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I had offered to watch my 3-year-old daughter, Armanda, so that my wife could go out
with a friend. I was getting some work done while Armanda appeared to be having a good
time in the other room. No problem I figured. But then it got a little too quiet and 1
out, “What are you doing, Armanda?” No response. | repeated my question and heard her

"

say, “Oh... nothing.” “Nothing? What does ‘nothing’ mean?” I got up from my desk and
ran out into the living room, pon I saw her take off down the hall. I chased her up the
stairs and watched her as her little behind made a hard left into the bedroom. 1 was gaining
on her! She took off for the bathroom. Bad move. I had her comered. I told her to turn
around. She refused. I pulled out my big, mean 1.~ Daddy voice, “Young lady, I
said turn around!”

Slowly, she turned toward me. In her hand was what was left of my wife’s new lipstick.
And every square inch of her face was covered with bright red (except her lips of course )!

As she looked up at me with fearful eyes, lips trembling, I heard every voice that had
been shouted to me as a child. “How could you... you should know better than that... how
many times have you been told... what a bad thing to do...” It was just a matter of picking out
which old message [ was going to use on her so that she would know what a bad girl she had
been. But before I could let loose, I looked down at the It my wife had put on her
only an hour before. In big letters it said, “I'M A PERFECT LITTLE ANGEL!” I looked
back into her tearful eyes and instead of seeing a bad girl who didn’t listen, I saw a child of
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God... a perfect little angel full of worth, value and a wonderful that I had come
dangerously close to slamming out of her.

“Sweetheart, you look beautiful! Let’s take a picture, so Mommy can see how special
you look.” I took the picture and thanked God that I didn’t miss the opportunity to

what a perfect little angel he had given me,
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1. I've heard so much about you from Mr. Karl.
BELNFREEBETRTHBREBR,

2. How is the progress? T {k 3t & 4057

3. How is your last deal? ERBELEBE L T2

4. It has been quite a while, hasn’tit? R ERRAT , REG?

5. I'd like to get to the point first. BTEEREFIL,
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I will never forget what my old headmaster told me. Normally when you are only 15
years of age you do not remember most of the things that are preached by your teachers.
But, this particular story is one such lesson that I will never forget. Every time I drift off
course, I get reminded of this story.

It was a normal Monday morning at an lv, and he was addressing the students
on important things in life and about story went.

An old man lived in a certain part of London, and he would wake up every morning
and go to the subway. He would get the train right to central London, and then sit at the
street corner and beg. He would do this every single day of his life. He sat at the same street
corner and begged for almost 20 years.

His house was filthy, and a stench came out of the house and it smelled horribly. The
neighbors could not stand the smell anymore, so they summoncd the police officers to clear
the place. The officers knocked down the door and cleaned the house. There were small bags
of money all over the house that he had collected over the years.

The police counted the money, and they soon realized that the old man was a million-
aire. They waited outside his house in anticipation to share the good news with him. When
he arrived home that evening, he was met by one of the officers who told him that there was
no need for him to beg any more as he was a rich man now, a millionaire.

He said nothing at all; he went into his house and locked the door. The next morning he
woke up as usual, went to the subway, got into the train, and sat at the street corner and
continued to beg.

We learn nothing from the story other than staying focused on the things we enjoy do-
ing, commitment.

We should remain true to our course; which may mean committing yourselves to things
that people around you would normally disapprove. Let nothing Jistract us from being
happy; let nothing else determine our fate, but ourselves.

What makes us happy is what matters in the end, not what we acquire.
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1. We will be expecting you at our conference room at three o'clock.
BIBREXAATHIWNEEFE,

2. So will you have someone else in charge attend?
BT DU BB AR B8 1Y B Ath 51 ST A A LR RNE?

3. I'4 like to make an appointment to meet you at your convenience next week.
BETENSHENREMNELE,

4. | have some very important business to talk about.
BAEEENERRK,

5. I'4 like to meet you to talk about your offer for PCs.
BREMEREREX T TABBRNITE,

6. Could 1 visit you sometime this week? | could show you what we have.
BXNTNBRPTUEFHEG? BRAEBNB— TRNO~ M,

BRMREIAFSYGFT 2L FACHBET —RIEZREALRGTHR, 2
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There was once a farmer who worked very hard on his

i, His apple, pear and
cherry trees grew big and strong and they bore large, |

fruit. The farmer made a lot of



money selling the fruit from his orchard and he became a rich man.

Years passed and the farmer grew old. He became too old and weak to work in his or-
chard. He soon became very sick. As he lay dying, he called his three sons to his bedside.

The farmer’s three sons were lazy fellows. They had not helped out in the orchard at all.
When their father called for them, they came 0011y, thinking that he was going to divide
his property among them.

“My dear sons, " said the farmer. “I am going to die soon. All I have is in the orchard.
Look for the treasure there, I've huricd it there. It is between two trees.”

“Where is it exactly, Father?” asked the eldest son.

“I can’t remember the exact place,” the old man answered weakly. “All I can remem-
ber is that it is somewhere there between two of the trees. But it is not too close to the roots
of the trees. Dig deeply around the trees and you are sure to find it.”

A few days later, the old farmer died. After their father’s funeral, the three brothers de-
cided to go and look for the treasure. They set out to the orchard carrying hoes, spades,
ploughs and shovels. They wanted to search for the treasure at once.

“Remember what Father said about the treasure,” The eldest brother said. “It is be-
tween two trees but not too close to the roots. So, don’t waste time digging close to the
trees.”

The three sons set to work at once. They each began to dig up the soil between two
trees. They did not find any treasure. The next day they went into the orchard again and car-
ried on digging. It took them several months to dig up the whole orchard and they had not
found a single gold coin.

However, all that digging had helped to |00-c11 the soil. The trees grew well and there
was plenty of fruit on all the trees. The apples, pears and cherries were large and juicy.

One day when they were in the orchard, the youngest brother said, “Look at the fruit on
the trees. They are all ripe and ready to be plucked.”

“Yes, we should get the workers to pluck them at once,” added the second brother.

“T'll tell them to do it at once, ” said the eldest one. “When all the apples, pears and
cherries have been plucked, I'll take them to the market to be sold.”

“Good idea! At least we can earn some money.” the second brother said.

“Father must be mistaken. There is no treasure buried here at all.”

The eldest son looked around the orchard. Then he turned to his brothers and said,



