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On a typical March morning, the atypical occurs, a man whose claim to fame was during his 1801 to 1809 american presidency spends his imagined retirement in 2020’s London. Chaos ensues. 
After the morning rush of business types rushing to the central line, kids in uniforms jumping off buses, the university arts students of london dragging their oversized statement pieces towards the underground. Protesters of the Black Lives Matter movement gather outside of a hotspot, in the center outside of a coffee shop, university of london student accommodations and small convenience shops.
 
Sits an older man, known to the world as one of America's founding fathers, Thomas Jefferson. Approached by his usual waitress, a tall polish woman, she asked 
“Coffee, Mr Jefferson? We have those imported beans you like.”
“Ah yes, Ewa dear. Did you see all the commotion this morning? Very powerful indeed!”
“I got in to work at half-past five today..” Looking a little closer at her, Mr Jefferson noticed she looked a little weary.
“Well I suppose that’ll distract you!” She gave a tight smile and headed off behind the counter. Mr Jefferson took this time to engage with his surroundings, seeking his latest debate partner. Thomas Jefferson, now retired and restless, had come to enjoy this ritual. His wife Martha much appreciated her time alone in the house, working on music and household chores. Spotting a young black man in his late twenties, typing furiously at his laptop he felt conflicted, it almost was an unnatural sight. Thomas Jefferson was a hypocrite. The man, named Alistair, had only been to the coffee shop a couple of times, he found it was a big, airy environment, perfect to complete his latest play. Once he’s working, the world tends to drift away. That being said, he was still a black man living in England, and knew when eyes were on him. He looked up to see a chubby white man, with an outdated haircut, long on 
the sides and balding on top. This man seemed to be staring at him whilst deep in thought, not looking angry or happy.
Mr Jefferson perked up. The man had unknowingly invited him to speak. 
“What do you think of all this?” Jefferson gestured to the crowds of people pouring into the train stations, with signs and facepaint and scattered chants. 
“Um, I hadn’t really noticed.. But It’s good stuff.” Alistair muttered.
“You hadn’t noticed?! You should be out there!” This provoked the young man.
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, those are your people, you shouldn't even be in here.”
Alistair was right, this was some old racist git. As the confirmation took over, before his anger set in, the waitress had put the coffee on the other man’s table. 
“I hope you’re behaving, Mr Jefferson. I can’t have you scaring off all of the customers.”
“No, no, I’m simply conversing, my dear. You may go.”
Ewa turned to Alistair and rolled her eyes before attending to the kitchens. Alistair tried to brush the last five minutes off him, turning back to his work. At this very moment, two teenage girls come into the coffee shop, bright eyes and visibly amped, they sped up to the counter, lugging their signs behind them. Jefferson noisily read ‘BLACK LIVES MATTER’ and ‘DEFUND THE POLICE’ hand painted on cardboard. 
“God, I need a coffee..” One girl grumbled.
“Should we stay in or..?” The other asked.
“Yeah, go on then, my arms are sore already.” The girls promptly ordered iced hazelnut coffees the size of their heads and fell into a small sofa. “Oh my god, when that weird guy was hovering, ugh he was so annoying. This is why we need to be going to protests like every week.” Nova, the louder of the two girls exclaimed, she was wearing a short black skirt, an ACDC top, big boots and an oversized denim jacket, covered in badges and pins and writings and paint. Her companion, Holiday, however, wore simple, modest clothing, she, while not as loud, was certainly as passionate. “Honestly, I’m so glad we went today, more needs to be done about this, it’s actually crazy how black people are still so mistreated.” 
“Hol, If I were in power, we’d get rid of all the old white men, sort this whole thing out!” Nova said stuff like this often. Unfortunately Alistair overheard this, and knew the old man did too. “Excuse me, young lady, but ‘old white men’ like me are the reason you’re even allowed to run around like that!” 
“I’m not talking to you.” Snapped Nova, the grimace on Holiday’s face was loud. “And what did you even mean, ‘like that’? Like what?”
“Listen, I am a complete believer in the right to fight, without a riot every twenty years or so what kind of society would we allow? But women certainly need to know their place.” Mr Jefferson boomed. The atmosphere suddenly felt tighter, confined, jolting Alistair out of his zone. Nova and Holiday were upset. Holiday enquired “How can you be so pro-protest but so clearly anti-woman?” 
“Not at all, women who hold themselves with elegance and grace, I can enjoy, not the likes of you dirty girls.” Mr Jefferson seemed pleased with his statement, whilst everyone in the coffee shop looked very unhappy. Nova saw red. “Who are you to decide how a woman is supposed to be? You’re absolutely grotesque. I believe we all as individuals have the right to voice what we want, dress how we want, behave how we want! You are what is completely wrong with politics and the world!” She was shouting now, Holiday was holding her back while mirroring her expression. Alistair had begun packing his things, mentally preparing his arguments. 
“I, young lady, am Thomas Jefferson, the founding father of America, I am the reason that democracy prevails, I know that any good man who represents the educated masses of the commonwealth has a say in all matters regarding government and society.” Alistair chimed in 
“What about the people who aren’t able to be as educated? What about women? You are describing republicanism.” The girls looked surprised at the speaker. Mr Jefferson looked angry in the way old men did, he went red and slightly shaky, his eyes bulging. 
“How dare you speak to me this way! I ought to put you to work. I treated my slaves very well, giving them Sundays off for whatever their religious fancy! But If any of them spoke to me this way..” 
“Right, this is absolutely disgusting behaviour, I’m getting far way from you, racist, bigoted, sexist republican!” Alistair shouted as he hastily packed up his belongings. Mr Jefferson screamed “I am NOT a REPUBLICAN!” Nova and Holiday had backed into a corner waiting for their iced coffees, just as Ewa brought them over, she caught Alistair angrily storming out. The girls grabbed their coffees and escaped after Alistair did. The elderly man left the coffee shop, refusing to look Ewa in the eye, as he drifted back home, where, like the coffee shop, others wished he wouldn’t return.




My take on this assignment was definitely a creative one. I hope I expressed my understanding that despite Jefferson claiming he was all about democracy, that his democracy (like the ancient greeks) excluded most people. American politics don’t have room for anything but the far right, slightly right and right wing. It is a capitalist country with republicans in charge. I did appreciate Jefferson's attempt at religious freedom though.
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