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As Jason Nesmith left the front entrance of Nesmith's, one of the city's oldest department stores, he noticed two things. The first was the dimming of the evening as the sun departed to be replaced by twilight. Going to have to quit working so late, he thought to himself as he stepped onto the sidewalk. Just as soon as the holiday rush was over, Jason planned to take a vacation.

He turned in the direction of his black Mercedes, parked against the curb near the front of the store. He thought about stopping for chicken on the way home, but knew his housekeeper would have left a meal for one in the large refrigerator.

That's when he noticed the second thing. A little girl and a woman sat on the bench for the bus stop, less than ten feet from his car. Jason's eyes couldn't help but appreciate the beauty of the russet shade of the mother's hair.

Upon closer inspection, he noticed the child had the same shade, but in a cascade of ringlets. She couldn't be more than six, but the faded coat she wore was obviously meant for an older child. It had been torn and mended a number of times.

Jason knew quite a bit about clothes, and he mentally tallied what the mother and daughter wore to equal less than an outfit sold in his store. He found himself wondering why they were in this part of town, when they obviously weren't shopping these trendy boutiques. Inadvertently, as Jason drew nearer his car, the child answered his question. 

"We won’t have to leave our house if that store hires you, will we, Mommy?"

There was a note of weariness underneath the forced cheerfulness in the mother’s tone. "No, we won't, Katie."

Judging from the downward set of the woman's shoulders, she didn't hold much optimism for being hired. Jason felt the urge to do something for her, but then wondered why. He wasn't the philanthropic type—never had been. He liked earning money, and he liked keeping his money. He gave to charities, but in an anonymous way. He wasn't one to interact with the recipients face-to-face.

Before he could decide whether to act on his uncharacteristic impulse, a limousine pulled up to the curb, near the bus stop. Another woman and her child, dressed vastly different from the two on the bench, walked out of Nesmith's. The woman was forcibly dragging the black-haired child with pouty lips and glaring green eyes. "Come along, Lydia."

"No! I want that bear. I want that teddy bear right now!" To emphasize her point, the child stamped her foot—encased in a pair of boots that could easily have cost a thousand dollars—into a puddle of melted snow, sending slush spraying over her mother's velvet pumps.

"Look what you've done to my shoes." There was a furious set to the woman's lips as she renewed her efforts to drag the child to the waiting limousine. Jason stepped out of their path as they marched by.

"That bear," the child wailed.

"You have a lovely doll in the car." 

The mother got Lydia to the open door of the limousine and reached in to scoop up an elegantly attired doll, wearing ice-blue French silk. The hair was the same shade of black as the child's, and Jason was willing to bet it had come from the head of a person.

Lydia tossed the doll on the ground as soon as her mother thrust it into her hands. "I don't want this ugly old thing."

Jason saw the little girl from the bus stop hop up from the bench and scurry forward. She bent down and picked up the doll with exquisite care. "Please, can I have it?"

Lydia and her mother both turned their eyes on Katie, as Katie's mother hurried forward. Jason could easily read the disgust on the rich woman’s face.

"No, that's my doll." Lydia yanked it out of the girl's arms. "Look what she did, Mother. She broke the face."

The mother seemed to have forgotten Lydia's tantrum. She pulled her daughter against her, murmuring soothing words. "My poor angel." She glared at Katie's mother. "You should control your child."
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