Pandemonium on the 1% floor

From the length of the corridor, there
was a muffled weeping that lingered in
the air. The extended nature of it
aroused the suspicion of those who
lived in the units of the %floor, and
eventually, a little gathering of
neighbors collected. It took little effort
to determine the source of the cry.

There, in a disheveled mess, with her
shoulders seemingly drooping with the
weight of the world, sat an elderly
woman clutching a fistful  of
documents. Her fuzzy hair was
speckled like salt and pepper, and her
face was moist with heavy tears. “It's
the end for me. I... I...” Again, she
continued her emotional upheaval.
Everyone around her grew
sympathetically curious about her
plight, and eventually, one of the aunties managexbnvince her to share her story.

“I have a family of two beautiful daughters and ami love dearly. Even though we
try, we cannot make ends meet. And now.. Now | hidnese bills to pay and no
money to do so. Oh, how will we survive? How cankeep the roof over our heads?
There is simply no way out for me but death!” Aslife were in a trance, she moved
precariously close to the ledge. Fearful, thosemitstood by her side grabbed her
arm and insisted that she exercise restraint. @rteeoneighbours then interjected
with a thought: “Seeing as she is in such finanddficulty, why not all of us
contribute to her situation and help her?” Under¢licumstances, most of the crowd
nodded in approval and thus, the neighbor who vbites solution asked for the
elderly lady to rest her scattered nerves at taseplvhile his wife would run around
the block to raise funds for her dilemma.

Perhaps it was a niggling feeling, but Ling deciddte needed advice on this
situation. Returning home, she picked up her pramkdialed the only number that
came to her mind. Her call rang and disrupted metgeading. “Roy, something’s

just happened over at my block and...” She went ometate the entire series of
events that just unfolded moments ago. As she moedi, | could not help but sense
something amiss.

“Ling, listen to me. This is what you will do...”

It was close to half an hour when the neighborsecanocking at Ling’s door. “We
are helping this lady out by collecting funds tsissher in paying her bills. Will you



be able to help her cause?” Ling knew what she suagpose to do, but she was not
quite sure how her response would settle withreké people whom she had lived
with for the past 5 years in harmony.

“I'will... Give her nothing.”

Everyone stood there, jaws agape from the coldoresp Some pleaded with her to
reconsider, others cursed her for being so cruéb agatch a helpless woman cringe
in despair. It was a tough call, but she believedny logic, and she stuck to her
stance.

By the end of the day, Ling was singled out
as the “heartless witch” of the “14loor.
Her neighbors turned cold, and every time
she walked past them, she could feel the
whispers of degrading remarks and their
fingers pointing relentlessly at her. “Oh,
Roy! Maybe | should have given something
if 1 knew they were going to hate me so!
Now | have to live with such horrible
attitudes and the guilt of maybe leaving a
helpless old woman to die!” From my
calculations, | anticipated such negativity
from the neighbors living with Ling, but
instead, | willed Ling to calm down. “Trust
me, it will come to pass in a matter of
days.”

Two weeks after the old woman had come to theiclglding’s doorbell rang. She
was surprised to see the looks of apologetic naighburrounding her door. “Ling,
I’'m sure you have read the papers and... We’re resllyy for not respecting your
decision...” Ling was actually befuddled by theiresoh presence, but kept quiet in
the hopes that someone else might fill in the mggieces of what was being said to
her. “Who would have known that that old woman \&ason artist? Going around to
different blocks to fleece money off kindheartedbjple! I'm glad the police has
finally apprehended her! We want you to know howryave are to have been saying
such unkind words about you... Please forgive us.”

“It is not your fault and under the circumstanckslon’t believe anyone is to be
blamed. Let’s all let bygones be bygones, and |&am this lesson.” With the peace
of the neighborhood being restored, Ling excitetipg me up to tell me how
everything was back to normal. “It was unfortungiat that woman abused the trust
of strangers but | am glad that you managed tethiense into me and prevented me
from falling for the same con. Thank you, Roy.”
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