My Dearest Grandsen,

As the sun sets suer sur ancestral sands, 1 pen this letter te you, heping it finds yow
well in the embrace sf the future. These landls have beon s home, vich with bistory
and the Ulach gold that has shaped sur lincage. Now, as my bands grow weary with
the passage of time, I entrust to yow not just wealth butl wisdom.

comforl but a seed te plant in the fertile ground sf spportunity. I wish for you ts
profit, but as a testament to sun familys legacy.

Remember, my bsy, oil is more than liquid rviches; it is @ dance sf strategy, foresight,
and respect for the earth from which it comes. Youw must learn to read the martet

like the stars in the desert sky, te invest wisely, to merge with honor, and to compete
with integrity. In this venture, you will face vivals, but let wisdem be your guide, not

1 pass ente yow net only capital but the browledge of sur forebears. Use it to

as the old Sheiths, your heart as genersus as the deserts vastness, and your vision

that will shape yow ints a leader worthy sf sur name. May your cempany flowrish,
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