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Fictional Story
	In the suburban areas of Sacramento, there lived a man who lived in a semi-structured shelter that had gaping holes and cracks on the wall. It was only a matter of time before the house gave to the pressures of the unforgiving winter climate. John Akin who is a 23-year-old had come to the United States from his country Nigeria to look for better opportunities.  It was a beautiful day, and the skies were clear while the serenity of the neighborhood amazed him. At this time of the day, the neighborhood is often a beehive of activities. There was some strangeness in the area that took him aback. He opened his eyes reluctantly and listened to the birds chirping in the nearby trees. He felt a sensation that he has never felt for so long and intricacy of scanty bushes, trees, and flowers induced an emotional connection with him as he stared in the horizon. Despite his struggles, he was always hopeful that they would come to an end, but he did not know this was his lucky day.

The journey began when his uncle had asked to come to the United States (US) with a promise of giving a job in his printing firm in Westmont. The job was short-lived since he was laid off for flirting with his uncle’s wife. Life took a sudden turn for the young man who had to sleep on the streets and lived from hand to mouth. Sometimes, he relied on the benevolence of passers-by who would give him food and a few coins. His life became miserable, and he had to scavenge for food in the bins before he landed a job in a grocery store. He had come with high hopes of making a fortune in the US before returning to his village to help his poverty-stricken family. However, the American dream became elusive to him, and he could not find a decent job except in grocery stores and supermarkets. Jobs with decent salaries were hard to come by since the academic achievement he had was completing high school back in his country. He lived a depressing life and starting abusing drugs to live him from stress. He was emaciated and a bag of bones; persons would cast glances at him when he was walking on the streets. He used to mumble to himself, and it was evident that he had psychological disorders.

On that day, he had waked up to go to a construction site in town, and he was glad that he would have something to put his mouth. Many are a time that he had slept on an empty stomach, but had it become a norm and he would relish such a day. He heartily greeted the old lady next door that always gives him words of encouragement. She uttered, "One day He will bless you." John smiled back at her and rushed to take a train to the site. He sat on the train, and an avalanche of thoughts came rushing to his mind. He thought about his siblings, his father, and mother back at home. He worked tirelessly hard at the construction site and received his wages whole-heartedly as he started thought of delicacy he will be having on nearby restaurant made his stomach to rumble.

After having his supper, he realized that it was getting late and his house was miles ways. He walked hastily to the railway terminus with the hope of catching the next train to Sacramento. Unfortunately, he missed the train, and he had to wait for the next train as he sat on the benches scrolling his phone to see whether someone has texted him. His desolation made him a lonely person that had no acquaintances. He found solace in his cat that had been with him through thick and thin. In the face of all the happening, something caught his eyes a distance away. He saw two men running while a police car was hot on their pursuit. The two guys were hot on their heels, and they seemed to be winning the race. One of the men stopped and dropped the bag in a bin and caught John's attention. All the time, he was glued to his seat and perplexed at such a scene that in a moment he forgot his troubles. He was overwhelmed with fear since he knew that battles between law enforcement officers and street gangs always turned to be bloody. 
After the thugs had raced past the railway station, his curiosity made to go to the bin and find out the contents of the bag they had dropped. He walked stealthily and looked at his back frequently to confirm that nobody was seeing him. He found the bag and opened him; he did not believe what meets his eyes. His world came to a standstill, he was transfixed to the ground, and there was a slight tremor in his hands. Sweat ran across his cheeks profusely since he had never seen such a large amount of money in his life. He was confused as he picked the bag and fled from the scene, fearing that the thugs might come back and find him there. It was now too late, and he was on course for the last train to his place of residence. He held the bag close to his body, and as he multiple questions ran through his mind on the, he will do with such amount of money.

Stories of the robbery flooded news outlets and it the victim was a wealthy tycoon that ran several diamond stores across the country. He reached home and contemplated returning the money to the owner. He was caught in a dilemma since he knew that that was a life-changing moment and opportunities like this only come once. He could not believe that he had $100000 with him and that could be the beginning of a good life for him and his family. However, pangs of guilt loomed in his mind, and he did not sleep that night. The following morning he greeted with the smile of the old woman. He said to her with unusual enthusiasm, "how are you, grandma?’
She replied, “I am fine son. Yesterday you came late.”
He replied while avoiding eye contact with her, “Yes. I was held up somewhere.”
She continued with a certain level of curiousness, “You know that there is a strange glimmer in your eyes. Life is suddenly going well for you.”
John became concerned that she was reading his mind and she was trying to make him open up about something. However, he ignored her and told her that he was rushing somewhere.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Later in the day, he went to the police station with the bag and handed it to law enforcement officers. He felt good that he had done even though he knew that he would be returning to his life of poverty. Luck had smiled on him, but he prescribed to the realms of ethicality and morality to return the money. The owner of the money, he heard of the actions of John and rewarded him a lot of money. He made him the general manager of all his chain stores, and soon he kissed poverty goodbye. He lived a lavish life afterward and used his fortune to help his family as well as other people back home.


 










