All Out Of Tears

It was 3:00 on a cold, damp afternoon. Just 2 weeks before Christmas morning. My family and I were going Christmas shopping in Cork City. Snow was all along the icy pathway getting heavier and bigger as far as the eye could see. The snowflakes trickled down slowly onto my jacket. My jacket was old and torn, I had asked my dad if he could get me a new one, but my dad wasn’t a person you could reason with. My mom would do it if she got the time. She is always working.
[bookmark: _GoBack] 	As my parents and I were slowly walking down the frozen streets of Cork City, out of the corner of my eye I noticed a homeless man sitting down on a frozen patch of ice, with no blankets, socks or coat. I was traumatised to see that nobody cared enough to give him as much as a piece of cloth. I said to my mom and dad that i was going to go buy some sweets from a nearby sweet shop, and to meet me in front of auntie nellies in about a half hour. When my mom and dad had walked out of sight I hastily ran over to the homeless man and asked if I could help him by at least getting him a warm blanket. My help was refused. This made me pretty perturbed. I knew he refused my help but I just couldn’t let a man freeze to death. So I darted over to the nearest shop that yielded blankets and coats, then after I had purchased these items i sprinted back over to the homeless man once again and handed him the coat and put the blanket over him. He then let out a smile that would make your day.
From then on I kept on giving excuses to my mom and dad about how I needed to go get something in Cork City, when what I really wanted to do was go visit the homeless man again, each time giving him food, blankets, clothes and water. As day by day went on we knew more and more about one another. But also day by day my parents grew more and more suspicious. Eventually my parents decided not to let me go down to Cork City. I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t think, because my mind was too clouded with memories of the homeless man gushing back and forward.
 
1 week had passed and I was still trying to think of a way for my mom or dad to bring me to Cork City. Eventually I had come up with an amazing idea! It was now Christmas morning and my family and I went down stairs expecting presents underneath the Christmas tree. Yet I wasn’t expecting presents because that night I had snuck downstairs and hidden all our Christmas presents, buried in our back garden. I then knew we would all have to go get new presents in one of Cork City’s shops. After my parents had gone across the street into penny’s, I legged it over to the usual spot that he would be in. But this time he wasn’t there. From then on I knew that he dead, but I just couldn’t accept it. Every time I when I tried to cry, I was couldn’t because I was all out of tears.

