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This is Mr.  Jefferson Rolles, a well-built man from Cape Town.  He walks along dressed in tight shoe with a hard sole and a navy blue suit. On his head is hut that is color and funny looking.  He has a strange way of walking; I guess he is a bit bandy-legged.  At a glance at his face, to be in high temper and struck out.  His upper half looked more respectable. Worn but of excellent quality.  His other half looked scary and disastrous.  His nice looking trouser is matted with blood rib boned and caked.  The man looked insane.  His character looked awkward.  His habits aren’t adorable at all.

This aspect brings fear in the people.  I also get to fear him too. One has a clue of what up with him.  He walks over a bridge along a path of packed dirt to the children studied. Turtling and cutting his good looking his teeth.  His black hat on the head that seemed to be incoming loose.
This is something that creates a lot of questions mind who are at the scene. Mr. Reputation and so no one can be involved in such a situation. Sympathy in me.  He is unapproachable.
A man of great respect and dignity like Mr. Jefferson should not be undergoing such a situation. The school Principal who is beside decides to approach him. “Hello Mr.  Jefferson," he addresses him. The man stayed still and did not answer him. To the ground where he had he realizes where he has been looking, and his eyes again and meets a sympathetic expression at the school principal’s face. His eyes altogether in panic and dirty looking hands. "Sir that I make it to the parents meeting.  I have been struck by great misery".  Mr. Jefferson lamented think into his statement, he encountered?  That was a question that he could only answer himself. Could have made this man turn out to unimaginable being?
"Where can I get comfort?  I see my world coming to an end".  Are no good this modern world?  The man looked in deep thought and appeared to be of the unimaginable had gone through.
Mr. ground with no more utterance at all.  His eyes keep changing the shifting light as broken clouds the bright sun. His gaze up him lowers his eyes to the ground.  Indeed this misery had made him less bold. He sits with his fingers laced together, his head tilted, away is standing what a shift from dignity to unsoundness.
How could a sudden life shift happen to this respectable parent?  This were queries that were answerable by Mr. Jefferson alone.  A miss such a relevant parents meeting.  How did it happen? He stood there for a long time thinking what to do. Without wasting any second he started talking to himself. Everybody was surprise because of his action. As for many it was the first time. As for me and the some other relative we had such experience before. I decided to become near him to know the full report. “Please let me help you” I whispered as if nobody head what I said. He moved further and instructed me to follow him. I gathered some courage and followed him without any decision. We decided to stand beside the road he stated lecturing me teaching me lesson that I cannot forget to tell my grandchildren
