PRESC A

Speech 1in Hiroshima

Balak Obama

My own nation’s story began with simple words: All men are created equal, and endowed
by our Creator with certain unalienable rights, including life, liberty and the pursuit of
happiness. Realizing that ideal has never been easy, even within our own borders, even
among our own citizens.

But staying true to that story is worth the effort. It is an ideal to be strived for; an ideal
that extends across continents, and across oceans. The irreducible worth of every person, the
insistence that every life is precious; the radical and necessary notion that we are part of a
single human family — that is the story that we all must tell.

That is why we come to Hiroshima. So that we might think of people we love — the first
smile from our children in the morning; the gentle touch from a spouse over the kitchen table;
the comforting embrace of a parent — we can think of those things and know that those same
precious moments took place here seventy-one years ago. Those who died — they are like us.
Ordinary people understand this, I think. They do not want more war. They would rather
that the wonders of science be focused on improving life, and not eliminating it.

When the choices made by nations, when the choices made by leaders reflect this simple
wisdom, then the lesson of Hiroshima is done.

The world was forever changed here. But today, the children of this city will go through
their day in peace. What a precious thing thatis. It is worth protecting, and then extending
to every child. That is the future we can choose — a future in which Hiroshima and Nagasaki
are known not as the dawn of atomic warfare, but as the start of our own moral awakening.
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FRE B
Graduation Speech at Stanford University

Steve Jobs

I am pretty sure none of this would have happened if I hadn’t been fired from Apple. It
was awful-tasting medicine, but I guess the patient needed it. Sometimes life hits you in the
head with a brick. Don’t lose faith. I am convinced that the only thing that kept me going
was that I loved what I did. You've got to find what you love, and that is as true for your
work as it is for your lovers. Your work is going to fill a large part of your life, and the only
way to be truly satisfied is to do what you believe is great work. The only way to do great
work is to love what you do. If you haven’t found it yet, keep looking and don’t settle. As
with all matters of heart, you’ll know when you find it and, like any great relationship, it just
gets better and better as the years roll on. So keep looking. Don’t settle.

My third story is about death. When I was 17, I read a quote that went something like:
“If you live each day as if it was your last day, someday you’ll most certainly be right.

It made an impression on me, and since then, for the past 33 years, I have looked in the
mirror every morning and asked myself: “If today were the last day of my life, would I want
to do what I am about to do today?” Whenever the answer has been “No” for too many days
in a row, I know I need to change something.

Remembering that I'll be dead soon is the most important tool I've ever encountered to help
me make the big choices in life. Because almost everything—all external expectations, all
pride, all fear of embarrassment or failure—these things just fall away in the face of death,
leaving only what is truly important.

Remembering that you are going to die is the best way I know to avoid the trap of thinking
you have something to lose. You are already naked. There is no reason not to follow your
heart.

(364 words)
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SR C
The Last Leaf

O. Henry

The next morning, when it was light, Johnsy demanded that the window shade be
raised. The ivy leaf was still there. Johnsy lay for a long time, looking at it. And then
she called to Sue, who was preparing chicken soup.

"I've been a bad girl," said Johnsy. "Something has made that last leaf stay there to show me
how bad I was. It is wrong to want to die. You may bring me a little soup now."

An hour later she said: "Someday I hope to paint the Bay of Naples."

Later in the day, the doctor came, and Sue talked to him in the hallway.

"Even chances," said the doctor. "With good care, you'll win. And now I must see another
case I have in your building. Behrman, his name is — some kind of an artist, I believe.
Pneumonia, too. He is an old, weak man and his case is severe. There is no hope for him;
but he goes to the hospital today to ease his pain."

The next day, the doctor said to Sue: "She's out of danger. You won. Nutrition and care
now — that's all."

Later that day, Sue came to the bed where Johnsy lay, and put one arm around her.

"I have something to tell you, white mouse," she said. "Mister Behrman died of pneumonia
today in the hospital. He was sick only two days. They found him the morning of the first
day in his room downstairs helpless with pain. His shoes and clothing were completely wet
and icy cold. They could not imagine where he had been on such a terrible night.

And then they found a lantern, still lighted. And they found a ladder that had been
moved from its place. And art supplies and a painting board with green and yellow colors
mixed on it.

And look out the window, dear, at the last ivy leaf on the wall. Didn't you wonder why it
never moved when the wind blew? Ah, darling, it is Behrman's masterpiece — he painted it

there the night that the last leaf fell."
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