This story is told by a very young child. I do not use a lot of child language though because of the difficulty it makes in reading and understanding the story. Most stories written in child language have the child as a character or for just a brief part of their story not the teller of the story. One exception is “Maggie the Kitten!” Now she can write and speak child speak like no other! Read her stuff folks it is fantastic! 

My Sisters and I 

Part 2
“Mommy's Little Helper”


By Angel

Wow, my mommy was carrying a big box and she put it on the floor right next to me! Well it was real big to me!
“Angel, this is something Patty wanted you to have so you could help me even better and you can do more all by yourself without needing anyone to help you.”
She was smiling real big as she removed the table from my highchair. I climbed down and stared at the package. My mommy started giggling because the package was real big; it was almost as tall as I was! It was wrapped real nice with light blue paper and had little puppy dogs on it. The ribbons were pink and blue with a big blue bow on top. My mommy knelt down next to me and helped me remove the bow and ribbons carefully so we could reuse them later. We always tried to be careful with stuff so we could use them again or for something else. My mommy said that this was being thrifty so we wouldn’t waste any of daddy’s hard earned money. That always made my daddy real happy because we never had much money. 
Then it was time for me to unwrap the huge box! I was so excited and the paper was real easy to take off because Patty was real smart and didn’t use any tape on it. My mommy refolded the paper real nice as I peeked into the box. It was big and painted pink, but I didn’t know what it was yet. My mommy helped me by taking it out of the box, it was real easy for her, but I couldn’t even lift it! I tried, but it was just too heavy for me. 
“Oh mommy, it’s a step stool just for me!”
It was Patty’s old step stool she had cleaned up and painted some words on it with white paint. I know it used to be Patty’s because my mommy told me that. 
She read the words to me and on the very top it said “THIS LITTLE STOOL IS MINE. I USE IT ALL THE TIME. TO REACH THINGS I COULDN’T AND LOTS OF THINGS I SHOULDN’T!”
Both mommy and me giggled because it was so funny. Then mommy told me it said something else to!
“Angel’s, ALL OTHERS KEEP YOUR SMELLY FEET OFF”
We giggled some more and my mommy showed me how to use it the right way. My mommy was always doing that. 
She says “you have to learn how to use anything new to you, but that’s not enough. You have to always learn the right way to use it.”
It turned out that it was just too big and heavy for me to move without pushing it across the floor so my mommy told me I would have to ask her to move it for me until I could lift it myself. She told me never to push or pull it across the floors because it would scratch them. If I did she would have to spank me. I hate spankings!
She put my stool next to the sink and said I could help her with doing the dishes. Wow this is the first time I got to help my mommy ever! 
She put a little apron on me so I asked her “Mommy, this dress already has an apron on it why do I need this one?”
“Angel, the apron attached to your dress is for when you do other things like sewing or knitting. Anything that you do that might get you wet or dirty you need one of these other aprons ok?”
“Ok mommy.”
I was very happy as I climbed the three steps and stood on the very top of my new stool. I could see the counter top now! My mommy started washing the dishes and as she rinsed them she put them in the strainer. I was to take them out of the dish strainer only after they stopped dripping water. I then dried them with my towel and stacked them on the counter. I couldn’t reach the cupboards so all I could do is put away the silverware in the drawer next to me.
My mommy started chatting with me all the while we were doing the dishes and it was a lot better than having me just play on the floor with my blocks. 
“Angel, why do you think you’re useless?” Oops, her question made me feel bad, remembering what my daddy had called me. 
“Mommy, I heards you and daddy talking and that’s what he called me. He says that’s to other people when he thinks I can’t hear him talking. I don’t wants to be like a burneded out light bulb mommy!” 
With saying that I started to cry and mommy took her wet rubber gloves off and scooped me up and held me tight. I poured my little broken heart out to her as she carried me to her favorite rocking chair. In rapid fire I let everything out that was breaking my heart.
“It’s my faults you can’t have any nice things because I gets sick all the times. Patty and Diane can’ts have the stuffs they wants because of me. I can’t helps it mommy I gets sick all the times and don’ts grow. I promise I won’ts gets sick anymore ok? I’m going to help you all I can and not fuss’s about whats I wears anymore ok? You and daddy don’t have to spends any more moneys on me now. I don’t wants any presents for my birfdays or Christmas’s ok?”
I looked up at her and she was crying so I hugged her neck real tight!
“I’m sorry for making you crys mommy, I don’t wants to be useless anymore!”
My mommy just held me real close and we just cried together for a whole long time! I then asked another question and I wished I hadn’t asked it because my mommy got real upset even more.
“Mommy, I must be broked up real bad and I gots to be fixed because God doesn’t even wants me.”
My mommy looked at me real funny and asked me “Why did you say that Angel?”
“Diane tolds me that I was supposed to go to Heavens when I was in the hospital last time. She tolds me that God didn’t wants me cuz I was broked and couldn’t help Him with nuttin. That’s why He sents me back. I couldn’t tells her about the angel mommy cuzs I promised you I wouldn’t tells nobody’s about thast. I haves to get fixed mommy so’s I can helps God and do whats the angel tolds me to do. Can you fixed me mommy?”
My mommy held me real tight again and we just cried together rocking in her chair for a long time and then she giggled and said;
“I will use mommy’s special magic on you Angel and get you all fixed in a jiffy ok?”
Oh WOW! Mommy’s have the bestest specials magics in the whole worlds! She can fixed me up! 
“Oh mommy you will? You will uses your specials magics on me?”
“Of course I will Honey, now this is very special magic so right after we finish the dishes you have to listen close and do everything I tell you ok?”
“Oh I wills, mommy, I wills!”
We both giggled a whole bunch and we was real happy! We finished the dishes and I didn’t break nuttin. Diane always told me I couldn’t help because I would break stuff because I was broked.
The Healing Begins 
With Mommy’s Special Magic
First my mommy tolds me we had to start from scratch. I tolds her I wasn’t itchy and she giggled and tolds me she meant we had to start from the beginning. She tolds me I had to soaks in mommy’s special magics waters. She tooks off all my clothes and started running hots waters in the tub. She lifteds me ups and sets me downs in the magics waters. She was talking that special pretty language Latin as she pourds stuffs ins the magics waters. I coulds feel it workings on me already!
“Angel, I am going to make sure that this magic is so special and powerful I’m going to have Aunty Harriett help me. You stay in the magic water and just let it work ok? I have to call Aunty Harriet and then we will fix you super, super good.”
“Ok mommy.” Wow Mommy’s and Auntie’s magics togethers!
My mommy gots her real life sister to helps. She tolds me aunty was her big sister and knows justs about everythings! Aunty teached my mommy lots of stuff! If Aunty and Mommy were goings to uses their magics on me, I woulds be fixed real good!
***
While Angel was happily sitting and splashing the magic water all over him, Julia was on the phone pouring her heart out to her big sister, best friend and confidante Harriett.
“Harriet, I have to talk to you right away, could you come over as quick as you can? Yes, it is that important I have been crying with Angel all morning and I have to talk to you. Oh thank you Harriett, you just wait until you hear what I have to tell you and you will know why this is so important especially important to our little Angel.”
Harriet jumped into her car and set a new town record in the speeding department getting to Julia’s house. In what normally took about fifteen minutes driving time, Harriett accomplished it in seven minutes!
Meanwhile Julia knew she had to keep Angel busy so she took the bottle of her special perfumed bath oil and went into the bathroom.
She held up the pretty and very fancy bottle for Angel to see and said “Angel, you know how very special this is, don’t you?”
Angel knew, he knew that everyone was forbidden to even get near that particular bottle! On pain of super spankings and being sold to the gypsies he knew never to even think about touching that particular bottle!
“Oh yes, mommy! That is your super specials mommy’s only stuffs!” 
Not even Angel’s daddy could touch that bottle and he was the one who gave it to her! Angel remembered on his mommy’s last birthday December 31st, when his daddy gave it to her all wrapped up real fancy. 
His daddy said “Julia my darling wife, this present has traveled far to reach you. It has traveled over distant lands and crossed the many oceans and deep seas. It has crossed many mountains and survived many dangerous adventures to finally reach you. This special present you have desired for many years and it pleases me greatly to finally be able to give it to you.”
Angel remembered his mommy giggled and so did his sisters. Angel was awestruck and just stared wide eyed in wonder of what it could be as his mommy unwrapped this very special present. As the ribbon and bow fell away carefully removed by his mommy and as she with just as much care removed the wrapping paper and it fell away she gasped as she saw what it was. 
Yes, Angel remembered as his mother gazed at the very fancy bottle she carefully removed from its pretty box. Her smile was huge and her eyes lit up as she gave her husband the biggest hug and so many kisses as his daddy spun her round and round as he laughed in joy at her happiness.
Angel also remembered afterwards as his daddy leaned close and whispered to him “If I ever see you within ten feet of that bottle you will wish you were never born. Do you understand me? Your mother deserves a lot more than that and it is your fault she only gets so little.”
Angel could only nod, he was so scared! His daddy had spoken in a whisper, but the words actually hurt; the sound of them so threatening and final! Once again Angel heard his daddy he loved so much, say it was all Angel’s fault his mommy got so few presents. 
If Angel’s daddy only knew it was his own fault for Angel’s relapse that day not so long ago. The stress he put Angel in wracked his tiny body and the disease he suffered with launched its attack once again. Lymphoma it was, a cancer that causes much pain and swelling in every lymph node the tiny child had. The pain alone was known to bring strong men to their knees. If Angel’s daddy had only known how strong his son really was this would have been a far different acting man. 
Julia began singing in Latin the ancient and official language of the Roman Catholic Church. The song was one of her favorites and was one of healing Saint Francis wrote and sung so long ago. When she had finished the song she made a big show of opening the fancy bottle and just putting a tiny drop on one finger she approached Angel. She had to fight back the giggles as she saw the look on her tiny son’s face. 
Angel sat very still looking in awe at his mommy as she approached him. His mouth had opened and his eyes were open very wide. His mommy reached out and touched him just over his heart with that drop of special oil on her finger. She said nothing as she gently laid Angel down in the bath and smoothed water softly over his tiny body. 
She stood up and said “You just stay as you are Angel and let that work. Mommy will be back soon and Aunty will help me fix you with our special magic.”
Angel lay in the tub knowing he was being fixed. He just knew this was the most powerful medicine and magic in the world! He knew his mommy loved him and his Aunty loved him to. He lay there thinking about and feeling that special love and he felt wonderful!
The Magic Bath 
And The Healing Dresses
Julia met Harriet at the door and held her finger to her lips as she took her big sisters hand and led her upstairs. They whispered so Angel could not overhear what was being said. 
Julia told Harriett everything and they shared a good cry and then began to giggle together as Julia told her sister about the special magic and what she had done so far. They laughed as Julia told her about how Angel looked as she sang and touched him with her special and very expensive perfumed bath oil. 
They began their planning knowing they only had a little time left to pull this off convincingly. They went over everything in their minds of what they knew was expected and what they needed Angel to accept and do in the future. 
Two heads are indeed better than one as they came up with the perfect solution. First Julia would take Harriet to Angel and have her finish bathing him using a bit of believable hocus pocus while speaking in Latin. Secondly while Harriett did her thing Julia would get the fanciest things Angel had in his wardrobe. After dressing Angel in his fanciest and frilliest outfits they would once again use a few ancient prayers and singing them in Latin convince Angel he was almost fixed. Thirdly Julia had to place one more call to Sister Anne at the Saint Joseph Convent. Harriett would drive them to the convent and using the little chapel there they would finish. With Sister Anne’s help they would sing and pray with Angel and then Sister Anne would use some Holy water to finish the fix. It was a good plan and Angel would be convinced he was fixed real well. 
As Julia and Harriett approached the bathroom where Angel still lay in the magic waters they heard him praying to his angel. The angel that appeared to the then dying Ricky was who Angel prayed the most to. He did this because he felt he was not good enough to pray directly to God or Jesus. You see Angel believed his father and sister Diane. He felt he was useless and broken and that God did not want him. On the other hand the angel that appeared to the then dying Ricky had said some things that gave Angel hope and he remembered every word the angel had said to him exactly word for word. 
The angel had said “Hello little angel, you have suffered much, but it is not yet your time to join us. You are much needed yet here and your mother’s love will sustain you. Cling to her and help her with all your strength. There is one other thing you must do: you must help your sister Diane. That will be very hard for you to do and you must do this without seeking reward. You must give from your heart and let that be your guide, little angel. Give, but do not look to receive and you will succeed where many have failed.”
So, that is why Angel always prayed to his special angel. As his aunty and mommy stood just outside the bathroom door listening Angel was praying these words “...so pretty angel from Heavens I promises to try real hards to helps my mean sister Diane likes you asks me to do. I is helping my mommy as muchs I cans and started today with helpings her with the dishes. I didn’t fuss’s when I hads to wears those stupid dresses and frillies and that made my mommy real happy and my nice sister Patty was real happy I didn’t fuss’s to. She gaves me a present of a steps stool! Special angel, my mommies love is helping me lots and lots today. She usesd her special mommy magics to fixes me and my aunty is going to uses her special magics to fixes me! Special angel God will want me whens I’ms fixedes and not broked no more right? I know He will because my mommy saids so. Tell God for me ok? Tell him your broked little angel won’ts be broked no more for me ok? Thank you Special angel!
Julia and Harriett had to step away and they sat in the living room with tears falling freely as they hugged each other for mutual comfort. Julia ran to the phone knowing she had to call Sister Anne that very moment. Harriett dried her tears, put on a happy face and returned to the bathroom.
“Hello Angel, are you getting your wings wet?”
This made Angel giggle because his aunty always was looking for his wings and tickling him while looking for them. It was a game they played often and it always made Angel giggle and laugh. Harriett gazed at this very pretty little boy, she marveled at his tiny size, but even being so small the child was a beauty. His hair always grew back thicker and shined a golden blonde hue. His proportioning was small but equal with no baby fat at all. His little voice was strong, but soft and tender sounding. His tiny body was thin from constant illness, but he bounced back well each and every time. She loved to work her craft on him! She was a hairdresser and loved to just brush Angel’s hair with her fingers and when it was long enough again to fill his head with curls. He was such a beauty and with curls he was even more beautiful! 
Angel loved his aunty very, very much! He loved the way she would play with his hair and marveled at the curls she could create from his thick, baby fine straight hair. Her tickling him while looking for his nonexistent wings. Angel knew he couldn’t get wings until he reached Heaven, GEEZ, everybody knew that!
* * * 
There was one other thing that happened at the hospital that none of them knew. His parents signed a document giving the hospital, doctors and pharmaceutical companies the right to use any drugs they had on hand that might help little Ricky survive. A few of these drugs contained large doses of female hormones as a catalyst for other chemicals. Ricky had died, but then somehow survived. All those involved looked over the files over and over again. They discovered that the last chemicals given to Ricky were those that contained these hormones. They were convinced that these were the key to Ricky’s miraculous recovery. To that end Ricky was to keep receiving variants of these drugs and all of them he would receive would contain these hormones.
Harriett came in and while washing her favorite of favorite child, she tickled him looking for his little wings. Julia heard the giggles and laughter which made her smile ending her tears as she talked to Sister Anne.
Sister Anne
And Father Kawalski
Sister Anne was Father Kawalski’s right hand. The Priest, who headed the Saint Joseph Parish and Polish Catholic community of Rock-Vernon, also loved this little miracle child. He had witnessed the miracle first hand as did Sister Anne. Father Kawalski gave Ricky the Last Rights. He was there with Ricky’s parents as the child took his last breath with a smile on his beautiful little face. The doctors and nurses in attendance marveled when the child looked at his mother and smiled and then took one more breath and died. Father Kawalski also had just learned about the visit Ricky had with his special angel. Ricky was now Angel to Father Kawalski and he loved him dearly.
Sister Anne helped the nurses remove the needles and tubes from the tiny child still smiling in death. The nurses left her as she bathed the child and Sister Anne prayed as she cried. She talked to him like he was already in Heaven, for that is what she truly believed. This child who always greeted her with a smile even though racked with pain and having needles and tubes stuck in almost every opening and limb. He begged to learn from her each and every time they met. They prayed together first and then she would teach him. She marveled at how quickly he learned things and even grasped math quicker than any child she had taught. He was just beginning to recognize words and vowels before he had died. The best thing about her little angel she loved so much was his voice. He spoke as a melody and when they had sung a few simple songs she had taught him nurses and visitors would stop and listen and smile. It was the greatest gift this child could give to anyone. When he sang people just had to stop and when they listened they had to smile! She dearly loved this child and when he had died a portion of her died with him. Many a nurse, doctor and visitor cried that day when they learned their little angel had died. 
Why Daddy and Diane
Feel the way they do.
That was then and this is now! Little Ricky was back! Hardly anyone called him Ricky now though, he was Angel to all that knew and loved him. To others that did not or could not deal with a child such as this he was an oddity. He was something to avoid or blame things on. His daddy blamed him for costing so much money. The truth be told his daddy was glad he had died! Yes, his daddy had loved him in his own way, he was his son! His firstborn son and what a disappointment his birth turned out to be for his father. Ricky was born blue, yes blue as a Crayola crayon! The umbilical cord had wrapped around his tiny neck during the birth process. Then it was discovered he had the beginnings of female genitals along with his male ones. The male ones were dominant and the female ones were just the labia majora so officially he was a male child. Hospital costs rose as Ricky needed special care from the very start of his life. This added to his father’s disappointment. Not only was his son ‘flawed’ he was costing him far too much money!
They kept his female part a secret from the family and only his father’s parents and relatives had been told. Bill did this as a way of justifying his feelings for the child to his parents, brothers and sisters. Now Julia on the other hand being full blooded Irish and very deeply religious knew the significance of a child born this way and called him Angel from then on. You see all angels in Heaven were created this way. Full Hermaphrodites, the males looked male and were strong and beautiful, the females had breasts and had female curves and were also very beautiful. The one thing they had in common was in having both sets of genitals.
Julia’s family did not know about little Ricky’s secret. It was not until his death, that they found out save for Harriett. Julia and Bill were the youngest children of their families. Both Julia and Bill’s parents had large families. There were twelve children on Bills side and ten on Julia’s side of the family. The first two children born on each side were boys and the rest were girls. Hand-me-downs for Ricky were girl’s clothes.
Now Bill justified having Ricky dressed as a girl because of his looks and the fact that he had a perfect set of labia. The truth being the hospital costs for Ricky had just about bankrupted them. Bill worked 16 hours a day five days a week and this just kept them afloat. Before Ricky was born they did well and he provided his family with the niceties he wanted them all to have. It was this mistake, this thing, this malformed child that kept his family poor and always wanting for the nicer things he wanted to give them. Bill also hated charity! No one in his family would ever accept charity! It was just not done and he would not have it! Hand-me-downs were an accepted practice, going to the church or others for help or any items was forbidden! 
Diane, now she resented Ricky! He was prettier than she was. She felt her mother devoted all her attention on him and she felt spoiled him rotten. She turned to her daddy for comfort and he willingly gave it to her. She was now his son! Diane loved the attention and special things her daddy did and bought for her. In return for his attention and gifts she became more boyish as time went on. Her daddy loved her deeply and taught her everything his son should know. She hated her anatomy! When her breasts began to grow she hated it even more. They hurt and rubbed against her boy’s cotton t-shirts. Patty gave her some cream to use and they did feel better. It was only when Patty told her that it would also help them grow faster that she stopped using it on herself. It was then she would sneak in on a sleeping Ricky and smear it on his chest! She made one mistake in that she began using to much and Patty took the cream away from her and locked it up. Yes, Diane hated little Ricky. Everything was Ricky’s fault, from her plain looks and all the trouble she got in was always Ricky’s fault!
Patty, on the other hand, loved Angel. He was the best little brother anyone could ask for! He always did what was asked of him and if he couldn’t do it, it was only after he tried his best and failed that he would cry and tell her he wasn’t good enough. She would then help him do it and he felt much better. She loved to sing with him and always enjoyed having him near her when she was home. His constant smile and his giggles and laughter made everyone happy to be with him. Well, almost everyone. The only problem they had with Angel was when it was time to get dressed. He would always get mad and complain, not cry, but complain about having to wear little girl’s stuff. This all changed when he returned from the hospital. Patty, when she had time, wanted to ask him why. He never told her about his special angel. He promised his mommy he would not tell anyone! The only ones who knew were Harriett, Julia, Father Kawalski and Sister Anne. Not even his daddy knew!
Julia’s Plan
And Sister Anne
“Sister Anne, I need your help in a matter concerning Angel...”
Julia repeated everything to Sister Anne including Angel’s prayer. They went over Julia and Harriett’s plan very carefully. Sister Anne added a few touches and included Father Kawalski in it as well. In the end they couldn’t wait to get Angel all dolled up and into the chapel. You see, the convent also held several retired Sisters and Nuns. Sister Anne had told them of little Angel and they all were desperate to meet this little gift from Heaven. So it was that a grand special ‘fixing’ ceremony was being put together the very moment Julia had hung up the phone.

Julia went into her sewing room where all of Angel’s things were kept. She smiled seeing the crib he slept in every night. He was so cute sleeping in that crib hugging his stuffed doggy and clinging to his baby blanket. Angel was tiny and did look like a baby, a beautiful baby at that. She glanced at the changing table she would put him in diapers every night on and remove the wet ones from him every morning. A mother’s dream was to have her child remain a baby forever and with Angel that wish had come true for far longer than with most children. Another wish mothers had was to have a beautiful child others would compliment them about and Angel was that in spades! All dolled up in pretty dresses and frillies he was the most adorable child you could ever see. Add the curls he loved and the giggles and his smile? He was THE baby any mother could wish for. Almost everyone loved Angel from the first time they met him. Of course most of them thought he was a girl and not a boy, but even if they knew he was a boy they still loved him and thought him the most beautiful and delightful child. 
Those that knew he was a boy also knew why he was dressed as he was. Her husband would not give an inch on that score. Angel received two boy suits every year from his grandparents. That included the shoes, the necktie, the underwear and socks. Every year it was the same, they bought a suit based on his age and not on his size. Eventually Angel would fit into them, but as things were going it would be a few years before he fit into the one he got for his third Christmas. He still fit into the one he received for his second Christmas! That one was now out of style and worn to threads. The shoes had worn down soles and could no longer be worn. The pants also had a snap crotch that Angel did not like anymore. She desperately wanted to sew a suit for him, but Bill would know she spent money on the pattern needed and the other supplies like cloth and zippers and such. She loved her husband so much, but in regards to Angel he just wouldn’t reason. She did know and understand how funny Angel looked in a boy’s suit. It just didn’t look right on the beautiful child. The times he had worn it most people thought her odd having her baby girl wearing a boy’s suit. That is how Angel looked wearing it. He just didn’t look right wearing boy’s clothing. That was the facts of the matter. 
It was on good authority that Julia heard that this Christmas Angel would be getting little girl’s outfits from his grandparents. Harriett and Agnes (Bill’s older sister) were asked about Angel’s sizes. That is for little girl’s sized clothes. They had not seen Angel wear any of the suits they had bought for him and so seeing him always dressed as a girl they decided that is what he wanted. Now why didn’t they ask them for his boy sizes? She couldn’t figure that one out.
Well to the task at hand. She went to his closet and picked out Patty’s First Fancy Party Dress! She took it out of the garment bag. It was easy to spot because it was so fat. It contained everything from the shoes, to a little costume jeweled tiara. The two petticoats and the dress all were in perfect shape. Julia had loved her in that dress and Patty loved wearing it. Now it was Angels turn. The dress all white with tons of lace and little pink bows sewn on everywhere with sheer sleeves and pearl buttons on the cuffs and up the back. The pink and white lace satin sash tied in a big bow in the back. Oh! The gloves were still there! They also had pearl buttons and the little veil with two long white satin ribbons that trailed so prettily down the back. 
To Be Continued
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