Lecture 2 – “Middle-aged woman arrives at a bus stop in the morning and gets into an argument. However, a young man intervenes.”


Pennsylvania was religious. Diane wasn’t. She had been to church before, of course, but seeking freedom from eternal damnation wasn’t really at the top of her to-do list. Breakfast was.
Diane lived in the middle of town, which meant that there wasn’t really anywhere good to eat. There was IHOP and Denny’s, but both paled in comparison to her favourite family-run café. For that, she had to go to the suburbs. And for that, she had to get on the bus.
Living within the town meant that bus stops were everywhere: outside the town hall, the library, the school, the church, the other school. Every road had at least one stop, but Diane was a very samey person so she knew exactly where she was going.
When she arrived at the bus stop outside the second of the schools there were already a few people waiting. Normally they would be stood right by the pole. But instead, they were scattered about five metres down the road, doing their best not to notice the situation by the pole.
Diane noticed it as soon as she had turned the corner onto the road. A preacher was stood at the stop. Bell in one hand, Bible in the other. She couldn’t make out his words, but she knew they weren’t English. As she got closer, he turned and beckoned her forwards.
After living in Pennsylvania for most of her adult life, Diane had become accustomed to the average street preacher. Every time she went into the big cities, they would try the corner-and-convert tactic, but she’d learnt how to dodge it. 
However, it’s a little bit different when the person you’re trying to dodge is exactly where you need to be.
Staring at the pavement cracks in front of her, Diane did her best to avoid his gaze. The bell-ringing seemed to get louder as she got closer to him, but she was adamant that she would get past him and join the crowd of his victims.
The preacher had other ideas, however. As soon as Diane got close enough, he stopped speaking in tongues and stepped in her way, reciting passages of scripture. The next two minutes of Diane’s life were filled with Matthews, Marks, Lukes, Johns, all vying for her attention. As she tried to skirt around him, the preacher rang the bell harder and banished her further.
Just as she was about to strike out at the preacher, Diane saw a young man approach calmly from behind the bus stop. He was smartly-dressed, much more elegant than the preacher’s mud-and-blood-stained robes. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]The young man held a book in his hand, much like the preacher, but his was more compact and friendlier. Diane knew exactly what he was…
