4 wives

There was a rich merchant who had 4 wives. He loved the 4th wife the most and adorned her with rich robes and treated her to delicacies. He took great care of her and gave her nothing but the best. 

He also loved the 3rd wife very much. He's very proud of her and always wanted to show her off to his friends. However, the merchant is always in great fear that she might run away with some other men. 

He too, loved his 2nd wife. She is a very considerate person, always patient and in fact is the merchant's confidante. Whenever the merchant faced some problems, he always turned to his 2nd wife and she would always help him out and tide him through difficult times. 

Now, the merchant's 1st wife is a very loyal partner and has made great contributions in maintaining his wealth and business as well as taking care of the household. However, the merchant did not love the first wife and although she loved him deeply, he hardly took notice of her. 

One day, the merchant fell ill. Before long, he knew that he was going to die soon. He thought of his luxurious life and told himself, "Now I have 4 wives with me. But when I die, I'll be alone. How lonely I'll be!" 

Thus, he asked the 4th wife, "I loved you most, endowed you with the finest clothing and showered great care over you. Now that I'm dying, will you follow me and keep me company?" "No way!" replied the 4th wife and she walked away without another word. 

The answer cut like a sharp knife right into the merchant's heart. The sad merchant then asked the 3rd wife, "I have loved you so much for all my life. Now that I'm dying, will you follow me and keep me company?" "No!" replied the 3rd wife. "Life is so good over here! I'm going to remarry when you die!" The merchant's heart sank and turned cold. 

He then asked the 2nd wife, "I always turned to you for help and you've always helped me out. Now I need your help again. When I die, will you follow me and keep me company?" "I'm sorry, I can't help you out this time!" replied the 2nd wife. "At the very most, I can only send you to your grave." The answer came like a bolt of thunder and the merchant was devastated. 

Then a voice called out: "I'll leave with you. I'll follow you no matter where you go." The merchant looked up and there was his first wife. She was so skinny, almost like she suffered from malnutrition. Greatly grieved, the merchant said, "I should have taken much better care of you while I could have!" 

First Impressions

Within the first three seconds of a new encounter, you are evaluated… even if it is just a glance. 

People appraise your visual and behavioral appearance from head to toe. They observe your demeanor, mannerisms, and body language and even assess your grooming and accessories – watch, handbag, briefcase. Within only three seconds, you make an indelible impression. You may intrigue some and disenchant others. 

This first impression process occurs in every new situation. Within the first few seconds, people pass judgment on you – looking for common surface clues. Once the first impression is made, it is virtually irreversible.

It is human nature to constantly make these appraisals, in business and social environments. You may hardly have said a word, however once this three-second evaluation is over, the content of your speech will not change it. When you make the best possible first impression, you have your audience in the palm of your hand. When you make a poor first impression, you lose your audience’s attention, no matter how hard you scramble to recover it. 

You can learn to make a positive and lasting first impression, modify it to suit any situation, and come out a winner. Doing so requires you to assess and identify your personality, physical appearance, lifestyle and goals. Those who do will have the advantage. 

Success comes to those with integrity, those that are resourceful, and those that make a fabulous impression!

How to Stay Positive When It Feels Like Your Life is Falling Apart

I was recently asked the following question about how to stay positive in a rough situation.  The question was, "I am doing everything I can to remain positive but it seems like my personal life is becoming harder and harder every day. I know it's important to focus on the positive and not the negative so what should I do to keep thinking positive thoughts?” 

Here are several actions you can take to stay positive when it feels like your life is falling apart: 
1. Be Grateful
Even if it seems everything is going wrong, there are things that are going right.  Every day, write down all the things you are grateful for having happened to you today.  Be descriptive of each item.  Feel the joy those things bring you.  Even if it's something really small, be grateful for it. This will help you stay focused on the positive. 

2. Look for the Silver Linings
Sometimes events that initially look bad turn out to be really good things in the end.  Every black cloud has a silver lining.  Maybe you need to look for a new job because your company is downsizing.  This is an opportunity for you to find that job that you really want to do, or pursue a lifelong dream, or even just take some time off to enjoy life before going back to find another job.  By looking for the silver lining, then bad things can actually become really good things. 

3. Often the Greatest Doubts Occur Just Before a Breakthrough
If you can think of your difficulties as being necessary to make a breakthrough to the new life you want to lead, it will make it easier.  You're breaking free of your old life on the way to your new, more exciting life. 

4. Look at the Big Picture and Focus
Decide on what direction you want your life to head.  Think about what areas you want to explore, what experiences you want to feel, what do you want to accomplish in your life?  What kind of person do you want to be?  Then start taking steps towards those goals.  Even if it’s just tiny steps every day, stay focused on where you want to go, and keep moving forwards.  Then the little things you’re going through right now won’t matter as much, because you have an exciting new direction to focus on instead. 

Going to Church on Christmas: A Vanishing Tradition

By Amy Sullivan

Millions of Americans go to church on Christmas Eve.  They crowd shoulder-to-shoulder in pews to sing "Silent Night" and light candles and listen to soloists belt out "O Holy Night."  More than a few watch nativity plays that recreate the birth of Jesus with a cast of 10-year-olds in bathrobes.  When the service is over, they exchange hearty "Merry Christmas!" wishes before getting in their cars and heading home. 

And they stay home the next day.  Or they drive to Grandma's, or go to the movies. But however they spend Christmas Day, one way most Americans don't celebrate it is by going to church.  While demand for Christmas Eve celebrations is so high that some churches hold as many as five or six different services on the 24th of December, most Protestant churches are closed on the actual religious holiday.  For most Christians, Christmas is a day for family, not faith.

If that sounds like the triumph of culture over religion, it is.  By the middle of the 20th century, Americans had embraced a civil religion that among other things elevated the ideal of family to a sacrosanct level.  The Norman Rockwell image of family gathered around the tree became a Christmas icon that rivaled the baby Jesus.  And Christmas Eve services — with their pageantry and familiar traditions — became just one part of the celebration, after the family dinner and before the opening of presents.

The idea that Christmas Eve is a prime marketing opportunity to attract new members is widespread among pastors.  In online forums, they give each other advice on crafting services that are broken down into digestible segments that will "hold the attention" of infrequent church-goers.  The irony is that by holding Christmas Eve services that cater to first-time visitors and shuttering their doors on Christmas Day, churches often fail to meet the spiritual needs of their longtime members on one of the holiest days of the year. 

Proverbs

Today I will talk about proverbs.  A proverb is a short, well-known saying that expresses a common truth or belief.  Proverbs are found in most cultures and are often very old.  

In American history, Benjamin Franklin was famous for his proverbs.  Franklin was a scientist, inventor and writer in the 1700s, as well as a leader of the American Revolution against English rule.  Franklin published a book called "Poor Richard's Almanac," in which he included many proverbs that he had heard or created.  Some of them are still used today.  Like this one: "Early to bed and early to rise makes a man healthy, wealthy and wise."  Franklin is also remembered for other proverbs like, "A penny saved is a penny earned."  This means that money should not be wasted.  

Here are some proverbs that Americans often use when they talk about love.  The first one says, "Absence makes the heart grow fonder." This means you will love someone even more when he or she is far away.  But other proverbs say otherwise: "Out of sight, out of mind."  In other words, you will forget about that person once he or she is not with you.  Or the proverb may say, "Love is blind."  When you are in love with someone, you tend not to see anything bad about that person.  Which of these proverbs do you think is more true?

Sometimes proverbs give you practical suggestions about love.  Some people believe that a woman can win a man's love if she prepares his favorite foods, so they say: "The way to a man's heart is through his stomach."  Some people are only interested in having a relationship with someone who is very good-looking.  You might remind them that "Beauty is only skin deep."  After all, someone may be lovely on the outside but have personality problems.  Or the opposite may be true: someone is a wonderful person but that is often overlooked because of his plain appearance.  Make sure you don’t judge a person only by their looks. 

Some proverbs are true in love and war or other situations: "Actions speak louder than words."  It means that what you do is more important than what you say.  Well, as the proverb goes, "All good things must come to an end," this is all the time we have for today.  Thank you.
The Best Wine

At the age of twenty-one, Pierre had been sent by his father to spend some time with his uncle in Madagascar.  Within two weeks he had fallen for a local girl called Faniry, or "Desire" in Malagasy.  At seventeen she was ravishing.  In the Malagasy sunlight her skin was golden.  Her black, waist-length hair, which hung straight beside her cheeks, framed large, fathomless eyes.  Within five months they were married.  Faniry had no family, but Pierre's parents came out from France for the wedding, even though they did not strictly approve of it, and for three years the young couple lived very happily on the island of Madagascar.  Then, one day, a telegram came from France.  Pierre's parents and his only brother had been killed in a car crash.  Pierre took the next flight home to attend the funeral and manage the vineyard left by his father.

Faniry followed two weeks later.  Pierre was grief-stricken, but with Faniry he settled down to running the vineyard.  His family, and the lazy, idyllic days under a tropical sun, were gone forever.  But he was very happily married, and he was very well-off.  Perhaps, he reasoned, life in Bordeaux would not be so bad.

But he was wrong.  It soon became obvious that Faniry was jealous.  In Madagascar she had no match.  In France she was jealous of everyone.  Of the maids.  Of the secretary.  Even of the peasant girls who picked the grapes and giggled at her funny accent.  She convinced herself that Pierre made love to each of them in turn.

She started with insinuations, simple, artless ones that Pierre hardly even recognized. Then she tried blunt accusation in the privacy of their bedroom.  When he denied that, she resorted to violent, humiliating denouncements in the kitchens, the winery, the plantations.  The angel that Pierre had married in Madagascar had become a termagant, blinded by jealousy.  Nothing he did or said could help.  Often, she would refuse to speak for a week or more, and when at last she spoke, it would only be to scream yet more abuse or swear again her intention to leave him.  By the third vine-harvest, it was obvious to everyone that they loathed each other.

One Friday evening, Pierre was down in the winery, working on a new electric winepress.  He was alone.  The grape-pickers had left.  Suddenly the door opened and Faniry entered, excessively made up.  She walked straight up to Pierre, flung her arms around his neck, and pressed herself against him.  Even above the fumes from the pressed grapes he could smell that she had been drinking.

"Darling," she sighed, "what shall we do?"

He badly wanted her, but all the past insults and humiliating scenes welled up inside him.  He pushed her away.

"But, darling, I'm going to have a baby."

"Don't be absurd.  Go to bed! You're drunk.  And take that paint off.  It makes you look like a tart."

Faniry's face blackened, and she threw herself at him with new accusations.  He had never cared for her.  He cared only about sex.  He was obsessed with it.  And with white women.  But the women in France, the white women, they were the tarts, and he was welcome to them.  She snatched a knife from the wall and lunged at him with it.  She was in tears, but it took all his strength to keep the knife from his throat.  Eventually he pushed her off, and she stumbled towards the winepress.  Pierre stood, breathing heavily, as the screw of the press caught at her hair and dragged her in.  She screamed, struggling to free herself.  The screw bit slowly into her shoulder and she screamed again.  Then she fainted, though whether from the pain or the fumes he was not sure.  He looked away until a sickening sound told him it was over.  Then he raised his arm and switched the current off.  Pierre fed the rest of the body into the press and tidied up.  Then he went up to the house, had a bath, ate a meal, and went to bed.  The next day, he told everyone Faniry had finally left him and gone back to Madagascar.  No-one was surprised.  

Sixty-five was a bad year for red Bordeaux.  Except for Pierre's.  That was the extraordinary thing.  It won award after award, and nobody could understand why.
The Empire Strikes Back

Today I am going to read from the script of a very popular movie by the title of “Air Force One.”  You probably remember Harrison Ford as the brave president who rescued his own family from the terrorists on the special jet of the US president.  Well, in another part of this movie, he visited Russia and declared America’s determination to fight back terrorism.  So here is President Marshall speaking:   

There is an old Russian saying: "The dead remember our indifference. The dead remember our silence."  I came here tonight to be congratulated.  But today when I visited the Red Cross camps, overwhelmed by the flood of refugees fleeing from the horror of Kazakhstan, I realized I don't deserve to be congratulated.  None of us do.  Let's speak the truth.  And the truth is, we acted too late.  Only when our own national security was threatened did we act. 
The terrorist's regime murdered over 200,000 men, women and children and we watched it on TV.  We let it happen.  People were being slaughtered for over a year and we issued economical sanctions and hid behind a rhetoric of diplomacy.  How dare we?  The dead remember.  Real peace is not just the absence of conflict, it's the presence of justice. 
And tonight, I come to you with a pledge to change America's policy. Never again will I allow our political self-interests to deter us from doing what we know to be morally right.  Atrocity and terror are not political weapons and to those who would use them: Your day is over. 

We will never negotiate.  We will no longer tolerate and we will no longer be afraid.  It's your turn to be afraid.
Trouble in Pakistan

A suicide car bombing in northwestern Pakistan has killed at least 30 people and wounded many others.  The attack took place in a region where Pakistani security forces are battling extremists linked to the Taliban and al-Qaida terror network.  Witnesses and officials say that the bomber targeted voters at a polling station in the Buner district during a by-election for Pakistani parliament's lower house, the National Assembly. 

A large number of voters, political workers and security personnel were present inside the building which collapsed after the powerful blast.  Most of the deaths are said to have occurred instantly and hospital sources say the toll is expected to rise because a number of those wounded are in critical condition.  A senior member of the provincial ruling party, Aqil Shah, tells VOA by telephone, rescue workers were searching through the rubble for survivors.  "A lot of people have died, the building collapsed and they have got a lot of people under the debris and they have to be removed," said Shah.

The remote Pakistani district borders the northwestern Swat valley, where security forces are conducting operations against al-Qaida and Taliban-linked militants.  A spokesman for the outlawed Tehrik-e-Taliban Pakistan group has reportedly claimed responsibility for Sunday's attack, saying it was carried out in retaliation for attacks on its fighters.  

The latest violence comes as Pakistan has begun shifting troops away from the northwestern region toward its eastern border with India amid tensions over the Mumbai attacks.  India blames Pakistan-based Islamic militants for the bloodshed in its financial capital.  Critics say that a reduction of troops in the northwestern Pakistani region near the Afghan border could lead to a rise in extremist violence there.
An appeal from Wikipedia founder, Jimmy Wales

Dear Reader,

Today I am going to ask you to support Wikipedia with a donation. This might sound unusual: Why does one of the world's five most popular web properties ask for financial support from its users?
Wikipedia is built differently from almost every other top 50 website. We have a small number of paid staff, just twenty-three. Wikipedia content is free to use by anyone for any purpose. Our annual expenses are less than six million dollars. Wikipedia is run by the non-profit Wikimedia Foundation, which I founded in 2003.
At its core, Wikipedia is driven by a global community of more than 150,000 volunteers - all dedicated to sharing knowledge freely. Over almost eight years, these volunteers have contributed more than 11 million articles in 265 languages. More than 275 million people come to our website every month to access information, free of charge and free of advertising.

But Wikipedia is more than a website. We share a common cause: Imagine a world in which every single person on the planet is given free access to the sum of all human knowledge. That's our commitment.
Your donation helps us in several ways. Most importantly, you will help us cover the increasing cost of managing global traffic to one of the most popular websites on the Internet. Funds also help us improve the software that runs Wikipedia -- making it easier to search, easier to read, and easier to write for. We are committed to growing the free knowledge movement world-wide, by recruiting new volunteers, and building strategic partnerships with institutions of culture and learning.
Wikipedia is different. It's the largest encyclopedia in history, written by volunteers. Like a national park or a school, we don't believe advertising should have a place in Wikipedia. We want to keep it free and strong, but we need the support of thousands of people like you.
I invite you to join us: Your donation will help keep Wikipedia free for the whole world.
Thank you,
Jimmy Wales
No breakfast, earlier sex: Japan study 

  

Here is a piece of news from Tokyo.  There are many theories on the links between food and sex, but Japanese researchers have came up with a new finding, that is, young people who skip breakfast tend to lose their virginity earlier.  In a study of 3,000 people, those who did not regularly eat breakfast when in their early teens said they lost their virginity at an average age of 17.5, versus an overall average of age 19 for all Japanese.   For those who had a morning meal when they were younger, the average age of having the first sexual experience was 19.4.   

The study, backed by Japan's health ministry, was aimed at finding ways to curb unwanted pregnancies.  It concluded that a stable home life discouraged early sex.  Kunio Kitamura, head of the Japan Family Planning Association who led the research, says: “Those unhappy with their parents — such as for not preparing breakfast — may tend to find a way to release their frustration by having sex.  If children don't feel comfortable in their family environment, they tend to go out.”   

Additionally, young people who start having sex early tend to miss breakfast because they return home late, he said.   Japan has one of the world's lowest birthrates as more young people put off starting families, finding them a burden on their careers or lifestyles.  The survey also found that nearly 40 percent of married couples had not had sex in more than a month.

Zhang Yimou, Man of the Year, Time
I am going to read a piece written by famous American director Steven Spielberg who recommended Chinese director Zhang Yimou for Man of the Year for Time magazine. 

On the eighth day of the eighth month of 2008, 2 billion TV viewers and thousands in attendance in the now famous Bird's Nest were treated to an unforgettable spectacle at the opening ceremonies of the Beijing Olympic Games. 

Behind it all was the creative genius of Chinese film director Zhang Yimou.  Drawing from the depths of the cultural heritage and ingenuity of the Chinese people, showcasing ancient Chinese inventions — paper, printing, gunpowder, ceramics and the compass — that have shaped civilization and channeling the sensibility and spirit that unite his fellow 1.3 billion citizens, Zhang told China's story to a watching world.  He created arguably the grandest spectacle of the new millennium, and it was viewed by nearly one-third of the world's population.  With this work, Zhang obtained a stature shared by very few peers.

Zhang was no stranger to live theatrical events either.  In 1998 he staged and directed Puccini's opera Turandot at the Forbidden City in Beijing.  He directed a folk musical in 2003 and staged it outdoors on the Li River.  In 2006 he mounted Tan Dun's The First Emperor for New York City's Metropolitan Opera.

At the heart of Zhang's Olympic ceremonies was the idea that the conflict of man foretells the desire for inner peace.  This theme is one he has explored and perfected in his films, whether they are about the lives of humble peasants or exalted royalty.  This year he captured this prevalent theme of harmony and peace, which is the spirit of the Olympic Games.  In one evening of visual and emotional splendor, he educated, enlightened and entertained us all.  In doing so, Zhang secured himself a place in world history.

Private Sales in Luxury
As the economic crisis heads to recession, cheaper luxury has become attainable to more ordinary shoppers.  From Paris to Milan and New York to London, a strong pick-up in promotional sales of recent weeks has come to include even luxury brands.  But the high-end offers are subtle.  Instead of advertising discounts in shop windows -- which can damage the brand by undermining the notion that quality comes at a price -- they have been luring buyers with discreet "private sales," some of them earlier this year than last.

Private sales are usually exclusively reserved to loyal customers who receive an invitation by mail.  The discounts typically apply to small selection of items.  This year, Reuters reporters found one could buy a wide range of discounted products without an invitation at Jean-Paul Gaultier and Jimmy Choo in Paris, and Prada in Milan.  One shop assistant at a Milan top designer boutique who declined to be named says, "Some may say they don't hold them, but they do.  They just don't want everyone to know about them."

A spokeswoman for Jean-Paul Gaultier said: "We do not have any comment to make about private sales.  It's down to individual shops to decide them."  Other brands including Gucci and Armani declined comment.  A Prada spokesman said private sales were usual at this time of year but declined further details.  "Our policy is that we do not give information about our commercial activities," said a spokeswoman for Gucci Group.
With job cuts since September at 320,000 and rising, corporate executives slimming bonuses and oligarchs from Russia to India watching their fortunes melt down, luxury customers' behavior has changed.  The ostentatious, ephemeral or frivolous has been replaced by an urge for quality and strong brands, industry specialists say.  Demand persists for custom-made goods from tailored suits to specially commissioned fine jewels.  Sales are brisk for timeless, very high-end brands, such as Louis Vuitton.  

Analysts predict luxury revenues will drop in 2009 for the first time in more than a decade at constant exchange rates.  Consultants say global luxury sales could drop as much as 7 percent next year while other analysts are forecasting a 5 percent decline.
Alice's Adventures in Wonderland by Lewis Carroll
I am going to read one little portion out of Lewis Carroll’s Alice in Wonderland.

It was all very well to say 'Drink me,' but the wise little Alice was not going to do THAT in a hurry.  'No, I'll look first,' she said, 'and see whether it's marked "poison" or not'; for she had read several nice little histories about children who had got burnt, and eaten up by wild beasts and other unpleasant things, all because they WOULD not remember the simple rules their friends had taught them: such as, that a red-hot poker will burn you if you hold it too long; and that if you cut your finger VERY deeply with a knife, it usually bleeds; and she had never forgotten that, if you drink much from a bottle marked 'poison,' it is almost certain to disagree with you, sooner or later.

However, this bottle was NOT marked 'poison,' so Alice ventured to taste it, and finding it very nice, (it had, in fact, a sort of mixed flavour of cherry-tart, custard, pine-apple, roast turkey, toffee, and hot buttered toast,) she very soon finished it off.

'What a curious feeling!' said Alice; 'I must be shutting up like a telescope.'

And so it was indeed: she was now only ten inches high, and her face brightened up at the thought that she was now the right size for going through the little door into that lovely garden.  First, however, she waited for a few minutes to see if she was going to shrink any further: she felt a little nervous about this; 'for it might end, you know,' said Alice to herself, 'in my going out altogether, like a candle.  I wonder what I should be like then?' And she tried to fancy what the flame of a candle is like after the candle is blown out, for she could not remember ever having seen such a thing.

After a while, finding that nothing more happened, she decided on going into the garden at once; but, alas for poor Alice! when she got to the door, she found she had forgotten the little golden key, and when she went back to the table for it, she found she could not possibly reach it: she could see it quite plainly through the glass, and she tried her best to climb up one of the legs of the table, but it was too slippery; and when she had tired herself out with trying, the poor little thing sat down and cried.
Return to Paradise by Eliza Riley
Lisa gazed out over the Caribbean Sea, feeling the faint breeze against her face - eyes shut, the white sand warm between her bare toes.  The place was beautiful beyond belief, but it was still unable to ease the grief she felt as she remembered the last time she had been here.
     She had married James right here on this spot three years ago to the day.  Dressed in a simple white shift dress, miniature white roses attempting to tame her long dark curls, Lisa had been happier than she had ever thought possible.  James was even less formal but utterly irresistible increased summer trousers and a loose white cotton shirt.  His dark hair slightly ruffled and his eyes full of adoration as his looked at his bride to be.  The justice of the peace had read their vows as they held hands and laughed at the sheer joy of being young, in love and staying in a five star resort on the Caribbean island of the Dominican Republic.  They had seen the years blissfully stretching ahead of them, together forever.  They planned their children, two she said, he said four so they compromised on three (two girls and a boy of course); where they would live, the travelling they would do together - it was all certain, so they had thought then.
     But that seemed such a long time ago now.  A lot can change in just a few years - a lot of heartache can change a person and drive a wedge through the strongest ties, break even the deepest love.  Three years to the day and they had returned, though this time not for the beachside marriages the island was famous for but for one of its equally popular quickie divorces.
     Lisa let out a sigh that was filled with pain and regret.  What could she do but move on, find a new life and new dreams? - the old one was beyond repair.  How could this beautiful place, with its lush green coastline, eternity of azure blue sea and endless sands be a place for the agony she felt now?
     The man stood watching from the edge of the palm trees.  He couldn't take his eyes off the dark-haired woman he saw standing at the water's edge, gazing out to sea as though she was waiting for something - or someone.  She was beautiful, with her slim figure dressed in a loose flowing cotton dress, her crazy hair and bright blue eyes not far off the colour of the sea itself.  It wasn't her looks that attracted him though; he came across many beautiful women in his work as a freelance photographer.  It was her loneliness and intensity that lured him.  Even at some distance he was aware that she was different from any other woman he could meet.

