THE BLUE BOX 
“Run, run, run; they are coming," I heard, and I ran. I ran. I kept running, and I didn’t stop. I heard the chaos behind me, but I didn’t see it, and I was too busy running to turn around to see what was happening behind me.
Suddenly, I heard laughter. I heard laughter all around me, but whose laughter? Where was it coming from? I stopped running, and then I realized where I was—an abandoned haunted house, "my parents old house." I turned around in confusion, and suddenly the entire room was spinning. I was losing my consciousness. I tried to scream, but I couldn’t hear my voice. All I could hear was the laughter of whoever was in the room with me, and then it stopped; there was silence and darkness.
 
Haliya was a student of accounting at UNILAG, and in her first year of school, her parents died in a car crash. She was only 17, and this caused a shift in her life as she had lost the people who were dearest to her.
 
Haliya’s parents had left her too early in life; she was on her own now and had to struggle to help herself. She had her parents property, but as she was in denial, she wouldn’t touch it, fearing that it would make the reality of their absence even more painful. Instead, she tirelessly worked part-time jobs to pay for her tuition and daily expenses, determined to prove to herself and to the world that she could survive.
On the day of their funeral, her uncle had given her a blue box that contained some private materials that belonged to her parents. He told her that it was now hers. In the box, there was a small white handkerchief with a drawing of three people at the front of a big white building with a ribbon at the door. There was an inscription on it: "Hotel du Mikalis". This was her father’s dream—to own a big hotel in Lagos. She was determined to live this dream for him.
Despite the overwhelming grief that weighed her down, Haliya pushed forward with unwavering resilience. She worked without ceasing and studied, but she never saw the result of her efforts. It felt like the wealth she was building was going away in the blink of an eye. However, she held onto a glimmer of hope, believing that her hard work would eventually pay off and that she would live the life her father dreamed of and own the Hotel du Mikalis.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Haliya worked part-time and owned two online businesses. She imported and sold perfumes and human hair online. Her part-time job gave her an average of about twenty thousand naira monthly, and she got about two hundred thousand naira monthly profit from her businesses, but she lacked good management skills, so as this profits entered her account, it went into her expenses.
 
On this faithful day, a year after the death of her parents, Haliya had left her home to pick up her shipments from the post office, and on her way, she was involved in a ghastly accident. The driver and another passenger on the tricycle died while she and the other passenger were rushed to the hospital.
 
Haliya’s heartbeat was almost nonexistent on arrival at the hospital, and the doctors knew they had to act fast to save her life. They tried everything possible to get her to wake up, but they couldn't. They kept trying until finally they got a pulse, and they knew that Haliya was in there somewhere, but she had gone into a coma as a result of the shock. They put her on oxygen, and her friends and uncle had arrived at the hospital.
Faces dropped as it was announced that Haliya was in a coma and that they were unable to bring her back to life. The doctors said that her resurrection was 50/50, and if they all pray to their gods that she wakes up, even if she does, she might not remember anything as there were signals in her brain that indicated likely memory loss when they scanned her brain for activities of life.
 
So, days went, months went, and soon it was a year and Haliya was still in a coma. Her uncle had sold her father’s properties and most of Haliya’s inheritance to pay her hospital bills so they wouldn’t cut off her oxygen supply. He would come twice every month to see her or restock her liquid food supply. Her friends would come around to see her and pray with her, even though she never responded to any of their prayers.
 
It was just another morning at the hospital on the 17th of July, a week before Haliya’s parents death anniversary. The sun was rising slowly, casting a soft golden glow over the quiet room where Haliya lay motionless. As the gentle rays of sunlight enveloped the room, the chirping of birds outside filled the air, creating a serene atmosphere. Outside the hospital window, a gentle breeze rustled the leaves of the nearby trees, allowing a soothing melody to drift into the room, and suddenly there was a loud noise coming from the monitors: "beep beep beep", The alarms went off in Haliya’s room, and the doctors and nurses got there in time to watch Haliya’s eyes open as a loud scream ripped off her throat. She was frantic as expected; the nurses administered a tranquilizer, and she went back to sleep. They told her uncles and her friends the good news and that she would be awake in two hours, and so they came with food and drinks for celebration. Everyone was happy because her uncle had complained that he could no longer afford the hospital bills, and on her parents death anniversary, he would tell the hospital to switch off her oxygen supply and confirm her death.
 
Haliya woke up quietly this time; it took her eyes a while to adjust to the light. She looked around and saw her friends and her uncle. She smiled and tried to stand up to hug her uncle, but she couldn’t move. Everyone hurried to her side and told her not to stand up, and then the questions came.
"Do you remember what happened?" Kofo, her best friend, asked
"I don’t know; I was trapped in the dark room for so long, and I kept running and running." Haliya made her first full sentence since the accident.
"A dark room? Tell us about it," her uncle said with curiosity and concern on his face.
"Yes, a dark room or house; it looked like my parents house, but it was in a forest. I was running from a voice that sounded like mine because someone told me to run. I kept running until one day I decided not to run, and I sat down to have a conversation with the voice. She told me that she wants to help me go back and that she left a gift to help me with my struggles in the blue box my uncle gave me after my parents burial. On my way out of the house, I saw my parents, and they said, It’s not time for me to be with them yet." Haliya narrated to them.
"Hmm, we all thank God you’re fine. It was just a long dream," Shade, another of Haliya’s friends, said, and everyone nodded in agreement.
 
A week later, Haliya was discharged from the hospital as she had fully recovered. She went home and quickly checked the blue box, and in it she saw a note with her own handwriting, but she knows she didn’t write any notes.
it read 
"Separate your savings from your emergency funds and invest in financial opportunities like stocks, cryptocurrency, etc. if you want to build wealth; it will not happen overnight or if your money is in the bank. Make your money work for you, smart girl."
 
Haliya laughed at this because there was nothing like cryptocurrency, and whoever wrote it was unimportant and probably playing a prank.
It took a while for Haliya to adjust, as she was a year behind in real life, but when she found out cryptocurrency indeed existed, she took swift action and put twenty percent of her savings into it. She also invested in stocks and real estate, and in no time, Haliya was enjoying a quadruple of her initial investments, and her business was booming. She became known as the "smart girl" among her friends and even her skeptics. She became famous on social media when she started giving financial advice.
 
Four years later, Haliya stands at the front of a beautiful white building with the inscription "Hotel du Mikalis." She had done it; she had made her father’s dream come true with the financial advice she got when she was in a coma.
 
Haliya Mikalis had made a unique name for herself and her generation. 
