
People watching…
The sad bus driver in town - observed 9/07/2020 at 3.55pm. 
              The doctor who looked tired - observed 8/7/20 at 7pm. 
                          The women with her daughter - observed 12/07/20 at 11am. 
                                            The smiley teen - observed 11/07/20 at 10am. 

By Bethanie Pullman

“I like to prowl ordinary places. I feel sorry for us all 
or glad for us all caught alive together and awkward in 
that way.”    
                
Excerpt from Play the Piano Drunk Like a Percussion 
Instrument Until the Fingers Begin to Bleed a Bit by 
Charles Bukowski



I look over towards where the busses pass and a man catches my eye. There was a big green 
bus at the stop. Sitting at the wheel was a sad looking older man. His grey hair slicked back with 
gel and his bushy beard sitting on top of his face. He stared out of the window waiting. Whenever 
passengers boarded the bus, he pasted on a smile and asked them to take their seats. You could 
see the sadness in his eyes as he stared.  
 
 
 
 
 

I find myself wondering what his life was like outside of 
work. I imagine he had a wonderful family and a beautiful 
place to live. Sometimes day to day life gets tedious and 
today was one of those days. He misses seeing 
passengers' smiling faces as they started their journey 
and the pleasantries that come with day to day life. The 
world without hugs and smiles feels lonely but he isn’t 
lonely at all. He watched a bird land in front of a woman 
who screamed and laughed to himself. His face lit up 
when he smiled.  



 
 
A middle aged doctor came into view; I say middle 
aged because of the worry lines worn proudly on his 
face. His NHS badge dangled around his neck. His 
smartly dressed appearance was quite unusual in the 
streets of Darlington. His shirt was tucked into his 
trousers and the top button was tightly done up. He 
walked quickly but lightly. He was trying to go 
unnoticed. His purple and black mask clung to his face, 
like a blanket of protection against social interaction.  
 
He paused right in front of me and squirted hand 
sanitiser onto his hands, then placing it back into his 
bag. The smell now lingered in the air. He returned to 
walking. His jet black hair flopped onto his face. His 
most distinguishing feature wasn’t his smart 
appearance; it was the tired look in his eyes. 

 
I imagine that he’s overwhelmed and overworked since 
the news of coronavirus spread across the country. The 
unsung hero going about his day like he hadn’t saved our 
community from the uncertainty and biggest threat that 
we’ve ever faced. He’s very tired. 



I noticed a girl in her early 20’s with two young children. Her eyes bright blue and a serious look upon her face, 
almost expecting something to go wrong. Her shiny black hair scraped into a messy bun whilst several strands 
of hair have escaped since she tied it up. She was dressed casually, I imagine for ease and timing with two small 
children afoot.    
 
She was pushing a beautiful silver cross pram. Inside the pram was a sweet baby girl barely 2 month-old. The 
colour pink was an overwhelming feature. The girl walked slowly in awe of her youngest child. The second 
daughter was trailing behind them, spinning as she went. She was wearing an Elsa dress. Her hair caught the 
breeze and she spun.   
 

The elder daughter lost her footing and fell to the floor and 
suddenly the mother's whole world stopped. She gently pushes 
the brake on the pram and goes to her daughter. The child is 
crying with all of her might and the mother comforts her, hugging 
her tightly until the tears subside. She rubs her daughter's knee 
and holds her hand whilst beginning to push the pushchair again. 
They happily carried on and the little girl's smile returned. They 
go about their day but the love that surrounds them is immense.  
 



 
 
The girl was incredibly stylish. She wore a yellow 
dungaree dress which had dinosaurs all over it. 
Her bright yellow Dr Martens caught my eye, as 
did her black shirt. The most striking thing about 
her appearance was her hair and make up. Her 
pink hair hung down to her shoulder, messily. She 
had drawn clouds and the sky in pink and purple 
on her eyelids, with the sun in the corner of her 
right eye. With brown eyeliner she’d given herself 
freckles and her lips were bright pink. Her 
highlighter shone in the sunlight.  
 
 

She walked along the road with her big yellow backpack 
and pink headphones in. She almost skipped as she 
walked. She was content and singing to herself as she 
went. There was an innocence about her, like she was 
told to be herself and that translated to singing in the 
street. She looked overwhelmingly happy. 



  

Who do you see? 

  

Strangers or familiar faces? An individual who catches your attention or a stream of people? 

  

Maybe wonder for a moment about their stories, their lives.  Observe their movements, conversations, gestures expressions. 

  

Ask yourself - how can we connect in these times 
when human contact has been so compromised? 


