
The Homeless Billionaire. 

 A few years ago, my family and I took a trip to Southern California.  I specifically 

wanted to see the Hollywood Walk of Fame, among other distractions and sights.  My sister 

wanted to go to Disneyland and the San Diego Zoo.  It was being set up as a great family 

vacation.  Get away from work, stress, and negativity for a little while, it was a much-needed 

vacation for us at the time.   

 I was in middle-school at the time, completely unaware of what life really is. This trip to 

the stars that we walk on in Hollywood proved to me a lesson in life awareness.   

 After Disneyland and the zoo, we went to the Walk of Fame.  It was what I had been 

patiently waiting for this entire trip.  I wanted to see all the names that have given up their time 

and energy just to make people smile and laugh, like Mickey Mouse and the rest of the Disney 

crew.   

 Once we got to the stars, I was so busy looking down and reading the names, looking for 

Mickey Mouse, that I was unaware of what that area really looked like.  Following the stars led 

us into a very questionable area.  After finding Mickey’s star, I looked up and saw just how poor 

and unhappy some of the people were.  The buildings were a reflection of those peoples outward 

images.  Boarded up windows on every other building.  Bullet holes riddled the side of many 

store front buildings.  Many rough looking people lined the streets, all holding up signs begging 

for food, money or some other life sustenance.  It looked as though these people couldn’t afford 

the basics in life.  Most of them were skinny, on the verge of starvation and malnourishment.  I 

was with my family, in a well-lit area during the day.  I personally felt safe being around them.  

But the thoughts in my head were running rampant, “surely, these people aren’t happy living on 



the street in these kind of conditions”, I thought to myself.  “Where do they get their food and 

medical care and supplies?  How do they protect themselves from adverse weather?”   

 Just before letdown mode totally consumed my feelings and emotions from the sights I 

was seeing, I heard a man mumbling beneath his voice not too far from me.  We were waiting to 

cross a street, but the little man-light was blinking red, indicating it wasn’t safe to cross.  This 

was a fairly busy street, it was several minutes before it changed to all clear and became safe to 

cross.    

During this time, this man started mumbling about happiness and how he found the key 

to his happiness.  I turned my body towards him and got a good glimpse of him.  He looked like 

Jesus Christ, just with battered clothes on.  He had on a white, baggy t-shirt that looked as if it 

hasn’t been washed in weeks.  His jacket was a reddish, maroon color almost ripped to shreds.  It 

was able to stay on his body, but I think it failed its job as a jacket.  He had a pair of jeans on, 

which was in the best condition compared to the rest of his garments.  And a pair of cheap rubber 

flipflops.  He had big blue punctuating eyes and a head full of hair.  His head hair and his facial 

hair all ended at the same spot, about mid-way down his torso.  His face was long and skinny, in 

which the rest of his body followed suit.  His dimples concaved on his face, highlighting his high 

cheekbones.   

 There was one thing different from this homeless man and all the others on this street, he 

wasn’t holding up a sign and begging people for food or money.  Nor was he verbally asking for 

those things at all the passersby.  He just kept rambling on about happiness.   

 “I am spilling the secrets of happiness to all around me right now” he said, “but no one is 

stopping to listen to my message”.  But that wasn’t true, I had stopped during that brief moment 

in time and began listening to him.  It was just me and this man who looked like Jesus Christ and 



no one else in the world during those brief moments.  And he was telling me the secrets to 

happiness in this world, and only me.  It was as if time had stopped altogether to allow this man 

to share everything, completely, what he knew about happiness in this world.  All external 

sounds quieted down and all the blinking lights stopped.  That man changed everything for me 

and what I knew.  Everything I knew about the physical world, the emotional world, the mental 

world and the visual world changed in an instant.  

 He began by sharing his story, his life lessons learned and experienced.  “I’ve been to the 

mountain-top and it is glorious.  It is the most beautiful thing I have ever set my eyes on, except 

for my now passed-away wife.  But I wasn’t happy at the top.  I had everything I ever wanted.  A 

huge house, a bunch of fancy new cars.  I could buy whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted it.  

But I still wasn’t happy, I was all alone.  My wife and I were only married for three short years 

before she succumbed to a deadly and rare disease.  We didn’t have any children.  I lost my best 

friend in the world.  So I committed all my time to work to keep my mind of off her passing and 

my loneliness.  My work became a pursuit of profits, it earned me millions of dollars and 

brought me to the mountain-top.  But, it didn’t fill the void in my heart that my wife was going to 

fill with her love before her passing.”  He continues his story and I am completely enthralled by 

him.   

 “After getting a big house and lots of land, I began to fill all the rooms with physical 

items.  Items I thought would bring me joy and entertainment to help fill the void.  But then, life 

became even more hollow.  Nothing was fulfilling it.  There was no happiness around me.  I was 

a rich, boring, empty, and lonely man.  Work had become redundant and repetitive.  I needed a 

change.”           



 “I read a quote once before that said ‘true happiness is possession-less, but of useful 

service’.  I don’t remember who said it, but after reading that quote, I held a yard-sale and sold 

every physical possession I had, save for a few items that I could keep in one bag.  After all those 

random items were sold, I sold off my fancy cars, then the house and land.  I donated all the 

money that I earned to a local charity and then proceeded to change my company’s overarching 

aim to provide a positive impact on people and society, to serve and to give.  It became a pursuit 

of service and not a pursuit of profit.  All profit that is earned is donated to help children that 

need life-saving medical treatment, after paying my employees and before myself a small sum.  

Then I started to delegate my role in the company to other competent leaders to conduct the 

everyday leadership of the company, while I maintained ownership.  I didn’t want to be 

completely broke, I just wanted to be free of possessions.  Less possessions allows myself to pay 

me what I need every-day and nothing more.  $50 a day.  Although the money is nice, I didn’t 

need the abundance to be spent on me, I have what I need.  But, the poor children at the local 

orphanage could use the extra money that my company would’ve paid me.”    

 “Profit goes to medical treatment for children, and the rest of my salary goes to a local 

orphanage.  I am giving and serving as much as I can, and it has been far more fulfilling than the 

pursuit of profit.”  He continues, “I became happy when I heard about all of the children’s lives 

that have improved because of the money my company has earned and given.  I am the happiest 

as can be living without a fancy house and multiple possessions.  Just one bag that is full of 

personal keepsakes and an old car that is cheap to maintain.  I spend most of my time now on the 

streets sharing my experiences with people like you so that you know of one formula to 

happiness.  It’s not money and possessions, it is serving others.  After selling all my stuff and 

spending my time on the streets teaching happiness, one of my company lawyers saw me on the 



streets and informed me that the company was going public.  He said it meant more money could 

be earned to help these poor children and that because I am owner of the company, it would 

make me a billionaire.  And since I don’t have a house, I became a homeless billionaire.  Not a 

single extra penny of those billions will be spent on me.  Just on the people who need it.”  His 

message was ringing deep with me.  I was just listening to his message; no questions, 

interruptions or gestures.  He was making me think and listen.   

 “Come on.  It’s time to cross”, I hear my dad saying.  And just like that, all the lights 

started flashing, and sounds began making noise again.  I looked up at my father and said, 

“okay”.  When I turned around to look at this man, he was gone.  I looked everywhere and never 

saw him again.          

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 


