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Story -A Freight of my Life
I have had several freights to different destinations in my life which have always left a mark in my life. But there is this one that has stuck in my memories, and I always hope that I will have the same experience in future. It was during this summer's vacation when our family decided to travel to Miami to have some nice moments over there and have a family gathering. I was eager to go to Miami given that I have never been in my life. I had anxiously waited for the trip and planned thoroughly for it. On the eve of traveling to Miami, my brother and I took an Uber and headed for the airport. There was routine checking of luggage, and finally, we boarded the plane. 
My brother took a seat further away from me, and I had to sit next to a senior man of about sixty to seventy years. The man was emaciated, and I thought I was going to have one of the worst freights of my life now that I did not have any book to read to keep me busy. The old man greeted me and asked me my name. I told him my one name and kept quiet. He coughed and told me his name and told that when he was my age, he was more muscular than I am. He caught my attention. He told me that when someone is young, they are supposed to travel around the world and help those who are in need. Those that need justice and those that are suffering from afflictions like war and disease. He told how he spent years in Vietnam and Iraq amid bombs in their peacekeeping mission given that he was a soldier. Despite his old age, his voice was unique. It was deep, and one could not imagine that it was the old man who was speaking. The old man reminded me of working hard while in my youth because as he said, he is satisfied with his life because all the goals he chased him in life he achieved in them, and he is living happily in retirement. When the plane was landing, I felt sad that it was such a short time that I had spent with the old man, but it left a resounding mark on my memory. 
That freight remains in my mind to date. As my brother and I were alighting the plane we had boarded, he discovered that I had a deep reflection and he inquired why I was behaving differently. I told the story of Vietnam, and he too wished he had an opportunity to share with the old man. I told him that every time we travel we should get both book different seats so that we can tell each story about the experience of the journey. 


New experience
Those who went before us say; experience is the best teacher. I agree with them wholesomely especially when it comes to racial integration and diversity of people across the world. Before I went to college, I thought that I came from a superior race and that it was hard for people from my race and religion to interact with others freely even when they operated from the same environment. I thought that religion and races are set to bring about differences in the society and it is hard for people to gain with the diversity that exists in the world. I think I was wrong. 
When I first landed in college, my first friend was an African America. Given that he had a brother who was a senior in college, the brother had taken around college and he had known several offices and even places within the college compound. In fact, when I asked him where the dean of our school's office was, instead of telling me directions, he offered to take me to the dean's office. After that we exchanged contacts, and he instantly became my friend. We shar5ed a lot about our backgrounds, parents, and views to the societal issues that afflict the common citizen and students till I realized that we indeed had a common agenda to make the society a better place for all the people in it.
[bookmark: _GoBack]I must say that I had several experiences with my friend but the topmost of all is the fact that there should be equity among people in the world. Racism in America is illegal, but I learned that people practice silently. For instance, there are thorough searches done on African Americans when a theft has occurred and also strict ones when suspicion of terror attacks is suspected to take place on people from the Middle East. These racial prejudices are still practiced in the era when anybody is capable of anything in the world, either good or evil. 
Precisely, my experience in college is that even though racism is strongly opposed by not only the American constitution and the citizens as a whole, it is still practiced in the undertones. But the underlying lesson is that all the races in the world are equal and capable of doing both good and bad things. White, black, or Asia, we are individuals and should not be treated as a group. Everybody has their opportunity to exhibit good characters or bad ones, and this is the greatest experience I had with my African-American friend.  
