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Once there was a dog kennel (F£4937) that housed many dogs
looking for homes. There a little dog was called Koolaid because he

liked to drink Kool-Aid. The kennel keeper loved Koolaid but he
was sad that no one wanted to take him home.

There was a family who had a blind boy named Billy. His parents
loved him. However, he had no friends of his own age to play with.

If there were any kids his age, they would not play with him
because he was blind.

One day Billy's family arrived at the kennel to see if maybe a little
friendly dog would help Billy be happier since he did not have
friends. They walked through the kennel and looked at a lot of

dogs. Then Billy stopped in front of Koolaid's pen (%] &) and just

Everyone was surprised. Billy's mom and dadlooked at Billy then



Koolaid, who was just sitting there quietly, not making a sound.
They wondered how Billy knew there was even a dog in the pen
and how the dog told that he wanted to be taken home. “Mom, he

just told me. He told me that no one likes him and that he likes me.

Mom, he knows that I can't insisted, unwilling to move

away.

Billy's mom looked worried and then told Billy that the dog Koolaid

you sure you want this dog Mom. He told me that he is

blind in his blue eye. and he said he loves to play with me,

Billy's mom looked at her husband, hesitant.

Koolaid moved nto his new home.
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The young boy saw me, or rather, he saw the car and quickly ran up

to me, eager to sell his bunches (¥) of bananas and bags of
peanuts. Though he appeared to be about twelve, he seemed to
have already known the sadness of life. “Banana 300 naira. Peanuts

200 naira.” He said in a low voice. I bargained (5 -+--37 /- £ 4) him
down to 200 total for the fruit and nuts. When he agreed, I handed

him a 500 naira bill. He didn’t have change. So I told him not to
worry. He said thanks and smiled a row of perfect teeth.

When, two weeks later, I saw the boy again, I was more aware of

my position in a society w here i1t’s that common to see a little boy
who should be 1n school standing on the corner selling fruit in the
burning sun. My parents had raised me to be aware of the
advantage we had been afforded and the responsibility it brought

to us.



I pulled over and rolled down my window. He had a bunch of
bananas and a bag of peanuts ready. I waved them away. “What’s

up ” I asked him. “I... I don’t have money to buy books for school.” I
reached into my pocket and handed him two fresh 500 naira bills.

“Will this help ” I asked. He looked around nervously before taking

the money. One thousand naira was a lot of money to someone
whose family probably made about 5,000 naira or less each year.
“Thank you, sir.” be said. “Thank you very much!”

When driving home, I wondered if my little friend actually used the
money for schoolbooks. What if he’s a swindler (%% ) And then I
wondered why I did it. Did I do it to make myself feel better Was I
using him Later, I realized that I didn’t know his name or the least

bit about him, nor did I think to ask.
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Six months later, I went out for a drive.

He shook his head and brought his hand from behind his back.
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The house was flooded by the fresh aroma (&%kK) as Jack’s mom
took the cookies out of the oven (& 48). Jack stood by the kitchen
table watching as his mouth watered for the fresh cookies. ‘“You’ll

get some  cookies after dinner, Jack. You just have to wait till then,”
Mom said before cleaning up the kitchen and leaving the room for

the hotel where she worked as a clerk in the front desk.

It had been quite some time before Mom made cookies two
months ago. She was always busy working, with little time to
accompany her kids. Jack knew that the right thing to do would be

listen to his mom, but he felt very attracted by the cookies. So
when Mom left the kitchen and walked out of the door, he
removed the cover from  the cookie box and thought, “Mom won’t
know 1f I just take one.” Then he took a deep breath, picked up a

cookie and snacked on it, enjoying every last bit.



“Maybe if I take just one more, Mom won’t find out,” he said to
himself as he took another one. “Doe s it matter if I eat one more
OK, just one more. Just one more,” he repeated to himself and took

yet another cookie from the box. Then he simply could not stop
eating, and kept taking cookies one after another from the box till

only one cookie was left. As he realized what he had done, he
gasped in panic. “What shall I tell my mom 7 Jack stayed in his
room, thinking about how to escape this situation.

Soon it was dark. Mom returned home to have dinner with him and

his sister Mabel, who just came back fromt  heir neighbour’s home.
As everyone finished their food, Mom went to fetch the cookies,
but to her surprise, there was only one cookie left in the box! “Oh,

my God! Where are the cookies ” she asked.
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Hearing Mom’s words, Jack was nervous with his face pale.




So Jack gat hered the courage to go to Mom’s bedroom.
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David Ballesteros looked at the lawyer. He couldn’t believe his ears.

The lawyer told him that his father left the 1923 Singer sewing
machine( % 2] #.) to him. It once belonged to his great
grandmother and his father considered it his greatest treasure.
“That’s very nice,” David said. “But what else What about the
legacy( 1% /=) The money What does it all amount to ”

The lawyer, Mr. Jarvin, put down the willGZ"g). He felt sorry for

David but he thought David’s father had explained the terms of the



will before he died. David remembered that his father just told him

he’d be passing on his riches, but he never specified( i #) the
amount —that was what he was trying to find out!

Mr. Jarvin said carefully, “David, no money at all.” “That’s
impossible!” David screamed. His father owned clothin g factories
all over the United States. He was rich! Mr. Jarvin explained that all

the money was donated to charity under the terms of his father’s

will.

David was 1n shock. He’d lived a life of wealth and now he was left
with nothing but an old sewing machine! Mr. Jarvin said to David

that his father left him a letter which might explain his decision.
David grabbed the envelope. His father's decision was to leave him

a poor man! What kind of explanation could he possibly have for

that! He drove back to his apartment just in time to see a truck pull

up.

“Mr. David Ballesteros ” asked the man from the truck. “Yes,” David
said. “We have a delivery for you, sir.” He gestured to the old
sewing machine. “Where would you like it ” David was about to
scream “In the garbage!” but 1t occurred to him that the old item
might be worth some money, so he ordered the man to take 1t up

to his apartment. After the man left, David poured himself a drink

and looked at the sewing machine. “I have an MBA. I’m prepared to



run companies. What am I supposed to do with a sewing machine,

Dad ” he asked aloud.
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Suddenly Mr. Jarvin’s words reminded him that the letter might tell

something.

Putting down the letter, David unde rstood his father’s good

intentions with tears flooding.
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Our Garden and the Salad

“Christine, come and help me in the garden. I want to plant all of

the seeds today.” My father was calling to me. “I'm busy...” I said. I
didn't understand why working in the dirt excited him so much.

By the end of April, his plants had come wup in neat rows.
Unfortunately, in early May, my father was seriously injured in an
accident. He was in hospital for about two months and during that

time he often asked me about his garden. Even after he came
home, he had to stay in bed for a while.

My mother had several business trips so I said that I would take
care of his garden. I assumed that the little plants would continue

to grow as long as they had water, and luckily it rained fairly often

so I didn't think much about the garden.

One Saturday morning 1n July my father said to me, “Christine, I
think that the vegetables should be about ready to be picked. Let's

have a salad today!” I took a bowl and went out to the garden. I

looked at the leaves and was upset to see that many of the leaves



) all over
them! I tried to get them off, but there were just too many. I looked
at the carrots next, but they didn't look healthy.
[ got 1n panic for a moment, but then thought of a good idea. I
quietly went to the nearest store to buy some vegetables. I went
back home and cut them up to make a salad for my father. When I
gave it to him, he said, “Oh, Christine, what a beautiful salad! You
must be taking very good care of my garden.” My father looked
happy, but I felt a little bit guilty.
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I went back to the kitchen when my mother came home.

I carefully made a salad and took it to my father.
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