Personal Narrative Writing: Beggar Story

I remember the first time I held my hand out. Ask me if I ever thought I'd find myself in a place so low as that? The obvious answer would be I would have laughed at such a ridiculous question. As bad as I'd feel for a beggar, a homeless person, someone with no options or direction, I'd feel for them. I know our society isn't equal, the 'haves' and the 'have nots', "but for the grace of God, there go I" is what I always thought. Yet, here go I?

It was my pride that got me to this point. I know that now, yet I'm past the point of being able to change things. My family and I just clashed - all the things I was doing in my life they had to have a say in. It sounds simple enough, but add in personal tensions and that feeling of condescension and maybe you'd understand why we stopped talking. A few bad mistakes and wrong turns and there I was, a dire situation. They'd love this, to get a call and be able to say, "I told you so. If you'd have only listened!" Like I'd give them the satisfaction. Yet it's ironic; too proud to call, yet not too proud to beg?

 

I couldn't look them in the eyes, those people passing by. Shopping bags in hand, cell phones at their ears, coffees and frappuchinos passing by and I remember the luxury of sweet things. Now, I'm hoping for crumbs and change. Yeah, I remember that first day I held out my hand. I cried. No one noticed.  
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