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Character Narrative

I know what people think when they see me walking up and down Main Street, that woman looks crazy.  But really, I haven’t always been this way; I am just lonely since my husband passed away a few years ago. My husband always worked and provided for the family, so I spent my days cooking and volunteering at the local library.  Having never really paid attention to finances, when my husband passed away, I was unsure how to be wise with my money, and being in a deep depression because of his sudden passing didn’t help.  Before I knew it, I was in need of a job.
I sold my car for extra money, and the first time I took the bus from Waterbury to Cheshire, was a real experience.  Upon paying the money to the bus driver, I noticed that the 8:15 bus was completely filled, so I had to stand.  Looking around there were many young men and women who were sitting, and next to me was an elderly woman who looked like she could really use a seat. I turned to the young man sitting to my left and said, “Do you think you could offer the woman next to me your seat?”

He whipped his head around and basically spat at me, “Listen lady, I get up early every day to make this bus, and this is the seat I always sit in.  Clearly, you are new, because everyone else on this bus knows this is my seat, and no old lady is going to take my seat!”

My mouth hung open, what was this young man so angry about that he felt the need to scream at me because of a very simple request? I stood silently for the rest of the bus ride.  It warmed my heart to know that after my interaction with the young man, the teenage girl sitting across from him, got up, and offered her seat to the older woman.  I have always believed that there is good in everyone.  
Once I was able to pull myself out of my depressed state, I decided that I was going to make everyday a positive one.  That’s when I started wearing scarves.  It may sound silly, but wearing scarves makes me happy.  That’s why I layer on many scarves everyday before I leave the house.  It is just as important to me to wear my scarves as it is to have my long white hair neatly coiffed and curled.  I believe in putting your best foot forward, and to me that means lots of accessories.  
As I got off the bus that first day, I turned to the teenager, while her look was a bit off-putting, she had many tattoos, purple hair and a too many piercings to count; I knew I had to thank her for giving up her seat.  A big grin spread across her face as I thanked her.  I knew right then and there that my positive attitude was going to help land me a job.
