FOCUS Exercise (Adam Johnson) 
A (middle aged) woman on a bus has an argument with the bus driver.
A young man intervenes on her side and her life is changed.
Use FOCUS
F - first, set up her world
O - Bus driver
C - Young man
U - unexpected development following their meeting
S - what happens between them
Dic Edwards

Cheryl had lived a relatively calm life these past few years, she liked the peace and quiet of country life, it was peaceful and unobtrusive. That was why today in particular she was getting incredibly frustrated, a couple of teenagers had gotten on the bus two stops ago, they were clad in cheap hoodies and baggie jeans, and they talked like they’d been lobotomised. This would not have been an issue of course, were it not for the fact that they insisted on basically yelling their conversations, as if they were a fucking church choir and the people on the bus were a congregation.
“Excuse me, but would you mind keeping it down please?” Cheryl asked politely, desperate to lower the noise of the two boys’ incessant prattling. To her dismay, they didn’t even look up from their conversation, ignoring Cheryl as they engaged in their churlish discourse. Eventually, Cheryl snapped at them, 
“Do you two have to insist in being louder than a marching band? I can’t even hear myself think!” The two boys raised their eyes to look at her, she looked both of them in the eyes, scanning for a response. Then suddenly their faces lit up and they laughed hoarsely at her demands before turning their attentions away from her and continuing their conversation at an even greater volume. 
Cheryl sighed deeply and rose up from her seat marching down the length of the bus to the driver’s seat, carrying an air of authority and anger about her person. 
“Excuse me sir, could you do something about the boys in the back? They’re being incredibly loud and…” Before Cheryl could finish her sentence, the bus driver twisted his head around, he glared at her viciously, as if she’d just asked him if he wanted to go tap dancing on his parents’ graves. 
“Wot do you want?” The driver asked in a disgruntled manor, his eyes were underscored by dark circles under his eyes, and alcohol clung to his breath as if he were a human alcohol dispenser. Cheryl’s nose wrinkled in disgust, this man repulsed her, but she was keen to stop the infernal racket that was coming from behind her  
“The teenagers in the back are making a lot noise, is there anything you can do about it?” A hint of annoyance crept into Cheryl’s voice as she was forced to repeat herself to this animal. The bus driver considered it for a second then he asked  
“Ave you tried asking them to pipe down?” A look of annoyance washed over Cheryl’s face, why on Earth would she be asking the bus driver for help if she hadn’t tried confronting the teenagers already? It seemed rather pointless to complain directly to the driver straight away. 
“Of course I did, I’m not so stuck up and self-centred as to go straight to an authority figure when an issue arises,” Cheryl responded through clenched teeth, trying to keep her annoyance from bubbling over into an unbridled rage. The driver pulled into the next stop, a perplexed look carved into his face, then, he turned around to Cheryl, 
“Well the bus ride isn’t long, why bother the kids when they’ll probably be getting off in a stop or two?” He said sheepishly, as if he was too afraid to confront the two, or perhaps it was that he was too lazy to remove his person from his seat and sort out the issue. Either way, Cheryl was greatly perplexed by this, it was part of the man’s job after all to make sure that customers felt comfortable and the conversation that the boys were having could be heard clearly even from the driver’s seat, like a hurricane tearing its way through the bus. 
“So, you’re going to do nothing about this?” Cheryl asked, exasperation explicit within her tone, “you’re going to let a bunch of punks make everyone else feel uncomfortable?” The driver looked at Cheryl with an icy glare, 
“Ok, for one luv, those teenagers aren’t chewing my fucking ear off like you are, for another, nobody else has even complained, thir…” Before the driver could finish his sentence, Cheryl interjected, going off on a furious tirade. 
“Are you being fucking serious? If you’d just asked them to keep it down the moment I’d asked you to I wouldn’t be chewing your ear off! I’ve been able to hear those two talking the entire time I’ve been talking to you, are you bloody deaf? Or are you just as insipid as they are?!” Flecks of spittle rimmed Cheryl’s lips and her chest rose up and down. 
“Ok, that’s enough out of you, you’re causing people to feel uncomfortable and you’re stopping me from serving the other customers, sit down, stop complaining, or I’ll kick you off the bleeding bus,” with that the bus driver turned to divert his attentions to the new passengers. However, before he could so much as serve a single customer, a young man who had been sitting in the front row approached the driver. 
The young man couldn’t have been any older than 25, he had a phone in hand and he tapped on the glass which separated the driver from the passengers in order to get his attention. 
“Excuse me sir, but, the noise from those teenagers is bothering me as well, in fact they’ve given me a migraine, now could you please make them quiet down?” The driver turned around the young man, he looked absolutely infuriated. 
“Listen here boy, I’ve been doing this job for 20 years and I’ve never encountered a duo of such whiny, obnoxious cunts before, both of you, get back to your seats or get off of this bus!” The young man sighed deeply, then he hit play on a recording that he had open and to the driver’s terror, it was a recording of him swearing at Cheryl. Smirks creeped themselves along Cheryl and the young man’s faces, 
“It would be a pity if this man’s employer were to hear this, wouldn’t it? Swearing at customers, I wonder what that would mean for his job?” Cheryl said, sniggering, barely able to contain her laugh. 
“Oh, I agree, it would probably be a bad look for this man if this audio were to reach his employer, now, are you going to stop gawking like a fish and actually do something?!” The young man exclaimed cockily. The driver swallowed sharply, then he yelled to the back of the bus.
“Oi! You two, quiet down, or you can get off here!” Anger crackled in his voice, then, he turned to Cheryl and the young man, “are you two bloody satisfied?” 
“I think you should apologise to um… Sorry what’s your name?” The young man asked, looking towards Cheryl, a glint if mischief in his eye. 
“My names Cheryl, thanks for the help,” Cheryl said kindly, then she turned to the driver, “well, I’m waiting.” The driver pursed his lips, he gritted his teeth and then he muttered out a half-hearted apology, 
“I’m sorry Cheryl, I shouldn’t have spoken to you in that way,” with this Cheryl gave him a cheeky smile, the driver turned away muttering under his breath, and she and the young man sat back down.
“What’s your name by the way? If you don’t mind me asking,” Cheryl inquired in a friendly tone. 
“My name is James, thanks for asking,” he replied coyly, 
[bookmark: _GoBack]“No, thank you for helping me James, that man truly is a pig, the world needs more kindness, more people like you,” she whispered sweetly. Suddenly James grabbed Cheryl’s hand, they glanced into each other’s eyes, paused for a moment, then, relaxing, they embraced one another with a passionate kiss.  
