

  	
	    
	      Also by James Rada, Jr.

	    

      
	    
          
	      Black Fire

          
        
          
	          Frostburg Burning (Black Fire Book 3)

          
        
          
	          Strike the Fuse

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Canawlers 25th Anniversary Collection

          
        
          
	          Between Rail and River

          
        
          
	          Lock Ready

          
        
          
	          Canawlers: The 25th Anniversary Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Secrets

          
        
          
	          Secrets of the Western Maryland Railway: Little-Known Stories & Hidden History About “Wild Mary”

          
        
          
	          Secrets of Allegany County

          
        
          
	          Secrets of Washington County

          
        
          
	          Secrets of Franklin County

          
        
          
	          Secrets of Deep Creek Lake: Little Known Stories & Hidden History In and Around Maryland's Largest Lake

          
        
          
	          Secrets of Frederick County: Little-Known Stories & Hidden History About Maryland's Largest County

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Write Now!

          
        
          
	          How to Make a Living Freelance Writing

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          My Little Angel

          
        
          
	          Kidnapping the Generals: The South's Most-Daring Raid Against the Union Army

          
        
          
	          A Love Returned

          
        
          
	          When the Babe Came to Town: Stories of George Herman Ruth's Small-Town Baseball Games

          
        
          
	          Home for Wayward Elephants

          
        
          
	          Blood on the Badge: How Washington County's Sheriff Became Allegany County's First Hanged Murderer

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at James Rada, Jr.’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


My Little Angel

by

James Rada, Jr.

––––––––
[image: ]


AIM

​Publishing

​A division of AIM Publishing Group

Get 3 Free e-Books!

Sign up for the author’s New Releases Mailing List and get free copies of Canawlers, October Mourning, and The Rain Man. 

Canawlers: The Fitzgerald family tries to earn their living on the C&O Canal while caught in the crossfire between two nations along the Potomac River.

October Mourning: Dr. Albert Keener attempts to stop the spread of the Spanish Flu even as Kolas, a street preacher, seeks to spread it believing it to be God’s retribution.

The Rain Man: Jake Fairgrieve hunts a killer driven mad during the worst flood of the century in Cumberland, Md.

[image: image][image: image][image: image]

Click here to get started: jamesrada.com.

Table of Contents

The Mysterious Gift

Danielle

Thanksgiving and Giving Thanks

The First Snow

The Spirit of the Season

Punishment or Peace?

A Time to Live, A Time to Die

My Little Angel

Peace and Joy

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Mysterious Gift


[image: ]


The gift just appeared. 

That was the best way to explain it. That was the only way to explain it.

The brightly wrapped box sat on the hall table. It was wrapped in shimmering red-and-green paper with a big, red-velvet bow on top.

Janet Sinclair knew that it hadn’t been there when she went upstairs to change and she hadn’t brought it in with the mail. But there it sat on top of the bills and sales flyers.

“Alex?” Janet called.

“What?” her husband replied.

She looked down the hallway and saw her husband lean back. He was sitting in a chair at the kitchen table reading the morning newspaper.

“Did you get me a gift?” Janet asked.

Alex looked surprised. He said nothing for a few moments.

“Our anniversary was last month and Christmas is still more than a month away,” he said. “Is it your birthday?” He shook his head. “No. That’s in May and Valentine’s Day is in February.”

Janet rolled her eyes. “I’m not trying to trap you.” She held up the box. “I just want to know if you put this gift on the hall table.”

Alex shrugged. “Not me.”

He went back to reading his newspaper.

Janet looked at the gift in her hand. She moved the bow aside and looked at the gift tag. The small card read: “To: Janet Sinclair.” She didn’t see any mention of who had sent it.

Who could have sent it and how had it gotten into the house?

It had to be from Alex. He must be playing dumb to try to surprise her. The gift couldn’t have gotten into the house any other way. Alex was just trying to cheer her up during this first holiday without Danielle.

The box didn’t feel that heavy, though it was the size of a shoe box.

Janet debated whether to open the gift now or wait until Christmas. The color of the wrapping paper told her it was a Christmas gift, the first of the season.

She was curious and even slightly excited to know what the mystery gift was. Somehow it didn’t feel right to feel that way. 

Not without Danielle. She had died five months ago, and the loss was still fresh as the first day to Janet.

Alex had kept telling her she needed to pull herself out of her funk, but it hadn’t seemed right. She still needed to remember her daughter and keep those memories fresh. That was how she wanted to remember Danielle not like she had last seen her.

Janet set the gift back on the table and pulled one of the taped ends open. Her curiosity grew as she opened the flaps of paper.

What could it be?

Janet pulled the white box free of the paper and set it off to the side. She lifted the lid to the box and folded back the tissue paper. It was as if she were parting the veil to look into Heaven. 

Inside the box, laying on a bed of white tissue paper that could have been a cloud, was a beautiful porcelain angel made to sit on top of a Christmas tree. The angel had short blond hair and pursed red lips. The translucent white-silk dress seemed to sparkle even without Christmas lights to backlight it. The hem and cuffs of the dress were sewn with gold thread. The delicate-appearing hands held a small bulb between them that glowed like a candle when lit. The arching wings that spread from behind the angel were made of real feathers carefully preened.

Why would Alex have gotten her a tree topper? Christmas was still more than a month away, and she hadn’t even considered putting up a Christmas tree this year.

Janet sighed and started to lay the doll aside. Then she blinked and pulled the doll closer. 

It couldn’t be. 

The doll looked just like Danielle; the same hair color and style, the same pert mouth, the same piercing blue eyes. 

How could that be?

Janet shook her head and carried the doll to the living room window so she could see it in the light. It was Danielle’s twin! Janet started crying. Her tears dripped onto the doll’s face.

Was someone trying to play a joke on her? 

She shook her head. No. No one would be that cruel. Everyone knew how upset Danielle’s death had made her.

Someone must have seen the doll and thought Janet would like it because it looked so much like Danielle.

Had it been Alex?

But why hadn’t he put a gift tag on the box so she knew who it was from?

Janet didn’t want to partake in Christmas cheer this year. Danielle was only five months dead, and it didn’t seem right to celebrate the birth of a child when she was still grieving over the death of one.

She put the doll back in the box and put it on the top shelf of the closet. Would she ever want to celebrate Christmas again?
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Janet’s car crept around the road that wove back and forth over what looked like an open field. The speed limit in the cemetery was fifteen miles per hour, but Janet was going less than a third of that. Her foot was barely touching the gas pedal, and it was getting lighter with each passing second.

Almost as if it was a foregone conclusion, the car stopped. Perhaps stopped was the wrong word because Janet didn’t apply the brake. It was just that the car’s forward motion was no longer perceptible.

Janet looked to her right. One spot drew her eyes. No one else would have been able to tell the difference between that grave site as compared to another. Most people would not have even noticed the graves at first glance.

But Janet knew.

She knew because Danielle was here.

Janet put the car in park and turned off the engine. When she opened the door, the silence of the place struck her. The city surrounded this cemetery, but the sounds of traffic and thousands of people just didn’t seem to reach here. Sometimes when she visited, Janet noticed other cars or open graves with canopies over them waiting for mourners. She saw neither today.

It was just her and Danielle.

Janet walked past the rows of graves to the one site she knew too well. She stopped and looked down at the bass grave marker on the ground. It seemed wrong to remember her daughter in this way. This wasn’t Danielle. It listed her name and birth and death date. It did not differ from the thousands of other graves around it.

“Hello, darling,” Janet said.

She kneeled down and pulled the metal vase out of the grave marker and turned it over. When not in use, it was stored upside down, so it slid into a hole in the grave marker. Janet set the base back across the mouth of the hole. She put the flowers in the vase and then just sat on the ground next to the marker.

Her fingers traced the raised letters of Danielle’s name and the dates.

Six months and nine days since Danielle had died.

Not even a year yet; barely even six months.

Of course, it had been coming long before then.

First, Danielle had looked pale all the time. Janet had thought her daughter was anemic, so she had given her vitamins with iron. Then the six-year-old had got a bout of the flu every three weeks or so.

Only it hadn’t been the flu.

The doctor had diagnosed it as acute lymphoblastic leukemia.

Janet wished it had been the flu then. She had finally taken Danielle to the doctor for testing when it was clear she shouldn’t be getting this sick nearly all the time.

“Don’t let it worry you too much, Mrs. Sinclair,” Dr. Kampochek had told her. “The recovery rate for childhood leukemia is very high. Right now, eighty-five percent of children are surviving this. Danielle will be all right.”

But she hadn’t been.

The tests after each round of chemotherapy kept coming back positive. Dr. Kampochek’s smile when he looked at Danielle began to turn to a frown when he turned away. His diagnosis became more reserved.

Then Danielle became too weak to get out of bed. Janet wasn’t sure whether it was the chemotherapy or the leukemia was that was killing her, but Janet watched her daughter die right in front of her eyes.

Not that Janet didn’t fight for Danielle as hard as she could. She did everything the doctor told her and things her mother instincts told her she should do.

She would lie in bed beside Danielle and read her stories about princesses and unicorns. She made Danielle’s favorite meals to encourage her to eat. She sang Danielle to sleep.

Danielle only grew paler, seeming to fade slowly from sight.

Then one day...May 7...everything changed.

Janet finished singing Danielle a silly song with made up lyrics she sang to the “Barney” theme song tune. Danielle’s eyes closed slowly, and she eased off to sleep with a slight grin on her lips.

Janet walked downstairs to the kitchen to make herself a grilled-cheese sandwich and a bowl of tomato soup. As she ate, she went through the day’s mail, sorting bills and junk mail and reading the occasional piece she was interested in.

When she
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