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Topic: A Bad Decision 

Pictures given: Poker cards, A “Shoplifters will be Prosecuted” 

sign, A wallet 
 

I was alone in the darkness.  I clutched the wallet tightly.  I was running from the law.  

My life was full of complications but this was a bad decision, the worst decision I had ever 

made.  I was a gambler, heavily in debt and desperate to pay the loan sharks.  I was deep in 

my thoughts when all of a sudden, the door burst open and several men in uniform rushed in 

“Freeze! Drop your weapons!” one uniformed man commanded. 

I dropped everything – everything but the wallet which I hid in my pocket.  

Unfortunately, they had spotted it and pointed their guns at me.   

“Drop everything!” the man boomed again in his thunderous voice. 

I dropped the wallet on the ground, but I could not take my eyes of it.  I stared at it 

intently.  I could not bear to part with the money.  I was already planning to grab it and run 

away again but the uniformed men were blocking the only exit. 

“Now come forward!” the voice ordered. 

I stood up, trembling with fear.  How had they found me?  The police handcuffed me 

and dragged me away to the dreaded place called prison.  

I woke up with a start as my cell door opened.  It has been five years since I had been 

put in the cell.  Images of me brandishing my knife at the wealthy lady haunted my 

memories.  She had handed me her purse which was bulging with thick wads of cash.  I even 

smiled at the terrified woman, enjoying that sense of power I had over her.  At that time, I 

had just graduated from the university.  But I went on to commit armed robbery.  I had ruined 

my entire future with a bad decision.  I was a jailbird. 

“Come out!  You can leave!” 

 I perked up.  Was I dreaming?   

I struggled to get up.  I had been in the same position for the last few hours, reflecting 

on how to start anew.  A familiar figure stepped forward.   

“Mother!” I called out. 

She had come to take me home.  I ran to hug her and she hugged me in return.  Tears 

were rolling down her cheeks.  I looked at my now frail mother.  I was a failure.  I had 

gambled, I had stolen, I had robbed.  I had ran away from home to join my gambling friends.  

My eyes fell.  Mother must have been reading my thoughts because she patted me 

reassuringly. 
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The cool breeze of the car’s air-conditioner hit me.  I sank into the soft seat.  It had 

been so long since I had sat in a car.  The last car I sat in was a police car. 

A few years later, I was standing at a door, breathing heavily in excitement.  I was 

new and alive.  No longer the old gambling self, I am now a policeman.  I am ready to bring 

people to justice.  I was now part of the law, no longer running away from it. 
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