GUILTY
	        It was a hot and humid day.  Kevin was alighting from the MRT train on his way home when he saw a black handbag lying on the floor at the platform.  Unable to curb his curiosity, he rushed out of the cabin to take a closer look.  

        Kevin scanned the sea of faces around him and found that no one was looking.  “What if it is a bomb?” a wild thought flashed across his mind.  If the bag really contained a bomb, it would mean certain death. Kevin had to do something.  Hundreds of lives were in his hands.    

        Summoning his courage, he walked towards the bag.  He was in a dilemma as to whether to open the bag or report it to the authorities straightaway.  He knew he was probably not doing the right thing but he decided to open the bag anyway.  With bated breath, Kevin unzipped the bag slowly and took a peek inside.  

        “Phew!”  Kevin heaved a sigh of relief at the sight of the contents.  There were just a wallet and some other documents inside.

        “Whoever has lost the handbag should be very worried now,” Kevin muttered to himself.

        Suddenly, an evil thought crossed his mind.  “Hmm…since no one is looking, perhaps I should just take it.  I bet there is a lot of money in the wallet.  I’m sure no one will notice.” 

        Just then, a voice interrupted his train of thought.  Someone was calling him from behind. He turned around and saw a frantic-looking woman rushing towards him.  
        It immediately dawned on him that the woman was probably the owner of the bag.  Kevin was caught in a spot.  He was sure that the woman would find him guilty and he could not imagine what would happen to him after that.  

        Upon seeing that the handbag was hers, the woman immediately took it from Kevin’s clutch.  
        “Oh, thank you very much! I really thought I have lost my bag,” she exclaimed in relief.

        Kevin was speechless.  He could not believe what was happening.  Before he could utter a single word, the lady whipped out a ten-dollar note from her wallet.

        “Here, take this,” she shoved the note into Kevin’s hand. “I can’t thank you enough.”

        With that she turned and rushed towards the train that has just arrived on the other side of the platform.

        Kevin stood there, still unable to believe his luck.  Then a wave of guilt surged through him.  Nobody but he himself knew the truth and he was sickened by his own dishonesty.  
        He must have stood there for the longest time because a passer-by came up to him to ask if there was anything wrong.

        “It’s nothing.  I’m fine, thanks,” he muttered.  
        As Kevin walked down the escalator, he was still thinking about the incident.  He looked at the ten-dollar note in his hand and recounted the lady’s grateful look as she handed him the money.  Kevin knew he could not tell anyone about it.  He was too ashamed.

        Kevin never did spend the money.  
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