way of 

saying hello to her. 

“Okay, Prince Michael,” she said, clearing her throat. “I’ll sing another song for you.” 

The baby patted his tiny hands together. 

Singing, she raised her hands above her head and wiggled in tune to the melody she created. 

She snapped her fingers, bopped her head and made up the lyrics as she went along. 

Clap. Clap. Clap. 

If Pippy had to spend eternity on a tree, at least she had a good audience. 

She winked at Michael. “Thank you, my Prince.” She unzipped her belly-bag, and removed 

the snow globe Lucy had given her. 

The glass ball was still empty. Every time she took it out and shook it upside down, Michael 

laughed out loud. She’d also overheard his mother say he was sleeping and eating better. This 

made his mother and siblings happy. It made Pippy happy too, and now her ears stopped itching 

and her toes felt a lot better. 

Clang. Clang. Clang. 

The store’s door-chimes rang. Laughter and voices captured Pippy’s attention as children, 

men and women poured inside the store from the snowy sidewalk. 

“See, Mildred, I told you,” the lady with the brown cloth cape said, pointing to Pippy. “It’s 

the new thing now. Angels instead of stars.”  

“Oh, my, how chic.” asked the lady called Mildred, who wore a black hat, hugging her head 

like a helmet. “Is it a European trend?”  

“Good afternoon, ladies,” Jessica said with a smile. “Ma is out back with her sewing 

machine, making more angels. We have a lot of orders.” Jessica’s smile widened. 

Pippy knew that since her arrival, and the big interest in her sitting on top of the tree, the 

Davidson’s had made a lot more money. Their mother worked long hours, but there was a 

springy bounce in all the Davidson’s steps because of the sales. 

“I’d like to order six angels,” the lady with the cape said. 
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“Put me down for ten,” Mildred requested. “Maple village will go down in history as the 

town that started the angel-on-the-tree trend.” 

Jessica agreed and wrote down the women’s orders. “Joey,” she called out. “Where are you? 

You’re needed in the front.” 

People from nearby towns filed into the store, ordering angels, buying candy, rolls of cotton 

fabric and cases of Christmas glass balls. 

“Joey,” Jessica repeated. “Bring out more angels and six fruit cakes.” 

A freckled-face boy with tussled brown hair shuffled his feet and strolled into the store, 

yawning. He stopped in front of the tree, bent down and lifted his dark green knee stockings, 

tucking them under his black knickers. 

Joey rubbed his eyes with the heel of his hand. “I was just taking a lil nap.” 

Pippy giggled at the scene below and forgot about her troubles. 

Jessica rolled her eyes and tugged Joey’s earlobe. “I need more tissue paper to wrap the 

angels up. Now go get all the things I asked for.” 

“Those things are selling faster than the Bazooka gum,” Joey said. 

His sister smiled. “The three for a penny Bazooka was a good idea too, Joey.” 

Joey slipped his thumb inside his blue suspender and curved his mouth in a half grin. “Ya 

know why angels can fly?” he asked the customers who stood around the tree. “And it ain’t ‘cuz 

of their wings either.” 

“Then why?” asked the little red head girl, holding the Mother Goose Storybook. 

Joey snapped the suspender against his white shirt. “’Cuz they take themselves so lightly.” 

Michael clapped his hands and gurgled. Pippy laughed along with the customers. Jessica on 

the other hand gave her brother another eye roll and shooed him in the back to get more angels. 

Pippy caught a glance at the date on the calendar on the wall above the red Coca-Cola 

refrigerator floor chest. She’d been on top of the tree for two whole weeks. “Oh no. I’m not only 

late for graduation,” she said, hanging her head low, “I missed seeing my friends graduate 

altogether.” 

“No need to hang your head low,” a voice next to her ear whispered. “When it comes to 

doing good to others, you never stop at anything.” 

Pippy knew that voice. She inhaled the sweet essence of pink cotton candy and turned her 

head. “Lucinda. Hello, ma’am.” 

“Lucinda? Hello, ma’am?” Lucinda sat on a branch next to Pippy. “What happened to the 

Pippy that calls me Lucy?” she asked with a smile. “Or, when she thinks I’m not listening, ‘Yo, 

Luce.’” 

Pippy looked away, she couldn’t face Lucinda after she’d failed her flying lesson. She 

clasped her hands together in her lap. 
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Wait a minute? She had been holding Lucinda’s globe, and now it was gone. How could she 

lose one of her Counselor’s prized collectible snow globes? 

“I’m so sorry, ma’am,” Pippy said, swallowing hard and taking a deep breath. “I guess I 

failed, huh?” She didn’t wait for Lucinda to reply. “I don’t deserve to move on to high school 

with my friends.” 

“Why do you think that?” 

Pippy dangled her legs and stretched her toes, in case they curled up when she would be told 

she was right and that she had done real bad on her assignments. “I gave Cosmoan owl I 

meta wish, and he fell. And then he was alone.” She plucked a pine needle from the tree. “But 

I did say, be careful what you wish for, Cosmo.” 

“He wasn’t alone. Angels are assigned to everyone, even owls in a bad mood.” Lucy tucked a 

strand of Pippy’s hair behind her ear. “You don’t have the power to grant any wishes.” 

She glanced sideways at her Counselor. “Huh? I mean, I don’t understand, ma’am? I thought 

you said” 

“I said your assignment was to understand what it means to be careful what you wish for. I 

explained that was a teaching that I wanted you to pass on to another soul.” 

Those instructions all flowed back to Pippy now. “Then how did I make Cosmo’s wish come 

true?” 

 Lucy crossed her legs and positioned her back against a branch. “You believed you had the 

power to grant him a wish,” she explained. “That gave you the confidence to make it happen. 

You didn’t do anything magical, Pippy. You used all your gifts, creativity, intelligence and 

geography lessons to solve the problem. 

“You found the forest animals a better place to live. You guided Cosmo. He now appreciates 

his friends, and he learned what it means to be careful what one wishes for.” Lucy put her arm 

around Pippy’s shoulder and squeezed it. “Wasn’t it nice of Cosmo to invite you back? And on 

his branch too.” 

How did she see all that? Pippy remembered that she had heard Lucy’s voice a few times in 

her travels. “Were you…well, did you follow me?” 

Lucy shook her head. “No need to. I’m always with you, Pippy. Angels-in-Training have 

their Guardians too. Just because you can’t see me doesn’t mean I’m not with you.” 

Pippy inhaled a deep breath and exhaled as new energy burst inside her. “Lucy, I really get it 

now. Be careful what you wish for. It’s good to make a wish, but you have to understand why 

you want that wish and make sure that it’s your true desire. Because if it comes true you need to 

know how to use it properly.” 

“Good,” Lucy said. 
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“Oh, yeah and…” Pippy said, remembering something important, “you gotta listen to all 

instructions and ask questions if you don’t understand.” She chewed her lower lip. “Am I close?” 

“Sounds like an A plus to me.” Lucy smiled. 

“Youza.” 

“New word?” 

“Well, sitting up on this tree, an angel doesn’t have a lot to do but make up words.” Pippy 

giggled and then frowned as her toes curled against the tip of her Nike’s. All the mistakes she’d 

made flashed bright in her memory. “That A plus still isn’t good enough to graduate, is it?” 

Lucy looked puzzled. “What do you mean?” 

“There’s still so much I don’t know.” 

“You’ll always be on a learning journey, Pip.” 

“But I have no idea why I slipped into that portal and traveled back in time.” She threw her 

arms up. “I just don’t have it in me to be a successful angel.” 

“You have it here.” Lucy touched the top of Pippy’s head. “You have it here.” She pointed to 

her heart. “Most importantly, you learned a lot these past few weeks all on your own.” 

Pippy shoulders sagged a bit. “I still don’t know why I’m here. In this store.” 

Lucy waved her arm around the store. “You are the reason this family can afford to pay for 

little Michael’s medicine and all their bills.” Lucy blew Michael a kiss. “The Davidson’s haven’t 

made a profit like this in over ten years.” 

Michael blew a wet raspberry up in their direction and clapped his hands. 

“And for years to come, people will be writing different stories about how the little angel on 

top of the Christmas tree came to be,” Lucy said. “Mary Davidson’s creations will become world 

famous and charities will be named Mary’s Angels.” 

“Cool.” Pippy waved back at Michael. “I did that?” 

Lucy nodded. 

Her happiness was short lived though. She stopped smiling and slapped her hand on her 

forehead, the same way she’d seen Joey do it all week when he kept forgetting to do his chores. 

“Ah, Lucy, you’re going to be real upset about something. I lost…well not lost really, because it 

was in my hand a few minutes ago.” She was just going to have to say it fast. She squeezed her 

eyes shut, not wanting to see the disappointment in Lucy’s eyes. “The snow globe you gave me. 

It’s gone.” 

“Pippy, open your eyes.” 

Pippy shook her head. 

“Okay, but you’ll miss something really…what’s your favorite word?” 

“Cool, ma’am.” 

Lucy cleared her throat. “You’re going to miss something…cool down there.” 
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Pippy was extremely curious if nothing else. She opened one eye and stared down. The store 

had wall to wall shoppers. She opened her other eye and followed Lucy’s gaze. 

“Hey, Luce!” She pointed to the snow globe that sat right beside Michael’s high chair. 

“That’s me. How? How did my picture get inside your snow globe?” 

“Ah, Pippy,” Lucy said, standing up. “That will have to wait until you get to Divine 

Counselor Level.” She held out her hand. “Time to get back to Heaven.” 

Pippy felt herself float. “I can fly.” 

“You always could. You just needed to focus and to believe in yourself a little more.” 

“Will he be sad when I’m gone?” Pippy pointed to the baby. “I miss him already.” She felt so 

torn, her ears started to tingle. “But I miss Tash and my friends too.” 

“You are Michael’s friend forever.” 

Pippy swallowed hard and felt a tear. “I really understand all my teachings now. Will he be 

safe and happy? I know there are no guarantees for earthly souls.” 

“There is one guarantee. You are Michael’s Angel forever. And forever has no ending.” Lucy 

took Pippy’s hand in hers. “Your spirit will sit on his shoulder and protect him. You will 

continue to learn in Heaven and still be with Michael.” 

Pippy smiled as wide as her wings. Her heart and soul opened up and welcomed the joy, 

bubbling inside her. “I have guardian status?” 

Lucy nodded. “Congratulations.” 

“That’s even cooler than flying,” Pippy squealed with delight. “Thank you, ma’am.” 

“I almost forgot.” Lucy pulled out a red card from her pocket. “This came for you last week.” 

She handed Pippy the card. “I think you and Saint Nick hit if off, after all.” 

Pippy opened the card and read it. 

 

Hey, Pips. I’m stuffing these cards with a chocolate bar in every stocking. No more naughty 

and nice songs from me. No matter what challenges kids have, they are all Saint Nick’s kids 

and on my list. Thanks, Pips. By the way, the black shoe polish washed off Rudy’s nose. He 

says you taught him that it’s okay to be different. 

 

“Saint Nick wanted me to give you this also,” Lucy said, unfolding a bright orange Tee-shirt 

and slipping it over Pippy’s head. “Every child will be receiving one this year.” 

Pippy looked down at the words written in red and gold letters on the Tee-shirt“Uniquely 

Me.” 

“Super sweet,” Pippy said. “Whatta you know? The bearded guy isn’t so boring after all.” 

Oops. “I mean, he’s unique too, huh?” 

Lucy laughed. “Takes one to know one.” 
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Chapter Seven 
 

Pippy flew side by side with Lucy as they both soared back to Heaven. Pippy didn’t have to 

say goodbye to the Davidson’s. They’d never be alone now that she was Michael’s Guardian. All 

her teachings had come together and she knew how to protect and love her ward, Michael, while 

she continued her education in Heaven. 

The snow globe with Pippy’s picture in it would give Michael a lot of giggles and comfort 

too. 

“Luce, it doesn’t matter that I missed graduation day,” Pippy said as they neared the violet 

paved Highway to Heaven that led to St. Valentines Junior High. “Knowing that I’ll be a 

guardian, able to slip inside that baby’s dreams. Comfort him. Protect him. Play with him, so he 

never has to think he’s alone. That is way cooler than wearing a cap for graduation. I’m not so 

sad I missed graduation day.” 

“Who said you missed your graduation?” Lucy asked. 

“Well…it was a few weeks ago” Pippy stopped and gasped. 

In front of Heaven’s Door stood all her friends and Principle JP, smiling, waving and… 

“Luce! Look at what they’re wearing.” 

“Welcome to your graduation, Pippy.” 

All her friends, teachers, and Tasha wore tangerine robes. Even Principal, JP got into the 

spirit of the moment. He replaced his gold tie with a tangerine one. 

Angel Noah St. John held up a white and purple iced Angel Food Cake. 

Pippy spread her wings, and like an experienced angel she flew to her friends, landed without 

missing a step and congratulated each of her classmates on their own success. 

She turned around and beamed at Lucy. 
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 Lucy held up two large velvet pieces of fabric that glittered like a pink and violet rose garden 

after Mother Nature’s spring showers. 

“For me?” Pippy asked, barely believing her eyes. 

Lucy winked and handed Pippy the embroidered fabric that formed the wordsPIPPY 

POWER. 
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Angels are the tiny voices that whisper in our ears. 
With words of love and comfort to conquer all our fears. 
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Angel-in-Training, Pippy, loves skateboarding, her puppy 
and chocolate. Pippy can’t wait to graduate, earn her wings and 
become a cool Teen Angel. 
 
Although she sometimes makes mistakes, her quirky 
imagination usually gets her out of trouble. Except this time, it's 
gotten her into trouble. 
 
BIG TROUBLE.  
  
Can Pippy solve this one on her own?  
 

*   *   *   *   * 
 

Praise for Pippy’s Wish 
 

Pippy’s Wish is a lovable story that will enchant children and even 
adults. It is perky and most enjoyable, a winner and one that 
shouldn’t be missed. 
~5 Stars, Reviewer R. Studio 

  
“This is an utterly charming allegory which will teach children as 
well as adults to be more observant, tolerant and creative in life’s 
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~-- Eva Marie, Children’s Books Reviewer 
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