THANK YOU FOR YOUR TIME. i

ONCE YOUREAD THIS YOU WILL UNDERSTAND!

Agoung man learns what's most imPortan’c in life from the guy next door.

Jt had been some time since Jaclc had seen the old man. Co"cgc, girls, career, and life itsclmcgot in
the way. In Fact, Jac‘( moved clear across the country in Pursuit of his dreams. Tl'lcrc, in the rush of
his busy life, Jack had little time to think about the past and often no time to sPcnd with his wife and

son. [ e was working on his future, and nothing could stop him.

Ovcr the PI‘IOHC, his mother told him, "Mr. Bclser died last night. Thc funeral is chlncsdag."

Memories flashed tlﬂrouglﬂ his mind like an old newsreel as he sat quictly rcmcmbcring his childhood
clags. " Jack, did you hear me?"

"Ol‘l, sorry, Mom ch, I heard you. lt's been so Iong since I thought of him. I‘m sorry, but] honcstly
thought he died years ago," Jack said ..

"Wc", he didn't Forgct you. Evcrg time | saw him he'd ask how you were cloing. He'd reminisce
about the many clays you spent over this side of the fence’ as he put it," Mom told him.

o] loved that old house he lived in," Jack said.

“You know, Jack, a)ctcrgourfathcr cliccl, Mr. bclscr stcPPch in to make sure you had a man's

influence in your li{:c,“ she said

"He's the one who taugl'lt me carPcntry,“ he said. “] wouldn't be in this business if it weren't for him.
He spent a lot of time tcaching me things he thougl'lt were imPortant...Mom, I'll be there for the
Funcra]," Jack said. As busg as he was, he cht his word. Jac‘c caught the next ﬂigl’nt to his
hometown. Mr. Belser's funeral was small and uneventful. e had no children of his own, and most

of his relatives had Passcd away.

Thc nigl'lt before he had to return homc, Jack and his Mom stoPPcd by to see the old house next
door one more time. Stancling in the cloorwag, Jac‘c Pauscc! for a moment. [t was like crossing over
into another dimcnsion, a ]caP through space and time Thc house was cxactly as he remembered.

E_vcrg step held memories. E_vcry Picturc, every Piccc of Furniturc....Jaclc stoPPccl suclclcnly.
"What's wrong, Jack’?" his Mom asked.
“Thc box is gone," he said

“Wl'\at box?" Mom asked.
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"Thcrc was a small gold box that he cht locked on toP of his desk. I must have asked him a
thousand times what was inside. A” he'd ever tell me was 'the tl'ling I value most,"” Jaclc said. lt was
gone. E_vcrything about the house was cxactly how Jack remembered it, cxccPt for the box. Hc
Figurccl someone from the Bclscrfamilg had taken it.

"Now l’” never know what was so valuable to |~|im,“ Jac‘c said. “l bcttcrgct some slccP. l have an

caﬂy ﬂight home, Mom."

Jt had been about two weeks since Mr. Bclscr died Kctuming home from work one clag Jack
discovered a note in his mailbox. “Signaturc rcquirccl ona Pac‘(agc. No one at home. Please stop

by the main post office within the next three clays," the note read.

E_ar]y the next c{ay Jack retrieved the Packagc. Thc small box was old and looked like it had been
mailed a hundred years ago. Tl‘lc hanclwriting was difficult to read, but the return address caugl'lt
his attention. "Mr. Haro]cl Bc]scr" it read. Jack took the box out to his car and riPPccl open the
Packagc. TI‘ICFC inside was the golcl box and an cnvclopc. Jaclc's hands shook as he read the note

inside.

"uPon my death, Plcasc forward this box and its contents to Jack Bennett. Jt's the thing | valued
most in my life.” A small kcy was ’caPcd to the letter. [His heart racing, as tears Fi"ing his eyes, Jack
carcmcuuy unlocked the box. T here inside he found a beautiful go]d Pockct watch.

Kunning his Fingcrs slowly over the Fincly etched casing, he unlatched the cover. |nside he found
these words cngravccl: “Jack, Thanlcs Foryour time! - Jarold Bclscr.“ "Thc tl'ling he valued most
was...my time" Jack held the watch for a few minutes, then called his office and cleared his
aPPointmcnts for the next two clays. "Why?“ Janct, his assistant asked. "] need some time to sPcncl

with my son," he said.

"Oh, by the way, Janct, thanks for your timel®

"Life is not measured by the number of breaths we take but by the moments that take our
breath away,"

T hink about this. You may not realize it, but it's 100% true. Atleast 2 Pcoplc in this world love you
so much thcg would die \Corgou. At least 15 PcoPlc in this world love you in some way.

Scnd this letter to all the PcoP]c you care about, if you do so, you will ccrtainlg brightcn someone's
cla3 and might changc their Pcrspcctivc onlife..forthe better. To everyone | send this to...

"Than‘cs for your time."



