Rebecca Jackson & Jasper’s Morning
prithi shukla
Rebecca Jackson had slept badly that night. She was up at 06:25, just five minutes before her tacky retro alarm clock broke the still calmness of the morning. Another darned day confronted her as she sat up in bed staring at the misty window in front of her. December’s cold bitter conditions didn’t help her mood either. She struggled out of bed, shuffling, barefooted to the far end of the dingy bedsit.  Jasper her eager nine-month spaniel followed irritatingly closely behind. Her existence on the fourth floor of this grim suburban high-rise in one of London’s hostile neighbourhoods wasn’t easy. Rebecca hated it. 
Corpselike she switched on the electric kettle and stared blankly at the blue glow inside as the water boiled.  In a few seconds, the kettle bubbled and began to steam. If Sid was there, she would have poured the scorching liquid all over him. It was exactly a year to the day since he moved into the flat directly below her with that twenty-year-old blonde broad and her two screaming brats. Rebecca was a middle-aged flabby woman, jowly with big broad hips. The incident left her deflated but she felt she was better off without the scum. He wasn’t worth the trouble.
As she leaned forward for a mug, she felt her foot slide on a small patch of cooking oil she had spilt the night before. She grabbed onto the edge of the counter to regain her balance and gashed herself on the ball of her right foot.  It was a shard of glass from the framed picture photo of Sid. She had thrown it against the wall a year back. She hadn’t noticed the broken splinter lodged under the cheap linoleum flooring. 
“Damn it, it’s the last thing I need today,” she screamed frustratingly.
Rebecca removed the tiny piece from under her skin, dabbed it with some Dettol and put a duct tape over the cut. After giving Jasper his food and making herself a big steaming mug of black coffee she hobbled across the room to get herself ready for work. It was already 7:00 am. It gave her two hours to change, drop Jasper off at her mother’s which was two bus stops away and then, from there, take the tube to work. The central line got her straight into Holborn where she had a desk job at a lawyer’s firm typing up minutes and reports for them. 
A half hour later she was dressed and ready to leave. She clipped Jasper’s lead onto his harness, put her thick coat on and stepped out into the long acrid corridor lined with flats. Neither of the lifts worked. Exasperated Rebecca ran down the stairs ignoring the stinging pain. She gently pulled Jasper along hoping not to bump into Sid or his woman. A brisk walk to the bus stop helped her beat the gnawing cold. Jasper was pulling her all over the place. He wanted to lift his leg at every tree, lamp post or vertical thing he saw. She joined the queue and waited when she arrived. She limped and shifted from one foot to the other. The pain exacerbating her foul temper that morning. Edgy with how the morning went she started rummaging through her bag for her pass, hoping to find it. Distracted by this, she was not quick enough to stop Jasper from lunging playfully onto the middle-aged man in front of her
“Hey, get this beast off me,” he yelled turning around. Jasper tugged at his lead so hard Rebecca lost her grip letting go. The pup jumped up again trying to lick the grouchy man’s hand. 
 “Get this smelly dog off,” he screamed, lashing out at Jasper with his umbrella.
“Don’t you hit him you brute,” Rebecca retaliated regaining her grasp on Jasper’s lead. Just then Jasper saw a dog across the road and jerked towards it yelping. Rebecca lost her balance and fell on the angry man in front of her, pushing him out of the queue. His round face instantly bloated up like a puffer fish, the deep grey lines darkened below his eyes and his nostrils widened and flared as he spluttered in rage, ironically looking like a rabid dog foaming at the mouth.
“That’s it I’m calling the police.” 
“You do just that,” Rebecca snapped, “Let’s see how far you get.”
No one in line came to her rescue. It was too early in the morning. They just listened expressionless and miserable, ignoring the uproar. Just then the double-decker rolled in and the man eager to get his place on the bus moved up and cut into the front of the queue much to the annoyance of the others, but the passengers still didn’t say anything. Rebecca hoped he had forgotten the squabble as everybody shuffled in line to board the bus. She didn’t want any trouble. She picked up Jasper, holding him tightly against her chest with both hands to avoid any further distress. Her day was going terribly wrong and it was only 08:30 in the morning.
Boarding the bus, dog and pass in hand she only hoped the bus driver would be civil and thankfully he was. Instead, it was the woman behind her who was trying to scuffle past Rebecca. As she did, she bumped full force into her, accidentally jabbing Jasper sharply with her left elbow. The pup yelped and jumped out of Rebecca’s arms into the crowd of people on the bus. Frightened he started yapping loudly. 
“Stupid woman,” Rebecca muttered under her breath. Jasper had disappeared amongst the passenger’s feet. Her heart raced hoping she would find him before the doors opened at the next stop.
“Your fault,” the woman said, “You shouldn’t have brought him during rush hour.”
“I agree,” she heard the man she had encountered earlier tell the woman. 
“Piss off,” Rebecca hit back verbally, more interested in locating Jasper. She could no longer hear him yelp and that was a worry.
“Jasper, Jasper,” Rebecca shouted, “Has anybody seen my dog?” She heard the bell clang as they were approaching the next stop. Passengers shuffled mindlessly with dead pan faces to the exit. Nervously, Rebecca repeatedly asked the passengers on the bus, but they all just nodded. Just then she heard a voice shout out:
“Back here, back here.”
It was an old man at the rear end of the bus. He had picked Jasper up and was fondly playing with him on his lap. Rebecca rushed over. The seat next to him had become vacant. Rebecca plonked herself down next to him, relieved.  
“Sweet dog,” he said smiling.
“Thank you.”
“May I hold onto him for a while longer. I am getting off at the next stop.”
“Of course,” Rebecca replied, “Thank you for picking him up,” she said gratefully. “I too am getting off at the next stop.” 
The old man stared at Rebecca narrowing his eyes.
“Ah ha…are you Mrs Jackson’s daughter?”
“Yes, I am…how did you know?”
The old man started to laugh. 
“You look so much like her. We are neighbours. I moved in a month ago.” Rebecca laughed too. His cheeriness seemed contagious. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]At the bus stop where they got off, to thank him for rescuing Jasper, Rebecca invited him for a coffee at Neville’s Café across the road. As they chatted, she was pleased she had met him. He made her feel happier. On her way to her mother’s, she decided to skip work. Instead of spending the day with grim lawyers, she was going to spend some good quality time with her mother and Jasper. Suddenly the day brightened up for her and she forgot her sore foot. She was finally doing something she wanted to do, something that made her happy.
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