
     Logan understood that there would be 
a period of adjustment when he decided 
to take a job in Lansing two weeks before 
Thanksgiving. He did his best to smile 
away his homesickness. He smiled at work 
so hard it hurt his face. Since none of his 
co-workers extended him a Thanksgiving 
invitation, he was relieved he didn’t have 
to come up with an excuse for turning 
down their invitations.
     Logan wasn’t keen on going to some   
restaurant for Thanksgiving so he bought 
all the makings for a turkey sandwich 
and dined on a snack table in his still yet 
unpacked apartment. He called his family 
and joked about having to end the call 
because he was going to meet some new 
friends at a local pub. That was a lie. He 
had no friends, so he threw on his coat and 
decided to walk around until he found just 
the right pub.  He found it in the Rusty 
Nail which, for whatever reason was virtu-
ally empty. 
     Logan saddled up to the bar and 
ordered a pint of Stella Artois. Perhaps be-
cause he was so lost in thought, he didn’t 
notice that a young woman took the stool 
next to him.
     He looked over at her and sort of 
smiled. She smiled back and said, “Of all 
the gin joints in all the towns in all the 
world, I walk into yours.”
     “Casablanca, I presume.”
     “One of the best movies ever,” she 
said.
     Logan was uncomfortable. Small bar 
talk was not in his wheelhouse.  
     “Are you going to drink alone or are 
you going to ask what I’d like to have?”
     “By all means, “Logan said. “What’s 
your pleasure?”
     “I know it’s freezing outside, but I’d 
like a mojito.”
     “Then a mojito it is.”
     After an awkward silence the young 
woman asked Logan, “So what brings you 
here?”
     “A job,” he said.
     “You work here at the Rusty Nail?” she 
said with a smile.
     “No,” he laughed. “I don’t work here.   
I work for a tech start-up company down-
town.”
      “No family to share Thanksgiving 
with?” she asked.
     “I’m from North Carolina. I couldn’t 
make it home. What about you?”
     “I’m a long way from home, too.”

     Silence reigned again.
     “You going home for Christmas?” she   
asked Logan.
     “I have no vacation time coming to 
me,   so you’ll probably see me here on 
Christmas.”
     “The Rusty Nail won’t be open Christ-
mas Day,” she said as she pointed to a sign 
over the bar.”
     “I’ll have to find someplace else, then. 
And you?  Are you going home for Christ-
mas?”
     “I hope to be home for Christmas, but 
it all depends.”
     “Depends on what?”
     “Depends on how well I do with this 
assignment.”
     Afraid to pry, Logan finally introduced 
himself.
     “I’m Logan, and you are?
     “Angela.”
     Logan and Angela continued to talk 
well into the evening. It was only when 
the bartender started turning the lights off 
that Logan and Angela stopped talking.
     “This was an unexpected pleasure,” 
Logan said.
     “Is there ever anything better than an 
unexpected pleasure?”
    

     “Never thought about it,” Logan said.
     “There’s nothing wrong with an expect-
ed pleasure, either, if you get my drift.”
Logan took the opportunity to suggest 
meeting up again. “Are you doing any-
thing Saturday night?”
     “I work 24/7 but I think I can carve out 
some personal time on Saturday night.” 
     “How about we meet here at nine?”
     “Nine works for me,” Angela said.
     Logan settled the bill with the bartend-
er. When he turned back to ask Angela if 
she was good getting back home, she was 
gone.”
     Logan couldn’t keep his mind off An-
gela all day at work on Friday and he kept 
checking the time on Saturday. He was 
looking forward to a first date.
     Angela was already seated at the bar 
when Logan walked in. And a good thing 
she arrived a little early because the Rusty 
Nail was hopping. She smiled as she 
signaled Logan to take the stool she had 
saved for him.
     Whatever awkwardness there was 
on Thanksgiving was replaced by real 
‘getting-to-know-you’ conversation.    
   

  Logan revealed more about himself to 
this virtual stranger than he ever did to 
some of his closest friends. Angela, on the 
other hand carefully avoided revealing too 
much about herself.
     Since Angela’s first words were from 
Casablanca it was only natural the 
conversation would shift to movie-talk. 
After comparing notes about great movies, 
Angela asked Logan what his favorite 
Christmas movie was.
     Without hesitation he said, “It’s a Won-
derful Life. No Christmas movie comes 
close.”
    “Not even A Christmas Carol or even 
Elf?” Angela countered.
     “All good, but nothing compared to It’s 
a Wonderful Life.”
     “And who’s your favorite character?” 
Angela asked.
     “Hands down it’s George Bailey. And 
your favorite character?”
     “I’ve long been a Clarence fan. I al-
ways wanted to be a guardian angel.”
     “I’m not much of a guardian angel 
believer. I think we’re all in this alone.”
     “We’ll have to see about that,” Angela 
said with a smile that warmed Logan’s 
pragmatic heart.
     Logan  and Angela got together at the 
Rusty Nail three and sometimes four times 
a week. As it neared Christmas, Logan’s  
spirits began to sag because he wasn’t 
looking forward to being alone for the 
holidays. He had thought about how nice 
it would be to spend the holidays with 
Angela, but she gave enough hints that she 
was not interested in a romantic relation-
ship.
     “I never want to start something I 
can’t finish,” Angela explained as she told 
Logan that after the holidays she would be 
moving on and that it wouldn’t be fair to 
lead Logan on.
      “My heart tells me that you’re going to   
meet the right somebody when you least 
expect it,” she told Logan.
     “I don’t think I’ll find love under the 
Christmas tree this year. Hell, I don’t even 
have a Christmas tree.”
     “I’ve got an idea.  Every Christmas 
Eve I go up to the St. Charles Children’s 
Hospital and read to the kids.  Why don’t 
you join me?”
     Logan didn’t hesitate to answer in the 
affirmative. 
     “I like to get up to St. Charles’ about 
eight,” Angela told Logan.
     “How about we meet here at 7:30 and 
head up together?”
     Angela hesitated before she said, “If 
I’m not here, I’ll meet you at the hospital 
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on the third floor. My friend Kelly will be 
on duty.”
     Logan helped Angela on with her coat 
and after he put his own coat on, Angela 
gave him the biggest and warmest hug 
ever.
     “I needed that,” he said.
      “That’s why I gave it to you.” 
     The hours before Christmas Eve were 
endless. Finally it was time for Logan to 
meet Angela at the Rusty Nail.  His hopes, 
not to mention his sense of reality came 
crashing down when he saw that the Rusty 
Nail  was boarded up...and not recently.  
The boards were old and there burn marks 
on the outside.
     Without trying to make sense of it, 
Logan hailed a cab and headed over to 
the hospital. At the desk on the third floor 
was an attractive young woman. Her name 
badge said ‘Kelly.’
     “I’m here to read to the kids,” he said.      
“Well, I won’t actually be reading to the 
kids.  My friend Angela will be doing 
that.”
     Kelly’s friendly face turned angry in a 
flash.
     “Is this some kind of a sick joke?” she 
asked. She stopped long enough in her 
flight of anger to offer an apology.
     “I am sorry.  I forgot that Angela did 
say she’d send somebody in her place to 
read to the kids.”
     “I guess I’m that somebody,” Logan 
replied. “But I’m confused.”
     “No time for explanations.  The kids 
have been expecting you.”
     ‘You mean they’re expecting Angela.”
     “No,” Kelly told him. “The kids have 
known for a long time that Angela was not 
going to read to them this Christmas.”
     Kelly took Logan by the hand and led 
him into the ward where a dozen kids were 
waiting. 
     “Remember I told you Angela was go-
ing to send somebody in her place to read 
to you. Well, here he is!”
     She whispered to him “What’s your 
name?”
     “Logan,” he whispered back.
     “Boys and girls, please give a round of 
applause for Logan who is going to read to 
you Angela’s favorite book...
     “The Polar Express!” the children cried 
out in unison.
     Starting out rather badly, midway in the 
book Logan was into it and reading like a 
pro. The children applauded enthusiasti-
cally when he finished
     “I’m no Angela,” Logan said when the 
clapping and cheering subsided. “And I’m 
sure she had a good reason for not being 
here tonight.”

     The children just stared at Logan. He 
turned to Kelly who had joined the chil-
dren for the reading.
     Finally one little boy worked up the 
courage to tell Logan something he wasn’t 
prepared for.
     “She’s gone home to heaven.”
     “She’s going to become a guardian 
angel,” a little girl explained.
     Another furtive glance at Kelly didn’t 
help Logan make sense of what the chil-
dren were saying.
     “We don’t call her Angela anymore 
seeing that she’s in heaven,” the oldest 
boy in the group explained. “We call her 
Angel-A. Get it? Angela, Angel-A.”
     “So Angela...I mean, so Angel-A is a 
guardian angel,” Logan said.
     “Not until a bell rings,” a small voice 
called out.
     “Anybody here have a bell?” Logan 
said with a smile.
     “You do,” the boy closest to Logan 
said. “It’s in your coat pocket.  I heard it 
when you walked in. I have very good 
hearing.”
     Logan picked up his coat and put his 
hand in his pocket.  There was some-
thing in it. And when he took it out, sure 
enough, it was a bell.
     “I don’t know how that got into my 
pocket. You’ve got to believe me.”
     Then he remembered Angela’s hug. 
Was it possible she put it in there. And if 
so, why?
     “Ring the bell, ring the bell,” the kids 
started chanting.
     “Here goes nothing,” Logan said as he 
rang the bell.
     The kids erupted in cheers. “Angel-A 
is a guardian angel,” they kept repeating 
until Kelly reminded them that they were 
still in a hospital.
     Logan followed Kelly out to her desk.
     “Your expression says it all,” she said 
with a smile. “But I don’t know if I can 
offer an explanation.”
     “Try one on me and I’ll tell you if it 
fits.”
     “One question. How long ago did you 
meet Angela?”
     “Thanksgiving night.”
     “This Thanksgiving?”
     “Yeah. I only moved to Lansing two 
weeks before Thanksgiving.”
     “That’s impossible.” 
     “I think I should know when I moved 
here.”
     Kelly took a deep breath. “Sit down 
and I’ll tell you all about Angela”
     What Kelly told him was unbelievable. 
She said that Angela had died the week 
after New Year’s Eve.  It seems there was 

a fire at the Rusty Nail. Because it was so 
crowded and because some tables were 
blocking the exits there was chaos.  The 
fire department arrived in short order and 
managed to clear the exits. People poured 
out into the street coughing and crying.        
Angela was a first responder. 
     She went  into the raging fire and 
helped out three or four people. She had 
no intention of going back in until some 
young guy said his girlfriend was still in 
there. After what seemed like an eternity a 
young woman came stumbling out. Angela 
didn’t until another firefighter went in and 
got her out.
     Angela was rushed to St. Charles’ 
because it was the closest hospital. Kelly 
was on duty and immediately recognized 
Angela because they had become fast 
friends. Angela pulled Kelly close to her 
and told her that no matter what, she’d 
have somebody read to the kids on Christ-
mas Eve. Angela died soon after.
     Having just read a book about be-
lieving, Logan was prepared to believe 
anything.  His face was ashen. He held the 
bell tightly in his hand.
     “You know what,” Kelly said, “I get 
off in about an hour.  We can grab a cup of 
coffee and we’ll talk.”
     “I’ll wait for you downstairs,” Logan 
told Kelly. “I’ll call for an Uber.”
     “Tell him we’re going to Betty’s. He’ll 
know where it is.”
     On the way to Betty’s the Uber driver 
approached the boarded up Rusty Nail. 
Logan looked away. But for some reason 
he turned around.  And that’s when he 
saw her. Angela was standing there in her 
amazing and radiant glory.  
     She gave Logan a thumbs up as she 
pointed to her wings. And then the Uber 
disappeared around the corner.
     Over a cup of coffee and some apple 
pie, Kelly and Logan skipped the small 
talk. Logan was uncharacteristically gar-
rulous. 
     “Do you always talk this much?” Kelly 
asked.
     “Normally you need a tow truck to get 
a word out of me. But tonight is different. 
I feel different. Tonight is one of those un-
expected pleasures Angela told me about.”
     “It’s a shame you never got to know 
her,” Kelly told Logan. “She was amaz-
ing.”
     “That she was. And now because of her 
I guess I do believe in guardian angels.” 
     “Of course you do. It just takes some 
people longer than others to realize that 
guardian angels are all around us. We just 
have to open our heart and let them in. 
Especially at Christmas.”


