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Hi! My name is Emily Joy. My friends call me Em and sometimes Emil which I don't mind 

because they're my friends. Now that I am fifteen and full of energy, I pay attention to what people 

do, what they wear and especially what they say about me. That's why I want to relate to you what 

Bruce called my friends and me three awful days back. 

I was excitedly talking to Marybeth and Sue, my girlfriends, near the baseball backstop 

when brown haired Bruce pointed his shiny new baseball bat at us and shouted, “You girls talk 

too much! I can't concentrate, so be quiet!" 

Marybeth looked at me with amazement and then we both began to giggle which made us 

laugh even more forcefully. Thin six foot Bruce is a good second base player but he is a very poor 

batter, which is what made us laugh. I know now that we shouldn't have laughed at Bruce, because 

he was trying to improve his batting and we were mocking his efforts. Probably nothing beyond 

this would have happened, but Sue couldn't resist teasing Bruce in a mocking way. 

 “What you need is a canoe paddle and a softball so you can hit something, Mr. Homerun 

King!" she said with both hands on her hips and her blond colored head tilted to one side. 

Well that did it for us because Bruce became furious after that. I knew Sue's words hurt 

deeply and I wished she hadn't said them, but by then it was too late. Bruce whipped the bat against 

the backstop and marched over to us swiftly with his hands clenched. He stopped in front of Sue, 

pointed his long skinny finger at her face, and shouted, "Big nose!" 

Next he pointed to Marybeth, sneered and laughed, “Scar face!” Frozen with anger and 

fear, I heard him call me, "Frog face!" 

As we watched the triumphant back of Bruce move away from us, the three of us reacted 

in different ways. Sue laughed out loud. Marybeth began to cry and I boiled inside. You know the 

saying, "Sticks and stones may break my bones but names will never hurt me," just isn't true. I 

know because we spent half our lunch period quieting Marybeth who bawled so that her eyes 

turned red and puffy. 

She kept saying, “Don't look at me, I'm ugly! My scar makes me ugly!” 

We tried to comfort Marybeth with words like, “He didn't mean it. You're beautiful! 

Nobody notices your scar," but sometimes this made her cry all over again. It was while this 

was happening that I decided Bruce was going to pay for his mean words to all of us. 

I knew that our plotting of a way to get back at Bruce was wrong and against all that 

our parents and teachers taught us, but I was angry, uncontrollably angry. 

The next day our plan worked perfectly. Bruce came over and started talking to us in 

a haughty way, making fun of our names again. Sue and Marybeth moved carefully on each 

side of unsuspecting Bruce, while I remained in front of him receiving his fusillade of insults. 

He started to say, "Well Frog Face did you catch any bu...” but before he could blurt 
out the word 'bugs' Sue slammed a stinking green mess in his face. The smell was nauseating. I 
can still see Bruce standing there, his mouth hanging open, looking at the flattened dead frog in 
Sue's hand. 

You would have expected us to have gotten into a lot of trouble, but we didn't. Bruce's 

friends told him he got what he deserved for speaking nasty to us. I wasn't happy about this 

and in fact I felt worse inside than I had before. My conscience bothered me about our terrible 

deed of vengeance and how deeply hurt inside Bruce must have been. 



While we stood outside with our girlfriends the next day before school, Bruce came over 

to Sue and me with downcast eyes. 

He said quietly, "I want to say I'm sorry for calling you those bad names yesterday. I 

know Marybeth is hurt and you too, and I'm real sorry. Wil. . . will you forgive me Sue and 

Emily?" 

The dead silence was broken by my whispered, “Yes" and Sue's relieving, “You're forgiven 

Bruce.” 

“Good," he said with a smile on his face, “What a relief!" 

I knew that his repentance wasn't enough, so before he managed to get too far away I said, 

“Bruce!" 

“Yes. Emily?” 

"We're sorry too. Will you forgive us?" 

“Oh yes! Thanks.” 

I know that this may not sound important to you but I'm glad we cared enough for each 

other to ask for forgiveness. Now we can go on being friends. Amicos habere gratum est. 

The idea of writing about Emily and her friends, suggested itself to me as I thought about 

the importance of a person's name. I portrayed Emily as a caring young person who becomes 

incensed and deeply hurt when Bruce calls her and her friends by derogatory names. This happens 

in real life and many times we go home from school having been the object of a classmate's 

belittling remark. 

The bold vengeance that the three girls seek is often the first reaction we have against 

our good name being mocked by others. Although Bruce's friends say he deserved the frog in 

the face, we would not have reacted this way openly. However, we often use another terrible 

tactic and that is talking behind the person's back, both of which are wrong and lead to worse 

sins. 

Usually you would expect Bruce to retaliate, but I didn't allow that to happen because I 

wanted to show you the benefit of accepting an apology and also asking forgiveness yourself. The 

question is now what will you do in a similar circumstance? 

What does God say you should do as one of His children? 

He says in Ephesians 4:29-32, “Let no corrupt communication proceed out of your mouth, 

but that which is good to the use of edifying, that it may minister grace unto the hearers. And 

grieve not the holy Spirit of God, whereby ye are sealed unto the day of redemption. Let all 

bitterness, and wrath, and anger, and clamor, and evil speaking, be put away from you, with all 

malice: and be ye kind one to another, tenderhearted, forgiving one another, even as God for 

Christ's sake hath forgiven you." And also in Colossians He says, verses 8-10 and 12-13, "But now 

ye also put off all these; anger, wrath, malice, blasphemy, filthy communication out of your mouth. 

Lie not one to another, seeing that ye put off the old man with his deeds; and have put on the new 

man, which is renewed in knowledge after the image of him that created him. Put on therefore, as 

the elect of God, holy and beloved, bowels of mercies, kindness, humbleness of mind, meekness, 

longsuffering; forbearing one another, if any man have a quarrel against any: even as Christ 

forgave you, so also do ye”. 
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