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For Rob, Bob, Jamie, Bill and Mike....I love you more!
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Chapter One
It was happening! Finally! Annie was coming! The little angel ran down the cloud covered street, her
tiny feet skimming the clouds as she zipped along.
“So much to do! So much to do!” she sang to herself as she ran.
“Annie is coming, Annie is coming!” She hummed a little tune to the words. The reality of the words
finally sunk in, though, and she stopped dead in her tracks.
“Annie is coming…” A tear rolled down her cheek. She hadn’t cried in…well, she didn’t know how
long. There wasn’t any time in heaven, so she couldn’t remember the last time she cried, but she felt like
crying, now. She squared her little shoulders and picked up her speed again. She had much to do before
Annie came, much to do for Annie, and much to do for Annie’s family.
As she skipped down Siris Street, she passed all the choir angels. She loved to stop and listen to their
music, but today she just didn’t have the time.
“So much to do, so much to do!” She was whistling now, as she rushed to the new arrivals area. She
had to make sure they had the name right: Ann Sarah Smythe, and the age: nine years old. Oh, yes, and
the description: blond hair, which lay in curls all over her head. The little angel smiled to herself. Annie
hated her hair, but everyone else thought her hair looked like a halo. How right they were, she smiled
again. Annie’s eyes were clear blue, so the sun seemed to shine through them. Annie was 52 inches tall
and weighed in at 60 pounds. Now that the little angel was sure the records were straight, she turned
quickly and headed to the exit ramp. It was time to go down and visit Annie. The little angel wanted to
make sure she had everything ready down on earth, too. She couldn’t leave Annie alone; she had to make
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sure this went smoothly. The little angel sniffed, again. No matter how long the little angel had been
here, and remember, heaven didn’t have any time, she still always felt a little sad when it was someone’s
time to leave earth. She never felt sad for the person who was coming to heaven, but she always ached for
the family and loved ones left behind. They didn’t have a clue about heaven…well, not really. They only
knew what their Sunday School teachers had told them. They only knew about the stories and the “fairy
tales.” They didn’t know the stories were true. If only they knew…
The little angel slipped down the silver slide which connected heaven and earth. Getting to earth was
half the fun. She giggled to herself as she went whipping down the slide, her wings straight behind her.
She slid so quickly that the wings were pushed back as far as they could go. The slide took her to Annie’s
street, right in front of Annie’s house. That was the nice thing about the slide, it could take any of the
angels anywhere they wanted to go. All they had to do was think about their destination. It was a pretty
neat trick, and she was so glad St. Peter had thought of it. It made things much easier!
She peeked into the front window of Annie’s house. There was Annie, lying on the rug, playing Parcheesi
with her brother. Even though Tom was two years older, he loved his sister dearly and would play with
her as much as he could when he was home. Now, if he had friends over, he would totally ignore her, but
that was the way it was with big brothers, and Annie seemed to understand. She would leave him alone
when he was doing big brother things and wait patiently until his friends left before she would jump on
his back and tickle him or beg him to play a game with her. Annie’s dad sat in his chair, reading the paper,
and watching his beloved children over the top of the paper. The little angel knew what he was thinking.
She knew what everyone was thinking. His thoughts were wonderful, and the little angel let another tear
slip down her cheek. The dad and brother were going to be so sad. She had to figure out some way to
help this family through these next few weeks, she just had to!
Annie’s mum was in the kitchen making dinner. She was humming to herself, she always sung to
herself, and the little angel loved that about her. She had told everyone in heaven that Annie’s mum had
music in her soul, so that when she came up, she could be in the choir! All the other angels were pretty
indulgent when it came to Annie’s angel. She had always been their special small angel, and they knew
how hard it was going to be for her to bring Annie home.
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Annie’s angel went back into the living room to be near Annie. She wasn’t going to leave her for a
minute! The rest of the evening went by quickly and quietly. There was a delicious dinner filled with
great conversation and lots of laughter, just the way a family dinner should be! After dinner, Annie’s mum
tucked Annie into bed and gave her an extra hug.
“I love you, Annie,” she said.
“I love you, too, Mummy. I love you more!” Annie answered. This was an ongoing game they all
played. One would say, “I love you,” and the next would always say, “I love you, more!” Everyone took
turns saying the “more” part, but they kept a silent, mental tally of who said what, how many times.
Annie was the best at it, because she was always getting everyone to say “I love you” to her, so she could
answer….“more!” Annie threw her little arms around her mother’s neck and hugged her as hard as she
could.
“I’ll always love you more, Mummy!” she nuzzled her mother’s shoulder.
“Not as much, Annie, not as much,” her mother answered. Her mum gave her another quick hug and
headed into her brother’s room to tuck him in, too. In this house, you were never too old to get tucked
in, and both Annie and Tom enjoyed it, but they wouldn’t tell their friends this was their nightly ritual,
no one would believe this!
The lights slowly went out in the house, and Annie’s angel kept watch over Annie all night. This was
a guardian angel’s job, and she took her job very seriously. She peeked out the window, the wind was
picking up, and sleet was beginning to hit the window. Soon the ground would be ice, and tomorrow…
well, tomorrow Annie was going home.
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Chapter Two
Annie’s angel loved mornings in Annie’s house. She loved the way Annie’s mother would wake up
Annie and Tom. She would climb into their beds, rub their backs, and murmur how much she loved them.
Slowly, they would awaken, both of them with smiles on their faces, as the mother gave them butterfly
kisses. Yes, Annie’s angel loved the mornings, but this morning Annie’s angel was sad. She knew that by
nightfall, this family would be devastated, and somehow, she had to make things better. She flitted back
into Annie’s room, and watched her as she pulled on her sweater.
“Mum!” Annie yelled, “It snowed!”
“It did?” Tom called.
“Yes, it looks wonderful out there!”
“Get dressed, you two. Breakfast is almost ready,” their mother called.
Annie’s angel was getting nervous. Her time was running out. Think! Think! Think! She had to come
up with something for this family. Now, normally, guardian angels didn’t do anything for anyone else, they
are pretty much just there for their own special person, but Annie’s angel was different. She had a bigger
heart than most angels. All the other angels used to whisper about that behind her wings. It’s funny, but
that didn’t bother her, because somehow, having a bigger heart was a good thing, and she knew it!
Down the stairs Annie skipped. She could smell the French toast her mum was making, and she was
hungry! Tom and Dad were already at the table, and Annie scooted into her chair.
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