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Chapter Two
Generosity – a generous person is not stingy with their gifts of time, friendship, skills or money; who looks for opportunities to help someone in need; who is more concerned about another’s welfare than their own.

Memory Verse
“Give, and it will be given to you. A good measure, pressed down, shaken together and running over, will be poured into your lap. For with the measure you use, it will be measured to you.”  Luke 6:38
New International Version 
The Real First Prize
John was surprised…he REALLY felt good!  But not for the reasons he had expected.

You see, John had his heart set on this VERY cool mountain bike.  It was bright red and displayed in the window of Mr. Jones’ Cycle Wheels shop on Main Street.  Now this was a mouse-size bike, of course, but it was about the best looking bike John had ever seen.   Actually, it was a model of a full-size bike that Mr. Jones had donated as first prize in the annual skateboard contest to be held in just two more weeks.   John would head downtown most days and spend long minutes just staring at the bike sitting there in the window as if it was a gigantic hot fudge sundae.

Often John would find another little guy (okay, he was a mouse, too) looking at the bike.  After seeing him there a couple of times, John introduced himself.  “Hi, I’m John Mouse.  What’s your name?”

Slowly the new kid turned his head toward John and stammered out, “Oh, hi, I’m Philip.”

“Nice to meet you Philip.  Are you new in town? John asked.

“Yeah, we just moved here last month from Ohio and I’m learning my way around,” answered Philip.  John noticed that Philip was always sitting on a little, beat up 3-wheel scooter whenever he saw him.  Today was no exception.  The scooter looked like it was on its last legs.

“Want to get a soda down at the drug store?” John asked.

“Uh, no, thanks.  But I’m not really thirsty,” replied Philip.  “Thanks for asking me though.  I hope I’ll see you again,” Philip said over his shoulder as he peddled off down the street.

Nice kid, John thought, but a little weird!
Sure enough, the next day when John stopped by the bike store, there was that new kid sitting on his scooter.  The wheels look like they’re ready to fall off that thing.   “Hey Philip!  Still checking out that bike, huh?”
“Oh, you mean that red mountain bike?  I’m not really interested in that bike.”

“Boy, you could have fooled me.  You seem to spend as much time as I do drooling over that bike.  Sorry, but I’m going to win that in the County Skateboard Contest next week.  I hope you didn’t really have your heart set on buying that bike.”

“Oh no, I know that it’s not for sale.  I could never hope to win that bike anyway.  You see my legs don’t work so well,” stammered Philip.  “But I have to admit that it’s the coolest bike I’ve ever seen!  I’ll bet you win it!”

Now John knew that Philip wanted that bike but how could he ride it? he wondered.  “Philip, can I ask you a question?  I don’t mean to get personal but you told me that your legs don’t work too well so how could you ride that bike?—if you happened to own it, of course.”

“Well, I’d just put some of those soft tire side wheels (kind of like training wheels) and then I could ride it fine.  But, of course, that won’t happen because you’re going to win it,” exclaimed Philip.  “Besides, even if it was for sale, I could never afford it.”
John was thinking about that conversation with Philip one day and decided to talk to Mr. Jones.  He found him in the back of the shop working on a flat tire.  “Ah, excuse me, Mr. Jones.”

“Well, hello there, John.  What can I do for you?” Mr. Jones replied wiping his hands on an old blue rag as he turned to look down at John.  “Figured out how you’re going to win that red mountain bike yet?”

“That’s what I wanted to talk to you about, Mr. Jones.  You see, there’s this new kid in town that comes to see that bike every day, like I do.  You’ve probably seen him staring in the front window.”

“Do mean that little guy on that falling-apart 3-wheel scooter?  asked Mr. Jones.  “Funny, but I’ve never seen him step off that thing.”
“Yeah, he’s the one.  He’s really got his eye on that bike but he’s pretending like he doesn’t want it.  He said that he could put side wheels on it so that he could ride it but that he never could afford it anyway.  Would that be possible?  I mean putting side wheels on that bike?”
“I suppose that it would be possible.  But that is the only small mountain bike I have and it’s not for sale.  You see the bicycle company made that fully-operational model as a promotion for the new mountain bike they’re coming out with this year.  It really is one-of-a-kind!  I do have some other models but none of them are fully operational like that one in the window.  And it’s just your size, John!  I’m counting on you winning the skateboard contest at the County Fair this year and walking off with that prize.”

John was still thinking about that bike—and his conversation with Mr. Jones—when he got home that afternoon.  Mom was baking and the sweet smell of chocolate chip cookies greeted John as he pushed open the front door.  “Hey, Mom,” he called.

“Come on in the kitchen, John.  You’re just in time to lick the bowl.”

As John was swiping his fingers around the inside of Mom’s mixing bowl, he asked, “Mom, do you know a new family in town with a kid named Philip?  They moved from Ohio last month.”
“Yes, that would be the Riley family.  I met Philip’s mother in the checkout line at the market last week.  We had coffee afterwards and she told me all about her family.  Philip is her only child.  Why do you ask?”

“I just wondered.  I’ve seen Philip down at Mr. Jones’ bike shop and we’ve become friends—sort of.  Mom, I was wondering—is there something wrong with Philip?  I’ve never seen him off his 3-wheeled scooter and he told me that his legs don’t work so well.”
“Philip’s mother told me about him, John, and I believe that he is a very special boy.  Apparently, Philip had polio when he was very small and he nearly died.  But GOD spared him and his mother says he is the sweetest kid you can imagine.  He is her only child and very special to her.  Since they just have each other, they are very close.”

“What about Philip’s dad?” John asked.

“I got the feeling that he had walked out on them early in John’s illness.  I don’t think either of them have heard from him in several years. Mom replied.”

That explains why Philip said he could never afford that bike, John thought.
Over the next two weeks, John spent 3-4 hours a day practicing his skateboard tricks on the eight-foot vertical half-pipe course in City Park.  Now this was a full-sized skateboard park that at first looked to John like Mr. Everest.  He had gotten pretty used to the light-on-his-feet feeling when he pushed off the top rim and sped down the curved side toward the bottom and then back up again with decreasing force until his speed bled off and he reversed at the top; then immediately repeated the cycle.  But it took a while to get used to the drop—it was just awesome!  

He would stop by the bike shop as he skated to the park and again when he finished his workout.  He usually ran into Philip at least once a day just sitting on his scooter and peering in the window at that beautiful red mountain bike.  John didn’t tell Philip about the secret stunt he was planning and Philip never asked.  Most of the time he just sat there looking.
Finally, the day of the big contest arrived.  John was greeted with a clear sky and moderately warm temperature as he rushed out his front door and skated to the park.  It seemed like the whole town was headed toward City Park and John was glad he’d decided to go early.  It gave him a chance to warm up but he didn’t dare try his special stunt.  That would come at the end of his routine—if John had the confidence at that moment to try it.  You see, no one had ever attempted what John was about to do.  John knew that if he pulled off this stunt—and had a flawless program up to that point—he would be the grand champion.  
Soon the announcer was calling everyone to the skateboard course and the contestants to the warm up area.  John had never experienced butterflies like he had that day but yet he felt confident that if he did what he needed to do, he’d win.  Moving off to one side of the gaggle of helmeted skateboarders, John bowed his head and offered a simple prayer, “LORD, help me to do my best today.  I ask that you take away my fear.  I dedicate this contest to You.  Amen.”
With skateboard in hand, John climbed to the top platform where he could get a better view of the contestants.  His biggest rival was being announced as he eased his way to the front.  Just then, “Red” Blair pushed off and roared down the half-pipe, reversing at the bottom and completing a handstand as he floated up the backside.  The crowd roared their approval.  For the next 2 minutes, the crowd alternately oooed and aaahed through the rest of Red’s performance.  His score was the highest ever earned at the County Fair, a 9.9 out of 10.0!  Did John even have a chance?  “Jesus help me,” John whispered as his name was called as the final contestant.
Balanced on the rim of the half-pipe, John cinched his chin strap and pushed off!  Down he roared toward the valley gathering speed with each inch of fall.  He remembered to flex his knees at the bottom as he raced up the backside and then flew off the lip and into a double left-hand spin and then back down on his board while his right hand grabbed an edge and down he went back into the valley.  The crowd roared their approval—or so his parents told him afterward.  John couldn’t hear a thing.  He had blocked out the crowd and the noise.  He was in the “zone” and all that mattered was that half-pipe and his skateboard.  Back up and down he went as he completed the mandatory stunts without a flaw.  As he reversed on top that last time, he was still unsure that he could pull off the final stunt—but he was determined to try!
He had positioned himself on the far right end of the half-pipe on his last cycle to give himself maximum speed for what came next.  John reversed on top and came roaring down the pipe at a 45 degree angle.  Just then a photographer from the city paper snapped a picture and the flash momentarily blinded John but he continued on his head-long charge as he screamed up the backside and flexed his knees for his reversal.  Letting his board fly off the top rim, John reached back directly over his head with both of his hands and grabbed for his tail.  With a tight grip on his appendage, John began spinning in space like a tea cup, end-over-end.  If he timed it just right, he would land back on his skateboard.  If he didn’t—well you can guess what would happen.  John saw the rim once, twice, and three times as his feet landed on the skateboard with a thud and his knees absorbed the shock!  The roar that went up from the crowd broke through John’s concentration and he couldn’t help but grin.  He knew he’d won!

He’d done it!  No one had ever pulled off a triple flip before.  Jumping off his skateboard on the top rim, a reporter from the city paper shouted, “Hey, John, what do you call that last stunt?  It was awesome!”
“I don’t really have a name for it.  It’s just a triple flip,” John replied as he unstrapped his helmet.  “Maybe I’ll call it a ‘Triple Mouse Axel’.”

All eyes were on the scoreboard as the announcer called, “The judges have their scores in for John Mouse, and it’s…….10.0!!!”  He’d done it, he’d won!  John was jumping and high-fiveing everyone in sight.  Just then, he noticed a little guy on a 3-wheeled scooter who’d pushed his way to the front of the crowd below the half-pipe.  He was waving like crazy and shouting John’s name.  It was Philip.  John waved back and just then a thought came to him.  No, that’s crazy.  Well…maybe not.
The Mayor called the contestants to the stage and announced the third place winner, Jimmy Barnes.  The crowd politely cheered as he was handed his trophy.  Next came Red Blair and his second place trophy.  Again, the crowd politely applauded and cheered as Red accepted his award.
“And now, the winner of this year’s skateboard competition and our new Grand Champion with a perfect score of 10.0—John Mouse!”

The crowd just went crazy as John walked to the center of the stage while Mr. Jones wheeled out the most beautiful red mountain bike you’ve ever seen, wrapped in a gigantic blue ribbon.  As John touched that prize that he had longed for over these past several months, somehow it didn’t seem all that important now.  Thank you Jesus, but is this all there is?  No, there’s more, much more.
John waved to the crowd, thanked the Mayor and Mr. Jones, and pushed the bike off the stage toward his waiting family.  As they gathered around, slapping him on the back, John scanned the crowd for that 3-wheeled bike.  There he is!  “Hey, Philip, come on over.”

As Philip pushed his way toward the Mouse family, John made a decision—actually the decision was made a long time ago, John just didn’t realize it until now.  “Philip, come on over and get your bike,” John called as he came scooting up on his 3-wheeler.  At that, every head in the Mouse family turned toward John.  But Mom just smiled.  Had she known even before I did?
As Philip broke through the last line of well-wishers, John said, “Here, get on this bike, Philip.  I think it’s just about your size.”

The look of disbelief on Philip’s face is hard to describe.  Let me just say that he looked like someone had just told him that he was actually an elephant instead of a mouse!  “I don’t understand, John?  You just won that bike and I know how much it means to you.”
“You know what, it doesn’t mean that much to me now.  And besides, I want you to have it.  Mr. Jones said that he could fit some side wheels that would make it easier for you to ride—just in case you might need them.”

Well, the smile that lit up Philip’s face could have powered the whole town!  There was only one person who was happier than Philip that day—you guessed it—John Mouse.  He learned that true happiness does not come from having but from giving.  And besides, there was always next year!
Dig Deeper
1. Is it more satisfying to win a special prize or give away something that will delight someone else?

2. How did John calm his nervousness and overcome his fear during the contest?

3. Why was John’s mom not surprised when he presented the bike to Philip?
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