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Exercise: A middle aged woman gets the bus to work and has an argument with someone. A young man intervenes.

“You’re a tory and just like the rest of them!” I screamed on the top of my lungs. Half six in the morning and I was already kicking off. To be fair, it was very out of character for me but something just took over my body. I sort of resembled one of those drunk old men that you usually see if you’ve ever sat on a bus at midnight, drinking a can of Stella and being loud and obnoxious. I wasn't quite like that but admittedly had some of the same characteristics. I never usually speak to anyone on my daily trips but on that freezing cold morning, my blood boiled and made my entire body feel much warmer as I argued with the lady on the bus. Lady? Well I guess that’s what she’d want to be called. She was just an other one of those people that think they’re better than the rest of us. We’re just commoners in their heads. I’ve never stepped foot in to a Waitrose and I’ve never been on a skiing holiday so I must be a commoner. I’m not even sorry about what I said. It was all true. She was a tory, just like the rest of them. It’s just a shame about what happened on the rest of the trip. Tory’s don't know how to fight for anything unless its for something that benefits them. I was ready to batter her.

Let me take you back to the beginning of that morning. I was in my little cottage and had woken up at around 4am. This was what I did on every weekday and was my regular schedule so even though it sounds absolutely bizarre, it’s what I was used to. I’d roll out of bed and do a little bit of yoga on the floor in the darkness, turn the light on and stroke the cat, get showered and dressed, make a cup of lemon green tea, brush my teeth and make the same long walk to the bus stop. I lived in the countryside which meant that getting to the bus stop was a task in itself. I had to walk all the way through the dodgy lanes and tunnels to even get to the main road and then it was an extra ten minute walk right at the junction to get to the bus stop. Although it sounds like a bit of a task, it meant that I got to do my dream job every single day. I absolutely loved working in the care home and my routine was like clockwork. The job was a little difficult and tricky at times but I wouldn't have changed it for the world.

Whenever I arrived at the bus stop, there would only be a few people there and this time was no different. There was an elderly couple there, the same people that I saw every single day. I never spoke to them but we always exchanged smiles if our eyes were to meet. At this point, everything was normal and the entire morning felt like a rerun from the day before. The bus finally turned up at our spot and as soon as I got my ticket and looked for a chair, everything was different. My routine had changed and I was not about to sit on my own, which was what I was used to. I clocked eyes with a familiar face and she moved her bag off of the chair to allow me to sit down. I didn't want to. I enjoyed being alone in the mornings. They were lovely and peaceful. Unfortunately, she insisted. So I sat down on the chair, grinning and the conversation began.

“Aren’t you Ruby?” I nodded along and expressed a confused face. Did I know who she was? Did I recognise her? Nope. So I let her speak and then she explained who she was. Debbie was her name. Debbie bloody Rees. We were friends in comprehensive school but looking at us now, you would never say such a thing. We looked as though we were from two completely different worlds. There I sat in my leggings and baggy t-shirt which was covered by the massive winter coat on my top half. I also had a rucksack on my back which included my work uniform, lunch and other bits that I needed if I wanted a successful day. I scanned her entire being on the way to my seat so that I wouldn't have to do it while I sat directly next door to her. She was wearing an outfit that looked a lot like a business suit. A white blouse with a black pencil skirt and matching blazer. Her bag was not a rucksack but a fancy, expensive, designer bag. I’d only seen those when I was in Paris travelling a few years before. So we got speaking and I was telling her about my job and how much things had changed in the last few years.

“I absolutely love it. At school, I never thought that I’d be caring for people as a job but I’ve only gone and done it. I live alone and love that too. Well, not completely alone. My cat Milky is there too.” I knew I was getting overly enthusiastic about my own life which is why I asked her the question which started our little tiff. “So, what have you been up to? I never see you in this neck of the woods? Been busy?” Looking back, I wish I hadn't asked.

“Well, I’m currently living in London but I’m here on business. I was offered a cab to the meeting today but I thought I’d catch the bus since I was the last drop off on the route of the cab I organised. Felt as though it would just be simpler to get the bus. I’m working for the government”. She spoke with such passion and it seemed so genuine to me. I didn't ask her what she did because I thought she might have been in the secret service or doing something special and honourable. She went on, “I wasn't sure about it at first but being such a passionate conservative drew me towards the job. I see the prime minister at least once a year at conferences, she's such an inspiring woman”.

Inspiring woman? She must have been joking. I flared my nostrils and looked at her face properly for the first time during the entire trip. She seemed so proud of herself. I suddenly felt like I was much lower class than her. I felt as though she was looking at me differently. She was not one of my types of people. That’s when the dreaded words left my mouth.

“You’re a tory just like the rest of them”.

“I beg your pardon?” This was said this with such anger, the first time that Debbie’s monotone voice had changed so far. Her face was convincing enough which made me aware that she was offended by what I had said.

“Yes you bloody are. You’re probably judging me right now aren't you. I’m not doing some fancy job or anything, I cant afford luxuries like you but let me tell you, I’m enjoying my life. I love what I do and I wouldn't change it for the world. Unlike you, I’m honest. I’ve followed my dreams”. I began to get irritated and the more angry I got, the more red my face became. As I said before, I was ready to fight this woman. Although we hadn't seen each other for years, I feel as though she had changed and her beliefs had betrayed me. I was ready to scrap but just as I continued to tell her about how horrible the tories were while she rolled her eyes at me, the bus stopped and a gentleman in a uniform walked up to tell us that we were being too rude and loud. He was the bus driver and made us leave the bus.

Never in my entire life had I been that embarrassed. I was infuriated. I didn't take a second look at Debbie and almost ran off of the bus. I decided to walk home and phoned up the care home, telling them that I would be unable to make my shift. My walking was very slow. I was focussed on getting home, back to Milky and my own surroundings. It was still early and I could've done something with that day but I didn't want to see anyone else. I couldn't face anyone due to feeling sick to my stomach with anxiety and embarrassment.

As I continued walking home, a black cab drove slowly towards me and rolled down its window. A familiar voice came from the vehicle. It was Debbie, the woman from the bus sitting in the passenger seat. As if she hadn't had enough of me, of course she had to stick her nose back in to my business. She opened her big gob and said, “Aw Ruby, I don't want you walking home though. Would you like to jump in?” in a very calm and concerned voice. I looked her directly in the eyes, she was grinning; which was very different to my face which was red and puffy from the tears that were about to fall. I didn't say a word, only shook my head and walked on. As she drove away, the cab driver beeped at me. He probably thought that we were friends or at least acquaintances. If only he knew what it was a really like. I bet he was a tory too.

