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Let me preface my story by repeating some ludicrous advice my mom gave me when |
was a little girl: “Someday you will see a man across the room and you will know he is the
good one.”

Well, I'd made it to my mid-30’s without getting remotely close to finding “the one”,
let alone in a casual glance across the room. Instead, I spent too many years in relationships
with the wrong men. Then, just before the millcnniuni, a new job and a desire to be nearer
to my sister prompted a move from Chicago to Houston. With all this “clean start” symbol-
ism, I resolved never again to date any man who was not marriage material. This meant [
went on very few first dates and even fewer second ones.

One night I joined a group of friends—all of them coupled, most of them illmatched—at
a popular Houston restaurant. They were giving me grief about not dating. “You should just
do it for the heck of it, ” they said.

“Why should I waste my time and their money if I know I am not interested? " I re-
sponded. “If I meet a guy who’s my type, 1 will go.”

They persisted. “Fine, what’s your type?”

I had been watching a guy across the room (score for mom) who reminded me of my
dad: big, well dressed and telling stories with hands flailing in the air, much to the delight
of his dinner companions, all men in suits and presumably his business associates, I point-

ed. “Him,” I told my friends. “I'd go out with him.”
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“Well, go to introduce yourself,” they urged.
I would not do such a thing, I informed them.

“But what if you never see him again?” They asked.

“Then I will meet someone else,” I said, with impcccable logic. “I'm simply showing
you my type.”
My friends would have none of it. 1uskimasicr Emily suddenly strode across the room

and tapped Mr. Right on the shoulder. “Are you gay?” she asked.
“Uh, no,” he said, a bit warily.
“Are you married?” Emily continued.
“No,” he said, amused now.
“Good, ” she said. “That blonde over there,” pointing to me while my face turned red
as a beet, “wants to meet you.”
“Cool,” he replied and walked straight to our table, pulled up a spare chair and stuck

out his hand. “Hi, I'm Rick.”

A year after I spotted him across the room, Rick proposed. Six months later, we were
married. At our rchearsal dinner, Rick regaled the guest with the stout of how we met—his
version, which had me knocking over chairs, crawling over tables and body-slamming
waiters to introduce myself.

We will soon celebrate our third wedding anniversary and are planning to have chil-
dren—we already have a chocolate Labrador. My mom claims the pooch will trigger my
maternal instincts and help me get pregnant.

But then what does she know?
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preface ['prefis ] v. ¥A----- 4 ludicrous ['lju:dikras] adj. & #% &4
millennium [mi'leniam] n. & 4
impeccable [im'pekabl] adj. IR FL#Y ; & A & 549

taskmaster [ 'taiskimaisto] n. T & rehearsal [ri'ho:sal] n. #Ei%

1. A good body lanquage will make you look fresh as a daisy.
REFNESLRBRERBEHRIBH,
2. A deliberate, vigorous motion or gesture expresses confidence.
— MABN B NNSHERFERIE A EHMS,
3. We also use body lanquage to communicate.
BN BREESHTRR,
4. We often express emotions through a facial expression.
HEH B A RRERTARE,
5. The face or facial expression of a person is diversified, it helps express emotions.
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The Legend about the Rose
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People have been passionatc about roses since the beginning of time. In fact, it is said
that the floors of Cleopatra’s palace were carpeted with delicate rose petals, and that the
wise and knowing Confucius had a 600-book library specifically on how to care for roses.

The rose is a legend on its own. The story goes that during the Roman Empire, there
was an incredibly beautiful maiden named Rhodanthe. Her beauty drew many calous suit-
ors who pursued her relentlessly. Exhausted by their pursuit, Rhodanthe was forced to take
refuge from her suitors in the temple of her friend Diana. Unfortunately, Diana became jeal-
ous. And when the suitors broke down her temple gates to get near their beloved Rhodanthe,
she became angry turning Rhodanthe into a rose and her suitors into thoris.

In Greek legend, the rose was created by Chloris, the Greek goddess of flowers. It was
just a lifeless seed of a nyniph that Chloris found one day in a clearing in the woods. She
asked the help of Aphrodite, the goddess of love, who gave her beauty Dionysus, the god
of wine, added ncciar to give her a sweet scent, and the three graces gave her charm,
brightness and joy. Then Zephyr, the west wind, blew away the clouds so that Apollo, the
sun god, could shine and made this flower bloom. And so the rose was born and was imme-

diately crowned the Queen of Flowers.
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passionate ['paefonit ] adj. #H#) maiden ['meidon] n. ¥ %
zealous ['zelos] adj. s 8, #AE# thorn [@om] n. &1 [AL] 3 #k

nymph [nimf] n. 4% ; B T hAkkiFeak
nectar ['mekto] n. [#] % ; HE
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1. What kind of vacancies do you have? #1117 BB L BR fiz 2= R »

2. How many positions are you filling at the time? {RITX X B B %D AR?

3. 1am calling to see if you are hiring at this time.
BITHERE N — TRINAAELEERE,

4. I've come to apply for the position as an office clerk.
BRXNEAMAEZERA RN,

5. I would like to know if that position is still available.
FBMEBNRUZEER R,
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She was not beautiful; nothing about her was cxiraordinary, nothing about her made
her stand out in a crowd. She grew up in a family of six. As the eldest, she learnt responsi-
bility at an early age. As she grew stronger, and brighter, she instilled a sort of light cheer to
whomever she met.

She was not beautiful, but she made others feel beautiful about themselves. She met a
rebel boy who thought he was all man. Befriending him, she taught him how to read, a little
boost the man needed to go to college. They became friends fast and she fell fast in love
with her rugged, handsome student. The “man” then found himself in a dilcmna. He soon
found himself in love with a girl, a girl so beautiful. Her hair was a halo of light around her,
her eyes the bluest blue of ocean. Like an angel he told his tutor, like a beautiful angel. The
girl swallowed a lump at her throat.

She was not beautiful, she did not possess the heart of the one she loved, but she did
not care. As long as he was happy, she would be or so she tried to. She helped him write the
most beautiful letter to his angel, all the time cnvisioning that it was she herself receiving
those very letters. And so the girl helped him choose the right words, and the right gifts for
his angel. His angel brought him much joy, and much pain to the girl who cried behind her
smiles, but that never stopped her from giving more than she would ever receive.

Then one day, all hell broke loose. The angel he loved left him for another man, a
richer, more successful man. The boy was stunned; he was so hurt and did not speak for
days. The girl went to him, he cried on her shoulder and she cried with him. He hurt and so
did she.

Time went by, and so the wounds healed. The boy realized something about his
friend/tutor he never realized before. How her laughter sounded hcavenly, or how her smiles
brightened up the darkest days, or simply how beautiful, yes beautiful she looked to him!

Beautiful. This plain, simple girl was beautiful to him. And he began to fall, fall so
deeply in love with this beautiful girl.

On one day, he picked up all his courage to see her. He walked to her house, nervous
and fidgeting. Running his thoughts over and over in his head, he was going to tell her how
beautiful she was to him, he was going to tell her how wonderfully in love he was with her.

He knocked, no one was home.
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The next day he found out, the beautiful girl he fell in love with had brain uncurysm
that put her into a coma. The doctors were grim and the family decided to let her go.

One final time he got to see her. He held her hand, he stroked her hair, and he cried for
this beautiful girl. He cried for he would never see her smile, or hear her speak his name. He
cried, but it was too late.

The beautiful girl was buried and the heavens broke out in a beautiful spring shower, a
cry for their loss. She was the most beautiful girl in the world.

Look around you. Aren’t there a lot of plain faces? Take a good look, a real good look

or you might miss out on that beautiful person, forever.
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