
 

 

"Angel Soup" 

by Pamela Heck 
 

His name was Angel, an incongruous name for one so volatile. Having Angel in my class was 

like trying to manage a ticking time bomb that might go off, without warning, at any moment. 

The fact that he was only four did not diminish his potential for destruction. He was stocky and 

strong and capable of hurling a toy truck at someone’s head with deadly accuracy. The emotions 

that tossed him around like a cork in a whirlpool held us all hostage. Yet, between storms, he 

was a charming, little boy. The problem was, no one knew when a storm would hit, not even 

Angel. 

I could tell what kind of morning we were going to have the moment his school bus arrived. 

Sometimes, he emerged all smiles, eager to start the day. On other mornings, he raged. As the 

bus doors opened, his screams reverberated across the schoolyard—an auditory assault. All the 

expert behavioral training in the world could not diffuse that rage. Rational appeals were useless. 

“Tough love” only fueled the fire. Angel had experienced more “tough love” in his four years 

than most people experience in a lifetime.  

I soon learned that a calm, compassionate approach was the best means of bringing out the 

“angel” within. Red-faced and bawling, he hid behind doors or crawled into a corner of the 

bathroom. I sat near him to commiserate, “Oh, Angel, I see you are so sad today; so angry today. 

I think you need a hug.”  

That worked, maybe not immediately, but soon. A little empathy, a hug and some quiet time 

with a favorite toy worked wonders. I acknowledged his pain and he was satisfied. 

Still, dealing with Angel was a challenge. The room reverberated with a different energy              

when he was present. He was a lightning-rod. Despite an element of danger, the other children                

sought him out—often with unwanted results. He was the alpha dog in the pack, the strongest,                
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the most powerful. He was, also, just a little boy confounded by emotions over which he had                 

little control. 

Despite his rages, and the energy I expended keeping Angel contained, I was fond of him 

and tried my best to help. I did it for Angel, of course, but there was a selfish side to this as well. 

When he was calm and controlled, the whole class ran like a well-oiled machine instead of a 

jalopy with hiccups and a propensity to backfire.  

Providing structure and positive reinforcers helped. And, although it is rarely verbalized,            

I’ve found that the caring factor has a transformative effect in the classroom. I cared. Still, all my                  

training and all my caring had not prepared me for the amazing, calming effect of soup.  

Angel loved soup. He ate it every day for lunch. Now, I’m not talking the hearty vegetable 

sort packed full of vitamins and minerals. I’m talking sodium-soaked ramen. Angel would eat no 

other. I learned to pick my battles, and the calming effect of that brew more than made up for its 

nutritional deficiencies. 

Occasionally, Angel’s mother ran out of the preferred fare creating a lunchtime drama of 

mega proportions. To head off any such future emergencies, I purchased a giant, family pack of 

ramen at the supermarket and kept it in a cupboard at school. I now had an endless supply of 

soup, but there was a problem. It needed to be cooked—my job. So, after handwashing, my 

classroom assistants settled the other students in their places, poking straws into leaky juice 

boxes and opening the packaging on cheese sticks and yogurt cups and a host of other goodies, 

all challenging for adults to open and impossible for children.  

During that time, Angel followed me around the kitchen like a puppy. He wanted to help. I 

shuddered. A hot stove, boiling soup and Angel—could that possibly be a good combination? 

Nevertheless, I decided to give it a try.  

The routine never varied. First, Angel carried a small, blue, preschool chair into the kitchen, 

placed it close to the stove, and stood on it. Right away, we were breaking the 

“no-standing-on-chairs” rule. Next, I put a pot on the stove and filled a measuring cup with 

water.  Angel poured the water into the pot. After turning on the burner, I opened the bag of 

noodles and removed the flavor packet. Angel dropped the noodles into the pan. I opened the 
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flavor packet; he shook it into the brew.  We took turns stirring until the mix started to boil, 

practicing our counting to make the time pass more quickly. Once bubbles formed, I let Angel 

push the timer button on the back of the stove…poke, poke, poke…until the timer read one 

minute and thirty seconds. At that point, he retired to the lunch table to lay out his sandwich, his 

juice and his fruit cup. Soup was on the way! The order never varied and we both came to 

appreciate the unwavering consistency of the task.  

As he stood next to that burner, spoon in hand, I sometimes wondered what my supervisor 

would say if she happened to surprise me, and my most unpredictable student, laboring together 

over a hot stove. It was intuition and my unwavering belief that “sometimes you have to take 

chances,” that put us there. In the six months that Angel and I cooked together, he was 

unfailingly cooperative. For ten minutes, every day, I was all his. For ten minutes, every day, he 

could absolutely predict what would happen and it was good. Cooking made a bad day bearable, 

and a great day even better. I never saw Angel more relaxed than when we were making soup. 

Soon other children wanted some. We made a double batch. Angel proudly passed out small 

portions to his classmates. He became the purveyor of desirable goods and—more 

importantly—a friend.  

Once everyone was eating, I read aloud about Thomas the train. Sometimes the stories 

featured Henry, sometimes Gordon, but that was as much variety as Angel allowed.  Soup and 

stories—a combination to soothe the savage beast.  

During my long career in teaching, I have been called upon to remediate a host of problem 

behaviors. There are things they teach you in school that help. Most of what works is learned on 

the job. Structure, positive reinforcement, picture schedules and social stories all help. But here’s 

my advice— when nothing else works, try soup. 
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BASIC RAMEN NOODLE RECIPE 

 

Prep time: Less than a minute 

Cook time: 2 minutes 

Serves 1 – 2. 

While the product packet says it serves 2, Angel considered it to be a serving of 1. 

 

Ingredients 

1 package ramen noodles: contains dry noodles and flavor packet 

 

Preparation 

Pour 2 cups of water into a  2-quart pot 

Break noodles in half over the pot and place them in water.  

Add flavor packet 

Bring water to boil and cook for 2 minutes.  

Carefully pour ramen into a serving bowl(s).  

 

Note: Angel preferred his Ramen with no embellishments. However, a healthier version can be 

made by halving the flavor packet and adding vegetables and cooked meat. Yesterday’s leftovers 

turn a ramen packet into a meal.  
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