It was a fine Friday afternoon. I enjoy sitting in a coffee shop in such good times, and watch people come across. There was a beggar on the opposite of this street, who has always been asking for a pound for a meal. There were a lot of people passing his side, and only very little of them would give a thought about giving the money. A lady with her boy next her walked towards the beggar. She gave her boy a few coins, touching his back gently. The boy hesitated a little, but these coins were finally passed to the beggar. He smiled to the lady and her boy, and they replied the same.
It was almost five o’clock in the afternoon. Most of people would clock off, and back to their home. The beggar sat at the corner of the street as he had been. A man in decent dress with a luxurious bag in his hand walked passing the beggar. The man had a glance at the beggar, and his eyes twist a little. A disgusted expression formed on his face. The man speed up, and walk away as soon as he can.
