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“And now,” said Jillian, “take my mother’s 
bicycle. She is grown up and doesn’t use it very 
much. Just keep heading for the church steeple 
and you will be there in no time.”

“Oh, thank you,” said the lady. “I might be 
late, but at least I will look okay.” She gave 
Jillian a hug and rode away on the bicycle.




