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He walked back to his house, muttering to himself the 
whole way, kicking stones on the path. “This is so 
unfair,” he thought. Everyone has it in for me.” When he 
got home, he slammed the door shut hard behind him 
and stormed upstairs to his bedroom. He threw his 
things down on the bed and ripped up his application. 
“Stupid people!” he said scornfully. “Well, I didn’t want it 
anyway. I’m far too good for them. I’m too good for 
everybody.”   



This was his favourite time of day. He loved the peace and quiet, 
the serenity of being all alone and undisturbed in the silence of 
the mountains. It had been nearly an hour already. He sat 
cross-legged on the floor, straightened his back and closed his 
eyes. He began his meditation, aiming to block out any 
distraction. He wanted to learn how to empty his mind of all other 
thoughts and just connect with the beauty and magnificence of 
the mountains. He wanted to ponder what it meant to be alive. 
Just then, there was a knock at the door. “Who is it?” he 
grumbled, rolling his eyes. 
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