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“Oh, look at those two poor children over there. I’m so glad we can afford clothes that are in 

style. C’mon, I don’t want to play here by them. Let’s go over there.” Then the two well-dressed girls 

walked to the far end of the park and began to play with their frisbee. 

Julie and her little brother Jason sat on the park bench and stared at each other with wide eyes. 

“Did you hear that?” exclaimed Julie. “They were talking about us!” And with that Julie and 

Jason looked down at their clothes. 

“Yea,” replied Jason, “I didn’t think we looked that bad.” 

Indignation welled up within Julie and she let the anger spill over as she said, “Well we don't 

look that bad, our clothes are just fine. Who do they think they are?” 

“Yea, who do they think they are,” repeated Jason as he crossed his arms in confirmation. 

Julie and Jason tried to play on the swings awhile, but after the incident with the snobbish girls, 

their heart wasn’t in it. 

“We might as well go home,” suggested Julie. Jason agreed. 

They walked through the park and were crossing the first street when they heard a scream up 

ahead. Quickly they ran to see what had happened. 

“She’s one of those girls!” whispered Jason as they came closer to a girl moaning by the 

sidewalk. A bike lay beside her. 

“I don’t know what happened,” the girl sobbed. “All of a sudden I fell.” 

“Are you badly hurt?” asked Julie. 

“I-I don’t think so. My knee and elbow are pretty skinned up though.” 

“Here, let me help you up. There, I think you’ll be okay. Looks like your bike is okay, too,” 

Julie said. 

“Thank you,” the girl managed to reply. Slowly she mounted her bike and rode away. 

“Why did you help her?” Jason asked Julie in amazement. 

Julie shrugged, “I didn’t really want to, but I knew I should.” Then she said more cheerfully 

than she had sounded all afternoon, “Let’s go home.” As they continued to walk she even forgot to stay 

angry at the two well-dressed girls. 

Love had won. 
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