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Yeah, he argued with
himself, but who wanted to do
anything nice for Gary after today!
Besides Gary would think he was
doing it because he was scared.
He continued turning things over
in his mind. If he could only get
Tom to admit in front of Gary that
the gears had been broken long
ago. That wouldn’t make Gary any
friendlier, but it would prove a
point. '

At last, little by little a
plan began to form. A plan that
would put Gary in his place. It
would show him that Philip wasn’t
going to be bullied by him, but it
would be an offer of friendship
too.

The next Sunday Philip
knew that if he went right over
after breakfast, Gary and Tom
would both be home. As he parked
his bike against the fence, Philip

noticed Tom’s bike with the
broken gears parked close by.
Philip’s heart was

pounding, but he was determined
to go through with his plan. He
rang the front door bell. Gary
answered the door. He looked
surprised to see Philip. “May I
speak with Tom, please?” Philip
said quickly, taking advantage of
Gary’s surprise.

“Tom!” Gary called over
his shoulder, responding
automatically. Then he growled
suspiciously, “What do you want
to talk to Tom for?” But Tom
came to the door before Philip
could reply.

Philip led Tom out to the
driveway, telling him he wanted to

show him something. Gary
followed, looking even more
suspicious. “How long have the

gears been broken on your bike?”
Philip asked Tom, walking over to
it.
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“Wait a minute,” Gary
interrupted, looking
uncomfortable, “you broke . . ..”

Philip stepped in front of
Gary. Inwardly he was quaking,
but he spoke firmly. “I came to
talk to Tom.”

“Yeah,” said Tom, looking
annoyed at  his  brother’s
interruption.

Gary stopped abruptly. He
looked puzzled.

Tom began to flick the
loose gear shift back and forth.
“This has been broken since last
summer,” he said, “Why?”

“Well, Gary seems to
think T broke it last week when he
raced out of the driveway and we
collided,” Philip answered.

“I didn’t say that,” Gary
protested, “I mean [ . . .” his voice
faded.

“Are you throwing your
weight around again?” Tom said,
turning to Gary. “You know that
gear shift has been broken for
months. What are you trying to
pull?” Tom grew angrier as he
spoke. “And how come you went
racing out into the street on my
bike without looking? You’re
lucky it was only Philip you
crashed into. Keep your hands off
my bike from now on. The way
you ride, it will be no good to
anyone. Don’t ride it again. Do
you hear?”

Gary wilted under his
brother’s words. Philip almost felt
sorry for him. He didn’t look like
much of a bully now.

Tom continued, turning to
Philip, “Don’t take any notice of
him, kid. You didn’t break those
gears,” and he strode back into the
house.

Gary was silent for a
moment. The he scowled “Thanks
a lot!” he said glumly. “There goes
my transportation.”
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“Don’t worry about that,”
Philip said, and he paused. He had
to force himself to continue, but he
had to do it if he really wanted to
make his plan work. He took a
deep breath. “You can borrow my
bike,” He finished. There! It was
out.

Gary looked at him in
amazement. “You’re kidding!”

“No, I’m not. [ mean it.”
Philip replied, feeling better about
it now that he’s said it.

“You mean, after what [
did to you, you’d let me borrow
your bike?”

“If you promise to take
care of it.”

Gary’s face lit up and he
walked over to Philip’s ten-speed.
He ran his hands over the handle
bars and patted the seat.

“Hey, I misjudged you,”
he said softly. “You’re okay. Look
—I’m sorry for the way. . . “

“Forget it,” Philip replied.

“Ill be careful,” Gary
promised. “I never had a bike as
nice as this one,” he added
wistfully.

Philip watched Gary’s face
as he tried the bike out for size.
Maybe, if I got to know Gary
better, he thought, I might even
learn to like him.

Love your enemies. Do
good to them which hate you.
Luke 6:27.

Father, when others are
mean to me, give me the courage
to stand up for what I know is
right. Help me to love even those
who would make my life miserable.
Help me to love the way you love
us.





















