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Late at night, Ahmed decided to go and get some tea from the Dome café. As he elevated the cup it spilled all over his hands. By not screaming the person embodied a grown man. In a few minutes he got up and left the place quietly. He called his mother but she was unreachable for some reason.
His emotions were torn up. He had never been ashamed and disappointed like this since a long time. Realizing that he needed to wash his clothes he was gloomy. Tea on a shirt might stain, so he needed to wash it soon. Calling the laundry did not work out well. He decided to undertake it and wash it by his self. Success was out of reach since he did not know how to use the washing machine. Crying was one of the options, but something stopped him. 
 	Sitting down and invoking that he would never spill on his self again made him feel pity on his self. His mother Fatima came and told him not to worry and everything would be fine; it is just a tea stain. She was accessible for the best laundry in the country. She gave them a call. They took the shirt and returned it on the next day. It was spot less.
